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THE NEW YEAR.

s

Farewell, Old Year! they ring thy passing bell;
Decay has seized thee—thow art near thy rest.
For thee no move the songsters’ notes shall swell,
Nor fragrant flowers adorn earth’s verdant breast.
As dies a sunbeam tn the darkening West
So fades thy life—so pass thy joys away.
Loved in thy time, or hated or caressed;
Now less regarded than the meanest clay
Which thousands trample down upon the broad highway.

Thousands like thee have passed since first the earth
Grew warm and fertile ‘neath the sun’s first glow;
But history claims the record of their birth—
Their wonderous deeds, their days of joy or woe:
Of contests dive and battle fields, which show
A dark and bloody stain on history's page;
But, like a constant stream with steady flow,
Time sweeps along in spite of martial rage,
Nor pauses tn tts course where'er the strife may wage.

Thy young successor, like a new-born child—
Spotless and pure from every taint of ill—
With eyes which never by a look beguzled,
And hands which never wrought an evil will.
Who can predict what blood ¢t yet may spzll?
What wars and dire misdeeds disgrace its days?
Or shall the mission whick it must fulfil
Be told hereafter by o peoples’ praise;
Or borne with curses down until th. end of days?

We look complacently on what 7s gone;
Ty saddest days can vex the mind no more.
Each day that rolls in fast succession on,
Divides us further from what was before;
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Like « stowt ship beyond the breaters roar,
And gliding seaward in her swift career,

Dim and more dim becomes the fading shore,
Where danger lurked to fill the heart with fear—
Where all above was dark, and all on earth was drewr.

Some thoueht, perchance, may waken in the breast—
Some reminiscence of a« woeful past:
Another hour in hopes bright garment dressed
Dispels the shadow which obscured the last.
As the bright sun, when from the hills are cast
His morning beams into the vale below,
Dissolves the darkness in kis empire vcst:
So dies the faint remembrance of our woe,
Whick once we deemed the worst the human breast
could know.

In the dark cloistered dim and silent tomb
Repine thy dead who from thee puss'd away,
Rest is their heritage, and sombre gloom,
Their joys have faded from the light of day,
Their only future now the swift decay.
Of all to frail mortality allied—
Forgotten in that charnel house of clay,
And soon the mourner’s transient tear 1s dried,
As rolls the stream of years along in ceaseless tide.

We greet the new year with a cheerful voice,
Freighted it comes with hope of joyous days,

Anticipation bids our hearts rejoice,
For it the minstrel sings his sweelest lays ;

Tho year by year the life of man decays,
The future ever wears a smiling face,

Oh conld we, but the veil whick hides it raise,
What iroubles might we see, perchance disgrace,
Yet still we hurry on with cager vesters face.

Press onward then ye bold and trusty hearts—
Youths, who should be their country’s pride—
With the new year a brighter vision starts,
The beacon glimmers broadly oer the tide,
A thousand blessings to your sires denied
Are thine, and fruits of science worthier far
Than that great empire whick fed Cesar’s prids
Or all the triumphs of successful war,
Since the first blood was shed beneath the morning star.
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HOLIDAY THOUGHTS.

—en

Curistyas and New Year have from time
immemoriai been set apart as days for festivity
and rejoicing. ‘then it is that families are
re-united, and old and young partake of the
pleasures of the season, while prosperity,
friendship and guod cheer rob life of its enmity,
its care and its sorrow; and whilst we, among
the rest of our readers, look back upon the
days that are no more and sigh over the recol-
lections of the past.let us not forget the ex-
perience and the wisdom which the years Lring
to us, but learn to prize highly that reward
which is & token of duties faithfully performed.
This i3 a cold winter’s night, but inside all is
warmth, contentment and joy, and despite the
approaching joys and pleasures of to-morrow,
our thoughts have naturally taken a pensive
train. Is it not a strange anomaly in human
nature, that one can be sad and melancholy in
a season of gladness and mirth, But to some
natures a sense of freedom from toil allied with
& hope of joy and pleasure to come. seems to
cause a feeling of despondency to rise in the
heart. A strange presentment of cvil some-
times mingles with our deepest joy. In this
mood we sit down to pen this essay, and
whilst we reflect upon the many seasons like
this which have come and gone, one cannot but
remark, how custom, opinion, and our modern
habits of utilitariunism, coupled with the march-
ing civilization of the age, seem to have
lessened the respect and veneration which was
wont to be paid to the annual return of Christ-
mas and New Year. Alas, as T'ennyson sings:

¢ The old order changeth yiclding place to new,

And God fulfils himself in many ways,
Lest one good custom should corrupt the world.”

Probably in no country is Christmas and
New Year so well observed as in Englaud.
The conservative habits of the people, their
laws and institutions, together with their insu-
lar position, has certainly made them a charac-
teristic people, and has tended in no swmall
measure to foster and cherish a love for what-
ever is old and vencrable In stories connected
with the *¢bringing home of the ¢ Yule Log’
and the ¢Mistletoe Bough,”” Romance has
weaved some of its most ingenious fictions.
Whilst ¢ Christmas Waits ” continue still, as
they did in the olden time, to sing their hymns
of praise and thanksgiving in almost every
village throughout the land. But even in
England this custom seems to be dying away,
and is only practised in those outlying villages
and towns, like the sleepy Dreamthorp which
Alexander Smith so quaintly describes, Alas
for the onward march of time that sweeps laws
customs and institutions to the dust: making
the young to regret on all those joys which

were endearing to childhood and the old to sigh
over pleasures that will return no more. While
we sit pondering over the revolving seasons of
the year, the hopes that have been indulged
and the loves long buried and forgotton: the
happy hours of early youth seem to return to
us again, and there seems to be no period of
that gladsome time which stands out so vividly
in the Lick ground ot our after experience, as
these holidays of the New Year. when we are
free to chovse our own occupations, and when
freedom from school brings with it a feeling of
restless and impatient joy.

‘This is inde. d a season sacred to the hallowed
memories of childhood, when through the long
trackless vista of the past one can recall the
vanished joys of life's earliest years, and gather
hope and consolation tor the future., Since
childhood's happy hours what dreams have
been cherisbed. what chimeras chased, and to
how many idols we all have bowed? And thus
it is from year to year, as youth wanes the
passions which impel it—in time loose their
torce, until reason exerts her sole preeminence.
Sitting by the fire-side, to-night, what strange
fancies have crossed our mind, concerning these
holiday hours; what vague undefined ideas,
struggling for expression, have we inthis essay
endeavoured to convey? Ifold Montaigne was
alive now and looking over our shoulder he
would, no doubt, be perfectly willing to guide
the pen. Cannot we obtain something of the
inspiration of that immortal spirit? Montaigne
wrote on almost every topie, and his mind was
a perfect transcript of society, as it existed in
Franccin his day. The old customs of the times
in which he lived were dear to him, and no man,
w?] venture to say, enjoyed life so well as he
did.

We remember well, one custom peculiar to
the New Year which is still in zogue, namely,
that of shooting for fowl, and memory recalls
with pleasure, a long walk we tosk some years
ago, to the scene of this sport.  The day was
cold, and the snow lay deep and unpacked, as
we trudged our way througa the streets of the
city, until we came to the suburbs, where the
firing was to take place. The spot sclected
was at the head of 2 long level marsh, and here
were to be seen numbers of persons of the la-
boring class, mingled with a tew sporting char-
acters, who prided themselves on their ability to
mike 2 good shot. Among these stood the
owner of the fowl. ready to receive tie pay of
those who intended to shoot, and of course. he
who succeeded in killing a fowl, claimed it as
his own. The practice is & most barbarous and
cruel one, and we hope the day is not fur dis-
tant, when this disgraceful pastime, which is
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not calculated to excite the noblest instincts
of our nature, will be entircly done away with.
But, there were other amusements pecu-
Yinr to this holiday season, in which the young
chiefly delighted and, we regret to say, these
few years past have become totally forgotten.
Everything at last must yield to the inexor-
able law of custom and time.

But chiefly we delighted to recall the associa-
tions connected with the domestic circle as well
as the out-door amusements of this season in
days gone by. With what ecstatic joy we re-
ceived those tokenrs of affection und remem-
brance from kind and loving hearts. They are
ail forgotten now, and the donors have silently
departed; but these things can touch us no
more with the joy they once revealed. We are
growing old now, and the consciousness of this
fact sends at times, a sharp thrill of pain to the
heart. The first awakening of this truth is al-
ways sudden, and causcs sad and mournful
reflections. And why should it not be so, when
one remembers the past? The thoughtlessness
and levity of youth with its romantic visions,
loves and hopes, contrast wmost painfully with
the wisdom anG experience we have learned in
a later school. But the feeling of growing old
touches not all alike. Some persons are old in
body but young in mind; it is youth's freshness
and elasticity of temper, combined with kindly
feelings, that they have not lost. To some, the
quick sense of physical decay, brings with it a
certain feeling of despondency and gloom, that
throws a cloud over their happiest hours.

The first appearance of crow’s feet round the
corners of the eye, or the faint lines of care or
sorrow upon the brow, makes many who have
been regarded as handsome, saddened and de-
pressed in spirit. And what mournful reflec-
tions must that devotee to fashion and pleesure
have, who once celebrated for buauty, wanders
threugh the ball room or saloon, with the con-
sciousness of charms lost to her forever, and
finding that homage which she was wont to re-
ceive, paid to others. And can anything be
more painful to witness than the frivolous oc-
cupation and vain arts which some employ to
preserve their beauty. We ask the reader, do
not these things go far to determine and reveal
the prominent traits of character? That kindly
and beautiful writer, the author of the recollec-
tions of a Country Parson, who deals so char-
itably and leniently with the failings and imper-
fections of human nature, has written most
glowingly upon this theme, and to him do we
direct the attention of our readers. Thrice
happy is he who still preserves, as the scasons
roll round and old age comes on, the freshness
and vivacity of feeling, which adorned his
childhood.

At this season it is pleasing, in the young, to
witness the exhuberance of spirit, and flow of
emotion which the old evince. It partakes of
something of the feeling of their earlier yeurs.
How muny an old man’s hearc is gladdened
with the recollections of bright spots, oasis, so

to speak in the barren desert of the past, which
the festivitics of these holidays reveal to his
memory. Old age, so often allied with all that
is forbidden in manner, grows young again,
The heart breaks cut in sallics of wit, and with
feelings of good humour, mirthfulness and love.
Surrounded with the innocent gaiety and confi-
ding looks of childhood, the smiles of friends
and relatives, his heart awuakens to feelings of
deepest joy. He knows what lifeis, its warp
and woof woven of many colours. Heremem-
bers too, the visions of its carlier years—tho
smiles that enchant and the hopes that daeceive,
and to him the sublime ode of Wordsworth
reveals its most hidden mcaning—
“ The clouds that %ather round the setting

8un do take n sober colouring from

An cye that hath kept watch o’er

AMan’s mortality I

In Germany, Christmas and New Year is
celebrated with even more joyousness than it is
with us. The customs of the people remain the
same from year to year, and the winter holi-
days are associated with the wildest hilarity
snd jocund mirth. Naturally home loving, the
Germans cling with devotion to the institutions
and customs of the Fatherland, and though
transported by exile to other climes, preserve
through every vicissitude of fortune, thatintense
feeling of patriotisin which comforts and sus-
tains them. In this respect they much resem-
ble the Scotch. At the present time, especially
in England and America, the march of civiliza-
tion is rapid, while science, art and letters,
are breaking down those barriers and distinc-
tions in Society that tend completely to improve
the manners, customs and tastes of the people.
In consequence of all this, Christmas and New
Year, as days of festivity, mirth and pleasure, is
we think, every year becoming less observed.
This is an age of deep and earnest purpose,
when science and art are making great disco-
veries and improvements, and, when the whole
energies of man seem to be devoted to the ac-
cumulation of material wealth.

To this fact, we owe that sceptical and in-
credulous spirit which scems to characterize
the age. It is dominant in religion, art and
letters. Men nowadays seem to revere nothing;
customs and institutions they scatter to the
winds; idols thcy have none—save that of the
collossal mammon. The spirit of veneration
seems to have given place to one of doubt, un-
belief, and utopian reform, and allying itself
with intelligence and wisdom, will, no doubt, do
much towards the future amelioration and im-
provement of the race. But with all our boast-
ed wisdom, it is a strange principte of human
nature that, as the years roll on, and old age
advances, we are more disposed to ignore the
present and to do homage 10 the past. Never-
theless, those lines of distinctions, which seem
to separate the two great classes of the human
family, and which, in Politics are known under
the names of Whig and Tory, scem to be fast
fading into each other, or in other words—com-
pletely changing. Men are every year becom-
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ing more liberal and profound in knowledge,
and charitable in their expressions of censure
and approval, concerning al! those great ques-
tions which affect the hopes and destiny of our
race. It would be, no doubt, & pleasing task
to take a retrospect of the year that is now de-
parting, and sketch the works that have been
done in the various departments of intellectual
culture, but this is not the essayist’s duty in this
instance to perform. Our thoughts have been
too rambling, and like the visitor, to some
antiquated castle or cathedral, we love to wan-
der here and there—now stopping to admire
this columned aisle or marble tablet cornice,

and pause perhaps to speculate on its history
and the associations connccted with it. We
have said that this is a working age, when the
race is more and more terribly in earnest, in
trinmphing over material forms than during any
previous era; and in this assertion, we think
we are sustained by what has been done in the
present generation. But work and play enter
both into the lives of each individual, and there
is nothing 8o much we regret—that these holi-
days of the year and scasons of happy reunion
-—sacred to the memories of childhood—youth
and old age—should be sacrificed to the god of
labour and of Mammon.

CHRISTMAS EVE.

.

BY W. 8T. JOHN.

Irwas Christmas Eve—a cold crisp Christmas
Eve,—moonlight teco—the sky was cloudless,
and the mellow rays of the Queen of Night fall-
ing on the silvery snow made it almost bright
as day. The merry jingle of the sleigh-bells as
they dashed rapidly to and fro, lent life to the
scene, and made everything without appear gay,
whether it really was so or not.

But everybody was not happy, nor even gay
—for gaiety is very often only an assumption of
happiness—on that Christmas Eve. No, within
the precincts of the city there was misery—
poverty, sickness, want, and hardship—perhaps
not so much as usually falls to the share of
every large city; but yet a great deal,—and
the most of which could have been alleviated,
if those who had the means and the power, aad
only had the well as well.

There were some, too, who were not sick;
and by no means in want, and yet they were
far from being happy. Such a one was Mr. F.
C. Sterne, as he stood at his chamber window
looking out at the moonlight scene we have
attempted to describe. He tried hard to
make himself believe he felt happy, but the
more he tried, the more he became convinced
that ne was really miserable.  He turned away
frora the window, and sat down by the cheerful
coal-fire which threw a flickering, ruddy glow,
on the rich curtains, soft carpets, elegant fur-
niture, and rare pictures of his drawing room.
He placed his feet on the fender, gazed intently
into the fire, and in spite of himself became
busy thinking, and his thoughts, like a kaleido-
scope, changed very quickly from one scenc to
another. He thought how a little more than
twelve years before this particular Christmas
Erve, he arrived in the city with his wife and
child, a very young man—for he was now only
thirty-three; how he had gone into business;
how he had striven for the first three years, and
how with all his striving he could barely keep
his little family comfortable. Then when he

was just beginning to be able to do so, how his
wife had sickened and died. How, though he
had felt the blow severely, yet for the sake of
his only child—her mother’s image, and the
darling of his own heart—he had borne manfully
up against it, until nine years after her mother’s
death, she, too, in the beauty and bloom of
innocent childhood, after three days illness, fell
a victim to diptheria, and her dust was borne
and deposited with her mother’s in the lone
churchyard. And then, for a few wecks, how—
almost mechanically—he had gone about more
like a man under the influence of a half-drowsy
sleep, superinduced by the habitual usc of some
narcotic stimulant—than a man*having an aim
to live, much less one who was beginaing
to acquire the character of a shrewd and suc-
cessful business man. How he awoke to & full
sense of his situation, and to change it, and
banish his melancholy, he absorbed himself
wholly and solely in business; how everything
he projected prospered, and every undertaking
he planned was crowned with success, until in
the cares of business he had forgotten every-
thing !—Yes, even wife and child,—but that
was because he did not think; would not allow
himself to think; except of ships, cargos,
freights, and markets; and of these no man
thought more, and certainly no man was better
posted. But now on this particular Christmas
Eve, there scemed to have come a re-action
and he did think, and he wondered too, what
his neighbors thought of him.

What did they think of him?—Why they
knew he owned and occupied the most com-
fortable mansion, with a pretty little garden
and trees in front of it, and a larger garden and
yard in its rear, thot there was in the fashionable
street in which it was situated. They &new too
that he had ships at sea, and that his check
was good for many thousands of dollars ; but they
thought that the man and his name were ex-
tremely well suited to each other, ¢ Sterne by
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name and stern by nature,” was the common-
place and not very clegant rewmnark his neighbors
would make about him, whenever it came in
their way to remark him at all, which was but
seldom, as most of them were families of af-
fluent means, and did not move in business
circles. They knew he was a man of strict
rectitude—that his word was as good as his
bond—and against his moral conduct, none
could whisper a word. Yet they thought him
callous to pity, deaf to charity, and that Mam-
mon was his shrine.

His housckeeper was an old widow lady
named Mrs. Jones and a perfect shrew, who
if he had been a man of much conversation or
inclined to argument would have scolded him
a3 fast as she did her neighbors’ boys, when
they climbed her fence or threw stones into her
yard; which they sometimes did, just to hear
her scold; for, alas! for the depravity of hu-
man nature, boys have a propensity that way;
for which let them not be censured, when old
ladies will be foolish enough to scold. The
whole care and management of his house wus
left to her. Her housckeeping suited him;
that was all he wanted, and he asked her no
questions. He, therefore was not to be blamed
if beggars were spurned from the door, for he
did not know it; but his neighbors were not
aware of that fact, and su they put A¥m and not
her down for it, and drew their inferences ac-
cordingly.

The clock struck cight, and he was still lost
in hisreverie. Happy he certainly did not feel,
and his thoughts at last found ve. : in words,
¢« No!” he execlaimed, *“I cannot think of a
kind act or benevolent deed perfor..ed by me
for the last three years, and where i3 the aim
or purpose of my life?” Why not begin, then?
a still small voice within him seemed to say,
and then as if ansawering it, he broke out again,
¢ Al, but where shall I begin—how make a
commencement?”’ Suddenly a thought came
upon him and he resolved to put it in execution
forthwith. ¢ Yes,” he said, I will take a quiet
walk through the streets, and notice the passers
by. 1 may perhaps observe some unfortunale
fellow creature whom I can in some way assist,
or some poor inebriate whom I can at least
advise to go home, and this will, at all events,
be a beginning, however small.”

He at once arose, drew on his overcoat and
gloves, set his fur cap on his head, with the air
of 2 man who had purposed, and was determined
to perforni.

So he sauntered forth. The night, as we
have stated, was cloudless—clear and cold, and
the hard-packed snow crinking under-foot at
every step, but to a person clad as he was, the
cold was not biting, only free and invigorating.
As he passed along the crowded streets, troops
of merry little boys and girls; throngs of young
men and laughing maidens flitted by in quick
succession, all comfortably protected against
the weather, and lookizg gay and happy, and
he was almost beginning to waver in his pur-
pose, when he thought of trying another section

of the city, the residents of which were of the
hwoorer class. Threading his way along, and
Just u8 he was passing a baker’s shop window,
his eyes became fixed on a little earnest face
almost pressed against the glass, surveying the
temptinz-looking delicacies, which were nicely
arranged within. e stopped short, and gazed
intently on that little form. Was there anything
in the features which reminded him of the little
girl which had once been his dvarest treasure,
or was it the peculiar, nay even hungry look,
which the child's countenance expressed, as she
wistfully, though all nconscious of being ob-
served, peered within. He noticed too, as he
viewed her, that though decently and ecven
neatly clad, her garments were very thin, in
fact entirely unsuitable for the season, and
thought he observed her shivering. He looked
again and was sure of it, and if the thrill which
passed through—what his neighbors’ never sup-
posed he had—his heyrt, was not pity, then we
do not know what name to give it.

¢« [s there anything in there you would like
to bave, my little girl 2 he gently said in a low
voice as ie stooped to address her.

The little ereature looked up, and cowered
away from him, but did not reply. He repeated
his question again, in such a manner and toune
as completely re-assured her, and she quickly
answered

“Yes, sir,” but instantly checking herself,
said ¢* No, sir.”

¢ Which am I to take for an answer, my
dear? Thisis Christmas Eve, you know, and
perhaps Santa Claus may not come to your
house. So if there is anything in there you
would wish for; let me get it for you, and you
can take it home with you.”

« He used to come, but he don’s since Ma
died; but—" and she stopped.

¢ But what, my dear,” he inquire1?

“If I were to take anything home with me,
T know Susie would be so angry, and if Pa were
to find it out, it would be dreadful,” she re-
plied.

“Then let me take it for you, and I will
explain to thews both in such a manner that
they cannot be angry with you. Now tell me
traly,” he said, looking at her carnestly, * Are
you not hungry?”

She hesitated. It was evident to him that
she was unaccustomed to telling an untruth ; and
the question secmed painful. However, she
stammered rather than answered—averting her
face as she did so—

¢ Yes sir, and so is poor little Willie, and I
think Susie is too, although she won’t say so.”

“ Very well then, let us goin,” and taking
her by the hand, he was in the shop before he
himself thought, or she had time to remonstrate.

For a moment, but only a moment, the
thought crossed his mind that it might appear
ridiculous to see him, the ricg merchant, under
such circumstances; but he soon dismissed it;
he had made a purpose, and having done so, he
was not the man to abandon it.

So he inquired of the baker if he had a spare
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basket, which being farnished, he proceeded to
havo it filled, not with delicacies alone, but
with a liberal sharo of the more aubstantial food
with which the shelves were supplied

¢ Shall I send it home for you, sir?” inguired
the baker as he handed him the change of his

“Oh nn, thank you, I'Ml just take it in my
hand,” he replied, as he again took the child's
hand. and left the shop. It was a long time
since he had done any marketing, and it began
to plense him. Meanwhile the child kept close
to his side, every once in a while looking up at
him with wonder plainly expressed in her large
dark cyes; walking to keep pace with him had
made her quite warm, and lent a carnation to
her cheeks, which they certainly did not wear
when he first saw her. A short distance from
the baker's, he stepped into a grocery store,
where he selected a supply of tea, coffee, sugar,
raisins, &e., and two large fowls, which having
paid for, and stowed away as best he could,
reached the street again.

“Now then, my little girl,” said he, “you
must show me the way to where you live; for
I intend these things tor you.”

4 Oh, sir, thank you, sir. But what will Susie
say?” she artlessly replied.

“ We will see when we reach there,” said he.
“Do you live far from here ?”

* No, 8ir, not very far ;—just round this cor-
ner and a little way along the next street; but
we don't live in as nice a place as we used to
before Ma died, when you—" and she stopped.

“When I what?” said he, feeling amused.

“ T was going to sy, when you used to come
on Christmas Eve; for if there is such a gentle-
man as Santa Claus, you are him, I'm sure,”
she said.

¢ Perhaps s0,” ke replied, smiling.

A few minutes walk brought them in front of a
door, which the child pointed to as being the
entrance to where she dwelt. It was a tene-
ment house, and he followed her up two flights
of stairs, and she opened a door at the top. A
light was burning on a small table, just under
the only window in the room, over which hung
a clean white blind. About half way between
the door and the window, and almost close
against the wall stood a small cooking stove,
cracked in many places, yet shining and clean.
What little fire it contained was barely suffi-
cient to emit a ray through its many chinks,
and certainly not enough to keep the room
comfortable. The floor was uncarpeted, and
like the stove, was shining. Closc up to the
stove sat & young girl, whose age could not

more than twenty, and beside her, resting
on the floor, with his head buried in the folds
of her dress, lay a little boy, whose age might
be about five years. Both started to their feet
as soon as they beheld a stranger in the room.
It was evident the little fellow had been weep-
ing; and the melancholy look of the girl gave
way to an almost fierce expression as she ex-
claimed,

“Oh, Maggie, what have you been doing?

Surely you have not been begging?” and the
tears stood in her cycs.

“No! no! no! dear Susie,” she cried, and
then with volubility, and in breathless haste,
she told her story with a precision and clear-
ness which astonished even the methodical man
of business himself, and put him to his wits-end
to know how he was going to explain; which,
however, he did, by a recital of his meditations
while sitting at his fire-side, and of his deter-
mination to do a benevolent act of some kind
before he slept; of the expression of Maggic's
face at the shop ;—taking care to add of whom
it reminded him.

Susic’s countenance relaxed its stern look,
and she wept as she said, ¢ Oh, sir, it must have
been Providence that directed you. For as
you seem to be what you look—a gentleman,—X
will tell you candidly that we are in real want.
But I would have died before I would have told
it, or let Sis or Willy have done so, if I could
have helped it. And,” she added with a slight
falter in her voice, as though she was choking
down some fecling—pride, perhaps—¢‘as you
have thought proper to relieve our wants of
your own accord, and not through any repre-
sentations made to you, it would be ungratefal
in me to refuse your kind assistance, for which,
with all my heart, I thank you! Here, Willie
thank this kind gentleman for the good things
he has brought us.”

“Tank you, sir,” lisped thelittle fellow, and
slunk behind his sister again.

¢ Maggaie,” she said, ¢ Why don't you hand
the gentleman a seat ?”

The little girl who had been his guide handed
him a stool, on which he sat down, and the
elder one proceeded—

“J am sorry, sir, I cannot offer you a chair,
but the owner of the house sold nearly all the
furniture we had, for rent, last Monday; and
after that I well nigh gave up in despair. I
had hoped that, perhaps,” and she stammered,
and colored a little, but quickly resumed ¢‘a
change might come over father; but now it
seems almost like hoping against hope.”

¢ IWhat employment does yeur father follow,
if I may make the inquiry #” he said.

¢ He was a Ship-master, sir, but at present
he does not do anything. Since mother died,
about three years ago, he has hardly ever been
himself, and has been out of employment ever
since.”

“His name, if you please?” said he, and in
spite of himself, as ships had been mentioned,
this was said in a business tone.

¢ Captain Ryle,” replied the girl.

¢ Ah! I remember him,” he said. And so he
did, altho’ he had never been in his employment,
he had heard his name often mentioned as being
one of the most reliable and trustworthy Cap-
tain’s out of the port; but it struck him also,
that latt~rly he had heard of his having fallen
into intemperate habits.

“X got along very well,” she continued,
¢ until this autumn, but one misfortune followed
another. Father was very sick twice, then
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Willie was ill, and at last I had the mishap
to have my sewing machine hroken heyond 1e-
pair; and since that T have not been able to
earn enough with my necdle to keep us in food,
not to speak of rent and fuel,” and the poor
girl overcome by her own recital, burst into
tears.

The business man turned his head towards
the wall, but it was not to look at a picture, for
there was none there.

In the meantime every feature and lineament
of the young girl's countenance reminded him
of his wife. There was the same fine forehead,
with hair in natural ringlets as black as jet;
the same sparkling black eyes, complexion
rather pale than otherwise, & mouth and chin
faultloss in form; her figure tall, but genteel
and graceful.

¢ What time would I be likely to see your
father ?” he said.

The girl hesitated, but at length replied,
¢ You might see him almost any forenoon;
towards the evening he generally goes out, and
sometimes it is quite late when he returns.”

¢ Shall I call to-morrow forenoon? it will Le
a holiday you know, and I would like to sec
him. I may be of scrvice to him,” said Le, as
he arose to go.

“If you please, sir,” she answered. ¢ Itis
o kind of you.—Who shall I tell him called ?”

He gave her his address, and wished her and
the younger ones a kind good night.

¢ Good nigl.t, sir, and I shall remember you
in my prayers,” she said, as she took up the
lamp to see him out.

¢ And I will too,” said Maggie.

¢ Me, too,” cried little Willie.

Quite early in the morning a barrel of coal
was brought up the stairs, and left outside
their door, and the man who brought it handed
Susie a note, stating that Mr. Sterne would be
happy to call at 11 o’clock, and requesting her
to detain her father at home until his arrival.

She had no difficulty in complying with this
request, as he had come home the previous
evening much earlier than was his wont, and
contrary to his usual custom, nearly if not quite
sober. He had listened to the recital which his
daughters’ gave him of the strange gentleman’s
visit; at first with feelings of 1ndignation, but
as they proceeded, and he learnt his name, his
indignity gave way to surprise, and he deter-
mined at all hazards to wait and see him.

“I only hope,” he remarked, ‘he will not
do as all those who professed to be my friends
kave done,—first lecture me as though I were
& child, then tender me good advice, and turn
on their heel and walk away. If he leaves all
that out, and offers me employment, he will
find I can yet be A yAx!”

The manner in which those few words were
uttered thrilled through his daughter’s heart;
for with all his errors, she knew her father was
truthful. .And although in greater extremity
than she had ever before known, this Christmas
Eve was 2 happier one to her than any of the
three which had preceded it—all through a

bencvolent deed, accompanied by o few kind
words, open to all, and easily performed in
various ways, even in every day life. We will
venture to say, too, that Mr. Sterne felt much
happier after his visit than he did before it.

True to his promise and up to tiuc to the
moment, he knocked at Capt. R.'s door, and
was admitted by little Maggie, who had posted
herself behind it, and had been in waiting to
open it, for a full half hour previous. Tho
Captain had shaved, and dressed hims  with
more care than he had bestowed on his toilet
for 5 long time past, and notwithstanding a lit-
tle redness about the eyes and other slight
traces of debauch, he yet bore the unmistake-
able impress of what he had once been—a
gentleman.

“Goud morning, sir,” said the merchant,
walking straight up to where he sat, and ex-
tending his hand, merely bowing to the girls,
and patting Willic on the head, as he brushed
past.

¢ Good morning, sir, with all the compli-
ments of the season,” replied the Captain,
taking the proifered hand, which he ehook
warmly.

«I suppose yorr daughters told you of my
strange freak last evening, for which you must
forgive me; as it seems as though I was im-
pelied to it, providentially I believe, for I have
been looking for a man of your ability for some
time past, and if I had not by some fortuitous
chance happened ia hcre last night, I should
not probably have thou,ut of you. You are, I
believe, out of employment at present,” said
Mr. Sterne.

“Yes, sir, and have been for a considerable
time,” replied the Captain.

¢ You know the bark Sea-gull,” the merchant
continued, ‘‘ She has been rather unlucky of
late, more I believe through ill-management
on the part of those who have had charge of
her, than from any ill luck on the part of the
vessel. She is at present in port, fitting out
for a West India voyage, and is in want of a
master. Will you take charge of her?”

The Captain started to his feet. Here was
his offer without the accompaniment of lecture
or advice. This was ccming to the point in
earnest. He grasped the merchant’s hand
again, with a grip that only a sailor can give,
and looking him straight in the eyes, as though
to read in them whether he actually understood
the words, replied in a firm voice

“I know the vessel. Sheis reckoned one
of the fastest sailers belonging to this Port, and
if you are willing to give me a trial, God help-
ing me, I wiLL BE A AN, and do the best I can
with her, for you.”

“Then you may as well take charge to-
morrow, for she has been detained some time
now, and we will want you to superintend her
outfit, and get her ready for sea as soon as pos-
sible. I want you to order everything she may
possibly require, so as to give her a fair trial.”

‘¢ Providence, surely !” said the Captain with
a smile, *vessel and master alike run down s
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little, but fitted out staunch as ever, starting on
a fresh voyage, I hope, sir, before they make
many, bhoth may render a good account of
themselves.”

The merchant had now some time to bestow
on Susie and the children, and after a little
pleasant chit-chat with them, rose and took his
leave, requesting the Captain as he did so, to
call at his office at eight next mormng.

If Christmas Eve had becn pleasa xt to all
concerned Christmas morning had been much
more so.

The next morning found Captain Ryle seated
in the merchant’s office at the tine appointed,
and a few hours after, he was in full charge of
the vessel. Within two days his family was
removed to a comfortable house, thoroughly
furnished in & manner suited to their wants.
A week Iater, their father sailed for Cuba,
the merchant promising meanwhile to look
after all their wants, which promise he fulfilled
in & manner that proved, although a business
man, he kad a heart.

¢ Susie,” said he one evening, while sitting
ju the parlor of the cosy little cottage in which
she and Maggie and Willie dwelt, ** I have got
a letter from your father. He has made the
quickest trip to Havana, that has ever yet been

made from here, and sold his cargo to excellent |
Enclosed was aletter for you, and |

advantage.
here it is

““ Oh!™ said she, as she eagerly grasped it, |

“JT am so dclighted, that I do not know what
to say, or how to thank you.”

And business men will smile in ridicule
when they read the silly reply he made to this
silly speech :

¢ Just give me a kiss,” he said earnestly.

And then obscrving that she blushed and drew i
back, he quickly added, *‘Is my presence not)

““Oh! nosir; heaven forbid! I feel so grate-
ful for what you have done for my father and
us, that I think it would brenk my heart if I
did not see you often—very often!" she replied
with warmth.

¢ Gratitude, and is that ail,” said he with a
playful expression of countenance, ** ccald you
not say love. For I love you, and you can
make me very happy by simply saying you re-
turn it; or by giving me a kiss, and saying
—nothing.”

She looked at him inquiringly, and with tears
of joy starting in her eyes murmured ‘I have
loved you from the first hour I saw you, but
never hoped for this ”

And the business man drew the girl to his
bosom, and folding her in his arms kissed her,
—and business men have done more foolish
things before now.

* * * * *

On the Christmas Eve following the one on
which our story commenced, the mansion of
Mr. Sternc was all a glow with light, for the
proprietor was being marricd to Susan, the
beautiful daughter of Captain Ryle. about
whum everybody who knew her said she was
as amiable as she was pretty,—and what every
one says is surcly true.  .Among those present
was the Captain himself, who had made three
very rapid and successful voyages ; and had not
only kept his promise of proving himself a man,
but had also proved that with goed manage-
ment, ill luck does not attach to anything be it
man or vessel; and if we except Mr. Sterne
himself, he was the proudect man at the bridal
party.

That Christmas Eve was happicer than the
last. And through a benevolent act the mer-

agreeable to you, or would you rather I should | chant had found not only happiness, but what

discontinue my visits, here.”

Solomon says is above rubies—a good wife!

XMAS.

BY EDWIN ST. JOHN.

Oh! happy, joyous Christmas day ;
What ballowed memories imvart.

A sacred meaning to thy name!
Endearing it to every heart.

What soul-inspiring thoughts arise
Within each breast, as if to fling
A halo round the word which names

The birthday of our Saviour King.

To-day let every heart o’erflow
With happiness without alloy,
Till every tongue shall join to sing

A universal song of joy.

A joyful song, with love and peaco
ommingling sweetly in its strains,
Like unto that which angels sung
Q’cr Bethlchem’s star-illumined plains,

Still londer let the anthem swell,
And higher still its measures risc,
Till angel choirs catch up the strain
And chant it softly through the skies.

For, Oh! ’tis meet, on this glad du{,
That all in song should be combined,

T'his birthday of the Son of Man—
The second birthday of mankind,
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TIIE COMIC AXD SATIRICAL PAPERS OF LONDON.

Loxvox is at this time well supplied with
comic and satirical papers. In fact the city is
almost flooded with them and it is difficult to
tell how they all live.

Old Punch—the veteran joker—still holds its
own among its munerous competitors. Its ear-
toons and smaller engravings are admirably
drawn, its wit as sharp and keen as of yore, and
its staft’ of writers as brilliant as ever. "Tis
true Junch sustained a severe loss, when the
hand of death removed from its pages, Douglas
Jerrold, Tom Hood. Senr.. W. M. Thackeray,
John Leech, Artemus Ward, and other scintil-
lant literary stars: but other writers, pheenix-
like, appear to have risen from the departed
one’s ashes; for Punch is as clever and witty,
to day, as when those great men lived and
wrote. JPunch, some time ago, published a
series of capital articles entitled, ¢ Happy
Thoughts,” which created quite a furore among
the wits of Ingland. ¢ Who is the author?”
was the question every once asked. Some at-
tributed them to Southern, of Lord Dundreary
notoriety. It was only lately, however, that an
“on dit” announced Mr. . C. Burnand —a
London Burlesque writer—to he the gentleman
to whom the public were indebted for them. 1t
is understood in literary circles that these
sketches are soon to be published in bookform.

There is now running through the same pa-
per a serial—¢* A tew friends "—which is being
rather cleverly done. The author is still ¢ un-
der a cloud.”

Punch shines more to advantage during the
session of the DImperial Parliament: at which
time, its pointed wit finds greater scope.

¢« Fun” closely follows Prnch and is thought
by many to cciipse it. Tully as large as the
first mentioned periodical and printed on a sim-
ilar quality of paper. it sells for one third the
price; being only one penny per number whilst
Punch is three pence. For our own part we
much prefer Fun to Punch. Its writers are
more lively and their productions are all read-
able. Arthur Sketchely—the famous Mrs.
Brown, whose writings **as the sayin is” are
as popular in Ingland as those of Artemus
Ward in the United States, always has a good
article in every No. of Fun. Mr. Sketchely—
we presume this is a nom de plume—is now
in New York delivering readings—like Mr.
Dickens—from his own works. He has sent
over from the land of the Gothamites, to London
Fun: ¢ Mrs. Brown’s visitto America,” detailing
what she saw there and her impressions of the
people.  Her description of crossing over to
Brooklyn on board the ferey-boat is first-rate,
and were she but induced to visit St. John
what a capital thing she could make out of a
trip to Carleton in our ‘ plougher of the deep,’
the “Princess of Wales.” We can almost

fancy we hear the old lady saying to Brown
“Well I never thought we'd have got to the
other side through that boat as we was on nigh
four hours, as kept a bumpin and bumpin from
side to side as gave me such a turn as I'll re-
member to my dying day as the sayinis. So T
says to Brown whatever is the matter that they
can’t get in them floats smooth?  Oh, go long,
says Brown. don’t you know they've got a new
pilot aboard as don’t know how to steer through,
not bein’ customed to the ways of the bay yet.”

Then Fun’s sporting contributor Nicholas,
keeps the readers of this brockure thoroughly
posted on all matters connected with the turt,
and sports aquatic. This writer is very original
and humorous : although his wit does not lic in
orthographic contortions he occasionally indul-
ges in that form of composition.

The ¢ Saunterer in Society” in his ¢ Town
Talk,” in Fun. hits off, what Cornelius O’Dowd
would eall ¢ Things in general and matters in
particular,” in a very easy and graceful style.
His notices of new publications are particularly
deserving of notice.

Fun, is now publishing * Our National Por-
trait Gallery.” The latest picture for our album
is that of Thomas Carlyle. We have had
Dickens, Chas. Mathews, Webster and a few
others. These are excellent likenesses and
the deseriptive letter press accompanying them
is very good.

The productions of Fun’s other contributors
in prose and poetry, and its cartoons and illus-
trations, are surpassed by no publication of a
similar character.

Judy strongly resembles Punch in ¢ get up,”
appearance and everything.  Although not
quite equal to its two predecessors, if they are
not careful of their laurels, they will find Judy
no mean rival. We are inclined to think Judy
made a mistake when it published the ¢ most
astounding adventures of Capt. Munchausen
Macgulliver.” In our rather humble opinion,
they are supremely silly and unworthy of a
place beside articles so much its superior.
Judy's Diographies—particularly the one on
Guy Fawkes—is splendid. The puus liberally
sprinkled throughout, are good—except a few
to sce the point of which, you would require
one of the new London magnifying glasses—the
historical inforimation diffused is invaluable to
that unfortunate young man ‘in pursuit of
knowledge under difficulties,” whilst the play
upon words, in almost every sentence, proves
the author to be no mean * punnist.”

The ¢ Gad-about Papers ” seem to be written
by a man troubled with dyspepsia or indiges-
tion, so snarlingly fault-finding with everybody
are they : they are well done nevertheless, and
no doubt have many admirers.

As in Lunch and Fun, Judy is up to the
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usual standard in cartoons and pictures. The
price of this weekly, now about 8 months old,
is 2d. per No.

Tonv.—On the 23rd of October, 1867, ap-
peared the first No. of this new aspirant. We
have seen but one No up to this time of writ-
ing, and we don't care much about seeing more,
unless they are over five hundred per cent bet-
ter than the copy before us. The paper is
flimsy, the reading matter, with but one or two
exceptions, very mnonsensical, and the illustra-
tions—well we won’t speak of them. e are
at all times anxious to allow publications to
succeed, believing in the old adage ¢ competi-
tionis the life of trade,” and that the more there
are in any one business the sharper it makes
the wits: but Zody—as a London writer said.
¢ will never cause a conflagration of the
Thames,” he didn’t allude to Zody when mak-
ing this remark; butwe apply it to that delect-
able sheet. It may be unfair in us to criticise
the first number so harshly, but be that as it
may, if in future Nos. it redeems itself, we will

not be slow to make the fact apparent to our |

readers.

Banter.—Last and most emphatically least
of the comic papers. This delightful publica-
tion is the most unblushing literary pirate of
the 19th century, old jokes from Punch are re-
vamped, articles stolen from Fun after Nicholas,
appear in Banfer signed Joseph; if the imita-
tion was passable it wouldn't be so bad: but
such stuft'! Then that ancient and sorely
abused class of operatives—the terror and pest
of John Leech—who weekly caricatured them
in Punch—the Italian organ grinders, again do
duty for Banter. The *-Dramatic Criticisms ”
and Poems, are rchashed from Fun—the iden-
tical ideas pervading the whole. The comic
illustrations and cartoons are mostly plagarisms
from other papers, and what is original, is
pointless.  George A. Sala writes some reflec-
tions ““on a Bus” in something of his usual
style, which, if they were not so tedious would
pass muster.  We don't like his story ¢ The
Bargraves.” Sala, we fear, is suffering from
over-production.  Once. when ‘¢ travelling
special ” for the London ¢ Daily Telegraph,”
his writings were popular and interesting; but
now he is dry and dull. That spicy style,
which was so characteristic of him, seems to
have forsaken him. We don't care much for
Banter.

Now for the satirical and scrio-comie jour-
nals. The Zornet comes first, and we opine it
stands at the head of papers devoted to keen
and biting satire. The Joraet has a very good
way of putting things and allows a rich vein of
humor to run through its remarks on the sub-
jeet of which it treats. ¢ Six months in Central
Africa,” is an eminently humorous paper, des-
criptive of that region where the fierce gorilia
and tame Ethiopian reside. An Irishman and
Scotchman are supposed to write a journal
from this place, doing the work by turns. The
gent from the Emerald Isle has just rendered
hors de combat, after 2 somewhat sanguinary

'struggle, a huge boa constrictor and proceeds
I to ““make a note of it in his diary, after this
; fashion, “were it (the boa) stretched out I
i should think it would messure a hundred
~yards.” Ie showed this entry to his friend
 t“frae the hiclands,” who having a saered re-
“gard for truth, remonstrated with his Irish
| friend, observing that ** the snake was certainly
I not longer than six feet.” ¢ Av coorse,” said
his friend in reply, ¢ it ud have to be sthretched
a good dale!” We agree with him, it would.

There are some first class articles and illus-
trations in the J/ornef, and it reficets eredit
alike on Editor and Publisher.

The Tomahawk. With a savage yell and an
Indian war-whoop, this serial entered the Satir-
ical arena of Great Britan. Ifull of spite to-
wards the Royal family and nobility, it shot its
shatts here and there. The most cowardly,
dastardly and scurrilous abuse was hurled at
Ier Majesty. So henious und disgusting was
lit, that nearly every paper in the land opened
forth their broadsides and fiercely denounced
the Zomahawk and its unscrupulous editor.
But this, instead of weakening its voice only
served to strengthen it.  The cditor, taking his
cue probably from Bennett of the New York
i\ Ilerald, continued his vile and slanderous at-
’ltacks on Royalty and private persons. The
1 Tomahawl's last disgraceful article was every
i week reprinted in the respectable newspapers,
¢ with the editor's unfavorable comments thereon.
This occurred so frequently that cvery one
wished to see the vile traducer, and had the
proprictor paid the Times, Telegraph, Standard,
Lall Mall Gazetie, and hosts of other papers,
to advertise the Zomahawk, he could not have
obtained such an immense ¢’.culation as he
now boasts of (50.000 weckly).

With all defference to the Proprietor of the
Tomahawlk and his regard for veracity, we just
think there is onc 0 too many in the figures he
publishes as his circulation—perkaps a typo-
graphical crror.

The Zomahawk : throwing aside what he
terms satire, which is nothing morce nor less
than vile personal abuse—has often a good
thing or two. Some good puns and jckes are
made. The cartoon. which is colored and
most elaborate, is got up in good style. The
appearance of the paper is all that can be de-
sired.

In London, there is a club of literary gentle-
men who style themselves the ¢ Savage Club.”
Shortly after the appearance of the Tomahawk,
it was rumored, that that journal was the mouth-
piece of this club. As the report gained
ground, highly indignant werc the members,
who hastened to wmake known to the public,
through the press, that such was not the case
and totally disavowed all connection with the
* disgraccful sheet.” ‘The club added: ¢ the
vulgar and scandalous engravings on our be-
loved Sovereign and Heir Apparent would, but
a few years since, have provoked an indictment
for high treason; the taste of their designers is
more than questionable, the wish to pander to
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the lowest of the low, in order to secure an ex-
istence, that, after all, can only be ephemeral,
is but too palpable.”

To this rather ‘savage” letter, the Foma-
hawk made a reply, and charged the members
of the club with “drinking gin and water,”
“smoking long pipes,” “ cracking vulgar jokes”
and ¢ singing songs in a low public house.”

The quarrel ends here we suppose.

The ¢ Owl” is o semi-official, semi-satirical
and semi-comical paper, and is only issued
during the Session of the House.

Diogenes—a very good London Comic Jour-
nal, flourished some sixteen or seventecn years
ago, and Punch was sorely tried to prevent its
getting the better of him.

TWICE WON,—A CHRISTMAS STORY.

BY BEATRICE J——§,

CHAPTER I.
MABEL.

¢ AND so you think Joseph was a good man,
Mabel ?”

“Yes : history represents him as being both
a great Emperor and a good son.”

“Humph! Itwasa greataction, I suppose,
to rob the convents, and @ good one to fill his
coffers with the spoil.”*

¢ Nay, Carrie, you are mistaken. It was to
malke the nuns cease their endless praying and
become useful members of society ; and, second-
ly, to repair by his own economy the unparal-
led exiravagance that presided at the court of
Vienna, during the reign of Maria Theresa.
But come—away with history and I'll proclaim
you co-regent to write the remainder of these
tircsome invitations, for my head aches fear-
fally.”

¢Thanks, your Majesty ; but I would rather
assume the office of Prince Kannitz, when I
could resign at pleasure, should your royal
views become troublesome.”

¢« 0, I thank fortune that I was not born an
Empress, as my sister would set but a sorry
sample of obedience,” laughed Mabel.

“ Nay, I am only now awaiting your Majes-
ty's commands to proceed.”

¢ Well, then, write ”—

¢ Write, your Majesty? I am ready to 7e-
ceive your royal mandates, but not to do the
work of your private secrctary.”

¢ Ha, ha, ha! History has sharpened your
wits, Carric. But in consideration for your
noble feclings, I deprive you of the diploma of
a Prince and appointyou the office of Secretary.”

“Then to whom shall I extend your Majes-
ty’s invitations ?”

¢ To Gussie and her brother, Walter.”

¢ Q, Mabel, may I not write to Gussie and
include the other?”

“No, Carrie, they must be both separate:
and now, while you are writing, I'll look over
manuma’s account-book as I promised.”

Had Carrie but once raised her head she

*The expulsion of the nuns by the (il‘ﬂ:(;(‘ o‘f Joseph,
Jan, 12, 1382 —2uhack’s “Joseph the Second.”?

would have seen how very pale her sister hac
grown. Slowly the graceful head bent down-
ward—downward till it rested on the tightly
clagped hands. A slight shiver passed through
her frame, and then, with a calm, resolute look
on the sweet, classic face, she arose and walked
towards the window.

The short winter day was drawing to a close,
while the sun threw fitful gleams of yellow
light as it gradually neared the dark clouds
skirting the horizon. Suddenly, as with a last
despairing cffort, it shone forth in a glorious
flood of light that rested like a halo o’er the
snow-covered hills of ¢ Rockmont,” while the
skeleton trees took up the shadows and threw
them in broken reflections on the comfortable,
many gabled house, that had for years been the
home of Judge Elliot and his family, consisting
of his wife, two daughters and one son, the
cldest, now completing his studies in Germany.
Though for many years a resident in New
Brunswick, in some points he was essentially
an Englishman, and a thorough onc in his
tastes, both literal and social. Like all Eng-
lishmen he was very fond of his dinner; his tea
was not a matter of much moment, but supper
was the meal that he most particularly enjoyed.
“Jf,” to use his own expression, ‘‘a man re-
quires food three times during the twelve hours
that comprise half of the twenty-four, it's my
opinion that once in the other half is little
enough for any one.”

It was in accordance with his social principles
that Mabel had penned the foregoing invitations
for the annual Christinas gathering that was
never neglected at - Rockmont.” She had been
busily writing all the afternoon. and now, with
aching brow, stood watching the dreary winter
landscape. Now and then a weary, troubled
look flitted for a moment over her features;
but once look into the depths of the dark grey
cyes, and you would sec a calm, serene light
that but too truly refiected the existence of
some very great joy within. Whatever it was,
it shone not beyond the portals of her own
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heart, and being honourable, having guessed
what we already know, we must seek to pene-
trate no further the sweet, misty veil that
guards her precious sccret. Thus had she
stood. while her sister. having long finished
writing, had quietly withdrawn from the room;
—stood, while the last gleam of day had died
out, meditating, thoughtful and alone. Once
more her eyes sought the window : it was now
dark, and ‘“night drew her sable curtain round
and pinned it with a star.” Through a parting
of the dark clouds, the moon shone forth with
unusual brilliancy. As she saw it a glorious
light overspread her face, while she softly mur-
mured—* Yes, I will hope.”

CHAPTER IL
THE RETURN.

Yes, Harry was coming home. The letter
received that very day, and the conunotion in
the otherwise quiet houschold, were both un-
mistakeable proofs of the fact.

Henry Elliot had left home when quite a
boy to reside with an uncle in New York, for
the purpose of attending the Universities in
that city. His sisters then were both too young
to retain any perfect recollection of him, so
that for years past, when studying at Gottin-
gen, and his subsequent travels through Eu-
rope, the only communication with his home
and family had been carried on by letter.

The lamps had just been brought in, and
shed their gentle, subdued light over the family
group.

Mabel and Carrie were seated at the table,
occupied with some needle-work. ‘Their father,
in his easy chair, was again unfolding the pre-
cious letter, and trying in vain to master its
contents. Opposite him sat his gentle, invalid
wife, whose maternal heart had so often yearn-
cd for her first born, while now, from out her
kind, thoughttul eyes, beamed the holy light of
a mother’s love. as the thought of sceing her
boy filled her very soul with ecstacy. Boy he
still was to her, as much as when his tiny arms
first encircled her neck, though full four-and-
twenty years had left their markced impressions
on his brow.

“PBless my soul!” at length exclaimed the
Judge, breaking the silence that had for some
time reigned in the room,— ¢ who'd ever have
thought of Harry’s writing a postseript? Ilere,
Mabel, read and sce whatever has caused the
dear boy to commit this picce of ¢woman’s
folly,” as he so often termed it.”

Mabel took the letter from her father, who,
on account of his failing sight, could not peruse
writing except by daylight, and read aloud the
following words :—

“DEAR FATHER,~—] had almost forgotten to mention
that while at Uncle Roberts 1 have formed the ac-
quaintance of a gentleman by the mune of ‘Thornleigh
~—Bayard Thornleigh. He is a rising lnwyer of New
York, and a first-rate fellow, though rathier reserved
for six-and-twenty.  Having some law business totran-
sact in St. John, I have at length persuaded him to
taste of your hospitality during his stay. I know you
will welcome him for my sake.~H. E.”

She looked up after it was finished and
asked,—

¢What do you think of Ilarry’s postscript,
papa?”’

¢ Think, my dear? Why, that whoever he
may bring as his friend shall be, as he says,
welcomed for Ais sake with all my heart. Ah!
Mary,” he continued, turning to his wife, ¢it
almost makes me feel young again to think that
we shall soon have the dear boy with us. Had
it not been for his own benefit in after years,
wife, be assured I would never have suffered
him to be so long separated from his home.
As it is, T have given him an inheritance whose
riches will never desert him, whether fortune
smile or frown.”

¢ Mamma, what day of the month is this?”?
cagerly questioned Carrie, looking up for the
first time from the envelope she had been
scanning.

“‘The twenty-sixth, my dear.
ask?”

“Because this letter, then, was mailed in
New York six days ago, and Harry should be
here now.”

¢ Why,” replied Mabel, ¢ the ‘New York’
is expected in to-night, and he may even now
be in the city.”

She rose, and going to the window, drew
back the curtains, endeavouring to penetrate
the darkness of the chilly November night.
Failing in this, she was returning to her seat,
when a commotion was heard in the lower hall,
mingling with the moving of luggage and the
loud closing of doors. In & moment Carrie
was peeping over the balusters; then down the
broad stair-case in a flash, exclaiming, as she
threw her arms round the tall, travel-stained
gentleman at its foot,—

“Oh! you dear, good, tiresome Harry: so
yowve comeatlast! Come, away up stairs with
you; papa is dying to sce you, and Mabel ~.”

By this time she had succeeded in pulling
rather than leading him up the stairs and into
the sitting-room, whose inmates had already
risen to their feet. Not contented with her
former demonstrations, she cried in an excited
tone of voice,—

“See, papa, I told you I would be the first
to welcome him.  Oh! how I already love you,
you dear old boy !”

And, as if in proof thercof, she threw up
her head to bestow, in the enthusiasm of the
moment, a caress that, in its muscular strength,
nearly staggered him. Mabel sprang forward
with outstretched hands, but as suddenly re-
cailed : for her brother did not move, but turn-
ed to Carrie, saying,—

“Y sce you arc mistaken, Miss Elliot, in
taking me for your brother. Believe me, I
would have explained, but R

He stopped, secing that she had grown very,
very red,—a slight pause and he resumed,—

« Harry, having just stepped outside to settle
with the coachman, I was but awaiting his re-
turn, when, sceing me there alone, nothing was
morc natural, under the circumstances, than

Why do you
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that you should also accord me the sisterly
welcome intended for one whom you had never
seen; and if you will allow me, it shall be
treasured with those pleasant memories that
cling round every heart, in which are enshrined
the most trivial associations of home.™

He spoke with an easy grace that somewhat
reassured poor Carrie, while the Judge ad-
vanced and shook him heartily by the hand,
exclaiming,—

“I am rcjoiced to make your acquaintance,
Mr. Thornleigh, for such I presume you are;
ard believe me, both for my son’s sake and
your own, you are sincerely welcome to ¢ Rock-
mont.” But hark! there is the dear boy
now.”

There was no mistaking but that it was Harry
this time, as he bounded into the room, nearly
upsetting Carrie who was standing by the door.
Suddenly she found herself lifted completely
off her feet, while, between the shower of kisses
that rained down upon her face, a merry voice
cried out,—

¢«“So yowre—the dear lit—tle piece of hu-
manity—and would-be—match-maker that an-
swers to the name of Carrie—are you?”

Without waiting for an answer he released
her and, with the love that shone like a glory
on his handsome, boyish face, advanced quick-
ly towards his parents.

We would fain draw a veil over this sacred
meeting, for however tenderly we might gunide
the pen in its description, the hearts of those
who have experienced the delight of such
blissful moments are best fitted to imagine the
tender joy of such a re-union as this.

A few moments after and he was looking
anxiously round the room, exclaiming,—

¢« But where’s my little philosopher ?—she
who has ever written me such motherly letters
that while perusing them I have often and
often found myself mingling in imagination
with the *dear ones here to-night.””

He came hastily up to where Mabel was seat-
ed. The shadow of the open door had at first
prevented her from being recognized, so she
had quietly waited until it was her turn to re-
ceive her brother’s greeting.  In the meantime,
by her gentle. lady-like manners, she had sue-
ceeded to interest Mr. Thornleigh, and divert
his attention from the somewhat embarrassing
situation in which he found himself placed. As
it was uscless to attempt any further speech
with Carrie, whom he saw was painfully
confused, with true gentlemanly tact he had
opened a conversation with Mabel, and was in
the act of replying to & question she had asked
when Harry, catching her face in both hands,
gazed carnestly into the truthful, loving cyes
that met his own. The scrutiny must have
been satisfactory, for without a word he stoop-
ed and pressed a lingering kiss upon the fair,
open brow.

So it was with all, for all loved her; but,
mingling with the affection which we must al-
ways feel towards the gentle and the beautiful,
there was a reverential respect that the truly

noble and intellectual woman never fails to
inspire.

Turning to Carrie with his former gaiety, he
enquired,—

‘“And now, my deur, please informme who this
‘Dear ! Sweet I’ Gussie Maitland is, who for two
consecutive years you have tried to make me
regard as a perect paragon of feminine attrac-
tions ?”

¢¢ For shame, Harry !” returned the indignant
Carrie, at hearing her friend thus apostrophized.
“Only weit till you see her and I'll warrant
that you will —.*

“ Fall over head and ears in love with her
the very first moment; grow disenchanted in
the second, and laugh at my absurd folly in
the third.”

¢ Take care, sir, that the falling does not re-
sult in your own discomfiture. Miss Maitland
is not a girl to be won unsought.”

¢ QOh, but when a fellow has such a dear
little girl for a sister, you know, he is not very
likely to lose the field: ch, Carrie ?”

“If you mean by that that I am to sound
your praises, you arc slightly mistaken. I
may have mentioned your name once or twice,
as I did her’s to you, but —.”

< Oh, by jove! then I’m all right,” laughed
Harry. ¢ Ifshe has had my name dinned into
her dear little ears half as often as I have her's,
she must by this time have become perfectly in
love with me, or clsc, like myself, has grown
ill at the very ——. But pardon me, my dear
sister; I will no longer dwell on the merits
which I already confess are possessed by some
of the gentler sex, but solicit an introduction
at the carliest possible moment to this most in-
teresting young lady, who, by-the-by, has an
equally handsome brother, ch, Mabel ?”

A warning look from Carrie stopped him,
but her sister answered gently,—

“Yes—Walter. I think you will like him,
Harry, and if you wish we can drive out to
¢ Rothsay’ to-morrow, and call at Capt. Mait-
land’s on our return.”

As this proposal met with a ready assent from
all, it was arranged that they should start early
on the fellowing afternoon, so as to return in
time to reach the city for the evening lecture.

As they were about to separate for the night,
Mabel approached the piano, and, mingling
with the low, sweet accompaniment, her finely
modulated voice was soon heard singing the
old, old strain of “}lome again.”

CHAPTER III.
THE BROKEN ENGAGEMENT.

“ And this answer is irrevocable ?”

¢ Jtis, Walter.”

“Then, Heaven help me, for I am desolate !”

Walter Maitland stood as one who had re-
ceived a mortal blow, that had for the time
stunned every sense of feeling. The girl be-
fore him was pale as death, but & look of firm
determination was written on her face, as, lay-
ing her hand on his arm, she said,—
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“No, Walter: it may be the means, under
God. of saving you; for once away from here
and X feel assured you will become the honest,
strong-minded man that nature and your own
genius intended you should be. Go out into a
ficld more fitted for your talents, and use that
energy which, for want of stimulant, has so
long lain torpid. Trust me, I do not thus
speak from any pecuniary motives that would
benefit me as your wife, but only to urge you
to claim that social position among your fellow-
men for which your many qualifications fit you,
and perhaps you will some day bless me for
breaking an engagement that might ultimately
become 2 fetter to us both.”

¢ No, Mabel : I can nerer bless the deed that
has deprived me of the brightest hope of my
life, and you are right when you say I must
leave this place in order to become a man, for
true, I could not work where everything re-
called associations of happier times.”

There was a mournful cadence in his voice
that struck painfully on the ear of his listener.

“Do not speak thus,” she said. “ You
would not have me repeat vows to which my
heart did not respond ?”

“Then, Mabel, you love another ?”

¢ Yes, Walter, I do, with all the strength of
my being; but,” in alow voice, *‘ to God and
you only have I told it.”

¢ Fear not; the confidence thus reposed is
sacred, Mabel, and may God bless you both, as
he who having won your affections cannot fail
being worthy; and perhaps future years may
give me the fortitude to say—*‘JIis will be
done.””

He turned and left her—Ileft her with the
sorrow that was fast overcoming the firmness
of the preceding moments. Thus, too will we
leave her for a season, standing there in the
soft summer twilight, watching the receding
figure of the youth, whose stricken heart was
to teach him to become a—man.

“James, do you know where Master Harry
has gone?” enquired the Judge, entering the
green-house, where the old gardener was busy
with his plants.

“Yes sir: he went to ‘Rothsay’ about an
hour ago, and told me to tell you that he would
be sure and be back in time to drive you to
the city.”

¢ What horse did he take ?”

“ ¢ Black Earceldoune,’ sir.”

“Very well ; see that the greys are harness-
ed into the close carriage, by seven o'clock;
and James, —.”

“Yes sir.”

““Tell George to be ready at the same time
to drive me to town.”

Without waiting for an answer, he turned to
leave, muttering,—

‘ Always the same answer: ‘gone to Roth-
say, sir.’  Plague take Rothsay! I wish the
Captain would turn him out when he pesters
him with his astronomical observations; and I

doubt with it all if he could tell the difference
between a nebule and a constellation.”

Ah! Judge Elliot, he could tell you of the de-
clination and ascension of that constellation,
which, in Gussic Maitland, shone as a star of
the first magnitude, and of the nedule that com-
posed the misty radiance of her smile.

Walter Maitland had reached the gates at
the end of the avenue, when he came across
Carrie, seated in the willow hedge that skirted
the road-side, reading. She formed =« pretty
picture, with her beautiful yellow hair falling
like a shower of burnished gold round the
sweet, childish face, bent low over the book on
her knee. So engrossed was she that his foot-
steps fell unheceded on her ear till he stood di-
rectly before her.  Feeling the magnetic influ-
ence of another’s presence, she raised her
eyes and cncountered his pale, aitered face.

“Why, Walter, what has happened? You
are ill.”

““ Nonsense, Carrie: your optical vision bas
beee ne obscured, and no wonder—reading love
stories by this ligat.”

Without replying, she held the clumsy look-
ing volume so that he might see its title.

¢ Shakespeare, as I live! In the name of
all that’s wondrous, what ‘Zhas come o’er the
spirit of your dream,’ or rather fancy, to study
such deep literature as that of the Stratford
poet? Why, if I remember aright, it is not so
vedry long ago since you thought him the ¢ driest
OI ____") k4

¢ One’s tastes may change, sir Walter,” an-
swered Carrie, with just a little pout; ¢ and
I’'m much ochliged, I'm sure, for your high
opinion of mine. Doubtless you thought I
would nof have to study the literary gem you
sent me yesterday ; hence, that ¢ Mabel Vaughn®
would be quite deep enough for my mental ca-
pacitics. Is it not so?”

¢ Have you read it ?”

“I? No indeed!”

*Then ycu have missed a treat, foritisa
capital story, and one that I did indeed select
especially for you, thinking that its sweet home
scenes woa.d dest suit your kind, genial heart.”

His words at once dispelled the unbecoming
frown on her face, and, smiling frankly, she
replied,—

¢ Forgive me, Walter, for being so cross,
though you were right all the time. I do not
like him a bit better than I did; but, hearing
papa ask Mabel this morning when you were
to become a Benedick, I thought I would read
the play : so after all, yon see, it has only been
¢ much ado about nothing.” ”

She did not know how her lightly spoken
words had pierced that poor, torn heart, nor
notice the forced gaiety with which he answer-
ed her.

¢ Not so indeed, Miss Carrie; 7 think that it
would be a zery difficult matter for me to be-
come Benedick without a Beatrice.”

“Buta Mabel might answer as well, Walter
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¢« Carrie, —.
madden me !”

It was no use—the finod-gates must be open-
ed, clse the wearied brain would burst; and,
burying his face in his hand, great sobs shuok
his frame. The strong man wept like a child.
Do not deem him weak and effeminate in thus
giving way to the greatest sorrow his young
life had ever known. All natures cannot as-
sume that stoical composure which some term
¢ the dignity of grief.”

And Walter'’s was a {ruly noble one.

There is something too solemn and sacred
in secing a man weep. for other eyes to witness
unmoved, and Carrie had silently withdrawn
until its tempest should in a measure subside.
Now she came to him and in a low, sweet
voice said,—

* Walter, dearest brother, will you not let
me share this trouble with you? You know
T am still your little sister—you, yourself have
called me so; then have I not a right to grieve
when zou grieve, as well as to feel happy when
you are happy ?”

¢ Bless you, little comforter!
call you ¢ Dien Donnée.””

And draving her down beside him he told
her all—told her of his broken dream of hap-
piness; of his great, great love for her sister;
and lastly, of his determination to win a place
in the temple of fame that should compensate
him for the lonely void in his heart.

Poor Walter; think not that the praises of
your fellow-men can supply the place of affec-
tion. If your love be lasting, then will your
grief be everlasting.

¢“And now,” he went on, *“you have seen
me to-day as no other ever saw me before ; and
in after years you will look back to these mo-
ments with wonder, that the cross old bear I
shail become could ever have been the great
blubbering schoolboy now before you; yet, in
order that this schoolboy should complete his
education, I leave St. John in the morning for
New York, and from thenc~ to Europe; but
believe me, though absent, you shall ever be
present in my thoughts. No matter how tem-
pestuous life’s sea may be, my heart will never
be so hardened by its surges as to disregard the
brightest beacon that ever shone to cheer the
lonely mariner—the sympathy of my darling
sister Carrie.”

¢ Then why leave your native land, Walter?
You will find no truer friends in the old world
than those you leave behind you here. For
your father’s sake I implore you to remain.
Think how lonely he will be—how very cheer-
less tbe old home will seem without you.”

“Trge me no more, sweet sister; my one
object now js to furget the past, and could I
accomplish that where everything reminds me
of her 2 No: I must begin a new life, and you
must be the one to strengihen that resolution
by now wishing me good-byc, and assuring me
that you will not furget one who can never think
of you as aught but a true and sincere friend,

O Heaven! say no more—you

1, too, shall

though she has almost destroyed my faith in
women, for I can never love again.”

She suffered him to wring her hands in part-
ing, and as he kissed her lightly she answered :

* Goudbye ; Gud bless you, Walter Maitland,
wherever you may be!”

And with that blessing on his head he went
forth to fight the great battle of life.

When left alone, her head sunk slowly on
the clasped hands in her lap, while a long, low
wail came borne on the summer breeze. The
words that disturbed the stillness of night were :
“No, he can—never—love—again.”

Bayard Thornleigh was again in Saint John,
and had now for several weeks been the invited
guest of the Elliots. Though different as one
person could possibly be to another, yet the
strongest ties of friendship eoxisted between
him and the son of his host. Bayard was not
what some might call a handsome man, as his
features lacked that slightly Grecian confour
which some critics deem so indispensable ; but
upon the broad, open brow was smpressed the
stamp of intellect, and from out the clear grey
cyes shone the reflection of a master mind—
that Living leauty which time cannot fade—
whose genius but hails death as the birth of im-
mortality. Though rather reserved in man-
ner, he possessed that nameless grace of making
others feel perfectly at their ease while con-
vorsing with him; and when he smiled it was
like the subdued rays of a glorious light sud-
denly thrown on an exquisite painting, bringing
out its most beautiful features. He was a man
that 2 woman might almost worship.

He and Harry were to start on the following
morning for New York, as the latter had to sce
after some property, left him by a relation of
his mother's, now in the possession of a distant
cousin, who had disputed the claims of the
said cstate. Though nominally for this pur-
pose, yet it was in reality to pay along promis-
ed visit to his friend. Yet his increasing
interest in Miss Maitland had made him less
anxious to leave St. John than a few months
previous.

It was a lovely clear morning that shone on
their departure. The carriage that was to con-
vey them to the city was already at the door,
and, in the hall, Harry was carressing every-
body that came in his way. Even Mammy, the
black cook, found herself suddenly caught
round the neck in his haste, while a high
sounding salutation was pressed on her ebony
check, but was as unceremoniously released
witha very expressive ¢ ugh!”

Bayard had exchanged his farewells with all
excepting Mabel, who stood watching the
prancing, impaticnt horses outside. He shook
hands with her, turning at the same time to re-
ply to something Mrs. Elliot had just said, and
then a moment after was springing with Harry
into the carriage, which immediately turncd
and rolled down the avenue.

Mabel had not failed to notice the indifference
with_which he bade her good-bye, and fora
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moment wounded pride brought a erimson blush
to her fuce, then receding, left it pale as marble,
She went slowly up stairs, when, regaining her
own room, she crussed the floor and knealt by
the open window, and with her eyes fixed on
the clear morning sky, praycd, and the burthen
of her prayer was this :—* O Father! in mercy
grant that I may win his love !

CHAPTER 1V.
CHRISTMAS.

Yes, it was Christinas Eve, and ¢ Rockmont
Villa’ presented a perfeet blaze of illumination.
The guests, for whom the invitations were
issued in the opening chapter, had not yet ar-
rived, so that the only occupants of the large,
brilliantly lighted drawing-rooms were four
persons, grouped together on one of the hearth-
rugs.

¢ Mabel, you look queenly to-night, and
Carrie, ——. Place before you a tender lily,
of rather questionable circumference, throw
over it a golden mist, and you have her picture ;
while Gussie quite surpasses everything that
; but it isn’t etiquette to praise one’s wife
is it, Mabel ?”

8he was prevented from replying by a slight
knocking at the door, which slowly opened to
about the space of twelve inches, admitting the
black, woolly head of ¢ Mammy,” who spoke
in a low, monotonous drawl, without once lift-
ing her eyes,—

¢ Please, masssa sends his *spects and wishes
to speak to young Missy Elliot right away—
dis very minnet.”

Augusta turned laughing to Harry as she left
the rgom, exclaiming,—

¢ Now then, my dear, ctiquette can have its
sway; only take care, for Carrie will be my
interpreter.”

Five minutes after she returncd, bearing in
her hand a small paper roil; and hastily break-
ing the seal said as she did so,—

** Papa would not let me open it in the library,
so I have brought it here to examine.”

She spread the parchment on her lap, which,
with a note, was all that it contuined. The
words of the note ran thus,—

“To my son and daughter, as a’wedding and Christ-
mas gift. From their affcctionate father, Juhn Elliot.”

While she was reading Harry had been look-
ing over her shoulder, and now cried with
rapture,—

“ By jove, Gussie, ’tis the title deeds to
Clairmont.”

And o indeed it proved; to the pretty cotage
that had been Judge Elliot’s latest purchase,
likely for the present oceasion.

On account of Mrs. Elliot’s delicate health,
much of the Louschold responsibility had fallen
upon Mabel, so that on her devolved the duty
of receiving the guests on the present occasion.
She did luok beautiful to-night, attired in a
closely fitting dress of black velvet, whose
graceful folds added a charming ease to herlove-
Iy form; s tiny spray of diamonds fastened tho

[y)

point lage ruffle at her throat, while cuffs of the
same fleecy fabric were on her <¥rists. She
wore no other ornament, save a richly jewelied
comb, which confined the heavy masses of dark
brown hair that were wreathed like a halo
round the little head.  She was turning to con-
gratulate her brother and sister, when the sound
of an arrival caused her to leave the room.

And now commenced the incessant roll of
carriages, and the guests came pouring in with-
out incermission.

They were of all ages on this old-fashioned
Christmas jubilee. Bevies of young ladies in
white tarleton and flowers; portly old ladies,
in black satin; slender old ladies, in grey silks
and white lace; young gentlemen, in sll the
glory of a very young moustache, high collars
and white vests; old gentlemen in ~——. Bat,
really, their costumes were so varied that it
would only be giving a slight synopsis of the
taste of each individual to describe it. But
among them Judge Elliot moved, with that
hearty hospitality that has made an English
Christmas so proverbial for its enjoyment.

It was after finishing an old country dance
with the little folks that Mabel, escaping from
the heated rooms, crossed the hall and entered
the refreshing coolness of the conservatory.
She sank exhausted into the necarest seat and
bent her head in reverie.  She had sat thus for
full half an hour, the bright winter moon shin-
ing full upon her, when a voice broke the
silence, and looking up, she beheld Bayard
Thornleigh standing before her.

 So you have no words of welcome for me,
Miss Elliot, although I came to apologize for
my late arrival ?”

She arose and extended her hand, saying.. -

¢ Belicve me, Mr. Thornleigh, you are ve |
welcome to ¢ Rockmont,” though we certais. ;
hoped you would come earlier.”

“ And did you really wish for my coming?”

She was about to pass him with something
like the words, — ¢ Harry would like —.”
‘ Inform papa,”—when he caught her dress,
exc'aiming.—

¢ 1 have seen Judge Elliot and Harry, Miss
Mabel, but I have something to say to you that
I would rather tell you here than anywhere
else.”

He gently reseated her, continuing,—

“Do you know why I left St. John o ab-
suptly last sunumer? Noj then I will tell you.
Before leaving New York I had takenup a law
suit, my client being a very wealthy merchant,
and it was between the wmeeting of the courts
that I paid your brother the vizit. You may
remember me vecciving a letter from your
father one morning that had lain for a week
unnoticed in the post-bag. Well, that letter
demsanded my spuedy return, as, somchow or
other, the c¢vidence had become so entangled
that my clivnt was akout to give up in despair,
Although I took passage in the very next boat,
it was vight days later than 1 stould have been
there.  However, as it proved. I was not tco

late to repsir tho chain, and ultimately to gain
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the suit, which, had I lost it, would have ruined
me completely : for, as I before mentioned, my
patron was a rich man, and as such had a very
powerful influence, which, had I failed—as he
would have thought, through carelessness—
would have been cxerted to ruin my political
prospects forever. Knowing this, I forbore ta
apeak of that which had in reality brought me
to St. John; but now I have come to tell you
all, Mabel— Will you be my wife?”
¢ Call woman angel—goddess—what you willl
‘With all that fancy breathes at passion’s call—
With all that rggture fondly raves—and still
That one word twife outvies, contains them all I

And man, “ whose stormy bosom wars

‘With every passion in its fiery might;

Nor deems how look unkind, or absence, jars

Affection’s silver chords by woman wove,

‘Whose soul, whose business and whose life is love”

It had come at last—those words for which
she had so hoped and waited ; but now that they
were spoken, the very reality seemed to par-
alyze ber—-only for a moment though, and then
she answered him even as he had asked her.

¢ Yes, Bayard, I will be your wife, for I love

ou.”

¢ This is bliss even greater than I dared to
hopse for; how I thank that fortune which en-
E:t -mae 4o sue for it.”

Y Ah,: Bayard,” she answerel, ‘“after all,
your ‘Mve is not as true in its trust as mine.
Think you 7 would have doubted you for the
fickleness of fortune? You do not understand
iy heart if you would wrong it by such a doubt.”

¢“But I do,” replied Bayard, gently raising
her; “I know it to be faiuthful and ¢rue and
womanly, and would not exchange its affection
for the richest jewel carth can hold, Come,
Mabel : and may your trust in me never be less
than it is now; while /, even in the brightest
prosperity, may I never for a moment forget
the precious boon I have won to-night.”

‘When all the company had departed, and a
state of comparative quiet had taken the place

of the sound of mirth and festivity which had-

prevailed until then, Bayard Thornleigh sought
and found an opportunity to see Judge Elliot
for a few minutes in private, and then in a
straight-forward and candid manner, he told
him exactly how mattera stood between Mabel
and himself. * And now,” he added, **since
Mabel is willing to become my wife, it only re-
mains for you to give your consent to our
speedy marriage, in order to make me the hap-
piest and most fortunxte man on earth.”

¢ Aha, you rascal!” exclaimed the judge,
with & tone and look of mock severity, “the
same old story, just as it had been repeated
from the beginning of the world; and, of course
you expect me to give the same old answer.”
And then, he continued, after a short pause, in
& more serious tone, ¢ Well, I shall not with-
hold my consent, I believe I can entrust the
hippiness of Mabel to your keeping, and I will
ounly say. that if you love your wife, even as
well as I have loved my daughter, she will be
8 happy woman.” )

. Ged do 50 unto me, and mpre also, if I do

not cherish her more dearly than my own life,”
was Bayard’s fervent reply.

Yes, Walter and Carrie were married. He
had at length found consolation in her sunny
smile, and she —; well, the brightest dream of
her young life was now realized. But, like a
gay young lady as she was, she must have a
fashionable wedding : so a fashionable wedding
she accordingly had, and while the fashionable
world had not yet done talking of the number
of brides-maids and other matters of impor-
tance, the following paragraph fell like a thun-
der-bolt upon its most fashionable leaders,—

¢ Married,—At Trinity Church, on the 16th instant,
by the Rev. Dr. Hammond, BAYARD THORNLEIGH,

q., to MABEL, eldest daughter of Judge Klliot. of
this City. No carde.”

After allowing an interval of two years to
pass over, we will once more take a peep at
our heroine. It is a very cosy room in which
she is seated. The crimson curtains—for it is
winter—are closely drawn, and are thrown into
all sorts of fantastical shadows by the bright,
cheerful fire, before which, on an easy chair,
hangs the sumptuous folds of a gentleman’s
dressing-gown : while on the hearthrug are
placed a pair of embroidered slippers. But the
prettiest object in the room, and one most in-
teresting to us, is Mabel, as now, standing by -
the little oval tea-table, she is:endeavouring
to light the lamp. It is done, and the light
beams full on her face. She is not much
changed, only three times prettier thansince
we last gaw her; but hark! she hears footsteps
in the hall, and hastily leaving the room, her
merry voice is soon heard, mingled with a very
suspicious sound that greatly resembles a —.
But, no; we won't tell ; but again follow her as,
after hanging up her husband’s coat, and see-
ing him duly ensconsed in the garments before
mentioned, they both cross over and, opening
a door on the left, pass into another room,
much smaller, much prettier and much dearer
to them than any other in the house; for there,
in a crib covered with pink sitk and clouds of
soft, white lace, lies little Walter, their precious
son. They stoop, and both press a kiss on the
brow of the sleeping child. Again they return
to the sitting-room and take their places at the
tea-table. Mabel is soon husy among the cups
and saucers, and while handing ber husband
his tea, she meets the kind, thoughtful eyes in
which she never fails to read an undying depth
of love for herself. The tea things are remov-
ed and Bayard, bringing his bouok, prepares to
read aloud, while his wife is making, with her
own hands, the important short frock that little
Walter is to assume in honour et his Grandpa
and Aunt Carrie’s coming, for the first time on
the morrow.

And thus, in calm domestic bliss, the even-
ings of their new life pass away. Happy hours!
that memory will often recall as the sweet as-
surance of that perfect ¢rust which should al-
ways ennoble the love, and render more holy
still the sagred ties of married life,

]
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SKETCHES

'

OF ACADIE.

No. 2~FORT LA TOUR.

BY JAMES HANNAY.

In the first of these sketches was given an
account of Fort Nashwaak. a stronghold of no
mean importance in its day, but which had
fallen into such insignificance, that even the
people who dwelt on its site, knew nothing of
its history. The fort to which this paper is de-
voted, is one of a very different character. The
history of fort Nashwank may he regarded as
a brief yet startling episode, that of fort La
Tour is a great drama, extending over many
years. It was built more than sixty years before
the first palisade was erected at Nashwaak;
it existed as a fort & century after Nashwaak
had been ahandoned. It sustained sieges before
the battle of Marston Moor, and it was attacked
during the Awmerican war of independence.
Although all the contests in which it figured
were not of a national character, it has witnessed
deeds of heroism worthy of Thermopylas, and
instances of female constancy and courage, as
great as those which have made the name of
Joan of Arc illustrious. Yet its history, if not
quite lost, has been entirely neglected by our
own people. How few of the youths who at
our public schools, are taught the most minute
details of wars which happened two thousand
years ago, between petty and contemptible
states, whose history is enveloped in a cloud of
fabulous romance, can give any clear account
of the wars which resulted in the expulsion of
the French from Acadie, and placed the im-
mense territory of British North America in
the hands of the Anglo Saxon race, a territory
greater than that over which Xerxes reigned,
or Rome held sway in her palmiest days, and
‘peopled now by a race compared to whom the
sons of the much lauded Greeks are slaves, and

‘the descendants of the Ceesars an effeminate
and wretched rabble, It may be judicious that
the best years of the youth’s life, should be ex-
pended in learning languages which are now
spoken by no living race, but why should he be
compelled to wade through the childish fables
of the ¢ father of History,” and not be taught
one word of the events in which the old fort
figured, on the glacis of which he played when a
e{ild, or of the early history of his own country
in which it was so conspicuous an object?

Charles Amador de la Tour, the founder of
the fort which begrs lis name, was one of the
most remarkable men of his time. He appears
to have been born in Paris about the year 1592,
and came to Acadie with his father Claude de
1a Tour, in 1606, when Poutrincourt was build-
ing Port Royal, The La Tours appear to have

been huguenots, and descended from an ancient
family which had been reduced by pecuniary
reverses, and their object in coming to Acadie
was to cndeavour to retrieve in the new world,
the misfortunes which had overtaken them in
the old.. When Argal destroyed Port Royal in
1613, Charles de la Tour fled with Biencourt
(son of Poutrincourt) who with several of the
French garrison, took refuge amongst the Mic-
mac Indians. A residence of four years with
these rude warriors, in which he lived by hunt-
ing and similar pursuits, taught him constancy,
self-reliance and that cool intrepidity, which
never deserted him in the hour of danger.
From being the trusted and faithful companion
of Biencourt in his enforced exile, he became
his lieutenant, when the former obtained the
possession and governorship of Port Royal,
and when Biencourt die#in 1623, he bequeathed
to La Tour his rights in Port Royal, and nom-
inated him his successor. For some reason
which is not quite clear, he removed to Cape
Sable, where he built a fort, at a place which
still bears the name of Port La Tour, in which
he resided for some years. In 1628, Sir David
Kirk and an English fleet captured Port Royal
and on their return from that place seized a
French vessel bound to Quebec, on board of
which was the elder La Tour, who was taken
to England a prisoncr. While there he was
knighted and entirely seduced from his alle«
giance to the King of France. He also received
from Sir William Alexander, the grantee of
Acadie, a grant of that portion of the Atlantic
Coast of Nova Scotia, extending from Cape '
Sable to Mahone Bay, on condition that he and
his son Charles for whom he contracted in his
absence, would be faithfal vassals of the King
of Scotland, and assist him in reducing the
people of the country. This grant bears date
April 30, 1630. La Tour while in England,
not only succeed in getting an estate, but was
also fortunate enough to obtain for a wife, one
of the Maids of Honor of the Queen Henrietta
Maria. To enable him to fulfil the object of
subjugating the country to the English, he was
supplied with two men of war well equipped,
and having on board a large number of Scotch
Colonists. On arriving at Cape Sable some
time in 1630, all his anticipations of success
or favor from the English Crown were destined
to be destroyed, by the absolute refusal of his
son to deliver up the fort to the English. All
the entreaties and tears of the clder La Tour
had only the effect of oraking his son’s loyalty
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to his native country the more firm, and when
the Eazlish commnder attucked the fort he
w.ts betten off and compelled to emback for
Baziand. The elder L4 Tour who was now in
the piinful position of being without a country,
and afraid to return cither to England or
Trance for fear of losing his head, appealed to
his son’s clemency and was allowed to resiude
with his wife near the fort, but not permitted
to enter it,

At sone periad previous to this, Sir William
Alexuder had 1iven Claude de la Tour and

his son, permission to erect & tort on the St.
John River. In 1627, the elder Ja Tour ob-
tained from the King of Feance, o grant of the |
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commences the active history of this fumous
strong-hold.  ‘The elder La ‘Tour no longer
figures conspicuously in the history of Acadie
after this time; but seems to have removed
from the Province, while his place in the stir-
ring annals of those days is filled by his bolder,
wore honest, and more celebrated son.
Previous to this, in 1632, Cardinal Richelieu
had sent out to Acadie, & squadron of six vessels
of war and four pinnaces. It was under the
command of de Razilly who was a relative of
the Cardinal.  He appointed a< his Livutenants,
on his arrival, Charles de la Tour and Charles
de Menou. Seigniour d’Aulnay de Charnisay,
the latter being his relation.  From the snutual

St. Joha River, *¢ and five leagues ahove, and | jealousies of these two men, the whole of Aca-
five below, and ten leagues into the conatry.” | die was kept in tumult and war for a long

In 1631, the La Tours appear to have resolved |
to form a settlement at St. John, and a small ’
vessel was fi:led with men and materials tor
that pucpose. Associated with them were three
Recollet fathers aad Captain Marot, conmand-
er of an expedition sent out by the Company
of New France, for the settlement of Acaale.
This Compiny was a powerfal organization
formed in 1827 under the auspices of Casdinal
Richelicu. o

The site selected for fort La Tour, was one
which, at the present day, would scarcely strike
an engineer, as being the most suitable for a
fortification. Yet, the hand of man has so
completely changed every feature of the har-
bor of St. John since then. that we can searcely
divest the place of its artificial character, and
imagine it as it was when first viewed by the
builders of fort La Tour. On the Western
side of the harbor at that time, a long point of
land extended towards Navy Island. It was
then, beyond all question. the most conspicu-
ous promontory in the vicinity, and commanded
not only that portion of the harbor below it, but
also the river—which bends round it at a very
acute angle—up to the Falls. At the present
day the whole of the flat below it, down as far
as Sand Point, has been filled up with wharves
8o that it scarcely appears to be a promontory
at all, and many acres to the South and East of
the site of tie fort, which were in other days
open water, have been built up into streets and
squares. The fort was built on the extreme
eni of the point just above high water mark. on
land of some elevation, and was an earthwork
eighty paces in dinmeter with four bastions on
each of which six large cannon were mounted.
From the time the fort was built until 1655,
the clder La ‘Tour was in command with a small
garrison, Charles La Tour being still in his own
fort at Cape Sable. Inthis year the Company
of New France who were partuners in the work
of crecting the fort at St. John, granted to him
their right to it, and the territory adjacent. In
this grant he is named ¢ Charles de Saint Bui-
enne, Sieur de la Tour, Licutenant-General for
the King on the Coasts of Acadie, in New
France.” About this period Charles de la
Tour removed from Cape Sable to fort la

Tour in St. John harbor, and from this period

period. De Razilly died in 1637, leaving to
his brotler Claude the whole of his estates in
Acadic, which the latter, in 1642, transterred
to d'Aulnay Charnisay. Previous to this trans-
fer La Tour and d’Aulnay were constantly at
variance with, reference to the boundaries of
their possessions in Acadie. The latter seems
to have maintained that La Tour’s fort at St.
John was within his territory, and he made a
vigorous etfort at the French Court to supplant
his rival, alleging that La Tour was a heretic.
He so far succeeded that on the 13th February,
1641, he obtained an order from the French
King dirceting him, that if La Tour failed to
embark and appear before the King at once,
he should secize him and take an inventory
of his effects. 'T'en days later La Tour’s com-
mission as Governor was revoked, and an order
made for him to come to France and answer for
his misconduct.

La Tour utterly refused to go to France, and
commenced building additional works at his
fort at St. John. He made an alliance with
the Micmacs, with whom it will be recollected
he had resided for some years, and also suc-
ceeded in interesting the protestants of Ro-
chelle, and the puritans of New England in his
favor. He seems even to have contemplated
taking the initiative in the war, by attacking
d’Aulnay’s fort at Pentagoet, but was restrain-
ed by the failure of his emissary whom he had
sent to Boston to obtain the assistance required.
In the following year (1642) an order was issued
trom France directing d’Aulnay to seize La
Tour’s forts. D’Aulnay was so persevering in
his persecution of La Tour, that he took the
trouble of a voyage to France to obtain this
order. and having obtained it he lost little time
in attempting to carry its provisions into effect.

La Tour in the mean time was endeavouring,
but without effect, to obtain assistance from
Boston to attack d’Aulnay. The New Eng-
landers were quite willing to trade with him,
but very little inclined to mix themselves in
the quarrels of the rival governors of Acadie.
He next turned his eyes towards his friends at
Rochelle, and succeeded in obtaining from
them a ship laden with supplies and having
on hoard 140 emigrants. Before this succor
reached him, however, in the Spring of 1643,
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d’Aulnny with <ix vessels, two ships and four
pinnaces, and 400 men swildenly attacked foot
La Tour, and finding that it could not be taken
by a sudden assanlt. proceeded to blockade it.
While La Tour was con emplating the melan-
choly prospect of being starved into submission,
the Clement, which was the name of the vessel
from Rochelle. arrived off the harbor of St..John
but d'Aunlnay’s vessels were so placed that she
could not pass them, his ships being anchored
on the South-west sude of the Island and the
pinnaces on the North-east side, thus com-
manding both channels,—the former was in
those days the only channel which could be
entered by ships.*  La Tour's courage and re-
sources ot mind did not fail him in this extrem-
ity. He immediately embarked with his wife
on board the Clement, leaving the garrison to
defend the fort, and sailed direct tor Boston.
The people of that quicet place were greatly
alarmed at the approach ot the French ship,
but La Tour's mission was to obtain assistance,
not to attack the Enghsh. IHe now proved
himself no mean hand at diplomacy. At a
meeting of the authorities called by Governor
Winthrop, he made out so good a case that
permission was given to him, to hive whatever
number of vessels and men he could obtain in
New England, and although an attempt was
made by some parties at a second meeting to
reverse this decision, it ' 1 not succeed. Al-
though La Tour’s religion was more than
doubtful, his wife was a sound protestant, and
this seams to have had some effect in his favor,
but the consideration which operated the most
in influencing their minds, was the fact of his
being much in debt to many of the people in
Boston, who feared that they would lose their
mouney unless d’Aulnay’s designs were frustrat-
ed. La Tour having obtained the requisite
permission, was not long in obtaining the aid he
needed. He mortgaged his fort and property
at St. John, and with the money thus obtained,
chartered from Edward Gibbins and Thomas
Havkins, four vessels having on board 50 men
and 38 picces of cannon. In addition to this,
he enlisted 92 soldiers, which, with those on
board his own and the English ships, formed
a respectable foree, and having thoroughly

* Morris, on his plan of the river Saint John,
from a survey made b{ him about 1763, says: “ The
best chaanel into the harbor, is on the West side of
Partridge Island, keeping near the Island you have
six fathoms water. '\';ossels generally anchor within
the Island, until the tide suits them to go furtber up,
which they cannot do but with the tide of flood. In
going up the harbor from Partridge Inland, you must
steer in for the point on the east side of the harbor, till
you bring the poiut of the beach on the west side, and
the house on the point in the harbor open. Then steer
in for the house giviug the beach @ good berth, till yvou

come within a quarter of a mile of that point, and then
steer into the anchoring cove on the east side of the
harbor till you come into four fathoms of water; or vou
may run o the flats near the fort, where you will be
secure on soft mud.” The *“house” here referred to,
is laid down on the plan, and is on the Eastern side of
the harbor, bearing from the fort North, ten degrees
East, a1d distant from it three quarters of amite. ‘This
beari *g a1d distance shows that the old block house on

Fort Howe, is the bouse mentioned in the plan, ‘

victurlled and armed them, he set sail for St.
John on the 14th July, 1643, having accomp-
lished the object of his difficuit and delicate
mission in thirty-two days from the time of his
leaving his own fort.  La Tours squadron on
arriving at St. John immediately attacked
d"Aunlnay. who little expected the approach of
such an enemy, and his fleet at once took to
flight. His vessels were chased, and his two
ships and one pinnace driven onshore near Port
Royal, where an engagement ensued which re-
sulted in the defeat of d'Aulnay’s forces and
the eapture of a rich booty in furs and other
valuable goods by La Tour. Three French-
men were killed on each side, but the English
vessels returned to Boston without having lost
a man. Thus disastrously ended the first siege
of fort La Tour.

1>’Aulnay’s hatred of La Tour was not less-
ened by the result of his dirst enterprise, and
he at once went to France to collect additional
forces for the destruction of his enemy. La
Tour also sent his wife, who was a woman of
remarkable courage and resolution, to Europe
to obtain supplies for his fort. Having ob-
tained these she chartered an English vessel
in Londom to carry them to St .John, but
the master of the ship, whose name was Builey,
instead of going direct to his port of destina-
tion, made a trading voyage up the St. Law-
rence and arrived at last in Boston, after a
delay of several months. Madam de la Tour,
who was a passenger in the vessel during the
voyage, came near being captured by some of
&’ Aulnay’s cruisers which overhauled the ship,
butshe was concealed in the hold and so escaped.
On arriving at Boston she brought an action
against the master and obhtained a verdict ot
two thousand pounds. With this money she
chartered three ships in Boston, and loaded
them with supplies for fort La Tour, which
she reached in the Autumn of 1644. In the
mean time d’Aulnay was actively engaged in
endeavouring to prejudice the English at Bos-
ton against La Tour, who was now proscribed
as a rebel and traitor by the French Regent.
The result of his negotiations with the authori-
ties of Boston, was an agreement made between
John Endicott, governor of Massachusetts, and
M. Marie the Commissioner of d’Aulnay, in
which they bound themselves and their people
to refrain from Acts of hostility against each
other. This document was dated October 8th,
1644, and was afterwards ratified by the Com-
missioners ot the United Colonies of New
England, but d’Aulnay, himself. with charac-
teristic insincerity refused to confirm it.

During the early part of 1643, while La Tour
was ahsent from his fort, which at that time
was only garrisoned by fifty men, d’Aulnay
embraced the opportunity of attacking it in a
ship ot considerable size. On the coast he
captured a vessel from New England laden
with supplies for La Tour, the crew of which,
in defiance of his treaty with Endicott, he
treated in the most barbarous manner, turning
them ashore scantily clad on a desolate Island
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while the snow was still on the ground. D'Aul-
nay. having committed this inhuman act, pro-
ceceded to attack fort La Tour, which he
anticipated would fall an easy prey. In this
he was doomed to deep disappointiment  Al-
though La Tour himse’ "was absent his heroic
wife took command of the garrison, and de-
fended the fort with a courage and constancy
which her hushand could not have surpassed.
D Aulnay’s fire at first did the fo.t some |
damage, but approaching too near he was re-

ceived with such a murderous cannonade, that

to suve his ship from sinking, he was obliged

to warp lier round, and shelter her behind the

bluff. at what is now called Negro Town Point.
In this siege he had twenty men killed and
thirteen wounded, besides being compelled to .
suhmit to the disgrace and mortification of |
being beaten off by a smalland feelde garrison. |
commanded by o woman. On his return he
relieved the English from their  distressing
situation on the Island where he had landed |
them, and gave them an old boat to return

home in. This outrage was the subject of!
some correspondence between him and the
people of Boston, but the affair ended by their
becoming greater friends than before, and La
Tour being effectually cut off from all hope of
supplies from New England.

In April 1647, the crowning calamity. in the
life of this singular man of varying tortuncs,
took place. e was then absent from fort La
Tour sceking supplies, when d’Aulnay with a
large force appeared before it and attacked it
vigorously. This time the assault was made
from the Iand side, the assailants having been
taught by experience, that no cannonade from
their vessels was likely to do it much damage.
The garrison left in the fort was small and the
attack sudden, but Madam La Tour was equal
to the occasion.  She was cverywhere present
where the danger was most imminent, encour-
aging the soldivrs and displaying to them an
example of personal bravery, which was well
calculated to incite them to persevere in the
defence of the fort.  On three successive days
d’Aulnay attackad it without success, losing
many men; bet on the fourth day. which hap-
pened to be Faster Sunday, a Swiss sentry
whom he had been enabled to bribe, betrayed
the garrison. and the enemy was already scaling
the walls when the alarm was given. Yet, not-
withstanding this unexpected calamity, and the
disheartening cffect it was caleulated to have
on the soldiers, she rallied thewm to the defence
of the fort, and led them against the encmy.
Then d’Aulnay fearing a second repulse, pro-
posed honoralle terms of capitulation, which
she, seeing the hopeles<ness of prolonging the
contest, and wishing to save the lives of her
goldicrs, agreed to accept. When d'Aulnay
obtained posses<ion of the fort, and found the
number of its defenders so small, rage at the
repulses and losses he had sustained by thix
small handful of men, overcame every other
feeling. In his anger he forgot the treaty he
had made with the brave lady who headed the

defence, and entirely lost sight of that nice
sense of honor, which is dearer to a soldier
than life itself.  With a degree of inhumanity,
almost without parallel in the wars of civilized
men, he caused the whole of the garrison 1o be
hung. with the exception of one man, whe Lar-
chased his life by what was worse than deuth,
becoming the executioner of his companions in
arms. That no circumstance of ignominy should
be omitted, and with a refinement of cruelty
which must disgrace his character for all time,
he compelled Madam La Tour to witness the
execution of those who had shared her fortunes,
standing on the seaffold with a halter round her
neck like a reprieved criminal. The fortitude
which had sustained her in the midst of misfor-
tunes almost without parallel. in war and the
calamities which result from war, now appears
to have deserted her, for a few days atterwards
she died of gricf, leaving behind her a young
child which was subsequently sent to France,
Thus ended the carcer of one ¢f ie most re-
markable women in hi:tory, one wiie, while she
displayed a heiolsm never excelled, was at the
same time a loving and affectionate wite, a
woman with great capacity for business and
the most indomitable courage, equal to any re-
verse of fortunc, true to her husband in eve.y
relation of life, yet at the same time as tender
as she was true. Yet within what & narrow
circle are her virtues known; to most people
she seems not a real woman of flesh and blowd,
but a romantic creation of the age in which she
lived. Her dust is still wia us. yet no man
knows her grave. She is buried somewhere
without the confines of the olld fort in Carle-
ton, yet the busy world, day after day. treads
over her resting place and little dreams how
much constancy and virtue sleeps below,

After this disaster La Tour, who was now
ruined. poor and well nigh heart broken, went
to Boston. The value of the stores of various
kinds which he had lost by the capture of the
fort was estimated at £10.000, and he had no
means of retrieving his fortunes.,  Irom Bos-
ton he went to Newfoundland. where he hoped
to receive assistance from Sir David Kirk, the
Governor. but was disappointed in his expecta-
tions, although he was received kindly. He
then returned to Boston where he managed to
obtain a vessel and cargo worth £500 for a trad-
ing voyage. but gave up the idea of trading,
and took the vessel to Quebece, where he was
well received by the Governor.  He afterwards
went to Hudson’s Bay; Lut this part of his life
does not belong to the history of fort La Tour.

It is doubtful whether fort La ‘Tour was uc-
cupied long by d"Aulnay after its capture. He
had his own fiaed establishments where he
probably preferred to reside, and the presum-
tion is that the fort was deserted for a time.
He did not, however, live long in the enjoy-
ment of his newly acquired territory, for in
1650 he was drowned in the Bay of Fundy,
opposite the mouth of Dighy Gut. The repu-
tation which he left behind him is far from
being an enviable one, and he was gencrally
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detested by his own countrymen as a man of
a hard and cruel nature, more anxious for his
own aggrandizement and the extension of
his possessions, than for the settlement of the
country or the welfare of its people. In the
mean time La Tour, with his usual energy, was
making interest at the French Court, and had
succeeded in obtaining an acquittal of the
charges that had been brought against him. In
February. 1651, he received a new commission
a8 Governor of Acadie, with greater powers than
before, and in September of the same year suc-
ceeded in having fort La "Four restored to him
by the widow of d’Aulnay. Here he continued
to reside, and in February, 1653, reconciled
the long feud which had existed between the
families, and centred in himself the conflicting
titles to the possession of Acadie by marrying
the wilow of his deceased rival, d’Aulnay.
During the same year he came near heing
starved out of his fort by certain restrictions
which the Assembly of Massachusetts placed
on trade in consequence of the war with Hol-
land; but an exception was made in his favor
by the New Englanders and this calamity
averted. Just as La Tour was beginning to
flatter himself that he was at last secure in the
possession of his fort and lands after all his
vicissitudes, a new and more formidable dan-
ger threatened him.  1)’Aulnay in his life-time
had become indebted to Emmanuel Le Borgne,
a merchant of Rochelle, in the sum of 260,000
livres, and judgment had been obtained in
France in favor of the latter.  The creditor in
1654 came to Acadic to take possession of all
d’Aulnay’s estates, and he seems to have en-
tertained the design of driving La Tour out of
his fort and stripping him of his possessions.
While preparations for an attack were being
made by Le Borgne, a third party appeared on
the scene, which settled and disposed of the
rival claims of the disputants very speedily.
This was nothing less than an English fleet of
four vessels. which had been sent by the lord
protector Qliver Cromwell to attack the Dutch
Colonies in America, but did not arrive in Bos-
ton until after hostilities had ceased. They had
also reveived secret orders to attack the IFrench
possessions in Acadie, although the countries
were then at peace; but as was the case a cen-
tury later in Indiz, the English and French
colonists were frequently at war, when th: vve
nations were fricndly and pacific at home. In
the summer of 1654, the fleet appeared before
fort La Tour which was captured after a short
resistance, La Tour being short of provisions
and quite unprepared to contend against so
powerful and unexpected an enemy. Le Borgne
was also captured at Port Royal, and the result
of this sudden raid was that the whole of Aca-

die feil into the hands of the English, except'

Cape Breton and a narrow strip on the shores
of the Gulf of St. Lawrence.

La Tour might now have been supposed to
be irretrievaoly ruined; but singularly enough
the years of his life which succeeded this ap-
parent misfortune were the only years of real

tranquility and comfort he ever enjoyed. In
1656, in conjunction with Thomas Tewmple and
William Crowne, he suceeeded in obtaining from
Cromwell o grant of the whole of that part of
Acadie from Mahone Bay to Cape Sable on the
Atlantic Coast, and the cntire territory fronting
on the Bay of Fundy to the borders of New
England. Temple was, in 1656, appointed by
Cromwell governor of Fort La Tour, and La
Tour, himself. appears to have sold to Temple
his share of Acadie. IHe still contiaued to re-
side near the fort in affluence and comfort
until the year 1666, when he died at the good
age of 74 years after a life of such changes of
fortune and various vicissitudes as is scldom
read of outside the pages of & romance.

Very little is known of the history of fort La
Tour during the Bnglish occupation.  Temple
appears to have been a great trader, and in his
hands it probably degenerated into a trading
post for the Indians, or itis not improbable
that it was entirely deserted. for the fort at
Jemseg which has been, by many modern wri-
ters erroneously credited with the events which
happened at fort La Tour was. without doubt—
built during the Eaglish occupation, and was
probably erected by Temple, more with a view
to its position as a trading post, than as a defen-
sive work. The proof of its being built at this
period. lies in the fact of its being in no way
referred to previous to the time of the English
occupation; and it is not numed in the list of
forts which were delivered up to the English
in 1634, It was, however. one of the forts de-
livered to the French in 1670. when Acadie
again passed into their hands under the treaty
of Breda, and the very particular description
and inventory given of it then, proves most
conclusively that it was a mere trading post,
and not such a fort as could have stood the re-
peated sieges and blockades in which fort La
Tour fizured. But it is quite uscless to multi-
ply proofs that the Jemseg fort was not the
seene of D’Aulnay’s successive sieges, or Mad-
am La Tour’s heroic defences. The whole
story of these operations is utterly inconsistent
with the idea of a fort situated fifty miles up
the St. John river, and if any further proof
were regnired that the fort at Jemseg was not
fort La Tour, it is found in the fact that fort
Jemseg vas surrendered to the French on the
27th of August, 1670, by that name, by the
English commissioners, Messrs. Walker and
Garner.  On the 2nd of Sceptember of “he same
year, when Port Royal was surrendercd by the
same parties, fort La Tour is spoken of speci-
fically as Zo de, but not then, delivered np.—
The site of fort La Tour is also given by St.
Maurice, and incontestably fixed by numerous
despatches and letters of that period.

When, in 1670. fort La Tour was delivered
up to the French, it appears to have beenin a
ruinous condition; for. in the following year,
we find the Chevalier de Grand Fontaine, gov-
ernor of Acadie. writing to the Minister at
Paris that he intended sending his ensign to
the river St. John, to establish the old fort at
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its mouth, (fort La Tour), and to guard it until
the cannon could be brought to it from the fort
at Jemseg. In the same letter he complains of
the want of a person fit to comand fort La Tour,
in consequence of which the shore and seal fish-
ery had been neglected. At that time his licu-
tenant, DeMarson, had offended him by his
cenduct in a mission on which he sent him to
Boston, and fallen under his displeasure; but
DeMarson seems to have retrieved himself from
this difficulty, and been received again into
favor; for, in 1672, he was in command of fort
La Tour, from which we presume that Grand
Fontnine'’s doubts, about having a person fit to
compaand it, were set atrest. DeMarson seems,
howe ver, to have neglected fort La Tour: for,
in 1674, he was established at the fort at Jem-
seg, where one morning he was surprised by
the appearance of 2 Flemish corsair, having
110 raen on board, by which he was carried off,
without offering any resistance, and the fort
plundered of everything valuable. Nothing
could prove more clearly than this the wretched
manner in which the affuirs of Acadie were mis-
maneged by its governors : La Tour and d’Aul-
nay, at least, made the pirates keep a respeetful
distance from the forts they commanded.

De Marson appears to have escaped or been
ransomed from the pirates, for he was, shortly
after his capture, again in command on the St.
John river; and in 1676 reccived a grant of
Naskwaak and the fort at Jemseg from Fron-
tenasz. governor of Canada. Those who re-
ceived grants of land in those days, from what-
ever king or governor, held them by but a
feeble tenure: for, within the four years fol-
lowing the date of the grant, the English wure
again in possession of Acadie, which they de-
liver ed up to the French for the fourth time in
1680'. The truth of the matter seems to be that
the s o-called forts had by this time degenerated
into mere fishing stations, and becume a. easy
prey to whatever nold adventurer chose to at-
tack them. In this or the following year (1650
or 1681), the English fur the fifth time became
mas:ters of the country, but appear to have soon

In June, 1690. Villehon who was sent out t0
be Governor of Acadie, arrived at Port Royal
and found that it had been captured and de-
stroged a few days before by the English under
Sir William Phipps. Under these circumstan-
ces he decided to withdraw to the River St
John, and occupy the fort at Jemseg. He
afterwards built the fort at Nashwaak, the
history of which was fully detailed in the
former paper. In 1693 Villebon proposed to
repair and rebuild fort La Tour. The old
fort still existed in a tolerable state of preser-
vation, having been built so well at first that
the excavations were almost entire.  The pal-
isades had rotted away to some extent and
reguired renewing, and he contemplated fur-
ther improving it by deepuening the ditches and
raising the parapets. As was before stated, the
fort consisted of four bastions, each mounting
six 24 pounder cannon. It was supposed that
150 men would be enough to garrison this fort
and fort Nashwaak, which was a smaller work,
Villebon had sagacity envugh to perceive that
the French commerce and fisheries in the Bay
could only be protected by a fort on the sea-
board, and that however important Nashwaak
might be as a trading station, he could never
be said to be master of the River St. John
while its mouth rcmained without any defen-
sive works. Early in 1696 the work was com-
menced, 6,000 feet of plank having been pre-
pared during the previous Autumn. About
100 men, 40 of whom were soldiers, were
employed on the fortifications, and Villebon
frequently went from his Nashwaak fort to the
mouth ot the River to superintend the opera-
tions The work went on rapidly for some
time, but before the year closed Villebon's at-
tention was withdrawn from it to fort Nashwaak,
which was attacked by the English, and the re-
building of fort La Tour was consequently
discontinued and not resumed until 1698, when
it was again commenced and prosccuted with
vigor. During this year a pirate appeared off
St. John harbor and preparations were made at
at the fort to resist an attack which was expected

abar:doned it to its old masters: for, in 1652, | ed, but the corsair sailed away without attempt-
M. d ¢ la Valliere was established at or near | ing to do any damage. Shortly afterwards a
fort La Tour, acting as commandant, and en- | calamity, evenmore to be dreaded than invasions
gage d in the shore fishery—two branches of | or the attacks of pirates, threatened Villehon;
busi 1ess which seem to have been frequently | a famine prevailed in Acadie, so severe that
couf led together about this time. The num- | many of the people had to live on shell fish,
ber -of men under la Valliere's command was jand to save his soldiers from starvation, he
only eight or ten, and he scems to have varied | was obliged to procure Indian corn and meal
his employment from piscatorial pursuits to | from Boston.

robbing the Indians, who hated him most; Early in the summer of the next year (1699)
cordially, and made several attempts to assas- | Villehon appears to have wmoved lus head-
sinate him. In consequence of his unduly . quarters from Nashwaak to tort La Tour,
favoring the English and other causes, he | leaving only two men to take care of the former
was removed from the command in Acadie in | fort. Fort La Tour was now a stronger and
1684 . and his successor, M. Perrot, does uot | more perfect fortress than it ever had been be-
appear to have resided at fort La Tour, for in | fore, (capable of containing 200 men) and Ville-

1686 . when M. de Meulles took the census of
Acaclie, there was not a single soldier at any of
the forts on the River St. John, and the famous
fort -which had withstood so many attacks was
thus suffered to sink into an ignoble decay.

hon spoke of it with @ natural and becoming
degree of pride, as one which would do honor
to its detenders. He had, himself, taken an
infinite deal of pains in the designing and exe-
cution of tho work, and felt thas whenever the
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exigencies of the times would require it to be
defended, the interests of his King would be
well guarded Dy its ramparts.  What then must
have been his surprise and mortification to
learn, as lie did during the year, that this fort,
which be might regard as peculiarly his own,
which he had been years in rebuilding and
strengthening, and on which so much money
had been expended, was to be abandoned a. 3
no longer to be the seat of the Government ot
Acadic? He must have felt that, in leaving
the great River St. Jolm and the fertile coun-
try on its banks without any defence, the
French Ring was pursuing a most suicidal
policy, for the furt at Port Royal, which was
always the peculiar favorite of the French,
commanded nothing comparable in value or
importance to the rich country of which fort
La Tour was the key.  The loss of Acadie to
the French and their final eapulsion from the
continent, were only the natural results of
their unwise system of colonization, their ne-
gleet to encourage immigration and their prac-
tice of building forts in remote and unheard
of situations which commanded nothing, for
the sake of alittle paltry Indian trade, while
they left the really rich and viluable land to
take care of itself, and be settled by whoever
chose to occupy it.

So contemptibly weak was the government
of Acadic at this time, that it was a common
event for the French farmers who lived on the
Bay of Fundy to be plundered by pirates, losing
their cattle and sumetimes their lives by the
inroads of those red-handed rovers of the sca.
As has been already mentioned, they on one
occasion actually captured fort Jemseg and
carried off its commander; and during the au-
tumn of 1699, a pirate mounting 26 guns ap-
pears to have been hovering off the coast of
Acadie, killing cattle and doing other damage,
but not venturing within the range of the guns
of fort La Tour. Ifanything could aggravate
the bad management of the French, and lessen
their chances of retaining the country, it was
the want of harmony which prevailed amongst
the officers.  Instead of uniting cordially as
they might have done, they were continually
attempting to supplant cach other, and Ville-
bon’s licutenants appear to have employed all
their leisure time in writing letters filled with
complaints against him to the governor of Can-
ada. Some of these were the most frivolous
that ever were penned by any officer against
his captain.* This great and brave sol-
dier was not, huwever, destined to be long a
mark lor caluminy or complaint: nor was he
fated to see the demohtion of the fort which
had engaged so much of his care.  On the Hth
of July. 1700. he diced at fort La Tour, and was
succeeded in the governorship by Brouillan, a
rude soldier with more courage than judgment,
who was always boasting of his honesty and his

* Here is a specimen:~Desgoutens writes to com-
lain that Vilichon “keeps the water within the fort
or the exclusive uso of his kitchen and his mare, others

being obliged to use snow water.”
D

Gascon blood. M. Dicreville, a French natu-
ralist, who, in 1708, published a book about
Acadice, arrived at fort La Tour on the evening
of Villebon’s death, and payes a well merited
tribute to that soldier. calling him “a great
man, well made, and full of intellect.” How
well he deserved this praise, his success while
governor of Acadie, during the ten years he
was in command, sufficiently attests. M. Dier-
eville also deseribes fort La Tour, but his des-
cription differs in no respect from those we have
alrcady given.

After Villebon’s death Villieu was temporar-
ily in command until Brouillan’s arrival, which
took place on the 20th June, 1701, No sooner
had the new governor landed than he com-
menced operations with great vigor. One of
his first acts was to raze the fortifications and
demolish the houses of fort La Tour. The
guns, arms and ammunition were all taken to
Poit Royal, and even the planks, which were
at the gun hauteries, were carried away. Inhis
letter to the home authorities he justifies
these cxtreme measures by stating that fort
La Tour was ‘“extremely small, and com-
manded an one side by an Island (Navy Is-
land) at the distance of a pistol shot, and on
the othcr by a height which commanded it en-
tirely ; with the disadvantage of having no water
to drink without going to scek it beyond the
torrent of the river St. John.”  For these rea-
sons he said he determined to abandon it. If
all these statements were true, it is a matter of
great surprise that the fort was ever built, or
that it should ever have stood a siege of any
kind, much less a long blockade; or that so
astute a commander as Villehon ever should
have thought it worth repairing. The des-
patches of the French commanders in those
days contained a good deal of figurative writ-
ing, and some of their statements must be re-
ceived with caution, for we find M. de Fontenu
stating that three vessels could not anchor in
the harbor ¢f St. John without inconvenience
to each other, a statement <o utterly false that
it throws grave doubts on the truth of Brouil-
lan’s description of fort La Tour. The only
good thiug that commander could see about St.
John was the limestone which he had taken to
Port Royal in con<iderable quantities.

The history of the river St. John is now a
blank for more than thirty years. Nota ingle
white inhabitant was left to cultivate that fair
domain, which is now covered with thousands
of prosperous homes; not a single soldier was
left to guard the famous fort which had borne
the brunt of <o many attacks. Nashwaak was
deserted and abandoned : Jemseg was in ruins;
and fort La Tour was the home of the wild ani-
mals of the forest. Year by year its ramparts
werce wasting away ; and if now and then a stray
Indiap chanced to break its solitude, he only
paused beside it to wonder that the white man
should have raised <uch a structure only to
abandon it. In 1710 Port Royal was captured
by the English, and has been constantly held
by them from that time to the present hour.
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Then, indeed, a sloop would occasionally shoot
across the bay for the purpose of bringing pres-
ents to the Indians, or carrying their chiefs to
Port Royal to make treaties with the English
governor; but it was only on such rare occa-
sions that a European keel furrowed the smooth
_waters of the harbor of St. John.

At last the long silence was broken. In 1781
a few French from other parts of Acadie, head-
ed by a priest, formed a settlement on the river
St. John. This attempt at colonization was
looked upon by the English authorities at Port
Royal with great disfavor, and attempts were
made to obtain English settlers from Boston
for the lands on the river. To further this ob-
Jject, surveys were made by the English gov-
ernment surveyors in various places. It does
not appear that these efforts at settlement by
the English met with much success; but the
French colony was more prosperous. In 1736
there were 77 French inhabitants at St. John,
besides the missionary priest, whose name was
Jean Pierre Danilo. The surnames of the
others were Bellefontaine, Bergeron, Roy, Du-
gas, Pair and Robert. Bellefontaine was the
prevailing name, no less than 30 of the inhabi-
tants bearing that appellation, while the name
of Bergeron was borne by 23 of the members
of the colony. These inhabitants, who seem
to have originally settled near the mouth of
the river, afterwards went up and located them-
selves thirty leagues from its mouth, at Saint
Ann’s Point;* and in 1749 they numbered some
twenty families. During this year two officers
and thirty men from Canada arrived at the
mouth of the river, for the purpose of erecting
a fort and making a settlement at that place.
They were accompanied by a number of In-
dians who came to assist them in the work.
The English at Port Royal were not long in
hearing of the contemplated movement, and at
once despatched Captain Rous in the Albany
to prevent it. In the same vessel was Mr.
How, whose long experience in Indian nego-
tiation fitted him to be a valuable assistant.—
‘When they arrived in the harbor of Saint John
they found the old fort (La Tour) deserted,
and no sign of any inhabitants. They conclud-
ed that the French were further up the river,
snd were soon confirmed in this belief by the
appearance of a French schooner laden with
provisions, ‘which they captured, but offered to
release if the master would go up the river and
bring down the French officers. He agreed io
this and taking a canoe proceeded up the river.
In the course of next day a French officer, ac-
companied by 30 soldiers and 150 river Indians,
marched down with their colors flying, and
halted opposite the Albany, within musket
shot. - Captain Rous, justly treating this as a
menace, sent Mr. How, ordering them to strike
their colors, which, after some parleying, they
did. ‘The French officers then went on board
the Albany, when it appeared that the order
they had originally received—to fortify the
mouth of the river 8t. John—had been counter-

*The present site of Fredericton.” ;

manded by a subsequent order, which instruct-
ed them to build no fortifications, but to pré-
vent any one else from doing so until the ques-
tion of proprietorship was settled between the
two crowns. A treaty between the English
and the St. John river Indians was the result
of the Albany’s mission ; but this, like most In-
dian treaties, was very badly kept; for in 1749
we find the Micmacs and Milecetes uniting
against the English, and attempting to capture
the fort at Mines. Some Frenchmen appear
to have been with the Indians on this occasion.

During the next year, the French force at St.
John was augmented to fifty-six men, and they
were aided by 200 Milecetes. They seem to
have occupied fort La Tour, but it does not ap-
pear that any attempt was made to put itin a
good state of defence, or repair the fortifications.
They constructed a small fort above the falls,
at the mouth of the Nerepis river, on its
Northern bank, and on the Western side of the
river St. John. This fort mounted three smail
cannon and appears to have been a very infe-
rior work. It was in existence in 1765, when
Chas. Morris made his sufvey of the river St.
John, and is named in his map fort Beauhebert,
but this is evidently a misnomer, for the name
of the French Commander who built it was
Boishebert, which resembles the name given by
Morris, closely enough to shew that the French-
man had named it after himself.

The English were not idle spectators of these
events. Two war vessels, H. M. 8. Hound
and the Provincial Sloop York, were ordered
to St. John to reconnoitre. By some misun-
derstanding the two vessels did not arrive at
the same time, the York reaching St. John a
week before her consort. Her captain (Silvan-
us Cobb), found a French brigantine lying at
anchor near the shore atthe head of the harbor,
and on sending his men ashore in a whale boat,
they were fired on by the French and Indians
who were there in great force. He then took the

York up the harbor, but was unable to get the
brigantine away—but managed to capture her
crew, consisting of five Frenchmen and one
Irishman. He describes the French as being
assembled in a small fortification, by a little
hill, where their colors were flying. After the
York had left, Captain Dove arrived in the
Hound, but did not enter the harbor. His
lieutenant, whom he sent up in a whale boat,
was detained for some time by the French; but
after some remonstrances released. They told
him that the place was French territory, and
that they had orders to defend it. During the
same autumn, Capt. Rous, in H. M. 8. Albany,
fell in with & French brigantine and schooner,
off Cape Sable, laden with ammunition and
warlike stores for 8t. John. After a sharp
action the brigantine was captured, but the
schooner escaped.

Four years after these occurrences (1754),
the French had only a garrison of sixteen men
inthe fort at St. J%hn, and a year later, after
the capture of fort Cumberland, when Capt.
Rous, with three twenty gun corvettes and 8
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sloop, entered the harbor of St.” John, the
French abandoned the fort in a panie, after
blowing up their magazine, bursting their can-
non, and burning everything about the fort.
The garrison appear to have gone to St. Ann’s
Point (Fredericton), where there was a French
settlement, and where they continued to hold a
post for some time longer.

The French occupation of Acadie was now
drawing to a close. One by one their posts
had fallen into the hands of the English and
the river St. John was one of the few places
where they could be said to have any regular
settlements. The spirit which shone so con-
spicuously in the ancient founders of the Col-
ony no longer seemed to exist. Success seemed
for ever to have deserted their standard. From
this time they made no attempt to rebuild or
occupy fort La Tour; its famparts were des-
tined never again to be trodden by a single
soldier of the war-like race to whom it owed its
origin. In 1758 Col. Moncton was sent by the
Government at Port Royal to take possession
. of the St. John river. The work was quickly
accomplished ; the few French soldiers who re-
mained at St. Anns were driven away; the
inhabitants fled to the woods and the English
flag waved triumphantly over the whole river
territory from the Canadian boundary to the
sea. Then the old fort beganeto wear a new
aspect, the old ramparts were raised and
strengthened, and new cannon mounted on
the bastions. Some slight echo of its ancient
strength and grandeur seems to have returned
to it, and an English garrison of 150 men gave
it a livelier appearance than it had worn for
many & long year. Its commander was Colonel
Arbuthnot, afterwards Governor of Nova Bco-
tia. Yet, while the old fort thus obtained a
new lease of existence, and something of its
former war-like character, it lost its ancient
name. It was now no longer fort La Tour,
but a new name, the creation of another race,
and an emblem of its conguest was given to
it, and it became Fort Frederick.* From this
time its history for some years was monotonous
enough and differed but a little from that of
any ordinary garrisoned post at the present
day. In 1759 a great storm and high tide,
which broke all the dykes in the Bay of Fundy,
swept away & portion of the embankment of the
fort. . In the same ycar 200 inhabitants of the
river, French Acadians, headed by their priests
Germain and Coquarte,came to the fort and took
the oath of allegiance, and the Milecetes appear
to have been there also on the same errand.
Next year 150 soldiers of its garrison, (which
must have been previously augmented,) whose
term of enlistment had expired, went off in

* Fort Frederick is shown on a plan of the Harbor of
Bt. John. made by Bruce in 1761, and a plan of Carleton
by Holland in 1785—Dboth in the Crown Land Office. Tt
is represented on these plans as a square fort, 210 feet
in diameter, with a bastion, 30 feet square, extending
from each of the four corners of the fort, with a covert
way in the land side extending back 150 feet, and join-
ing a road which led to what is now the foot of King
-street, Carleton,

two schooners to their homes in New England.
Such slight incidents as these formed the sum
of the history of the fort for ten years. The
garrison from being numerous was gradually
r.educed, until in 1766 it consisted of an En-
sign’s command. The name of the commander
of the fort at this time was Ensign Jeremiah
Meara. In the mean time English settlers were’
locating themselves on the river St. John, and
the country was beginning to wear the aspect
of civilization. A few Acadians still remained
in the Province; but the greater number of
them lived with the Indians, and made no pre-
tence of cultivating any of the rich soil along

the river. The Stamp Act and its attendant
troubles had unsettled the powerful English
Colony beyond the St. Croix, and estranged its
people from their loyalty to the English Crown.
Under these circumstances it was decided in
1768 to remove all the soldiers from fort Cum-
berland, Annapolis, fort Amherst, Louisberg,
and fort Frederick, and concentrate them in
Halifax, so that the garrison of the old fort
was reduced to a Corporal and four men, at
which number it remained for several years.
The war of Independence, which commenced
in 1775, afforded the fort another opportunity of
experiencing the vicissitudes of fortune. Ste-
phen Smith of Machias, a delegate to the Massa-
chusetts Congress, conceived the idea of making
a raid on St. John, and from enqiries he made,

he felt satisfied that the fort was in no condition .

to resist an attack. In August he sailed intc
the harbor of St. John in an armed sloop, and
of course met with no resistance. He burnt
the Barracks and the fort, took the four soldiers
who were in it prisoners, and captured a brig
of 120 toms laden with oxen, sheep and swine,
which were intended for the British troops at
Boston. This sudden raid had the effect of
putting the English authorities on the alert,
and vessels of war were sent to cruise off St.
John to protect the ports in the Bay of Fundy
from these incursions. In 1777 the people of
Machias, emboldened by their former success,
resolved to try a bolder stroke of war-fare, and
conceived the idea of fortifying themselves at
the mouth of the river St. John, and holding the
post as a rendezvous from which they might at-
tack the English settlements in Nova Scotia.
With this object twelve armed whale boats, full
of men, landed at 8t. John, and proceeded to
establish themselves at the fort. Intelligence
of the new danger was at once conveyed to
Halifax, and a body of régulars and militia
from Halifax and Windsor under Major Stud-
holm of the Royal Fencibles, and Colonel
Francklin, was sent to the scene of operations
and the men of Machias very speedily compell-
ed to embark for their homes. This occur-
rence aroused the British to a sense of the
danger of leaving the mouth of the 8t. John
unprotected, and a post was shortly afterwards
established on Fort Howe, under the command
of Major Studholm, where, in the following
year the Indians, both Micmacs and Milecetes,
attended, and on their knees swore allegiance
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to King George, giving up at the same time the
presents they had received from General Wash-
ington.

Here the old fort, whose varying fortunes we
have been tracing through a century and a half
of' change, ceases to be an objeet of historieal
interest. ““ A splendid beginning and an ig-
noble end,” might stand as the record ot most
of the works of man, and fort La Tour can
scarcely claim to be an exception. Yet so
glorious a dawn and so bright a noon as was
shed upon it, might well prepare it to afford a
temporary cclipse at the close of so long a day.
It is not every mound of carth which is reared
by the hand of man, that can claim for its
founder, one who was incorruptible by wealth or
titles, and not to be bribed from his loyalty to
his country even when the tears and entreaties
of a father were joined to the promises of high
dignity and reward; nor dues it often fall to
the lot of a rude and humble fort, in a country
far removed from the centres of civilization, to
be the home of a heroine who may justly be
regarded as one of the most remarkable women
whom the world has seen. Since she was laid
broken-hearted in her humble Acadian grave,
more than two centuries have passed away,
and the earth has had its store of heroes and
heroines, of great men and noble women. Man-
kind has looked with awe and admiration on
the brilliant career of Marlborough, Clive and
Napoleon and wept with sympathy for the mis-
fortunes of Maria Antoinette and Madam Ro-
land; they have seen the Inglish valour which
triumphed at Agincourt surpassed in the field
of Waterloo and the fame of Joan of Arc emu-
Iated by the maid of Saragossa; death has
claimed all these and thousands of other great
and illustrious names, but in no grave which
the hand of man has closed since then, has
been buried a purer, a nobler, or a braver heart
than that which beat in the heroie breast of
Madam La Tour. Yet whatever glory attaches
to that name belongs peculiarly to the old fort,
and belonging to it, to our Province also; for
although born in another land, this was her
adopted home, here her reputation was inade
and her dust rests with us.  Like an aged man
the old fort has passed through all the vavious
stages from strength to decay.  Its lot was cast
in a cycle of perpetual changes; but the altera-
tions in its surroundings, since it cecased to be
a defensive work. have been most remarkable.
In the 90 years which have elapsed since the
men of Machias were driven from its bastions,

a large and wealthy city has sprung up around
it. Great ships, freighted with the productions
of other lands, drop their anchors in the once
deserted harbor, and the wealth of a great
river settled by prosperous thousands ‘o its
very source rolls past it to the sea.  Almost on
its very site with the clanking of hanuners and
axes have risen stately steamboats which plough
the waters of the broad river with the speed of
the race-horse, and almost cvery hour the
whistle of the locomotive is borne o’er the
tremulous wave to this relic of the olden days.
Civilization has so changed the aspect of the
place, that the old fort and its history have
been almost forgotten by the dwellers in the
busy hive around it.

It is not necessary to say much in regard to
the present condition of fort La Tour.  After
all the materials for this paper had been col-
lected, the writer, who previous to the com-
mencement of his researches for the preparation
of these sketches, bad never heard of the exis-
tence of the fort at all, paid several visits to its
site. He was accompanied at different times
by Mr. H. Venning, Mr. Watten Small and the
proprietor of the Quarterly. We naturally ex-~
pected to be able to trace some portion of the
old embankments but were quite unprepared to
sce them in so perfect a state as that in which
we found them. Middle street, which leads
down to the end of the point, cuts directly
through the old fort, and the embankments are
plainly distinguishable. One face of the fort
facing the harbor on the right-hand side of this
street, is almost entire, and nearly the whole
of the face of the fort, parallel with Nelson
street and the river leading up to the falls, is
in a very pertect condition. One disadvantage
the explorer has to contend against is, that the
entire fort is covered by houses and gardens;
hut the most casual inspection of it from the
streets in the vicinity, is enough to convince
any one of its exact locality, and convey to him
some idea of its size and former strength.
Nothing could prove s0 conclusively, the mas-
sive character of the bastions, as the fact of
their being in so remarkable a state of preser-
vation to day, after being abandoned for nearly
a century. While fort Nashwaak has been com-
pletely washed away. and the comparatively
modern works on Bunker’s Hill been all but
obliterated, this grand old fort still preserves
something of its former character, and secms
destined to exist for another century as a mon-
ument of the man by whom it was founded.

A _CHRISTMAS STORY.

ONE dark and stormy, Christmas Eve,
‘Fhere, in a garret dark, was lying
A pauper. helptess and alone,
f cotd and hunger dying.

3ut half-a-dozen doors away,
A rich man’s mansion stood. and there
The ruddy light from the windows bright
Streamed through the frosty uir.

e
|
|

Within the rich man's, Zuests partook
Of ali s money conld provide;

And yet for want of food and fire
That night the pauper died.

Wha may not read a lesson here?
Or who is he too poor to give
A portion of his bounty, that

Some LazARUs may live ? E. S. J.



QUARTERLY MAGAZINE.

151

DR. SINCLAIR'S COURTSHIP,—A TALE OF TIIE “RINK/
(THE GREAT SENSATION.)

BY PYGMALION.

CHAPTER I.

IN WHICH YE IERO OF YE TALE DETAILETH TO
HIS FRIEN Y, IIOW HE ‘‘ LOVED HER AND SHE
MIGHT HAVE BEEN,” BUT—.

¢ There now, I knew it would be so!—what
did I tell you Arthur Summers, that girl had
no more love for me than she has for a last
year's style of bonnet. Bah, woman’s love—
indeed.”

The speaker was a young man of about the
age of three and twenty. He was rather good
looking and to the fair sex was an especial
favorite. Although he took pride in having his
smooth jet black hair ncatly parted and evenly
combed, his delicate moustache twisted a-la
Napoleon, and his clothes cut in the latest style,
yet he was by no means a fop,—far from it.

He had lately passed a successful examina-
tion in the Mediral profession and was about
entering into the duties of his new life. He
had been an M. D. now about six months and
as yet had not once been called to attend any
one. His practice therefore was small and
his patients, as a natural consequence, less.
Things could not go on long in this way. He
must and would have practice, so he set about
his work with & will. He had his office nicely
carpeted and on the outside door, placed a
large plate, on which the words Georer Six-
cLaix, M. D., were plainly discernible, full
three blocks away.

At the time of our story George Sinclair and
his friend Arthur Summers—a young lawyer—
were seated in the former’s ofiice, discussing
matters in general. and things in particular.
Our hero had justgiven his opinion of woman’s
love, when Arthur exclaimed :

¢ Hush George. for goadness’ sake. T tell
you that she perfectly adores you., 1n fact, she
has several times hinted as much to me. You
must not too hastily condemn her.”

< Stuff, balderdash,” broke forth Sinclair,
petulantly, ¢ they are all alike, I once did love
her devotedly, and, foolishly enough, imagined
that she reciprocated my ardent affection; but
now, I know she hates me and I almost ——.”

<« Now George do calm your excited feelings.
Tell me all about it from beginning to end, and
then—for two heads are better than one, you
know,—we can see what is the best course to
pursue.”

‘¢ All right then, prepare yourself, my dear
friend, to hear a tale of woe, such an one as
has never before fallen to my lot to relate.
The ‘facts of the case '—as you gents of legal

lore say-—are these: I have known Miss Emily
Deering about three years. Shortlyafter hav-
ing made her acquaintance, at Mrs. Bois’, her
aunts’, I became deeply in love with her. She
seemed always before ray eyes—visbns of her
visited me in my dreams—I thought of her
night and day, and anxiously lockad forward
for the time to arrive, when I should lead my
darling Emily, a fitting sacrifice to tie altar of
of Hymen. Months passed; but fleeting time,
instead of cooling my love. only helped to
kindle it into a flame. I so.mehow imagined
that she loved me also—yes, 1 mus; give her
her due, she did love me.

¢ About a year after this time, she had occa-
sion to go for a few months to a smull town in
Nova Scotia. We prowmised each other that
we should correspond. Well, we did: and
even now I have a vivid remembrance with
what joy, X each day went to the Tost Office,
and when the clerk handed me a letter, of the
smile that illumined my countenance, and when
there was no letter, of the blank despair that
settled upon it. Every epistle that passed be-
tween us, was full of endearing epithets, love
and such humbug. One year ago, she returned
to this, her native city. You may be sure, I
was overjoyed. She that was lost—as it were
—was now found. I called upon every one to
rejoice with me. Some of my friends did,
others pitied me and asked each otker if I was
not a little bereft of my senses.

¢« Now, I feel that I was; but I did not know
it then. Love is blind, so I ¢went it blind,’
sure cnough. We walked out together, went
to concerts, and were in cach other’s company
nearly all the time. We (here I speak for
myself), both felt exceedingly miserable, if we
tailed to sce one another during cach day.

“The winter was approaching. Jack Frost
had already made sad bavoc among the farm-
ers, and the cold north winds howled piteously.
We looked furtively into the future. ¢ When
will the Skating Rink be opened? was a
question we often asked cach other. What
pleasure we will have there. But although
it was the tenth of December, no skating was
yet to be had.  The poor Directors were scold-
ed severely, just as if they could cause the
weather to freeze hard enough for skating, It
came at last, however, and when the hour
arrived that I was to call for Emily, my feet
moved as if propelled by steam. they fairly
flew, until I reached the door of the mansion,
where my idol dwelt. Then and then only—
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I am a bashful man—I drew up, panted for
breath for about five minutes, coughed, looked
at my repeater, adjusted my necktie and pulled
the bell—horrible suspense. A carroty-headed
female, of celtic origin, opened the doer and
‘to her enquiry, ¢ will yez plaze come in? re-
plied that I would. 1 entered the noble edifice
and on being conducted to the parlour, took a
a seat and calmly awaited the coming of her,
who I thought was destined to make my life
happy while I lived. I had not long to wait,
for in a few minutes she came in, looking like
a goddess and clad in a mo#t becoming cos-
tume. I envied her stately and majestic ap-
pearance. ‘Do you think we shall be too early
George ?’ she asked. ‘Oh no,’ said I, ‘we ghall
be just in time, the sleigh will be here present-
ly,” even while I spoke I heard the bells, the
prancing of the horses and the loud commands
of the driver.

‘“ We soon got in and in a quarter of an hour
entered the skating palace. It was crowded,
the merry throng seemed to be enjoying them-
selves vastly, and keeping time with the music,
which was wafting upon the air, like sweet
perfume, its dulcet strains of joyous melody.
‘What a magnificent sight here presented itself.
Young and old, the very picture of good health,
mingling together and entering upon life’s plea-
sures with a spirit that was really surprising.
1 stooped down and fastened the skates upon
the almost fairy feet of the divine Emily, and
fearful lest I should stop the circulation of the
blood, I bound the straps over her small and
neat ankle with great care.

“ We are now off—oh what joy—what rap-
turous pleasure it gave me when 1, in company
with Emily Deering, glided, as if on Angels’
wings, through the living mass of skaters. All
passed off smoothly that night. I escorted her
to her residence and then went home and sat
thinking over the events of the night, until
Morpheus, the drowsy god, exerted his power-
ful influence over me and ‘ tired-nature’s sweet
restorer, balmy sleep’ rapidly overtook me and
left me there to dream upon the prospect laid
open before me. I did dream, and of her,
Emily Deering too—I thought that we were
married and had three charming, lovely child-
ren—*the very image of their parents,” two
boys and a girl. We were very happy together.
8ix years had passed away since the connubial
knot was tied and we never regretted the day,
when it occurred. Dreams, you know, always
go by contraries, this one was no exception to
the general rule.

“The next band-night I went down to the
Rink, with the intention of having an immense
deal of pleasure; but alas! how different was
the result. When I recall the past, tears actu-
ally fill my eyes, and were Fnot a man I really
believe I would weep. It is hard, very hard,
Arthur, to dislodge the arrow that Cupid fires,
when once it has entered your breast. But I
must be brief; Emily was scated on a bench.
The music had ceased a few .moments before.
I had not skated with her once that night. She

was in company with a female friend. I hast-
ened up to her side and requesteq the pleasure
of skating with her. *I will,’ said she, ‘ a8 soon
as the music begins.” I moved on; full ten
minutes had elapsed, I felt nervous, the band
had not commenced to play yet. I took one
quick, eager glance at Emily, there she was,
sure enough, but with her was a young man.
They were conversing in a merry, vivacious
manner. I am sorry to say that I am of a very
jealous disposition, the green-eyed monster
has considerable influence over me. I was
displeased beyond measure. The music began,
¢ Ah now,’ said I, ¢ for Emily.’ But judge of
my horror, surprise and dismay, when up the
two get and were off like the wind. What was
Itodo? To stand in the middle of the ice
would excite suspicion. I skated round a few
times, passed and re-passed the faithless one
and took good care to let her see that I did not
like her conduct at all. The young gentleman
soon led her to a seat and departed. I saw her
sitting alone, but did not offer my services to
her. She noticed it at once. She had evid-
ently forgotten her engagement with me, and

| thoughtlessly engaged herself to another. I

fire blazing near, and in front of it sat, with
should have overlooked it, but then I could
not.

“Since that time we have never been the
same towards each other. She imagined her-
self slighted, for did not I engage her and then
after doing so leave her sitting during the play-
ing of the band? Yes, all true enough, but she
also did wrong. Why did she get up and skate
with the other gentleman first? Answer me
that Arthur quickly.”

‘ Well, yes George, I believe you are about
half right; but depend upon it, unless the facts
greatly deceive me, you shall yet be the hus-
band of Emily Deering.”

¢ hope so, but I fear not,” responded Sin-
clair, gloomily, ¢ time alone will tell.” :

CHAPTER II.

IN WHICH “ YE YOUNG LADYE’ RELATES her
VERSION OF ‘‘YE SAD STORIE;’ BEING EN-
TIRELY DIFFERENT FROM YE ‘‘ OTEHR SIDE.”

Reader, come with me to the residence of
the ¢ gushing damsel,” spoken of in our last
chapter, and see what is going on there.

In a handsomely furnished apartment, on &
sofa, sits the object of George’s fondest affec-
tions. The hour is half-past ten, and she has
just returned from the Rink. 8he holds 2
handkerchief up to her eyes, and hot, burping
tears flow fastly. What is the meaning of this
grief? Has she met with an accident, or has
unpleasant news been received from absent
friends? We shall see. :

Ah, no; ’tis something different far, and yet
quite as painful to that young heart. These
are the tears of slighted love, which bespeak
the feelings of a ‘‘loving woman scorned.”
Ten minutes pass, and her elder sister Alice
enters the room. Seeing Emily weeping, she
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asks ‘* What's up?” and receives fur a reply—
¢ Nothing.”

¢ Come, come, dear, that’s no answer. Tell
me, won't you? Did you nut enjoy yuvurself
to-night at the Rink "

“No.”

«\Well, that's certainly a short answer.”

¢ Forgive me, sister, nd I will tell you all;
but you must promise me that you won't tell
anyone.”

¢“J promisc; now dry your eyes, compose
yourself and proceed to enlighten me with your
heart-rending tale.”

“I will, Alice.
George Sinclair.”

¢ What : hate Geurge Sinclair?  Surely you
are dreaming.  Why, what's the matter now ?
Another little love spat, I guess, which will
be forgutten the neat time you meet.  Remenr-
ber, the ‘coursc of true love ne’er yet ran
smooth.””

¢ Oh, bother your quotations; I am in real,
sober earnust. I utterly detest him; he's a
fool; he's —."  llere a fluod of tears prevented
her from finishing her sentence.

¢« Bmily—sister—tell me what has wrought
this change over your feelings.  Why, no later
than yesterday you told me you loved him
devotedly.”

“Yes, Alice. I know I did; but I did not
know him then as well as I do now. T imagined
he loved me, but T am certain he don'’t care a
straw about me.”

¢ Oh, that's all nonsense; I am sure heis;
very fond of you. You've just got him jealous
with your flirtations with other young men,
and, because he don’t break his neck after you,
you run away with the idea that his love for
you has ceased; but I know him too well: he
may outwardly appear indifferent to you, but,
restassured, in his heart he adores you. Emily,
my love, you do hima grievous wrong in think-
ing he loves you not. Yorget your temporary
‘hatred, apologize to him, tell him you've
wnl)nged him, and everything will turn out
well.”

“Well, upon my word you're a great one!
What on carth is the matter with you? There
you go on spinning a yarn as long as my arm,
before you know anything about what you're
saying. Wait, can’t you, until you hear the
particulars, and then if you like I will listen
to your advice.”

¢ I'll be as quiet as a mouse; begin.™

¢ Well, to-night I went to the Rink quite
carly, intending to have a splendid time.  The
band was there and the musie was excellent;
nothing more was wanting to complete my hap-
piness but George. I skated round the circle
several times with different gentlemen; the
hour was getting late, and yet he did not come.
I was so cxcited that I must have deeply
offended my partners, for hardly any words
passed between us; I replicd to questivns in
monosyllables, and began no converse. I was
constantly looking tuwards the door, trying to

Now, to begin with, I hate

see him.”

“ Oh, he didn't come: that's the cause of
your woe.”

¢ I wish you would shut up. You're wromg
—he did come eventually, but he might as wrell
have stayed away altogether. The band liad
stopped playing and I sat down upon a bench.
His Excellency Sir Tardiness came up to me
and asked the pleasure of * Next Dlusic;” of
course I readily assented. He then skated off
to the centre.  Ile had just left me when ¥red.
Andrews came up and sat beside me :ind
asked me to skate with him, but I told hini I
was engaged and could not. Ie then enter-

ed into conversation. It was tte same old
hackneyed subject—* Fine evening.” ¢ Yes.’—
*Ain’t the ice in capital condition?”  ~ Perfectly

splendid.’—* The music is excellent to-night, is
it not? *Itis.’—¢Do you think we shall have
snow tu-morrow ?* ‘I do.'—‘Ilow is your ma?
‘Pretty well, thanks ; how’s yours ?” and so on.
The band at this moment commenced; Fred.
rose and offered me his hand, which I took,
and we skateld round the Rink three times be-
fore I remembered that I was cengaged to
George. I felt a chill running through me at
this discovery, and told Fred. to conduct me to
a seat, which he did, and then skated off. I
looked round for George, but ceuld not see hiim
for a few minutes; but when I didd he was skat-
ing alone, and just as our cyes were going to
meet he cruelly turned his head in the opposite
direction. Oh, how mad I felt towards him!
Well, he never offered to skate with me again
during the whole night—not even tovk off my
skates or escorted me home, and I had to go
with that horrid Arthur Summers. How Geozge
can associate with him is beyond my compre-
hension.” .

* Bnily, you will greatly oblige me by say-
ing nothing derogatory towards Arthur; you
know I like him very much. Go on.”

I felt too proud to explain matters to George
wlien I met him as he was going out, so I turn-
ed my head, too, and looked in as defiant an
attitude as the Queen of Spain ever did. I
could not speak to Arthur all the way home—
my heart was too full. I really think, Alice,
the fault was entirely my own; but ought he
not to have overlooked my skating with ¥red,
particularly when I sat down so soon after dis-
covering my crror.”

» Ilow could George know that? You did
not even explain matters to him, but, according
to your own story, sailed out, arm in arm with
Arthur Summers, @ la the Queen of Spain.
You acted very foolishly, my sister : but try and
sce him to-morrow and make it all up again.”

I will; but you know George is so very
quick and sensitive, and I also have a tendency
in that direction. If he could only meet me
half way, then I would have no objections what-
ever; but whenr two of similar proclivities meet,
it is really very hard to be the first one to ap-
proach the other to apologize and explain,—
especially when one is entirely blameless.”

*You are not entirely blameless.”

“I know it, but what I did was not intentioxal.”
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¢ That's all right enough; but you must tell
George that, and then he will apologize for his
coonduct towards you : then will the whole affair
b2 settled to the satisfaction of each.”

“You are right, Alice. Oh, whataload you
h ave removed from my heart!—how can I
t) aank you?”

¢“ By saying nothing against Arthur Sum-
pers; and now, dear, let’s retire. Pleasant
d reams to you.”

¢ Good night.”

CHAPTER III.

\ELATES TO—WELL, THE READER HAD BETTER
PERUSE IT, AND FIND OUT FOR HIMSELF.

¢ T say, Sinclair, are you going to the Rink
t >-night? The Band of the 15th will be there;
e verybody’s going, and a great time is expected.”

“ What’s the use of me going? No one will
b e there that I care about skating with.”

‘“Don’t be too sure of that, old boy. I have
j ust seen Alice Decring home, and she and
F imily are to be atthe Rink this evening. Now
a int that an inducement ?”

* Oh yes, for you certainly.”

¢ Aye, and for you also.”

“How do you make that out? I've not
s kated with either of the ladies you name for
o ver threce weeks, and what’s more, have no
d esire to.”

¢ Why, George, is it possible you haven't
fi yrgotten all about that little unpleasant epi-
s-ode? Well, you do hold resentment long
e nough, I'm sure.”

“It's all very well for you to talk in that
s train, Arthur; but were you situated as I am,
y ou would just act in precisely the same man-
n er as I do now.”

“J am sure I would not. Besides, Emily is
ery sorry for what little she contributed to-
-ards your unhappy state of mind.”

¢ What's that you say ?” said Sinclair quick-
1y 7, for a ‘ray of hope began to gleam.’

“X say,” replied Summers, * that Emily
L teering will apologize to you, provided it can
b e done decently; or, in other words, all will
b: 2 amicably settled between both of you, if we
o1 aly play our cards rightly. Now, tell me
w hether yowll be at the Rink at eight o’clock
tc ~-night "

“I'll try my best to go; but you know I am

dusy now.”

“That’s right George. Well and bravely
oken. You certeinly deserve to win the
ielle o1 the Rink.' Upon my word any one
aring you speak, would imagine that you
It cons;iderable antipathy towards the young
la: dy inst 2ad of being nearly ¢ dead inlove’ with
he 1, as y ou are, you sly fox you. Good morn-
ln g.i’
¢ Gooc¢ 1 morning Arthur.”

*® * *
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¢+ Well Alice dear what news of George? I
set 3 you t iave heen walking with Arthur. Why
dit jn’t yp @ make him come in? What did he
58 ¥ and » —.”

¢ Oh goodness how your tongue rattles. I
pity your husband—if you ever get one.  Here
take my hat. Put some coals on the fire. I
walked so slow I'm nearly fruzen to death. Its
all arranged.”

“What? the fire.”

¢ No you goose; but our marriage. Won't
this look splendid in all the papers:

¢ On the 15th January, by the Rev. Dr. ——, ARTHUR
SUMMERS, Attorney-at-Law, to ALICE, cldest daughter
of Henry Decering, Esq., all of the City of St. John.
No cards.

¢“Then the wedding—oh my—what a time
we’ll have.”

"valk about my tongue, Alice; but really it
sinks into insignificance beside yours. You
had better go into the law courts and help
Arthur with his clients. But you're a nice one.
I sent you to transact my business and instead
of that. you and Arthur have heen building
‘castles in the air’ and talking of nothing
but weddings, bridal outfits and honey-moons.
Really its enough to break my heart. Nearly
2 month gone and he has not evenspoken to me.”

. ¢ Oh yes Emily, I almost forgot to tell you,
Arthur will endeavour to bring George to his
proper senses. He will contrive to get him
down to the Rink to-night, tell him about our
contemplated marriage and ask him to stand
up for him in company with you. Of course
George cannot refuse his friend this request,
and then everything will be as ‘merry as a
marriage bell.” Arthur says he will do his best
and by to-morrow, you and George Sinclair
will be as friendly as ever you were.”

¢ Oh thanks iy dear sister. You can form
no idea as to the extent of my love for him.
Sorry am I indeed for my foolish conduct; but
you know it was unintentional on my part.
When are you going down; about 7 o’clock
I suppose ?”

“Yes, we will leave the house about that
time. Arthur will call for us with the coach.”

* * * * *

George Sinclair several times during the day
looked at his watch. Never before did the
hours appear to go so slowly. He would have
sworn that it was five o’clock when it only
wanted ten minutes to three. He was excited.
With a nervous hand he seized the poker and
frantically dug it into the grate among the
coals. Ile took down a ponderous volume and
read an essay on ‘“ diseases arising from a dis-
ordered state of the stomach™; but it did not
interest him much, for ever and anon he arose,
laid down the book and walked across the
floor of his little office with quick, impatient
steps. Then he would stop and look out of
the window for & while. Then out came the
watch, again would his eyes be bent on its face
and latterly his arm chair would receive him.
The hook was opened and commenced again
and then the same scene would be enacted once
more *‘ with variations.” It was palpably plain
that he longed for the evening to come. The
trouble with him, was love in its worst stage.
There is nothing so pleasant to & man as when
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. A _ i
he falls in love for the first time. The ** object
of his affections " is an angel of most classic |

origin, her walk is superb, cyes cestatie, tecth
pearly, nose Roman, lips ruby, lair ambrosial.
and her mouth —. Then, her laugh : hew clear
and musical it is.
whole world like my ** sweet Angelina!™ sighs
the young lover.

There is nothing so unpleasant to one of the
genus homo as to be cut by a fair friend. IHow
he writhes and smarts under it. The remarks
he utters concerning the young lady, of whom,
only a few moments before he was so lavish in
his praise, are too harsh and coarse for repro-
duction. The many vows he makes—that he
will be revenged; and a thousand other things
rash to his head in a somewhat indistinguish-
able shape. Oh yes, he hates and detests her
now ; always knew she was a flirt; never cared
a snap about her. Oh no, not he. Was only
trying to kill time by going into her society.

Then, latterly, there is nothing so semi-plea-
sant and unpleasant to a man as when he is
going to do what is familiarly known as ‘¢ mak-
ing up friends,” with the fair one who has so
cruelly wronged him. He knows exactly what
he wants to say to her; but unfortunately he
can’t for the life of him get the proper words to
fit. He stammers, begins again, fares worse
and finally blurts out the outpourings of his
heart. All his fine apologetic speeches have
fajled him at the last moment and he feels very
foolish and spooncy. This is at present the
position of our friend Dr. Sinclair. A similar
scene occurs on this fatal day at the Maison @’
Deering. The sweet Emily is seated near the
window; in her lap lies her sewing, whilst in
her almost fairy and lily-white hands, she holds
a volume of poems. In vain she endeavours
to fix her mind upon the book. Ier eyes care
not to perform their office, tears unrequested,
rush into her visual organs and course down
her peach-like cheeks. To the casual obser-
ver it would seem that some poem of a deeply
affecting nature caused this little rivulet from
the eyes to flow; but to the philosopher or
love-sick youth, ¢the reason why’ would be
plainly known. Yes, Cupid with his darts of
love is again the cruel one who occasions this
outburst of feeling on the part of her who is
¢“too pretty to cry.”

Leaving this precious pair, each in their re-
spective rooms, to enjoy their present attack
of the blues, we will precede them tu the
¢ Rink,” and enjoy the ice until they arrive to
settle the little dispute about which so much
ado has been made. The ice is luckily in
splendid condition, being neither too hard nor
too soft, but about midway between cach and
easy to skate upon. .% goodly number of
ladies, gentlemen and the *¢little fulks ” have
arrived, and with their skates buckled on to
their teet they gracefully glide round and
round. The bandsmen have just gone up
stairs to the dome, and will shortly delight us
with their sweet melodious straips.

B

Yes, there is not one in the i

1t is now ncarly vight o’clock. Dr. Sinclair
enters, hastily adjusts his .dcmes, and skates
oft' tuwards the euntre, eagerly scarching among
the vast crowd for his friend Summers, and
perhaps his fair companions. He has not long
to wait, however, for on looking in the dircc-
tion of the entrance he sces the door open and
Arthur, Emily and Alice enter. With a smile
upon his face he approaches the platform on
which the tryo stand, and putting out his hand
to Alice wishes her a * good cvening,” then to
Arthur he does the same. Emily looks a little
disappointed but says nothing.

“ Doctor allow me to introduce you to my
Sister-in-law —in prospective, — Miss Emily
Deering,” said Arthur.

*“ HHow do you do Miss Emily,” raising his
hat and extending his hand.

“ Good evening, Doctor.”

¢ Miss Decring may I have the pleasure of
putting on your skates,” said Sinclair.

“Thanks, I should be much obliged,” re-
plied Emily.

With a trembling hand George Sinclair, M,
D., buckled the straps over the tiny and pretty
little feet. This ¢operation ’—which Georgo
afterwards termed his most difficult one—being

| performed, he requested the pleasure of the

company of the fair Emily for a skate round
the Rink, which was readily granted. Then:

“IIand in hand around they went,”?

each one fearing to break the silence which
was now becoming embarassing. .\t last, Sin-
clair thinking he should ** break the ice,” (this
is a mere figure of speech and no damage to
the ice on which the skaters were enjoying
themselves, is intended) in a tremulous voice
said :

¢ Emily, dear Emily, will you forgive me
for my very ungentlemanly and unpardonable
conduct towards you. Oh only say that you
will and we will forget the past.”

Emily’s eyes filled with tears, real dona-fide
tears, of true forgiveness and in reply she said:

“ Yes, George, I freely forgive you and trust
that you, in the same spirit, will pardon me for
my share of the unpleasantness between us;
for I greatly fear that I was more to blame
than you.”

Say no more about it love. We were both
wrong and foolish and have been punished
enough already. Oh! what a fool I was to
doubt you; even for an instant.”

¢ You had, I must admit, cause for the man-
ner in which you acted; but I really forgot at
the moment Fred Andrews asked me to skate
with him, of our engagement, and as soon as I
became awarc of it, I told him and he at once
conducted me to a seat, where I awaited your
coming. Then when you did’nt come I thought
you intended a slight or an insult—forgetting
at the time that I had caused it all—and I
felt very angry; but it i3 all past now, we’ll
forget the whole affiir and be wiser in the
future. Arthur and Alice are to be married on
the 15th.”
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“Yes I am aware of it. He asked me to
stand up with him but I declined; as I am
thinking of getting married myself on that day.”

¢“You?”

¢ Provided Emily says so,” said Sinclair,
archly.

Emily’s face turned scarlet, then pale, and
she would have fallen had not Sinclair sup-
ported her in his arms. A crowd of skaters
gathered round breathlessly enquiring *¢ what's
the matter,” ¢ any onc hurt.”

¢ No,” said the Doctor, * nothing, only a
little excited, she'll be all right in & minute or
two. Ah, I'm glad you've come,” as Arthur
and Alice skated up to the spot where the little
drama was enacted, ¢ here Alice take Emily to
the dressing-room, she’ll be well presently.”

¢ Oh Emily what’s the matter, tell me,” said
Alice when they were alone and her sister re-
covered from her temporary unconsciousness.

¢t Dr. Sinclair has asked me to be his wife.”

¢ Of course you accepted >

¢ T was so taken by surprise and the shock
was so sudden that I said nothing whatever.
What shall I do?”

¢ How’s my patient,” said the Doctor, as he
and Arthur entered the room, ¢ how do you feel
now? What think you of my proposition ?”

“T accept,” replied Emily, colouring.

¢ Name the day.”

“IWhat's all this,” said Arthur, laughing,
¢ another arriage? How did you ever be-
came friends again; you hated each other so
much. Alas! alas! lover’s quarrels, oh this is
a good joke truly. Say Doctor, ain’t you glad
you came to the Rink to-night?”

¢ Hold your tongue, Summers, you're always
interfering with other people’s business and
talking ahbout things you don’t understand. Its
all settled, ain’t it Emily 2

“Yes, we hoth erred most egregiously and
are sorry for it. The Doctor has asked me for
my hand and I have given it to him. Now
Arthur, you and Alice say no more about it.
We'll all four get married on the same day and
have a double wedding. What say you all?

“ Agreed, agreed.”

Yes, the double wedding took place and twao
more happy and contented couples it would be
difficult to find.

TURNING OVER A NEW LEAFT,

BY J.

G. C.

Tue close of one year and the beginning of
another, is a period of universal interest. Itis
the great mile-stone in lifes journey, around
which we all thankfully cluster to mingle our
congratulations for the past and to pour out our
hearts warm hopes for the future. Old agd
young, rich and poor, regard it as a sacred
duty, to distinguish this scason of the year from
cvery other.  Much of the work and worry of
everyday life is laid aside, and the toil and
moil of hands and heads is forgotten in the
merry greetings of friends and relatives. The
wrinkles on the brow of age grow fewer and
fainter, and the long careworn furrows on the
cheek of grief, are shortened and shallowed,
as this festive season comes round, and bids us
summon up every latent spark of joy and grati-
tude in the human breast.

Even the poorest poor succeed in making
this a prominent season of the year, even though
it be the prominence that springs from the more
sumptuous fare of a New Year's dinner. But.
besides this, there are other and nobler things
that lend an interest to this season; for it i3 not
a season wholly given over to the idolatry of
pleasure and amusement. For although merry-
making and kind wishes and feasting be prow-

inent features of the new year time, there are
considerations of weightier moment that de- |
mand and receive the attention of every mind i
not wholly destitute of reflection. The time

of which we write, is a time when most of us
pause in the race of life to review what is past,
and brace up our energies and prepare for the
future. Itis a season when good resolutions
are formed and bad ones rescinded; when we
make up our minds to turn over new leaves,
and resolve with Heaven’s help to live better
and happier lives in the future than we have
lived in the past.

The title of this brief essay is one with which
we are all familiar. Memory can carry our
thoughts back to school-boy days when the
proverb of ‘ turning over a new leaf” was
often coupled with serious consequences; when
a wrathful domine stood over us, and pointing
to the page blotted and blurred, on which were
visible our carliest efforts at penmanship, bade
us turn over a new leaf, and on the clean white
page before us display greater care and atten-
tion. We can recall many times when the
irregularities and excesses of youth rendered it
necessary for the stern parental decrce to go
forth that ¢‘a new leaf must be turned over,”
and that the follies and vices that blotted the
pages of the past should not be repeated on the
fresh pages of the future.

We have long ago observed, too, that nature
has the fashion of turning over anew leaf every
year, and perhaps the origin of the proverb may
be traced to the changing seasons, that bring
the leaf young and tender from its ¢radle, and
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when it has received the impressions from the
hand of time, carry it back dry and sapless to
its grave. It is not our intention at present to
preach a New Yecar’s sermon on this subject;
but rather to reter to a few things concerning
which it would be well to turn over a new leaf.

The readers of STEWART'S QUARTERLY, I am
sure, do not expect dry sermonizing in the
pages of a periodical professedly *¢ devoted to
light and euntertaining literature,” and we can
easier imagine than describe, the feeling of dis-
gust that our young readers would feel, when
they had sought to bury the stern realities of
the day’s toil in what purports to be cheerful
and amusing, and yet turns out to be a leaden
sawdusty sermon. And this brings us at once
in contact with a subject that we humbly think
requires turning over a new leaf. If there is
one class of speakers and writers more charge-
able with violence to religion than another, it
is surely those who are constantly trying to
gull people into being religious by insinuating
sermons into places where people least expect
to find them. It is for this reason that we dis-
like those who hawk their professional preach-
ing into our streets and market places, that they
may be seen of men, and we do not hesitate to
regard the man as a foe to true piety, who is
ever seeking to inflict the merry hearts of the
social circles with the most serious and gloomy
reflections. We think Solomon spoke wisely
and well, when he declared that to every thing
there is a season, and a time to every purpose
under Heaven. A time to weep and a time to
laugh; a time to mourn and a time to dance; a
time to love and a time to hate. And we may
ask are there not times and places to play in
and to pray in, to teach in and preach in?
But that cverything may be done decently
and in order, it is necessary that everything,
whether it be teaching or preaching, praying
or playing, should be found in its proper time
and place. ** Dirt,” says a shrewd English-
man, ‘ is matter out of place.” The filth that
disgusts us on dirty hands and faces, would be
differently regarded if scen in the iimmediate
vicinity of cabbage plants or potato hills, in the
months of April and May. The same matter
when it meets us on human hands and faces,
and clothes, &c., is at once seen to be out of
place and absolutely injurious, and while we
loathe those who harbour it, we feel a sort of
sympathy with certain members of the veget-
able kingdom that would be wonderfully im-
proved by having the same matter within grasp
of their hungry fibres. And thus it happens
that many good things lose all furce and utility
by being out of place and scason. We have
heard excellent sermons from the pulpit, that
we are sure would lose all their good qualities
if delivered in a theatre or a ball room; and we
have listened to plays and tragedies that we are
equally certain would sound very much out of
place if spoken and acted in our churches. By
all means, theretore, let us have consistency.

There is, however, another subject that at this
season, more perhaps than at any other, comes

under consideration and it is one which we be-
lieve requires turning over a new leaf. This
i3 a scason when the poverty and beggary of
the poor, as well as the feasting and fat living
of the rich, reach & climax. Itis a time when
our door bells and knockers are more trequent-
ly in the hands of ** wee ragged laddies” than
at any other and when pathetic tales of littie
brothers and sisters dying of hunger in lonely
garrets and cellars, are vended from door to
door. Itis a season when our hearts are most
full of the milk of human kindness, and when a
tale of distress sinks deepest into the warm
places of the human breast. This is equivalent
to saying that it is a scason when deceptions
are most frequent, and Christian charity most
abused.

We may expose ourselves to the charge of being
thought cynical, when we affirm that the present
system of giving charity is a mistake and that
it tends to foster, rather than prevent, the very
misery that it aims at removing: but experi-
eace has driven this home with the full force of
conviction. We are well aware, that there are
many kind ladies who are wont to credit them-
selves with a large amount of christian alms-
giving, who can count up scores of beggars
they have relieved at front doors, and many
gifts in food and money that they have bestowed
in charity to necedy applicants—but we have
often thought that it these kind heerted ladies
would take the trouble of following some of
those capacious begging baskets they are in the
habit of filling, to their destination atter a suc-
cessful raid on the public, how amazed they
would be to find that they had all along been
nursing up a swarm of idle lazy loafers to prey
apon the liberality of the public. In many
cases they would find that instead of aiding the
deserving poor, they had been contributing to
swell the tide of idleness and vice, and paying a
heavy premium on beggary and indolence.
They would certainly discover that the deserv-
ing poor are not those who hawk their poverty
and rags from door to door, but are those who
are careful to conceal their wants from the
public gaze, and who will prefer to sufter keen-
ly the pangs of cold and hunger, in their miser-
able garrets, rather than expose themselves or
their little ones on the public thoroughfares.

My readers will more readily perceive the
truth of these remarks on street-begging and
the necessity that exists for turning over & new
leaf in the method of giving charity, if they
will accompany me to one of those wretched
dens that regularly received a huge basket
that was daily carried through our streets and
supplied at front doors. Among the nuinerous
begging children that infested the sticets of
Portland and St. John last winter, there were
two in particular, whose little dirty faces, rag-
ged garments and tales of woe, made them
more conspicuous than the rest. Other bask-
ets might be carried home half empty, but theirs
was always well supplied with scraps of beef
and pork, and fish and vegetables of all kinds
for the relief of the poor sick father who lay
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helpless at home waiting the return of the little
onces with a supply of food and something to
purchase medicines. My curiosity to know
more of this little couple, prompted me to fol-
low them nome one cold evening in January
Iast. On turning up the road leading to the
Suspension Bridge I saw them both disappear
in a low cellar to the right, at about a hundred
yards from Main Street. Making sure of the
entrance, I walked past without manifesting
any intention of paying them a visit. In about
an hour after, I returned and presented myself
at the docr for admission. A huge slab laid
agninst the inside, was its only fastening. I
knocked, and was answered by a low growl in
which I hnagined I could hear a sort of ¢ come
in.” I pushed hard but found the siab too
much for me. The well known climp clomp of
a pair of huge boots across the floor told plain-
ly that onc of my little friends of the big basket
was hastening to my relief. The end of the
slab was raised, the door half opened, and a
little **tousey curly pow” protruded. In a
mowment after, I was standing before a scene of ¢
filth and rags suchas I have not witnessed since !
my last visit to the Cowgate in Iidinburgh. On
alow dirty bed full of rags, lay the father of the
two children. It is possible he may have been
sick, but it is quite certain that when I saw him
he was dead-drunk. The basket was empty
and I soon discovered the whereabouts of its
recent contents. A large pan received the
seraps of beef, pork, fish and vegetables and
when moistened with water, the whole muass
was put on to stew. When stewed, the pan was
taken off and laid upon the top of an old trunk,
and when sufficiently cool, the members of the
houschold gathered round and with the aid of
fingers and thumbs gorged themselves with its
contents. The wretched father then crept back
to his den in the corner, having first swallowed
the sixpence worth of medicine procured by
means of the money given by some kind old
lady. who perhaps was at the moment repeat-
ing to herself the beautitul verse of Seripture
‘He that giveth to the poor lendeth to the
Lord.” I took occasion before leaving. to tell
the man my opinion of his disease, and pre-
scribed & remedy which I strongly recommend-
cd him to try, at the same time assuring him
that if he failed to do so, I should use my
efforts to obtain for him a months’ lodging at
the public expense. The result was that the
little pair were prevented from begging, the
father refrained from taking the usual medicine
and of course recovered, and I soon after had
the pleasure of seeing him exercising his
muscles with a sav at a city wood pile.
Now we should like very much to sce a new
leaf turned over in this indiscriminate giving
of charity. The instance I have given is only
one of many that I could give from my own
brief experience of beggars and begging, for
the ingenuity displayed in the inventions of
plots and plans to deceive the charitable is
quite wonderful. One remarkable instance of

t head.

this ability to deceive was recently given me

by one who assured me of its truth. A poor
wowman (as the story goes) knocked at the door
of & very hospitable family belonging to our
city, and informed the lady of the house that
her husband was dangerously ill, and that her
helpless tunily were suftering for the necessa-
ries of life. Touched by her story, the kind
lady at once gave her the means of procuring
relief. Some days afterwards she called again
in great grief and informed the lady that she
was left a widow and her children fatherless.
Her husband had died the previous evening and
her family was left in great distress. The kind
lady again hastened to rclieve - .2 sorrowing
widow and fatheriess little ones. She also
promised to visit them at their homes in the
course of the afternoon and supply all that was
needed in the way of burial expenses. She
kept her promise, and found the widow and
children bathed in tears. In a dark corner of
the room was a table and on the table lay the
corpse, washed and dressed, ready to be laid in
the narrow house. The ecyes were closed and
coppers laid upon them. The chin was sup-
ported by a band fastened on the top of the
The hands and arms lay straight and
stiff’ by the side. The lady was deeply moved
and spoke all the words of comfort and sympa-
thy she could command. Before leaving, she
patted the fatherless little ones on the head,
shook the widow’s hand warmly, and giving her
sufficient to defray the burial expenses, bade
her good evening.  She was scarcely seated in
her carriage when she remembered something
she had forgotten to say to the afflicted widow.
She hastened back; quictly ascended the stairs
and softly entered the chamber of death. But
imagine her horror, when bolt upright before
her sat the corpse, busily employed in counting
over the very money she had just left to pay
for its interment.

The whole plot lay unravelled before her and
the kind jady’s horror was soon overcome by
her inten<e disgust at the way in which she had
been swindled.  Another case of a similar kind
came under my own notice last winter. A
mother and child were the parties chiefly con-
cerned in the plot, and to the sickness, death
and burial of the latter several persons con-
tributed sums of money before our suspicions
were roused and the whole plot discovered.
But the point we are chiefly concerned about at
present is an improved method of distributing
our charities to the poor. The present system
of giving indiscriminately to all comers, is a
very bad one, for it tends to foster idleness and
vice, and it is well known that it does not reach
the deserving poor. Those who hawk baskets
about the streets are usually catering for idle
profligate parents, who are thus supported at
home in intemperance and vice. What we re-
quire, theretore, is a system of visiting the poor
in their houses where the real cause of their
poverty will be seen; the imposters will be
detected and exposed, and the deserving poor
discovered and relieved. n effort of this
nature was made with considerable succes last
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winter by the clergy and some of the laity be-
longing to several congegations of the City
and Parish. Owing, however, to several causes,
the result was not so successful as was antici-
pated. One chief cause of this was the fact that
the clergy were called uponto do nearly all the
work of visiting the numerous families and ad-
ministering to their relief, and this along with
their usual parochial duties was more than
could reasonably be expected. To preach two
sermons a week, conduct a bible class and
prayer meeting, visit the sick, bury the dead,
baptise the young, marry the betrothal, attend
meetings of schools and seminaries and in short
pull stroke oar in every society of a religious
and charitable nature, are some of the duties
that the public demand of the unfortunate
being, who is expected to interest, if he dare
not instruct them, twice a day on Sunday’s,
and for doing all this he is rewarded, in many
instances, with a sum at which a hod-carrier
would snap his finger and thumb with plebeian
contempt.  Under such provocations we are not
astonished to hear that a clerieal strike is ex-
peeted to take place, and that an association for
the protection of preachers who refuse any
longer to be blown about as straws or ecclesi-
astical -~eather-cocks by the popular breath, is
about to be formed. It is confidently expected
that under the protecting mantle of the preach-
ers club, the clergy will be able to resist the

to the flesh,—if their warm, generous natures,
so full of all that is sweet and gentle and kind,
could be got to expend their sympathies in
visiting the sick, imparting simple lessons in
domestic economy to the poor, and teaching
them to make the most of the little they have
at their command, we are persuaded that much
poverty, indolence, misery and vice would be
swept from our midst. This is what the poor
want more than anything cise. It is not our
old cast off garments, nor the cold victuals left
from our tables, nor the garret or cellar to lie
in and dic in, that the poor require at our
hands. It is rather the word of comfort and
cheer, the smile of hopeful encouragement, a
living personal interest in them and the desire
to go and lift them from their despondency.
There are many other things that require
turning over new leaves, but our time and
space will only allow us to refer to one, and
that has to do with our young men and their
employers.  Business men are constantly heard
complaining of a want ot honesty in the young
men they employ, and we have abundant rea-
son to fear, that in some cases, these complaints
are too well founded. Without, however, for a
single moment wishing to offer shelter to any-
thing approaching dishonesty in young men,
we may take the liberty of suggesting an old
maxim to their employers, ¢ Physician heal
thyself.” We know of some establishments

experiment that has been long continued, of | whose proprietors do not hesitate to take ad-
determining the smallest possible amount at ! vantage of the public when a tavorable oppor-
which the bodies and souls of a family can be | tunity offers, and perhaps there are young men

kept together.

Congregations. also, may ex- | who could make exposures of busmess trans-

pect to be informed that there are sinners | actions that would not refiect much credit on

among them, and that some of those burdens, | the characters of their employers.

But apart

gricvous to be borne, that they have mercilessly | altogether from this there are other points on
bound on the shoulders of the clergy, are to be | which new leaves ought to be turned over at

thrown off and a fair and equitable adjustment
of christian duties insisted on. DBut to come
back to the subject in hand.

|

this season of the year. We know of no class
of persons in the community who are so badly

What is to be | dealt with as the young men in our mercantile

done for the poor and who are to visit them in . establishments. It is no uncommon thing for

their houses? To this important question we

reply, that we cannot tell who is to do it, but.

we can tell who is best fitted to undertake it,
and that is the ladies; for of this we are cer-
tain, that whenever it has been successtully
done, the ladies have been the back bone of
the movement. We do not mean that those
who have families requiring their care and at-
tention can visit the poor in their houses, but
we are persnadged that there are numbers of
young ladies in St. John and Portland, who

attention directed to such a noble purpose.
We could count up =cores of young ladies who,
mentally and physically, are rusting in parlors
and drawing-rooms for the want of properexer-
cise, and of whom we might say as was said of
the lilies of Palestine by 1im who went about
doing good among the poor, they toil not
neither do they spin.” Now we have often
thought that if the young ladies whose sympa-
thies are exhausted on sensational novels, to
the making of which there seems to be no end,
and the reading of which soon brings weariness

some employers to exact from 14 to 15 hours
work daily from the parties they employ. and
even in cases where this is acknowledged to be
extra time, we have not heard of extra payment
being made for the extra hours of labour. We
hold, therefore, that so long as employers do not
hesitate to take advantage of others and exact
from young men an amount ot time and work
they have no right to expect, and which cannot
be given withont physical and mental injury,

. they oceupy a position in which they must find
would be greatly improved by having their

it inconvenient to bring charges against those
who serve them. But. when in addition to this,

. we remember that the salaries paid to young

men for the long weary hours of labour and
confinement are contemptibly mean and in cases
barely sufficient to insure decent protection
from the weather, we are amazed that while
other trades and professions have been taxing
their best endeavours to regulate the just claims
of employers and employed, no attempt has
been made on the part of young men to define
the amount of sulary they ought to receive and
the numbers of hours they are to be confined



160

STEWART'S LITERARY

in their establishments. We by no means ad-
vocate the formation of clubs where there is

sonable exactions of avaricious employers. We
shall feel disappointed, therefore, if in this as

danger of one class infringing on the rights of | in the other matters referred to, there be not

another, but in the case we have just referred
to, there certainly appears a necessity for the
existence ot’ some mettod by which our young

some change for the better, for we are confid-
ent that every unbiassed observer will agree

» with us in thinking that there is great necessity

men may protect themselves from the unrea- ; for * turning over a new leaf.”

ON THE ICE.

I am a horse-trader. People counsider me
extremely sharp, and think every effort of my
life has been to swindle.  Although I once de-
served the reputation that still tenaciously
clings to me, since the oceurrence of the
incidents I am aboug to relate, no man can con-
scientiously say that I have wronged him in a
trade. Honesty has been my policy since then;
and those who have ever been loudest in con-
denming me, may now read this ¢ plain, un-
varnished” story profitably, and, perhaps see
the mote in their own eye.

For three days, business of an important na~
ture had kepr me trudging almost incessantly
through the muddy streets of St. John, and the
disappointments and vexatious delays I had
been compelled to submit to, made me fully
appreciate the pleasure I felt at having escaped
the necessity of spending that time-honored
festival, Christmas, in the fog-bound city. It
was, therefore, with a feeling of satistaction
that I seated myself in the elegant and comfort-
able cars of the E. & N. A. Railway, and was
soon speecding towards station, oy des-
tination, which I safely reacted.

As I had plenty of time at my disposal. I
determined to call on my old friend Deacon
Guffy, and arrange, if possible, the preliminar-
ies of another trade. My black filly had been
too long in my possession; did not altogether
suit me—and as the appiications I had tried for
ring-bone had failed. I felt convinced that my
reputation as a skilful trader would suffer
should she remiin longer on my hands.

I found the Deacon in his stable, as usual
looking after his own interests in horse-flesh,
and immediately proceeded to broach the sub-
ject as carelessly as possible.

* Well, squire,” said he. in veply to my in-
quiry about his health, - I can’t say that I'in as
well as I might be.  These cussed rheumatics
still trouble me; Lesides, my head aint alto-
gether right. and my wife says it never will as
long as I give you any encouragement to swop
hosses.”

This certainly was a poser ; but it did not dis-
concert me. and I continued to press the matter,
praising, all the while, the action, step and
movements of my filly. I knew from the old
gentleman’s countenance that he was not averse
to trading; my lessons in phrenology and

physiognomy having given me an insight into the
*“human face divine.” At last having thor-
oughly discussed the merits and demerits of
our respective animals, we came to an under-
standing, and to seal the contract I consented
to take dinncr wvith the Deacon. During the
performance of that delectable task, I observed
a sly twinkle in the Deacon’s eye that I did not
altogether like. But the actions of the Dea-
con’s wife surprised me; while pretending to
show the greatest kindness and civility for her
cuest, it seemed to me that she could hardly
suppress her laughter, which I attributed to the
exuberance of her spirits. But then, Mrs.
CGuffy was notorious for churlishness, and why
she exhibited only her gentle traits was a mys-
tery I could not fathom. The Deacon was
pretty old—perhaps, she intended to take time
by the forelock in the hope of having me for
her third husband.

At last I parted from the Deacon and his in-
terestng family. promising to have the filly at
his place to exchange the following morning.
But, alas! how little we know the mishaps
Providence intervenes between us and our idols.
Reaching the bank of the Kennebecasis, on the
opposite side of which I resided, I prepared to
cross. For some days previous it had rained
very hard, and the river, consequently, had
risen considerably, and on the surface of the
ice I had noticed dark-looking spots: while a
thick fog completely concealed trom view the
opposite bank. Nothing daunted, I rolled up
my inexpressibles, and was soon splashing
through the slush and water on the surface of
the ice, and only thinking of the advantageous
terms of my last trade. Completely oblivious
to surroundings, my only thoughts were of
horses—fast horses, not the slow, old coach
style in vogue in Roseland, and of all the horses
my subtle fancy conjured up, the Deacon’s colt
was forecmost. What cxpressions of delight
and admiration the motley crowd at Kingston
would exhibit next clection day when I drove
up to vote! How gayly I would trot past the
Parson’s sorrel in coming from church next
Sutuay, and with what a wondering eve my
co-worker and fellow-enthusiast. Friend Fud-
dle, would examine that noble specimen of a
noble brate, were the thoughts that passed
quickly through my mind, and scenes that
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appeared panoramically before my sight.  And
then the Jong story I would have to relate to
Fuddle, and the penance then and there im-
posed, justly, by being compelled to listen to
his Richibucto adventure. Raising my right foot
higher than usual, and bringing it down with
increased force, to emphasise, as it were, these
thoughts, it went from beneath me, and I was
thrown forward on my face, fortunately on
stronger ice than that I had just been on.  Re-
covering my equilibrium, I at once perceived
the periis that surrounded me, as I could at al-
most every step, push the short pole I carried
through the ice. I determined to return, but
the fog had thickened to so great a degree that I
could not see the shore I had left. IHowever,
I struck out in what I considered a backward
course, exereising as much caution as possible,
which I then decmed absolutely necessary.
After continuing this course for some time, the
fog for a moment raised and disclosed the shore,
and then shut it from view. This I considered
extremely fortunate, but within a few yards 1
discovered an opening that appcared to run
parallel with the shore I had l:ft, toc wide to
jump, and which to my horror appeared to be
momentarily growing larger. I then remem-
bered having stepped across this “creek,” as
these openings are called, but a short time be-
fore, and having since widened, now seemed to
confirm the awful thought, that I was drifting, I
knew not where, on a sheet of ice in the Xen-
nebecasis. and enveloped in an impenetrable
shroud of fog, while every moment the ice
beneath my feet was becoming thinner and thin-
ner, caused by the action of the current. Oh!
the inexpressible agony of these moments, as I
stood gazing at the gap before me, were indeed
awful; for the first time in my life I realized
that ¢ in the midst of life we are in death.” A
sickly feeling crept over me, and the perspira-
tion. cold and clammy, began to voze out on my
brow. Decath seemed inevitavle. What a boon
it would have been then to see the grey and
bleak banks of my native river. it would have
given me hope; but, alas, although near to
them, even the satisfaction of beholding the
noble peaks that towered ahove the waters was
denied me. Thoughts of home and my young
wife Millie, ran rapidly through my mind,
and the tears, unbidden, began to course their
wav down my checks.

But to stand calmly and await a fate that ap-
peared imminent, was no part of my nature;
life was yet sweet, and my first cffort was to
shout as loudly as possible, with the hope that
some one on Zerra firma would hear, and thus
causc an effort to be made to rescue me. Al-
though I shouted until nearly hoarse, yet no
answer was returned, while an ominous still-
ness pervaded the gloom by which I was sur-
rounded.

Convinced at last of the hopelessness of this
course, I determined to try and reach, if possi-
ble, the opposite bank of the river.

Slowly and cautiously I began a journey that
appeared then the Jast I should ever have an

opportunity of performing in this world, and as
I pursued it, strange and confiicting indeed
were the doubts that occurred to me. Was
I proceeding towards the opposite side, or
whether, following the course of the river, I
was journeying to the great Bay that stretched
out in front of Rothsay, I was unable to de-
cide; something urged me forward.

To describe accurately the feelings of one
momentarily in expectation of death, is impos-
sible; and only those who have passed through
that frying ordeal can realize the horrors of
my situation,—pen can never do justice to it.
The soldier meets death on the battle-field,
amid shouts and cheers, and the fierce conflict
causes him to forget the terrors of the carnage;
the sailor battling valiantly with the mighty
clements, exhausted, becomes an unconscious
victim; but I had neither enthusiasm to sustain
nor labor to ¢xhaust, nothing but my own feel-
ings, and must meet death alone, with no eye,
but that above. to witness my struggles, and no
kindly car but His to receive my last message
of love. I would sink into oblivion, and my
deeds, whether of good or evil, soon be forgot-
ten by a busy and heartless world, except-one,
whose warm heart would throb in anxious ex-
pectation of my return, and over whose young
life there would hang a mantle of gloom, as
impenetrable as that which surrounded me;
while the insatiable mons.cr that reigns over
the waters would not even allow my inani-
mate form to rise to the surface, or a friendly
wave bear it to the pebbly shores of the river.
Down, down, into the mysterious caverns be-
neath my feet, hundreds of fathoms, my body
would rest in company with the whitened bones
of forms that were once tull of life and hope,
and whose voices awoke the echoes in the glens
and vallies that bordered on their gloomy se-
pulchres; and my epitaph only be written by the
skater’s steel clad heel on the congealed and
glassy covering of my vault; the shiny cel
would kiss my coid and pallid lips, or coil
around my neck; shoals of strange fish gaze in
wonder at their unconscious but once implaca-
ble enemy ; and fields of eel-grass wave round
me, with the ever varying currents, and be my
couch until that mighty trumpet would sound,
and cause cven these mysterious caverns to
give up their dead. Slander, with its tainted
breath, would not allow my memory to rest in
peace, but would attribute my disappearance to
motives of selfishness; and the superstitious
would imagine they heard voices, borne on the
chilly wintry blast, and concoct legends of hor-
ror to relate at their firesides.

When dangers confront us we mentally give
up all reliance on our own efforts, and turn to
that great unscen and mysterious Providence
for assistance; our own feebleness is then ap-
parent, and we feel the utter insignificance of
our endeavours, unless His hand is stretched
forth to our aid. Every bad action committed
comes forcibly to our minds; while the good in
our natures is not thought of.

In Providence then was my only trust, and
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murmuring a prayer for strength, I grasped my
stick more firmly and treaded the slippery sur-
face of the ice still more cautiously. My chief
care now was to keep from falling, as I felt cer-
tain, that should this mishap occur, the ice was
not strong enough to resist the shock. AsI
proceeded it was becoming worse, until at last
I was compelled to turn in another direction;
after a moment’s consideration I decided to
pursue a course at right angles with the one
I had been on, still exercising the same caution
as heretofore. My journey now was becoming
an exceedingly painful one; the excited state
of my feelings at first had given place to a more
cool and determined attempt to preserve, if
possible, my cxistence, and the silent prayers
I had uttered were not without their effect.

The water on the surface of the ice lay in
¢ponds;” in some places it did not reach to my
ankles, but in others it came up nearly to the
tops of my boots. Several times I was on
the point of retracing my steps, as the water
would continue to decpen, and then grow shal-
low again. 'The stout boots I wore were not
sufficiently water proof to prevent the moisture
from penetrating, and my feet had, in conse-
quence, become quite cold and benumbed, a
feeling, indeed most disagreecable and unplea-
sant. I dared not stamp them briskly on my
feeble support, as the result must have been
fatal, and how to devise means to contribute to
them the warmth so necessary I knew not; I
was literally at my wit’s end.

It now scemed almost an age since I first
realized the dangers of my situation, and how
much longer the suspense and agony would
have to be endured, I could not form the slight-
est estimate. The horrible stillness of the
gloom was becoming more and more painful,
and it secemed as if nature itsclf was watching,
breathlessly, my silent and cautious journey to
I could not and dared not think where. To
stop a moment when the ice beneath me was
slowly but surely melting away seemed folly;
and still to continue a course that, perhaps,
was only leading me farther and farther from
that goal which contained all that made life
dear. I had to acknowledge almost a delusion.
But this was a risk I had to run, and self-pre-
servation urged me on.

As these fears were beginning to depress
more than ever my spirits, and, asI thought, tak-
ing a more tangible form, a dull, muffled sound
broke through the solemn stillness, causing me
to pause, and listen attentively for a repetition.
Again, and at regular intervals, came the sound,
which I recognised as the noise made by an axe
in the hands of a woodsman. Never to human
ear was sound more welcome or hailed with
more joy. The soft and weird notes of the
Eolian-harp, the grand and ‘measured tones
of Cathedral music, or the inspiring strains of
martial melody, have their admirers, and I have
listened spell-bound, to cach; but the homely
music of that axe rang in my car a still sweeter
and a nobler pcal. But my joy was short, for
again in my front appeared another open space,

stretching to the right and left. Hope and des-
pair had alternately been mine, and as I fol-
lowed this opening, the sound broke ominously
on my car as the bell did on Guy Fawkes’. As
T continued the sound appeared to become each
moment more distinet. Was I approaching the
opposite shore, and had Providence intervened
that space to more surely guide my wandering
steps to a haven of rest? Yes, thank God, it
was so; for now there arose to my cxcited fancy,
almost a babel of sounds. In my joy I forgot
all else, and, with a shout, pushed boldly for-
ward; already, in thought, I felt Millie’s warm
kiss upon my lips, and heard young voices lisp-
ing papa’s return. The: caution that a short
time before marked my conduct, I forsook, and
looked forward hopefully to a speedy termina-
tion of my perilous journey. Joy caused the
tears to roll as freely down my checks now as
despair did a short time before; and I hurried
on, almost blindly, until ere I was aware, my
feet sank beneath me, and I was immersed in
the water, and had it not been for the short pole
I carried, must have sunk. For a time I strug-
gled to regain my foothold on the ice, but it
proved rotten, and hoke under my weight.
Concluding at last my cfforts to be vain, I
looked in the direction of the sound that had
filled me with hope, and which I had followed
as steadfastly as the belated wanderer would
the Wil-o-Wisp. The fog, to my great joy,
was rolling slowly away, and objects were be-
coming, each moment, more distinct on the
shore. Wistfully I watched from my watery
bed, the smoke curl gracefully above the peace-
ful farm-houses, and prayed carnestly for
strength as X remembered my own quiet home
beyond those hills. But another maddening
idea took possession of me; perhaps I would
not be observed from the bank, or if seen,
might perish with cold before I could be res-
cued; and then, with only the cnergy of a
drowning man, I made another attempt to
crawl upon the ice, but failed, and sank back,
nearly exhausted. Raising myself and bringing
the pole as far as was necessary under wy
chest, so as to sustain the weight of my body,
I ceased all struggles, and began shouting, as
loudly as possible, but failed at first to attract
attention. At last a figure came down the
bank, and then another, and another. I soon
felt confident that efforts were being made for my
rescue, as two persons appearead on the ice,
and advanced slowly, oh! so very slowly, it
seemed, toward me. My strength was fast fail-
ing, my hands werc almost uscless from cold,
and I felt my hold on the pole gradually relax-
ing; darkness appeared stealing over all ob-
jects around me; I thought I heard voices
whispering words of encouragement ; something
arasped my hair, and I remembered nothing
more. When I again became conscious, I was
lying on a couch in a strange room, & cheerful
fire blazing near, and in front of it sat, with
arms folded, and legs spread out to their utmost
extension, my poetical friend Swiffies, deter-
mined, apparently, to absorb w'thin himself,
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the genial warmth thrown out hy the burring
maple, I coughed, and he was at my side, and
soon overpowered me with questions and ad-
vice, while his handsome countenance beamed
with genuine satisfaction at my recovery. Iis
loud tones attracted the attention of the whole
of Squire Morchington’s family, in whose hos-
pitable mansion I liad been kindly cared for,
and among the rest my old {riend Fuddle, who
declared, triumphantly. that he knew I wasn’t
dead, notwithstanding Dr. Clay's professional
opinion to the contrary. DBefore the skill of
that distinguished personage could be satisfac-
torily decided, his long nose appeared above
the heads of all present, and an avenue to my
couch was at once opened for him. Reveren-
tially his left hand was laid on my brow, while
his right drew my jaws asunder; minute, in-
deed, was the examination my tongue under-
went, and when he (playfully I hope) poked
me in the ribs, it seemed as if a galvanic bat-
tery had been applied to those parts, so sudden
and severe was the pain.

“Yes,” he ejaculated solemnly,” the patient
must be kept very quiet, otherwise his symp-
toms may be dangerous in less than twenty-four
hours.”

I paid no attention to the Doctor’s orders,
but beckoned I'uddle to approach. as I wished
to unburden myself of a load of guilt that had
now become unbearable.

¢ Fuddle,” I feebly exclaimed, ¢ listen to my
story;” and I related, without extenuation. the
incidents I have written. ¢ Now, Fuddle,”
said I in conclusion, * go tell Deacon Guify

my black filly has an incurable ringbone, and
that my conscience compels me to acknowledge
the game I intended to play on him.”

At this, Fuddle broke out into a mostim-
moderate fit of laughter, to the astonishment
of all present.

¢ Young man,” he began, when his mirth had
subsided somewhat, ** youare too conscientious.
The Deacon would have had the best of that
trade, as his colt is as blind as a bat, and
spavined into the bargain.”

This declaration caused all present except
myself to join in his mirth, while my feelings,
as a sensational novelist would cay, can be bet-
ter imagined than described.

The cause of the Deacon’s conduct and his
wife’s kindness was at cace explained. How
easily we poor mortals of the masculine per-
suasion are flattered! .

My recovery was speedy, and my ¢ adven-
ture ” causcd, as is usuual in such cases, a great
deal of talk fora short period among the inhh-
itants of that rural district, and was then almost
forgotten ; but upon myself its effects were last-
ing, as my business relations will testify, and
the grey hairs scattered thickly through my
head since then.

Since that occurrence Fuddle has ceased to
acknowledge me as an oracle in horse-flesh;
and when we meet, as we often do, and horses
become the theme of conversation, Fuddle’s
favorite topic, I then remember some business
I had forgotten, lest the Deacon’s colt be men-
tioned, and the company indulge in a laugh at
my expense. CLIFTON.

LUMBER SONG.

BY MISS M. A. S. MASSMAN,

—

Away to the woods—the soughing deep woods,
The maple’s leaves are brown

And sad dry and cold, with deep grief untold,
They’re stowly drifting down,

To slumber bene~th the pure white snow
‘While the Woodmen's axes ring,

Till eunny showers, and jocund bright hours,
Shall welcome back the spring.

CHORUS,—

Then away to the woods—the lumber woods,
Where the camp-tires burning bright,

Where laughter and song, the loud wit prolong,
And cheer the wintry night. b

Away to the woods—the grand old woods,
They wear their tropic crown,

And scarlet deep dyed, with autumnatl pride,
And green, and gold, and brown.

But winter’s wild blast, swift away will cast,
Their robes of royal state,

And leave tirem all cold, and withered and old,
And grim and desolate,

CRORTE,—
B

Away, away, at the first peep of day,
The drives to labour go,
And while they clank, and the horses tramp,
Their passage through the snow,
With many a hitch, o'er cach frozen ditch
In the fire’s ruddy glow, . .
While the shadows dim, from limb to limb,
Dance softly to and fro.

CHORUS,—

Away to the woods, where the tall trees fall,
Swift through the frosty air,
While the merry men shout, ** Look out! look out!
Of your heads boys, have a care.”
When night comes down, on wings vast and brown,
And broods o'cr the woods in gloom,
f'o the Camp they go, with a gay hillo,
While they fondly think of home.
CHORUS,—

Of sweet-hearts and wives, thelight of theirlves,
While burns the camp fire low,

Their warm fragrant beds, of green boughs th‘?'
ithout the snow drifts blow, sgesd,
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HESTER.

BY~JESSIE MCEAY.

“Tuis way, Sir.”

Dr. Lee followed his guide, a sharp little
hotel runner, up long flights of stairs—through
halls and corridors—past rows of numbered
doors—till at last he stopped suddenly.

Before he could notice his arrival the door
was opened quickly, yet softly, from within,
and a lady’s maid gazed anxiously and inquisi-
tively 1t the doctor. She was about to usher
him in when the boy grasped her apron.

“Well ?” she demanded, interrogatively.

“Didn’t I bring the doctor to yer all right ?”

‘“Yes,” she replied, rather tartly.

¢Then, miss, don’t you never go for to call
a ’spectable boy names agin. Himp, indeed;
what’s a himp I’d like to kncw ?”

It was the dubiousncss of the term—the en-
tire ignorance of cockney freedom with that
particular rudiment of literature, the letter h—
that had thrown a weight of mysterious inquiry
on the lad’s mind.

The girl drew a small bit of silver from about
her person, and tossing it contemptuously on
the carpet, said—*¢ There, go and buy more
marbles;” and immediately closed the entrance
with the same cautious promptitude as before.
Dan looked despondingly at the coin; but the
love of evil conquered his disgust, and lifting
it protestingly, he departed, with visions of
¢ stonies” and other elaborate varieties firing
his ambition.

Dr. Lee glanced inquiringly at the maid who
responded—*¢ My mistress was taken suddenly
ill a short time ago—a fitit seemed; when she
was able to speak she called your name. Iran
out at once and asked that urchin—for I am a
stranger in this city—if such a doctor lived
here, and immediately sent him off’ for you.—
Please to follow me, Sir.”

She led the way into an adjacent room, where
a lady in an clegant dishabille was lying on a
couch.

The moment the girl had withdrawn the in-
valid arose with a low cry of joyful recognition,
and, holding out her hands, cxclaimed softly,
lovingly, lingeringly,—

¢¢ Charlie!”

Dr. Lee pausced, and a flush overspread his
face; but it was only for & moment. Ile ad-
vanced courteously, and taking the proffercd
hand, said gently, ‘X am sorry to find you ill,
Mrs. Maynard.”

¢ Only Mrs. Maynard!” she murmured, with
tremulous lip, and a shadow almost of despair
stealing over her lovely face, ** Oh, Charlie!”

“ Quiet yourself, my dear madam,” urged
the Doctor, in the soothing tone one uses to a
sick child, “ I have come for the purposc of al-

lIeviating, not increasing, your illness.
tell me how you are afflicted?”

¢ 1 am better—it was nothing—oh Charlic-—"

¢ But there must have been a cause,” inter-
rupted the Doctor, doubtless wishing to change
the tenor of her thoughts.

““ Yes, yes; there1s a cause,” she repeated
with thrilling accent, ‘‘and it is not removed.
When I went away so sad and desolate, and
you blaming me—"

¢“I never blamed you, madam. When you
transferred your love to another, it was only
Jjust to give him your hand also.”

“ Transferred my love!” she iterated scorn-
fully, ¢ youknow I neverloved him—you know
it was only to please my parents that I gave up
your love, Charlie. I can’t bear to speak, or
even think of those ten dreary years that fol-
lowcd.  But they were gone at last—I was
free, and I returned to my old home, where I
am almost a stranger. I knew you had never
married, and I hoped your heart had been true
to me, even as mine had been true to you.
To-day I called on an old acquaintance, Mrs.
Grame, and there I heard what it would kill
me to repeat, and it sent me back to the hotel
blind with anguish. I went inhysterics, I sup-
pose, and called on you in my agony. Mar-
gery heard me, and in her fright sent for you.
But I am glad to see you, Charlie, and it can’t
be true—tell me that it is not true !”

Her plaintive, imploring utterance might
have moved a less impressible man than Doctor
Lee; it certainly affected him powerfully,
though not, perhaps, in the manner she had in-
tended.

Did this grave, high-minded gentleman ima-
gine it a pretty delusion—a scene acted by the
mistress, and abetted by the maid?

Perhaps so. And yet it cost an effort to
throw the mantle of truth over that Cireen vi-
sion, not that the kind Doctor would for one
moment have gone back to his old bonds; but
his heart was tender towards the suffering, and
he would gladly have spared pain and confusion
to the woman who had once been his betrothed
bride,—who had broken the contract for wealth
and fashion. Those gilded apples of fortunc
had since fallen into his own hands, but he
valued them less than the glance of a dark eye
that watched for his coming.

It is quite true,” he said, after 2 moment’s
hesitation, ¢ that I have offered my heart to
Miss Moine, if that is what you heard at Mrs.
Grame’s,” and his voice was full of tender
compassion.

¢ A plain, quiet girl, without style or beauty;
so they told me. But you cannot, cannot love

Pray
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her, Charlic, and she will certainly release you
if you tell her the truth.”

¢ When you married Captain Maynard, ma-
dam, it would have been disgrace, crime, for
me to think of you as it had once been my pri-
vilege to do. My love was swallowed up in re-
gret. It was hard to sce the impress of clay
on what I had imagined gold—very hard it is
to see the sunshine fade out of your path, to
gather uprooted hopes and plant them in a new
soil. For a while I walked sorrowfully, but
the time came when I could lock back with
wonder on much that was past. I did not
condemn myself to a single and lonely life be-
cause one of love’s saplings was uptorn. When
I found the plain, quiet gir! you speak of—
when accident threw me daily in her society, 1
learned to appreciate true worth—I found she
was like gold tried in the furnace, and I learn-
ed to love her with a strength unknown to my
earlier manhood. I believe she returns my
love. I have offered her my hand, and I hope
and believe she will aceept it.  But did my love
of to-day refuse me, I could not dig up the old
love that was buried ten years ago. Love once
dead is dead forever. Time has been munifi-
cent to you, Alice Maynard; you were a lovely
girl; you are a more beautiful woman. Iam
not the Charlie Lee of your memory. You will
find ochieos more appreciative of your charms,
golden as well as personal, and more congenial
to your nature.

“You must forgive me if I have touched
your pride—your love is but a chimera; but X
wish you to be assured, even as I am, that our
lives, having once diverged, can never com-
mingle again.”

Alice Maynard had sunk back, and her sup-
pressed sobs almost shook the couch she rested
on. She lifted her face, where tears lay likea
shower of pearls, when his voice had ceased.
There was no anger in those melting eyes—no
reproach on those rose-stained lips—nothing
but an intense hopelessness. She pointed one
white finger towards the door, and whispered
sorrowfully. ¢ Go, go.”

Doctor Lee turned reverently, just as one
leaves the dead—just as one turns aside when
a grave is before him. He looked back once—
looked pitifully at that drooping, prostrate fi-
gure before the door hid it from his sight.

Did he believe in the pearl-stained face,—
the hopeless eyes—the patient mouth? Who
can tell?  Beauty is the Circe before which the
most heaven-born attributes yield, and will be
to the end of time. So who dare blame him, if
while conscious of the mockery, he felt its in-
fluence?

When evening was folding its twilight haze
around the earth, Hester Moine paced her little
chambe? with impatient steps. The most ex-
alted fancy had never attempted to beautify
this girl’s face; but it was more than beauti-
ful, for a light was in her eyes that shed a rain-
bow-like glory around her. Iler figure was
lithe and erect, and her step eclastic. Her
mind soared above such narrow limits, and

bounded away to fields of unknown, and, till
lately, undreamed of cestasy.

She stopped at last. and lifting an open sheet
from the table, held it up to the fading light,
and her lips murmured audibly as she read,—

“ You refused to come to me before, Ilester, hecause
I am rich and you poor; but you will refuse me nolong-
er, for olt! what poverty is mine! It exceeds the want
of gold and silver, for I caunot buy the love and protec-
tion of my lost Henry. Hester, I long for you; I am
woeak and low, and my physicians ~ay I must travel.
Come to me, then, my darling, and let me lean on your
true heart, just as I used to do before I was so blest and
so desolate,”

“My poor Ilora,” said Hester, mournfully,
“how can I tell her that it is not in my power
to go? ‘Chat [ have a heart offered for me to
rest in—that one, noble and good above all
computation, loves me—me—it seems impos-
sible. 1 never dreamed that he, of all men,
would stoop to care for me.”

A tap at the door interrupted her soliloquy
and the head of Mrs. Barnes, her landlady, im-
mediately followed.

¢ A lady wants to see you, Miss; she looks
weik-like, and is dressed like a widow.”

¢ It must be my own poor Flora,” cried Hes-
ter, and before the amazed dame could ejacu-
late ¢ Bless me, what ails the girl?” she was
down the narrow stairs and stood before the
stranger.

But she was not Flora. An unknown lady,
with a heavy crape veil thrown off a face of
wondrous beauty, and whose eyes entranced
her as she gazed into them, grasped the back of
one of careful Mrs. Barnes’ cane-seated chairs
for support. Yes, a stranger whose beauty was
the Circe again that chained Hester’s imagina-
tion with a bondage she had no power to break,
and that clung to her long after.

“You are Hester Moine,” she said in ac-
cents smooth and thrilling. They haunted her
with a weary pertinacity long after. She re-
membered them asshe would the sighing of the
wind among cemetery trees—as she would the
moaning of the waves over rocks where a life-
freighted ship had gone down. But she re-
plied, as we will sometimes when habit pre-
dominates over will—

* Yes, madam.”

“And you expect to marry Doctor Lee?”
And now the sweet voice trembled.

¢ Madam!” exclaimed the girl in surprise,
and with a slight gesture of remonstrance.

¢ You have no occasion for denial,” intimated
the visitor slowly, ‘ he told me so.”

¢ Doctor Lee told you—" Hester stopped
suddenly.

“Yes; he said that he had proposed for
your hand, and expected he should gain it.”

¢ I cannot understand why you should come
here to tell me this.” A cold avalanche of
dread seemed to press upon her heart and freeze
the current in her veins.

¢ Shall I satisty your curiosity ?” suggested
the stranger.

Hester bowed.

‘¢ Charlie Lee and T were lovers; but a cruel
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fite separated us. and we never met again for

ten Jong. miserable years, til w-day. Aecis
dent threw us together—aceident did [ say 2—
no, 'twas fate once more. But the suddenness,
the surprise of the meeting over-balanced the
composure he has cultivated so assiduously—
the love that had clung round his heart so
long, in that first rapturous moment could not
be coneealed. 1o not blame him, for he is
honor itsclf. He would not break a promise—
he would not deviate from an intimation, even
though the burden it should bring might be
life-long. You feel what I would say. Ab, I
sce that my words have proved themselves ar-
rows, though I have endeavourcd to convey my
meaning without a wound.”  Yes, Hester had
grown white and rigid benecath those softly
winged shafts.

¢ Pardon me,” she continucd, ¢ I hope Lhave
not offended you. Yet I am sure you are too
ganerous—too noble to come between two
hearts so long parted—hearts that nature in-
tended to be one.”

¢ What would you have me do?” Ilester en-
quired, and her voice had a far-offl hollow in-
tonation, and she did not realize it as her own.

**Your own integrity—might of soul,” in-
sinuated the guest in softly aspirated tunes,
“will tell you. Why should I lay out a path
for vne so exalted above me?  Dut should you
present the subject to his notice, he would not
listen—he might even in his heroism convinee
you that the past is but a shadvw—the present
all he had represented it, when he sued tor your
favor. But oh! my dear. your whole future
would be a painful contutation—a spectre of re-
gret amd remorse. [ could have saffered
agiin—women can ¢ suffer and be strong,” but
it is for s sake I have done this. Itis the
answer to your question. It you can do wmore
for him, then—God bless you, forever.” There
was a touching, cadence in her voice. and she
met Hester’s ashy cheek with her warm lips as
she passed silently out—she was aglow with
lite and her marvellous charms, but the speetre
was already left behind. It was the ghost of
Hester Muoine’s love.  Sclt-government had
been this girl’s life lesson.  Adl tiie passions
that are & part of our nature hal been sabju-
gated by it. She did not mourn or weep out-
wardly now. She only tuened. bowed and
crushed, but not broken, towards lier rooni.
The vision of graceful loveliness seemed to ra-
dizte before her—ihie beguiling  melody of
speech penctrated into her very soul.  That
delicious susceptibility that drew other minds
into its own vortex, scemed to preclude all
possibility of deception.  She had left her elas-
ticity of mind and body beaind as she shut
herself into the narrow space she called her
room. She gazed long and inquiringly at her
face i the small inieror, and then tarned away
witir & W soutle  She never thought of blun-
ing him—never dreame:d that one so fair as her
Iate visitor mignt be sclislily officious, intru-
sive, or mahgnant—ceven though her words
were true. She sunk, almost crouched, on a

low scat and covered her haggard face. The
twilight crept out of the room, and the star-
light glanced in, but she did not heed it; she
only moaned once, ¢ Flora, my poor darling,
my poverty is kin to yours; we will go away
together.”

Weceks waned into months, and months into
years, and Flora had recovered her health,
while Hester no longer bent beneath that ava-
lanche of sorrow. A critical eye might have
detected traces of the storm; but the halo of
peace overshadowed them. It was like the
rainhow of promise.

¢ I shall be alone, again,” murmured Hester
thoughtfully, as she glanced at the bridal orna-
ments that lay scattered around her. “ My
gentle Flora! she cannot live without love.
She is the pliant willow that bends to the breeze
—TI am the stunted oak that has ceased to re-
gard it.”

The door opened, and Flora, accompanied by
a gentleman, entered.  *“ An old friend,” she
said, ““I met him just nowin the hall.” Iler
face was radiant.

Hester gasped for breath, and then sunk
puwerless, not on the floor, but in Dr. Lee’s
strong arms. She had not fainted—she only
lay stricken by memories she had thought to
shun, on his breast, while he looked down with
dim eyes on her pale face.

¢ Now,” he suid gravely. “ I want you to tell
me what offence I committed that you should
punishme by going away without even a fare-
well ?”

“You never offended me till now,” replied
Hester constrainedly, *¢ I went away because I
thought it best for us both.”

‘ But you had no power to represent my
welfare; that was my particular business. Be-
sides, I had made you a proposal, which [ cer-
tainly had & right to expect an acknowledge-
ment of—if no more.”

“ X could not answer it,” she cried with a
burst of grief.

** Can you answer me now ?” he said gently.

** Do you not love her? Are you not ker hus-
band?”  The girl looked up at her stately in-
guisitor with a new wonder in her eyes.

I am no one’s husband, Hester, and I love
you. Did I not tell you so before?”

¢ But after that—" she hesitated and then
stopped.

I can understand what ©after that’ means
very well.  She is a beautiful woman, and I
loved her before she was Captain Maynard's
wife—but never since. Having gratified her
ambition, she was willine to satisty the small
cravings of love that her nature allows. When
she failed to allure me, she went to you; and
you, Hester, belicved her—belicved a stranger
in preterence to one who loved you tenderly,
and who had reason to hope his love was re-
turned.”

¢ She was 50 bewilderingly lovely, I could
not imagine any man would turn from her to
mc—:}’nd I am so plain, so altogether differ-
ent—
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“ 8o you are, my dearest, and it is the dif-
ference that makes you so dear to me. But
you have done me a great wrong, and there
i8 only one way in which you can atone for
it.”

Condemned and abashed, Hester did not at-
tempt to exculpate herself.

. “Will you agree to the reparation, I am go-
ing to propose, Hester ?”

““Yes,” she gobbed.

‘“ Then,” said the Doctor, glancing round
the room, * Mrs. Chester, you will be kind
enough to order another bridal outfit. We will
have a double wedding.”

TWO OR THREE AUTHORS OF OUR OWN.

Tue sermon preached by the Rev. James
Bennet, of this City, before the Synod of the
Lower Provinces, the Hon. T. D. McGee’s
paper on *‘ The Mental Outfit of the New Do-
minion,” and Professor Jardine’s Inaugural
Lecture on entering on the duties of the Chair
of Logic and Metaphysics in the University of
New Brunswick, deserve particular notice in
our columns. Mr. Bennet is one of our best
thinkers and most polished -writers, Mr. Jardine
enters, with muéth promise, on the duties of a
new and important chair, and Mr. McGee's
comprehensive mind and learned and eloquent
pen grasp the interests of the whole Dominion.

The title of Mr. Bennet’s sermon is ‘ The
Logical consequences of the acquittal of Jesus;
or His Divinity deduced from his character and
claims.” Mr. Bennet’s theme is based on the
action of Pilate in declaring that he found no
faultin Jesus, and yet delivering himupto death.
It was very inconsistent and very wicked of
Pilate to do so. Yet something of the same
kind is done by the unbelievers of the present
age. We quote a short presentation of the
scope of the preacher’s argument:

Pliate is not alone in his inconsistency. There are
many even in the present day who after examination
of the charges which have been brought against Christ,
have pronounced his character faultless, and yet with
strange conclusion they condemn his claims. They
would not cmch‘x1 him, but they Would consign him to
a place in which he will hurt the world no longer with
his superstitions, Covering him with the mockeries of
royalty they even pretend to bow to his sceptre, and,
while acknowledging his superiority, they redace him
to a rank to which he refuses to_descend, coupling his
name with that of Confuclus, Zoroaster, Socrates or
Mahomet. Such judgment Christ dcems only another
sentence to crucifixion, and he will hold those who
propounce it guilty of his shame.

The burden of the discou}*se is the elabora-
tion of the argument here indicated ; an argu-
ment which rises from the moral purity of
Jesus, as admitted by sceptics, to his veraeity,
and thence to his claims to have performed
miraculous works and to possess true Deity.
This is a line of argument which has recently
been much more cultivated than that derived
from the Historical Evidences, especially by
such writers as Ullmann, Young in his ¢ Christ
of History,” Bushneil on * The Character of
Jesus,” (a reprint of & chapter from one of his
larger works), Channing, Pressense and Schaff,
though these writers deal less with the con-

cessions of unbelievers than directly with the ar-
gument based on the character of Jesus. Inthe
somewhat novel and striking form in which
Mr. Bennet deals with the subject, he does not
seek directly to establish the moral perfec-
tion of Jesus. He accepts the admissions of
sceptics who virtually say ¢ We find no fault in
him,” and who yet refuse to recognize the
claims which Jesus puts forth. It is an argu-
ment in which unbelievers are pressed with
their logical inconsistencies, and which is fitted
to affect the hearts and consciences of nominal,
yet professing, Christians. It is true that m
following ®ut this argument, Mr. Bennet is
compelled to encounter the @ priors objection
to the possibility of miracles. This position he
argues, at length, can only be consistent-
ly taken by Atheists. If God exists, if he
has called the worlds into being, who will say
that he cannot interfere, or has never inter-
fered, with what appears to be the ordinary.
course of nature as regards the works of his
hands? This is entirely a question of fact, and
consequently a question of evidence. The whole
argument is sustained with great ability and
eloquence in a fresh and vigorous style, dis-
playing the high culture and extensive reading
of the preacher. It is rare to meet with such
a sermon; the thoughts which it contains might
readily be expanded into a treatise which would
take high rank as a contribution to Christian
Evidences. Insaying so much we do not wish
to convey the idea that the method of the
preacher is perfect or that his logic might not
be improved. The idea of the discourse being
that of an argument based on the admission
of sceptics, and mainly addressed to them, it
ought to contain little or nothing which they
would refuse to grant. But would they con-
cede the validity of the preacher’s argument in
support of miracles? In point of method the
introduction of this argument spoils the unity
of the discourse, and, what is more, introduces
an element which marsits cogency as addressed
to professed unbelievers. There are two other
points which may be raised as to the argument
of the discourse. Is it good as against the
sceptics whose admissions form the premises
on which the preacher basis his conelusions?
Is it good absolutely and without reference to
mere admissions? It is not the latter simply
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owing to the form in which the leading argu-
ments is cast, though, if it be the former, it may
be admitted to be no small service rendered to
the cause of Christian Evidences to have de-
monstrated that Infidelity, taking its own
grounds, ought to fall down before Jesus and
worship. 'This the preacher well understands.
‘We doubt, however, if his argument be good as
against Rousscau, Theodore Parker, Renan
and others. The point is, Have they admitted
the moral purity of Jesus, his absolute perfec-
tion and sinlessness in terms which warrant the
preacher in holding that their position is one in
which they virtually say ** we find no fault in
him ?” Mr. Bennet does nct quote the well
known passage from Rousseau’s Emile because
of its triteness, It is that in which he ends by
saying that * if the life and death of Socrates
were those of a sage, the life and death of Jesus
are those of a God.” 'The quotations made in
the sermon from Parker and Renan are the
following :

Parker says, *he unites in himself the sublimest

recepts aud divinest practice, thus more than realiz-
ing all the dreams of prophets and sages; rises free
from all the prejudices of his age, nation, and sect;
gives free range to the Spirit of God in his breast. sets
aside Jaw, sacred and true,~honoured as it was,—its
forms, ita sacrifices, its temples, its priests, put. away
the doctars of the law, subtle, irrefragable, ana pours
out a doctrine beautiful as the light, sublime as heaven,
true as God. Eighteen centuries have pass-
ed since the sun of humanity rose 2o high in Jesus.
What man—what seet has mastered his thought, com-

rehended his method, and so fully applied it to life."—
Then Renan s:nf’s: ‘“Jesus had no visions, God isin
him; he feels that he is with God, and he draws from
his heart what he says of His FFather.  The highest
consciousness of God that ever existed in the breast of
humanity was that of Jesus.”?

The meaning of the terms in which Rousseaun
wishes to assert the superiority of Jesus to
Socrates may admit ot some dispute. If we
were to ask the question did Rousseau hold
that Jesus was fiee from every stain of sin and
answer it in the light of his writings, we are
convinced that we would not do so in the affir-
mative. The passages from Parker and Renan
do not assert the absolute moral perfection and
purity of Jesus, nor did cither believe that he
was iree from sin.  We have not a copy of
Parker’s Works at hand, but the readers of
Renan will remember that he says expressly
of Jesus, ¢ He was not sinless ; he conquered
‘tthe same passions which we combat; no
« Angel of God comforted him save his good
¢ conscience; no Satan tempted him save that
«aohich each bears in his own breast.”” The
italics are ours. Renan shocks us not a little
by such utterances ond by frequently attribut-
ing to Jesus somet.ly akin to pious frauds,
yet his views do not oa these points seem to
differ cssentially from those of Parker and
others of the sceptical school. Who can say |
that such men “ found no fault with Je as?”
1t appears to us that we must blame their want ;
of moral discrimination even more than their
logical inconsistency. These are a few of the
points on which we venture to think that‘the
method and cogency of this discourse might
be improved; they do not, however, detract

much from its great value and rare excellence
so far as the general reader is concerned.

Having found in Mr. Bennet’s sermon a dis-
course not only worth analysing but worth criti-
cizing, and noticed it at greater length than we
intended to have done, we must compress into
very small space what we intended to say of
Mr. McGee and Professor Jardine. Mr. Mec-
Gee’s object is to estimate the mental culture,
the learning and genius of the people of Cana-
da, as exhibited in their writings. Our mater-
ial resources are well known, but how is it with
our literary, scientific and philosophic capacity ?
What answer might be expected to th2 ques-
tion, ¢ Who reads a Canadian book ?” _n deal-
ing with these points, Mr. McGee goes into
the statistics of the Press, the Post-office and
the Schools and Colleges of Canada. He points
out what hopes the existing indications of read-
ing and culture excite, and enters into some
details as to the actual extent of Canadian
authorship. Unfortunately, however, it does
not require much space to cnable Mr. McGee
to say all thac he finds to say cn this subject;
nor does he do full justice to it. We quote a
passage in which he takes a cursory glance at
Canadian authors, and which deserves to be
put into 2 form in which it can be permanently
preserved :—

From all these sources—our numerous reading class
—our colleges—our learned professions—we ought to
be able t_ give a good account of the mental outfit of
the new Dominion. Well, then, for one ofthose expect-
cd to say what he thinks in these matters, I must give
it as my opinion that we have asyet but few possessions
in this sort that we can call our own. We have not
produced in our Colonial era any thinker of the reputa-
tion of Jonathan Edwards or Benjamin Franklin; nor
any native poet of the rank of Garcilaso de la Vega—
the Spanish American. The only sustained poems we
have of which the scenes are laid within the Dominion
are both by .Americans, Longfellow’s ¢ Evangeline,”
and Mr. Streets’ ¢ Frontenac "—the latter much less
read than it deserves.  One original humorist we have
had, hardly of the highest order, however, in the late
Judge Haliburton; one historian of an undoubtedly
high order, in the late Mr. Garnean; one geologist, Sir
William Logan; but, as yet, no poet, no orator, no
critic, of cither .\merican or European reputation.
About a century ago an eminent French writer raised o
doubt as to whether any German could be a literary
man, Not, indeed, to answer that, but many others,
arose as a golden cloud, that gifted succeession of poets,
crities and scholars, whose works have placed the Ger-
man language in the vanguard of every department of
human thought. ‘T'hirty years ago a British Quarterly
Review asked,  Who reads an Awmerican book ¥
Irving had answered that long ago; but Longfellow,
Cooper, Emerson, Prescott, ilawthorne, Holmes, and
many another, has answered the taunt triumphauntly
since. Those Americans might, in turn, taunt us to-day
with ¢ Who reads a Canadian book # I should answer
frankly, very few, for Canadian books are exceedingly
searce.  Still we arc not entirely destitute of resident
writers.  Dr. Dawson has given the world a work on
his favourite science,which has established hisname as
an authority : Dr. Daniel Wilson’s speculations on Pre-
historic Man have received the approval ofhighnames;
Mr. Alphens Todd has given us amasterly and original

I treatise on Parliamentary Governinent, which will be

read and quoted wherever there is constitutional gov-
ernment in the world ; Heavysedge, Sangster, and Me-
Laughlin, ave not without honour. .An amiable friend
of mine, Mr. J. Lewoine, of Quebee, has given to the
world many ,\Iaele Leaves worthy of all praise—the
only thorough Canadian book, in point of subject,
which has appearcd of late days, and for which, I am
ashamed to say, the author has not received that en-
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couragement his Iabours deserve. If he were not an
enthusiast e might well have become o misanthrope,
as to native literature, atleast. .Another most deserv-
ing man—in a_different walk—a younger man, buta
man of untried industry and a very laudable ambition
—Mr. Henry J. Morgan, now of Ottawa, announces a
new book of reference, the Dibliotheca (‘anadensis,
which I trust will repay him for the enormous labour
of such a compilation. These are, itistrue, but streaks
on the horizon, yet cven as we wateh others may arise;
but be they more or less, 1 trust every such book will
be received by our public less ceusoriously than is
sometimes the case; that if a native book ehould lack
the finish of a forcign one, as a nuvjee may well be less
expert than an old hand, yet i the book be honestly
dcslfncd, and conecientiously worked up, the author
shall be encouraged, not only for his own suke, but for
the sake of the better things which we ook forward to
with hopefulness. 1 make this plea on behalf on those
who venture upon authorship among us, because I
believe the existence of a recognised literary class will
bye and bye be felt as a state and social necessity. The
books that are made clsewhiere, ¢ven in England, are
not always the best fitted for us.

This, it must be confesserd, is a stimulating
passage. It discloses the literary nakedness
of the land and puts the New Dominion on its
mettle. We might take exception to it on the
ground that it does not do justice to the litera-
turc or the literary men of what e used to
call Canada East. The same is true, to « less
extent, of Mr. McGee’s estimate of the literary
men of Ontario and the Maritime Provinces.
Haliburton and Dawson, now President of Mc-
Gill College, are the only names in the Acadian
provinces mentioned by Mr. McGee. When
he mentions with approbation the name of that
industrious young gentleman, Mr. Henry J.
Morgan, we might expect from him a pretty
extensive list of celebrities, and one that might,
at least, include the Hon. Joseph Howe, orator,
statesman, author. Ife is an *‘ orator ” of both
¢ European and American fame.” Our own
Judge Wilmot is another genuine orator, mem-
bers of the English House of Commons being
judges. They have quoted some of his elo-
quent speeches, and eulogised them very highly.
Mr. McGee pays a deserved compliment to Mr.
Todd, Parliamentary Librarian, for his work
on Parliamentary Government; but M. Lajoie,
Librarian in the same library, author of *¢ Jean
Rm}r ,” ete., ete., is an author of marked
genius : yet Mr. McGee takes no notice of him.
Professor James DeMill, a native of the city
of St. John, author of ** Helena’s Houschold,”
¢ The Dodge Club;” and whose very original
and very striking story of *‘ Cord and Creese”
is now passing through ¢ Harper’s Bazar,”
ought to have received a passing notice from
Mr. McGee : but he is overlooked—quite unin-
tentionally we are sure. We might point out
many other apparently capricious omissions
made by Mr. McGee; but, after all, the great
fact remains, that the literary ¢ outfit” of the
New Dominion is rather beggarly, and that
there is an ample literary field for Young Can-
ada to cultivate. ‘The ¢ meatal outfit” of the
Dominion may be held to be superior to its
literary achievements, inasmuch as many per-
sons of confessedly great powers of thought,
and also of cxpression, have not entered the
domain of authorship. As literature is the ex-

pression of national life, and is influenced by
national aspirations, we shall hope that ecre
long Canadd may, in this as in other respects,
be found worthy of the traditions of the races
from which its people are descended and take
no mean place in the world of letters. The
words of Mr. McGee are well fitted to stimu-
late the efforts of our youth, more especially
as they are enforced by the cxample of one
whose genius and eloquence make him one of
the greatest ornaments of the Dominion of
Canada.

A few weeks after the issue of our last num-
ber, namely on the 3th of November, 1867, the
Rev. Robert Jardine, Doctor of Science, was
installed as Professor of Logic and Metaphysics
in the University of New Brunswick, and de-
livered his inaugural address, which was sub-
sequently published in two of the Fredericton
papers. Professor Jardine treats, at length, of
the history of Philosophy, meaning thercby
Metaphysics, in its restricted sensc as oc-
cupied with the reality and grounds of our
knowledge. The Professor briefly sketches
the history of Philosophy, dwells on the advan-
tages of the study of it and the spirit in which
it should be carried on. In doing so he man-
ifested a strong sympathy with the studies
proper to the chair and makes a pretty just esti-
mate of existing schools. Though some atten-
tion had previously been given to the subject
by Professor D’Avray, the Prelections of Pro-
fessor Jardine must form a somewhat novel
and striking addition to the studies of the Uni-
versity and one well fitted to develop the
minds of the students and imbue them with
a generous love of Metaphysical studies. What
strikes us as the most remarkable feature of
the Inaugural Lecture is the fact that it is oc-
cupied almost exclusively with Metaphysics.
Thisis not the department of mental philosophy
to which youthful students are first introduced,
nor is it the only one which should be taught
from the chair. The nature of the case ordin-
arily constrains Professors to begin with an
enquiry into the nature of the mental faculties,
a branch of study which, in recent philosophi-
cal nomenclature, is usually called Psychology.
The nature of the Mental faculties having been
considered, the process of the mind in reason-
ing comes next to be analysed. This intro-
duces the student to Formal Logic, as it was
taught by Aristotle, and as it has been taught
since his time, with very slight modifications
on the original system. But though the mind
may be possessed of certain faculties, and
though when it reasons it follows certain laws
and processes of thought which may be pointed
out, does it follow that its conclusions, either
in relation to what we call matter or mind are
trust-worthy ? This is the problem, with which
the Metaphysician grapples. We were pre-
pared to find in the Inaugural Lecture, at least,
a briefrationale of the course of studies through
which a Professor of Logic and Metaphysics
might be expected to conduet his students, as
well as of the course and tendencies of Metapby-



170

STEWART'S LITERARY

sical Philosophy, itsclf, thc more so, as the
chair is & new one, and the students are both
young in years and comparatively unacquaint-
ed with the nature of the studies upon which
they, are invited to enter. While the omission
to which we refer is noticeable we have been
pleased to learn from other sources that Pro-
fessor Jardine does not confine his prolections
to the history or problems of Mectaphysics but
that the proper preliminary studies are taught
in tlie class, They are, it is hardly necessary
to sy, quite indispensable. They are not only
useful as a means of mental training but are,
in themselves, an end. The students who fre-
quented Sir William Hamilton’s class-room,
were accustomed to look on the motto “on

earth there is nothing great but man: in man
there is nothing great but mind.” Itis with
this great and noble study, that the ingenuous
youth who repair to the class-room of ovr Pro-
fessor of Logic and Metaphysics should begin
their course; thence they pass onwards and
upwards to the highest themes which can en-
gage the minds of men, grappling with the

roblems which have, in all ages, exercised the
minds of the master spirits of our race. We
rejoice that such a chair as that of Logic and
Metaphysics has been added to the curriculum
of the University, and we shall watch the influ-
ence which it may exercise upon the youth of
our country with the greatest interest.

LITERARY NOTICES.

MAGAZINES, JUVENILES and PAMPHLETS.

Messrs. J. & A. McMillan, Saint John, have
laid on our table the CaiLpreN's Friesp. It
is full of illustrations and reading for that sin-
gular class of human beings—the juveniles.—
Prcrure Boox or NaTurar History will, no
doubt, be received with favor by the “little
folks ” at this season of the year. Both of the
above books arc neatly got up. McMiLLaxs’
Aryvaxac for 1868 is well printed and useful
for reference. We have assigned to it place
on our office desk.

Tre Arcantic MoxtHLY offers a brilliant
programme for 1868. Chas. Dickens will con-
tribute a story, entitled ¢ George Silverman’s
Explanation;” Dr. Hayes, the Arctic Voyager,
James Parton, the historian, Dr. Holmes, Bay-
ard Taylor, E. P. Whipple, and many other
popular writers, are engaged, and will furnish
some of their best articles. In addition to the
other matter, two scrial stories will be com-
menced in the No. for this month.

The ArLanTic ALyMaNac for 1868 has just
reached us. Its table of contents embraces,
besides much valuable information, stories,
articles and poetry, original and selected. The
llustrations do credit to the engravers. This
Almanac will be issued cvery year, and may be
considered the ‘holiday number” of the Atan-
tic Monihly.

Qor Youxe Foris for January opens with a
Juvenile serial by Charles Dickens, written
expressly for this magazine, which is a great
favorite with the junior portion of our citizens,
as well as those of more advaunced ycars.

Every Sarurpay.—This weekly journal is
rapidly rising into favor with our people. Its
reading. matter is always selected with great
care from the best British and Foreign publica-
tions, and as an epitomizer of current literature
it has no equal. Messrs. Ticknor & Ficlds,
Boston, publishers. We have just received the
Christmas No. of EvEry SATURDAY, which con-
tains No THOROUGHFARE, the Christinas story
by Charles Dickens and Wilkie Collins. This

is by all odds the best Xmas tale that has ap-
peared for many years. Itis told in an casy,
graceful style, and will have many readers on
this side of the Atlantic. Itis on sale at several
of our bookstores.

Litrery’s Livine Ack.—This old establish-
ed and well conducted publication furnishes its
readers with choice essays, reviews, tales, poems
and literary items, selected from the prominent
magazines and periodicals of the Old and New
World. It has been before the public so many
years, that it would be out of place for us to
say anything further concerning it, other than
that it is ‘‘up to the mark” in point of exccl-
lence, as usual. Published at $8.00 a ycar by
Messrs. Littell & Gay, Boston, Mass.

THE PERENOLOGICAL JOURNAL is as attrac-
tive and interesting as ever and will be found
very amusing and instructive reading, not only
by the believersin the Science; butalso by the
sceptics. In entering upon its new volume,
many inducements are held out to subscribers.
83.00 a year. Fowler & Wells, New York.
We have also received from Messrs. F. & W.,
Pope’s “ Essay on Man,” and the * Gospel
among the animals.” They are well printed
and the phrenological notes added to the former
must increase its valuc considerably.

THE AMERICAN NATURALIST has just arrived
and contains some capital articles. The illus-
trations which embellish this monthly are cred-
itably done, and the typographical department
is got up with great care.

Harprer’s MonTHLY MAGAZINE continues to
enjoy its high and enviable position and daily
ifn;:geases its, now cnormous, circulation many-

old.

Tue Nortuery MonTuLy.—The prospectus
for 1868 promises many new novelties. Mrs.
Harrict Spofford contributes a story in the
January number, and Wirt Sikes writes up
the City of Philadelphia. Besides these, other
writers of note will, from time to time, con-
tribute to its pages, Terms $3.00 a year.
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METEOROLOGICAL

87uxary oF METEOROLOGIC OBSERVATIONS, for September, October and Novewmber, 1867,
Long. 66° 03’ W.—G. Murpocu.

made at St. John, N. B.

Lat. 45° 16’ N.;

SeprexBER.| Ocroner. | Novemser.
TeERMOMETER—Highest—degrees...ooeeuense. 68°:00 61°:00 56°°00
¢ datCeseecrooseecanss 9th. 2nd. 4th. - ]
Lowest —degrees seceecee-cas 36:00 28-00 10-00
s datCeevecvenrensees | 24th, 6th. 20th.
Oscillation for month....e.o.... 32:00 33-00 4600
¢ daily—mean coeoeoee 9:20 12:90 968
Warmest day—meaned..cc..os 61-00 5270 47-00
¢ dateeeeeeevvens 10th. 22nd. 11th.
Coldcst day—meaned. .cooeo e 44-30 35-00 17-00
dateeeveseeees | 30th, 25th. 19th,
Mum—b AcMoieoseoescacannen 5070 10-20 32-30
“ - DN ¥ DR 60-00 5055 3757
LD 1135 L s 53-83 43-26 3297
v of readings «..ceveeaen 54-84 4467 3428
¢ 7 years ..... eeverveaes 5306 44-44 36-48
BaromeTErR—Highest—inches.coooaiea. 30430 30-453 30-310
b d: 8th. 25th. 22nd.
Lowest—inches eeevvenss 24-964 29-426 29-047
b date eveeeneennacnnnans 30th. 3rd. 30th.
Range for monthesceeeeveennees 0966 1-027 1-263
¢ daily—mean.........., 0-176 g-221 0273
Greatest mean daily pressure.... 30-387 30 403 30-279
“ date ceeenenn [P Sth. 25th. 22nd.
Least mean daily pressure..oe... 20554 29-457 20140
e Qate eeer covevueneanass | 30th. 1st. 13th.
Mean pressure 8 A. Mo eeoevaen, 30°063 29977 29-870 |
“ 25 TN ¥ S P 30024 29-964 29-840
i 0P Mevenennnnns 30-027 29-968 29860
- of readings - ..... 30038 29-970 20-857
‘e T yOours.ceceeann 29-986 29-938 29-896
Force oF Varor—Greatest—inches....... eees 0504 0-403 0.390
e datCeeeneensnens 5th. 18th. 12th.
Least—inches «eoevieons.. 0174 0-126 0-048
“ dateeeieeeeeeaa. | 30th. 8th. 9th.
Mean 8 Au Mo evvnnnannn. . 0-350 0'238 0175
2 p 0-388 0-278 0195
¢ 10 r. M. 0360 0-250 0175
* ofreadingseeeeeeenn. 0 366 0-255 0-182
Revative Husiniry—Greatest—per centieeeee. | 96:00 p.c. | 100700 p. ¢. | 100°00 p. .
[ date veveeeans 18th. 12th. 10th.
Least—percent ceeeeee. i 5100 p.c. 4200 p c.{ 4700 p.c.
‘. date . oooonnn 11th. 8th. 7th.
Mean 8 A M. cevvveneess | 84:00p.c. | 8200 p.c.| 95000 p.ec.
L 76-00 p. c. 77C0 p c.|! 7800 p. c.
¢TI0 P M. seeesioeaes | 8550 p. c. 85:00 p. ¢. | &1-00 p. c.
¢ ofres ulmgs.... eeeef 81'80p c. | 8130 p. .| 8300 p.c.
Wixp 2p. 4. E.to S, W.—Days cooveiiaanienns 22 days. 13 days. 14 days. |
W.toN. E. “ 8 days. 18 7 16 days. +
Mostprevalent oo ceeieeeaan.. S W, N. W, N.W. &S.W.|
PreEcIPITATION—Rain or Snow Fell cevenee, o 3 days. 6 days. 11 days.
o ¢ [P 7 nights. 6 nig’ts. 14 nights.
Snow for month—inches ..... nil. nil. 8.500 |
Rain ¢ Cieeseen 1505 6-200 4°145
Melted Snow and Rain ...... 1:505 6-200 5470
AVE. T YCAISeeesererarnenann 4516 4268 | 5996
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@ur Puzzle Jepuriment,

Trs department is exclusively devoted to ladies, and none but they are permitted to com-
pete for the prizes. To the lady answering the most puzzles we, will award a copy of the Dia-

wmond Edition of the Poems of TeyNrsox or LoNGFeLLOW.
The name of the successful competitor will not be inserted

Wefore the 1st of March next
without her sanction. -
- REBUSES. .
1.—A county in Scotland, a city in England,
4 country in Asir, & county in New Brunswick,
#n enimal.
The initials of these spell my whole, which
$s & ybung lady's name.
* 2.—A lady’s naine, another, ditto, ditto, &
ntleman’s name, a lady’s name.
. My whole is & lady’s name.
' ACROSTICS.
3.—A plant and its fruit—
1. A fish.
2. A toy.
8. An animal.
4. A fruit.
5, Are often on hand,
8.—A liguor, and the flower of a fruit—
1. A man’s name.

2. ditto,
3. ditto.
4, ditto.
5. ditto.
G. A tree.

5.

A HOLIDAY ENIGMA.

I am composel of 61 letters—

My 1,7, 40, 31, 38, 61, 12, 58, 30, 15, 32, 49,

* 7 . 48, 8 affords to the young much pleasure
at this season of the year.

48, 55, 18, 11, 84, 56, 17, 47, 25, 10, 51, 20,

. 32, 36 14, 50 is an aged gentleman, us-
ually *“ around” about Xmas times.

b9, 58, 27, 28, 44, 19, 5, 50, 22, 21, 4, 60,
46, 26, 15 often oceur in the ¢vening of
the first of January.

16, 51, 8, 9. 38, 61, 41, 13. 30, 50, 45, 10,
. 59, 25, 29, 9 invariably takes place on
the 25th of December. .
61, 17, 33, 37 is sometimes seen on Christ-

mas day.
89, 42, 44, 20, 48, 85, 10, 45, 19, 24, 11, 3,
30, 15, 52 is what we are now enjoying.
2, 38, 59, 7, 48, 54, 56, 29, 50 are some-
.times eaten at this season,
57, 33, 25, 3, 6 is plentifully used during
the holidays.
» 93,10, 3, 11 are not bad to take.
My whole is what you had better find out.
: 6.
A CLASSICAL ENIGMA.
1 consist of 49 letters— -
Iy 27, 2, 32, 39, 16, 33, 18, 37 was a celebrat-
ed Athenian general. [Cos.
« {15, 39. 28, 8, 6, 20, 38 was a sophist of
* 46, 5, 9, 80, 18, 1 was a king of Pylos.

-
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-
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48
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All solutions must reach our office

«“ 41, 23, 18, 7, 35, 11, 36 was cured of mad-

ness by Melampus.

¢ 43, 40, 20, 28 was ancientisland near Italy,
famous for its iron mines. o

83, 17, 28, 46, 31, 29, 20, 8 is & river noted
for n great battle fought between Alex-
ander the Great ard Darius.

26, 21, 47, 36, 32, 14, 9 was a king of Eth-
ivpia, who, to save his own life, killed
all the priests of Jupiter. {trologer.

¢ 10, 28, 24, 45. 40, 20, 3 was a Roman As-
“ 13, 25, 1, 20, 38 a very ancient city of Phee-
nicia, built by the Sidonians, on a small
island at the south of Sidon.
“ 12, 23, 16, 35, 87, 87 was a giant, whom
Juno produced by striking the earth.
19, 28, 40, 42, 48, 18, 16, 22 the daughter of
ZEtes, king of Colchis.
¢ 49, 36, 44, 8, 20, 9 was murdered at Lanu-
vium, for an act of cruelty to the Am-
bassadors of the Laurecutes.
‘¢ 34, 25, 15, 39 was one of the Nereides.
My rhole is an old and true saying.
7.
A GEOGRAPHICAL ENIGMA.
I am composed of 49 letters—

My 3, 20, 5, 31. 8, 46, 14, 36, 34, 40, 21 is a
town in France. [sia.

45, 11, 24, 9, 15, 6, 2 is a province of Rus-

% 6,17, 30, 28, 43 is a river in Wales. [land.

45, 9, 48, 4, 11, 39, 38, 3 is a lake of Scot-

7, 12, 47, 42, 10 is a river of Kentucky.

37, 26, 44, 48, 14, 9, 3, 20 is one of the
Azores.

388, 9, 49, 34, 25, 41 is a province of China.

¢ 922 1,5, 31, 44 i3 a river in Russia. [land.

¢« 82,9, 18, 27 is a river in Derbyshire, Eng-
¢ 18,9, 19, 41 isa county in Ireland.~ [many.

35, 38, 28, 31, 29 is a principality of Ger-

“ 16, 20, 36, 44 is a town in Syria.

My whole are the names of three American

writers, now deceased.
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ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN OUR LAST.
1.—Satin-ant-inn-nail-ton-John-on-hat-not
~—Sainr Jonx., Mary-Alice~Ruth~Ida-Olive-
Nellie~-Mariox. 3. Tasre-crora--Tent, Ap-
ple, Bee, London, Eagle. 4. FLOUR-BARREL—
Fredericton, Lunenburg, Ottawa, Utah, Ro-
chester. 5, Sewer—ewer. 6. Fannie—Annie.
7. Trout—ront. 8. The way to Babylon will
never bring you to Jerusalem. 9. James Feni.
more Cooper, Charles Dickens, William Har-
rison Amsworth and .J. C. Brough.
10. The boy stood on the burning deck,
Eating pea-nuts by the peck.
CLOPE.



