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THE STIKINE.

( Continued.)

HURSDAY
j1st. — Left
lenora 7 a.m.—
Ve saddle horses,
SIX pack horses,
Cal’l’ying camp
Squipages, tents,
ltchen and’ pro-
Visions for five
Weeks. Reached =
Telegraph Creek
aty p.m,, so called =
from being the camping-
8round of the Western e
hion Telegraph Company, which pre-
Vlousto the successful laying of the Atlan- .
1€ Cable, was formed to connect the Eastern -
and Western Hemispheres by a line through °
USsia from the Amoor. The Company’s =
Cers were surveying this part of the coun- =
Ty for that purpose. Their failure to proceed
led 1 , demand on behalf of Russia for the
"®Payment of her expenditures on the work
1 P4,000,000, and this ultimately to the pur-
€ of Alaska by way of settling the matter.
ether true or false, this is the tradition of
the Place, Tt is but a foothold on the river ;
€ Whole available landing would not cover
590 yards Square—thence the mountains rise

Chag
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abruptly on every side, and the zig-
zag trails commence. The canoes are
constantly coming in with freight from
Glenora-—poleup close tothe bank onthe
opposite side till well above the lunding
—then dash out, and in a moment are
swept by the deep and rushing current
across. Here the packing commences,
and weckly or semi-weekly—perhaps
oftener—long trains of perhaps forty or
fifty miles of pack horses go off laden
with flour, bacon, sugar, beans, tea,
coffec and canned fruits. The latter
supply the place of vegetables, which
neither climate, time, nor labor permit
to be produced in any quantity in those
northernregions. The cost of each arti-
cle becomes almost fabulous by the time
itreaches its destinationat Dease Lake;
but then it is good—for as the traders
say, the freight is so heavy, they cannot
afford to pay it for bad articles, and
the miners, even the Chinese, will have
nothing but the best. Roll-butter is a
luxury at §2.25 perlb., tea §1.25, ham 50
cts., oatmeal 35 cts., beef 35 cts., and to-
bacco $1.50; canned fruits $1.25, pre-
scrved milk §1 per can, and very small
cans; brandy $8 per gallon, whiskey$7.50.
Each meal—bacon and beans for break-
fast, and beans and bacon for dinner—
$1.50 each; or$4.50 per day for a very
limited sustenance of three meals—
scant, simple, unvaried and untempt-
ing. Labor in this region ranges at
the lowest from $6 to $10 per day.
There is no current coin ; everything is
paid for in gold dust, weighed out, the
sole purse being a buckskin bag—and
Sunday the day forthe weekly settlement
of allaccounts. The Indians and miners
gamble greatly, and cards are lying
about inall directions, seemingly as in-
digenous as the gold for which they
dig and hazard life, health, happi-
ness and comfort. Grain for a horse,
either barley or oats (the latter hardly
everseen), istwenty-five cents perpound;
hay of the very worst description, not
fit forlitter (if it canbe got at all), ranges
at from $100 to $300 per ton.

THE STIKINE.

Intheclear, bracing northern air, both
men and horses get a ravenous appe-
tite; and were it not for the rough pas-
ture occasionally found at some of the
camping grounds, intermingled with a
little unwilling starvation on the part of
the horses, and abstemiousness on the
part of the men, the daily supply of a
small train like ours would, if depen-
dent on local resources, exceed all rea-
sonable calculation apart from all other
expenses. No spirits of any kind
should be permitted on such an expe-
dition, from its commencement to its
close. Tea isthe best, most refreshing
and most sustaining beverage. Our
horses were roughshod at the creek, so
as to climb the hills, and we rode out
to our camping-ground some two miles
off. The next morning (September 1st)
broke ground early, made twenty-one
miles, and camped in a wretched, dirty
cedar swamp, on the crest of the range
of hills we were to follow. The trail
during the day was along the side of
the mountains—-on an average about
1,500 feet above the river, which, when
the slopes permitteditto be seen, lookﬁ.d
like a little rivulet below. The preci-
pices were sometimes frightful. Around
one of barren, reddish shale the path-
way was not two feet wide, and if 2
horse or man missed his footing n0
earthly power could save him. As 2
rule the horses are wonderfully sure
footed, and men from necessity’ becom®
accustomedto the dizzy height. During
the last season one pack horse, it W25
said, went over at this spot; no vestig®
of him was found or heard of afterwards:
It was useless to look. He was simp)y
blotted out and the train moved o™
Yet from this very spot one could 70
but pause and look around. On th¢
opposite side the mountain wall 105
from the river with a clear, unbroke?”
face, perpendicular, in height at 1‘?35t
8oo feet, composed of five distinct
strata, the lower one of sandstone, OF
more correctly speaking conglomerate:
sand and gravel and boulders co™
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Pressed—probably two hundred feet in
depth; in one part of it,two huge cavern
€ntrances worn by the action of the
Water, with an enormous boulder form-
ing the column of support between the
two, then a distinct layer of lava defined
and marked as if it had flowed over and
cooled—then another, then another:
each equally defined and marked, each
about the same depth, from 150 to
200 feet, the upper surface perfectly flat,
forming a bench back towards the
Mountain, perhaps half a mile, whence
the mountain sloped upwards, in height
Corresponding to the range on which
Wwe rode. Whether the formation was
the same on our side it was impossible
to say, as the débris between us and the

ank below, narrow as the space was,
Would not permit observation to be
Mmade. On our side the mountains
towered far above us, and rounding the
Point, we could see stretching away in
front for several miles the bench over
Which our trail would pass, but so
trending as to obstruct the continuation
Of the view of the wall of the river on
the opposite side. The benches and
the sides of the mountains were covered
With trees, except here and there where
Sufficient soil had not been deposited
on the lava bed to admit of vegeta-
tion,

This formation, however, was but the
€ntrance leading to the lava beds at the
~First North Fork,” asit is called, of the

iver. Here the scene is simply in-
describable. The whole country looked
33 if it had been rent and torn asunder
N convulsions. The Fork ran into

€ river through a perpendicular fis-
Sure of a thousand feet. The peninsula
OMiing the point between the Fork
3d the river was lava pure and
“Imple—scarred and rugged, without a
lf’af of vegetation of any kind. On one
Yide of the Fork, opposite to the point
the peninsula, rose a conical
Mountain 2,000 feet in height, unbroken
to the water’s edge. On the correspond-
Mg side of the main river—standing on
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the flat surface, in front of the moun-
tain behind, from which it had been
clearly torn by the wash and waste of
centuries—stood a huge block of lava,
ragged and pointed, cathedral-like in
shape and size, with buttresses and
spires as if designed by Art—while
facing the two, and immediately op-
posite the point of the peninsula, a
mountain of gravelly formation rose
straight and high many thousand feet,
down which our zig-zag trail descended.
Then as far as the eye could see along
both rivers—the main and the Fork,
and after the junction in the three
directions—they ran through unbroken
perpendicular walls of lava seven or
eight hundred feet in height.

How or when such formations were
made a geologist alone could tell. To
us it seemed as if the whole had been
a seething sea of surging, molten lava,
when the Divine command went forth,
stayed its power, and bade its tur-
moil cease.

“Illum Expirantem transfix pectoré flammas

Turbine corripuit, scopuloque infixit acute,”

Yet amid this terrific scene there
was life. At the water's edge, at the
bottom of the last mentioned mountain,
down which our trajl descended, a little
bridge spanned the Fork, and on a
small bank beyond formed by the
déris, the Taltan Indians have their
village, just at the base of the penin-
sula. They are considered a fine tribe,
honest and industrious, and pride
themselves upon their good name,
They claim the lordship of the river,
and refuse to permit the Naas or sea.
coast Indians to come into the interior.
A feud long existed between them,
which was only quieted this season by
compensation for the excess in the
number of scalps that one tribe had
obtained over the other. On this spot
the Taltans have large wicker buildings,
in which they live, and store their
winter supply of salmon. In British
Columbia the staple food of the Indians
is salmon, The fish is used in every
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conceivable way, and dried for winter's |
use. The Indians’ habits not being
very clean, the entrails are thrown’
about their camping-grounds in everyi
direction. Everything smclls  of |
salmon, their persons, their clothes, |
their huts—the very air is polluted—
salmon—salmon— salmon—everywhere
—on the water—on the land—and on
the brecze! In this region they paint
their faces hideously, black, red, and
brown—a prevention, it is said, against
the sun and flies. The women in-
dulge principally in black, from a little
above the eyebrows to the mouth, and
have the appcarance of devils incarnate,
if there be such creatures. At this
time the tribe was away hunting, and
two lone squaws were in charge of the
domain.

Sentimental scribblers are wont
to write a great deal of romantic
nonsense about the dark maid of the
forest—but truly, the most striking
characteristic she possesses, next to
the extraordinary locomotive power of
the lower jaw in chewing gum, is the
disregard of soap.

The eye, however, is dark and expres-
sive, and the voice low and musical.
The elder of the two guardians of the
salmon sheds was fat and paunchy,
the younger amazonian in size, with a
low forehead, high cheek bones, large
mouth, and broad face, rendered
slightly unattractive by the profuse use
of a dark coloring, making the tawny
red more tawny. With the most
utter indifference to the presence of
strangers, she murmured and chanted a
listless air of a somewhat plaintive
character, which, as translated by our
interpreter, seemed not inappropriate to
the place, standing as we were amid
the primeval fragments left when
Creation closed its work.

Though old and blasé and embittered
by the disappointments of a wasted
life, the spirit of earlier years swept
back upon me, and I reduced to words,

the Taltan maiden’s creed.

THE STIKINE.

When chaos first to order sprung,

And Light was born as Beauty’s bride,
The exulting spheres in chorus sung

And “Love” the echoing hills replied.

Lo ! rushing to their billowy home,

Old Ocean’s waves caught up the strain,
Soft rose the music from their foam

And ““Love ” was murmured o’er the main.

E’en Death that moment’s power confess’d,
And bade to worlds this mandate fly,
By Heaven’s host, by Earth caress’d, o
‘“Love, love and live, Love not and die.
If anything could make such an un-
earthly spot endurable at all, it certainly
would be the gentle passion to which
the maid referred ; but it would be far
more endurable if the maiden were 2
Saxon fair, with a white face, and 2
little less of the fragrance of—salmon!
The next day produced nothing
remarkable, the trail simply continuings
after leaving the Lava District, through
a succession of lofty mountains, ascend-
ing and descending continually by
winding ledges along the sides, butin
some instances by zig-zags of frightful
character. The most striking perhaps
is at the “Second North Fork,” and may
be taken as illustrative of the whole:
The Second North Fork, like the firsh
runs into the main river, through 3
canon of great height, but not of lavd
formation, the fissure showing the
mountains to be of gravel and clay-
The sides are almost perpendicular t0
the Fork—on the south side as we ap~
proach and descend covered W}“‘
trees and shrubbery ; on the opposités
bare and rugged, showing nothing buf
sand and gravel, from which slides
must occasionally take place, as th¢
trail had been diverted. As these
mountains cannot be turned, and ther®
is no winding round, the ascent ca"-
only be by zig-zag directly upwar®
Viewed from either side, the trail looks
like a narrow moulding, on whicC
bird could scarcely rest; to overcom®
the height the turns have to be mad®
at the most acute angles—in SO™¢
places very short, every eight or "
yards, and at the summit eight or ten
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fect. At some of the turns a fall
would be perpendicular—at others a
littte broken by scant shrubbery or
déris of gravel and sand, forming a
very steep slope; but in almost every
instance fatal. The ascent is so sharp
that it is easier to ride up than to climb,
if the horse is well shod, and you have
anything of a seat; but it is more pru-
dent ‘always to walk down and lead
Your horse, lest he should put his foot
On a rolling stone. The trail is not any-
where more than three feet wide, being
So kept because with the pack trains
an after mule will frequently en-
deavor to crowd the one before him,
if there is the slightest opening be-
tween that one and the wall of the
Mountain; in which case, as the crowd-
ing mule always takes the inside, the
other must go over the precipice. Itis
astonishing how intelligentand knowing
those mules become. Distance should
always be allowed, and there must
€ no checking. The horse you
Tide must have his head and his own
Way. He will stop often enough to
Tecover his breath, but there being no
turning space, if baulked, over he goes.
All you have to do is to hold the reins
lightly, grip your seat tightly, and throw
Your weight forward by holding on to
the mane, making it lively by standing
In the stirrups. Most riders in the
Country use the Mexican saddle, which
by means of the pummel affords a
80od hold, but there is no inconve-
Dience or trouble with an English sad-

le to those accustomed to it.
The Fork is crossed by a rather
angerous suspension bridge of poles,
Which sways and sags, and should not
€ crossed by more than one horse at
dtime. One other simple precaution
Must be observed—to see that there are
10 other trains on the zig-zag at the
Same time. The bell mule of one
Coming always gives warning, and who-
€ver is on the level, cither above or
elow, must stop until the other passes.
€ rules of the road.are well kept,
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and notwithstanding the incessant
meeting of the upgoing and returning
trains, consisting sometimes of 40 or
5o mules heavily laden, perhaps three
or four times a day, and the reckless
riding of the packers, an accident
seldom happens. 'Tis a rough and
ready life, wonderfully productive of
self-reliance.

This day we made 2r miles, and
camped at a place called Cariboo Camp,
an exceedingly execrable spot, dirty,
flea-y, and fleecy, with bad water and
little wood, and where we had to pay at
the rate of §100 a ton for bad marsh
flags and weeds, which the proprietor
of the hut walked into a swamp and
cut, and sold under the delusive name
of hay.

Sunday Mornifg the 3rd.—Up at quar-
ter past four. Breakfastat 5; broke camp
at 7. The night was cold. Ice formed
an inch thick, but as the sun rose and
the day advanced it became bright and
checrful. The trail, in the language of
the country, was very good; that it was,
compared with the effort to get through
when there was no trail at all, was un-
doubtedly true, but it is yet capable of
great improvement. The trees are cut
down, and a horse has some difficulty
in winding in and out among the
stumps. The Government, however, are
expending money on it, and in a year
or two, unless abandoned for a better
route, the journey which now takes five
or six days may be accomplished in
two or three,

About 9 we came to a beautiful
cotton wood grove, whose clear under-
wood and leafy canopy formed a perfect
cathedral. Our chief called a halt for
church parade, and our little party
went through the short, but beautiful
and impressive, service of the Church of
England. Like old Cromwell Iron-
sides, we thought it our duty on this day
to stand and render our acknowledg-
ments to the great King who rules the
world.  For the first time, perhaps, in
this unbroken wilderness were prayer
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and praise openly rendered to Almighty
God. There was no artistic pre-
paration ; roughly clad, with no au-
dience, it was the simple prayer
which Nature bids the creature render
to his Creator. After service, which

TuE STIKINE.

be good. ¢ There is no Sunday here,”
said one of the miners. “ There is,”
said one of our party, “ Had you been
up a little sooner you would have heard
the service going on.” “ Oh yes,”
said he, “ we heard it for the last mile ;”

CHURCH PARADE IN THE WILDERNESS.

was not long, for we had no sermon,
as if our similitude to the old Ironsides
were not yet complete, we had half an
hour’s practice with the revolvers, with
a pipe and cigarette, and then reloaded,
remounted and rode on, the Chief’s
servant, an old Manx man of the
2znd (Cheshire) whistling the * merry
Christ Church bells,”  the Sunday
parade call of that gallant regiment.
Rather an amusing commentary on our
service here took place, Just as we
were about to re-mount, a couple of
miners on their way up, whom we had
before passed, came along, when some
discussion arising about the shots, and
reference being made to a bet, it was
remarked that no bet on Sunday would

the crack of the revolver was his idea
for service.

The ride to-day was merely over
undulations, no mountains; we were
evidently on a high plateau, the
mountains bounding us several miles
off on either side. Camped at 3 p.m-
by a beautiful stream in a grove of
pines. Total distance twenty-five miles.
Truly this has been a day of rest. Camp
equipage arrived about two hours
after, and with blazing fires all around,
and a glorious appetite, after a good
dinner, turned in about half past seven,
just as the moon rose and threw its
chastened light upon wood and hill and
stream.  Such sleep !

Next morning up at half past four-
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Breakfast at five. Tents struck. Boot and
saddleat seven and off. Nothing remark-
able in the scenery to-day ; trails prin-
cipally along a bench 12,000 or 14,000
feet above a large broad valley which
lay between the mountains, and through
Which occasional glimpses of the river
might be caught, the ride varied by
dips into morasses, corduroyed for the
trail, and here and there by beautiful
Mmountain streams, broad and clear,
dashing along over their white pebbly
beds, the mountains in our vicinity not
femarkably high, but behind and beyond
them rose distant peaks and knolls
Covered with snow.

At noon came to a small grove of
stunted pines, where lies the summit
Which divides the waters flowing into
the Arctic and the Pacific. As ‘the
Gentoo launches his tiny barque upon
the Ganges, so we drank from the little
Spring, and threw its waters back upon
its current to bear away our wishes for
their success, through lake and river
and ocean to the Arctic, for the gallant
Captain Nares and his brave officers
and crews. They “live in the hearts
of their countrymen.”

At one, we came to the head of Dease
Lake, a fine sheet of water about
thirty-five miles long, with a varying
breadth from one to four miles. Camp
¢quipage arrived at 3 p.m. Embarked
at once in one of the lake boats, and by
Nine pitched our tents on the mining
grounds at Laketown (Sept. 4).

Dease Lake winds due north and
South and is very deep, no bottom being
found with a 200 feet line. Its waters
at the northern end empty into Dease

iver, which running northerly and
€asterly joins with the Francis, together
‘onstituting the great Leard (poplar)

iver, or river of the mountain. This
3gain, swelled by a great many tributa-
Tes and increasing in size, runs into the
ackenzie, and that again into the
rctic,

Dease, whose name is given to the

lake and river, was formerly in the Hud-
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son Bay Company’s service, and when
a young man was at the Fort on this
lake. The remains of the old Block
House are still visible. Dease and
Thomas Simpson, a relative of Sir Geo
Simpson, were sent out by the Company
to complete the discovery of the North-
West Passage, and are said to have ac-
complished it. After their return, from
over-excitement or some other cause,
Simpsen is said to have lost his head,
and in a fit of hallucination to have shot
himself and two of his companions.
This was about 1842 or ’43.

Laketown is in N. Lat. 58° 45'—
2,750 feet above the level of the sea.
It is on a delta formed by the dilu-
vium from Dease Creck, about a mile
and a half in front on the lake by half
amiledeep, converging to a point where
it emerges from the creck.

The whole area contains gold in pay-
ing quantities when properly worked.
It forms an embankment or ‘bench
about thirty-five feetabove the lake, ris-
ing gradually towardsthe foot of the hills
which surround it. Its mineral quali-
ties were discovered in 1873, and the
town located in 1874. It consists of
about one hundred huts ranged along
the lake, and in a street at right angles
to the lake. The Hudson Bay Com-
pany, Wright and Galbraith and other
traders have stores there. A number
of saloons, some druggistand butchers’
shops and other small buildings, are
scattered about, occupied by Chinese
and wanderers: the population during
the mining season varying from six to
eight hundred, and of the whole . dis-
trict from 2,000 to 2,500. The Gov-
ernment has three miserably small log
huts in which the stipendiary magis-
trate and other officials reside and dis-
charge their duties,—buildings entirely
inadequate to the purposes for which
they are intended, and which would be
considered discreditable even under
a government of Caribs. There is not
a place for a court or prisoner, or a re-
sidence of respectability for the com-
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monest constable. Yet this is a place
where gold is scattered in profusion,
and the temptations to crime are pro-
portionately great. The hill sides of the
creek are said to contain gold as well
as the creek, the latter alone having
been worked up to the present time.
The production for this season of Dean
Creek workings alone is estimated at
$750,000; of Thibert and McDames
Creeks, at the head of the lake and on
the Dease River in the vicinity, at an-
other $750,000, while there are other
creeks in the Cassiar District affording
most encouraging prospects.  Rich
veins of galena, containing silver and
magnetic iron, have been found in great
abundance with specimens of native
copper.  Coal also at Rapid River, a
tributary of the Dease, and at the * First
North Fork” about five miles above the
Taltan village. In a word, the whole
district may be said to be prolific in
minerals.  Nothing is required but
proper means of transport and capital
to develop the known riches of the
country. We remained at Laketown
six days, €xamining the creek, mining
camps and.other objects of interest,
On the opposite side of the lake, behind
a lofty range of hills in the vicinity of
Rapid River, issaid to be a lake, where
the water is constantly warm, even in
the depth of a Polar winter; and not far
from this, the main branch of the
Stikine is believed to take its rise, but
the country has been so ljttle explored
that every statement must be received
with qualification.

On the 1oth, in theevening, we started
on our return, and reached the head of
the lake during’ the night. The next
morning we again crossed the “divide”
in its small grove of stunted pines. The
descent either way is o slight as
to be imperceptible. The bottom for a
mile or so to the northward and west-
ward is through a bed of boulders and
rolling stones, with little or no herbage.
The valley between the ranges of the
mountains on the east and west at this

.
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point is probably between twelve and
fourteen miles wide, showing all the
traces of having been at one time the
bed of a great lake. At present it is
covered with a growth of soft wood,
poplar and birch. A little to the south-
ward of the stunted pine grove is a
morass apparently of several acres, ex-
tending upwards towards the base of
the mountains on the west. Little
streams trickle out of the morass, des-
cending towards the valley. The eye
would detect no striking difference in
the direction of their course, but as
they descend and increase in volume
almost imperceptibly, one turns off to
the north gnd left, runs with winding
turns into little swamps, thence into
Dease Lake and River, and so on to
the'Mackenzie and the Arctic ; the other
turns with similar windings towards the
south, swells in its volume, becomes
the Stikine, and wends its way to the
Pacific Ocean. The valley narrows as
it trends southerly, seemingly from
four to five miles, with various un-
dulations and risings—in olden years
islands, when the waters covered the
whole valley. Now, as the trail skirts
along the sides of the western moun-
tains, the little stream is seen, like a
silver thread, winding in and out near
the centre, sometimes on one side,
sometimes on the other, spreading as
it goes on.  Some fourteen or fifteen
miles down, hidden by the intervening
undulations and trees, it gleams out as
it rounds the knolls and hills under the
bright antumn sun, rippling and glanc-
ing, in  width like the Thames at
Richmond. The whole country through
which it runs for the first fifty
miles has been a large lake, from which
the waters subsiding have narrowed
into the little river, turning and twist-
ing inthe lower parts. In many places
the leaves of the trees with the under-
growth of shubbery had turned yellow
and red from the early frost, and ming-
led with the dark green of the fir af’d
the light pea-green of the poplar, with
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its small tremulous leaf, under the
mellowed light of the autumn day, as
We gazed down upon from our height,
gave to the valley the appearance of a
field of green and red and gold, alive
With beauty.

This, the “Third North Fork,” may be
assumed to be the west arm or branch
of the Stikine at its source, and runs
fifty miles before it joins the other or
Mmain branch, which has not yet been
traced out. An explorer, by the name
Of Reilly, says the latter rises to the
€astward of the range of mountains
Which skirt the valley on the east side,
Not far from the Warm Lake before re-
ferred to, and continues to the east of
the range, until it breaks through at
s junction with the Third North Fork,
and  thus there are nine forks running
Nto the main river. Some distance
3bove the junction with the Third North

Ork the main branch breaks through
3 canon almost closing above, with a
fearful fall of 70 or 80 feet in height,
Chtirely stopping all progress. Hardly
any one knows anything about the main

"anch. Rielly lives on the Third North

ork, thirty-four miles from the head of

e Lake.

On the 13th, aswe w
Zig-zag at the Second North Fork, one
Of the pack-horses, containing all the
Most valuable part of our kit, guns,

Ooks, gold dust, &c., nearly came to
8rief. The packer had most injudicious-
¥ overloaded him, apart from ‘¢ putting

Our eggs in one basket.” He stag-i
8ered and fell on the ascent at the most
angerous angle on the whole pass,
Ere the precipice was perpendicular,
fall of nearly a thousand feet ; but as

“Onscious of his own danger, by
hat would, if spoken of a man, be
termeq superhuman exertions, he re-
Overed himself and moved on, covered
" a moment with a sheet of foam,

ere ascending the

a

Which had burst out upon him. No
3Sistance  could be rendered. It
Yould have been a sad loss, as apart

Ty

M everything else, the money value
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in gold dust alonc was considerable.
However, ““ all's well that ends well.”

That night we camped just above the
lava beds. The next morning, the
14th, rose early and rode slowly along
our former trail. It was something
wonderful. The ride down does not
lessen the previous impression. For
some six oreight miles above Telegraph
Creek, as far as we could judge, to
several miles below, the river passes
through a continuous canon. The
succession of benches on one side, the
unbroken mountains on the other,
afford indications in the remote part of
great internal waters. Along the lava

district, extending fiftcen or twenty
miles, are occasionally seen large
granite boulders, sometimes miles

apart, among the young wood now
growing up, sometimes on the flat
surface of the lava bed on the other
side of the river, white, and looking
like tents of a party there encamped.
Those in the wood we passed were
estimated at between 40 and 50 tons
(taking the exposed part only, without
reference to such portion as might
be embedded in the soil), rounded off
by the attritions of successive ages,
entirely foreign to the district, and
evidently deposited in their present
position during the glacial period.
Eight or nine miles above Telegraph
Creek we noticed a singular formation,
not observed as we were going up, but
most strikingly observable as we were
returning and approached it. Seen
from the plateau on the right descend-
ing side of the river on which we rode,
the mountains rose in successive ridges
on the opposite or left descending side
to a great height. From the lower
ridge, obliquely connecting, as it were,
the ranges on the two sides in the dis-
tant view, there was the sharply out-
lined segment of a circle, a curve slight-
ly depressed towards the centre, form-
ing the upper line of a wall descending
perpendicularly to the valley below,
—seeming to us as if it had formed the
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end of a great lake many hundred feet
deep, enclosing the waters within the
basin of which our range of mountains
formed one side. We may assume
thiswould on a much smallerscale be the
appearance, to a spectator approaching
obliquely, of the Horse Shoe Fall at
Niagara, if the waters were diverted to
another channel, or by disruption left
their  present course, and, greatly
reduced in quantity, were swept
through a deep rent on onc side. As
we rode on seven or eight miles, to-
wards what would be the right end of
the curve or wall connecting with our
range, the canon narrowed, and as if
rent by some great convulsion, the
spur of the mountain, which would
have formed the connection of the
curve with our range, seemed split
asunder, its abrupt, ragged points on
one side jutting out, and corresponding
with the indentations on the other, so
that if jammed together again they
would fit and remake the basin. Be-
tween the abrupt precipices of this
rent mountain the river winds its way
below in a boiling torrent, and con-
tinues through the canon to Telegraph
Creek.

The conclusion arrived at, whether
right or wrong, was that up to this
point all the country above, between
the ranges of mountains, had formerly
been a great inland sea or lake, and
that the Stikine is simply the outlet for
the drainage of the country, after the
waters of the great lake had subsided
by means of the disruption and found
their way to the ocean,

At Telegraph Creek we left our
horses, took canoes, and ran the rap-
ids down to Glenora; covering the
sixteen or eighteen miles in an hour,

From the 31st of August, when we
left the miscalled navigable part of
this benighted river at Glenora, to the
14th of September, the day of our
return, the weather had been most
exquisite—the Indian summer so well
known in America, the days warm and
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sunny, but with that mysterious haze
it is difficult to describe, the nights
frosty, but the moon and stars and
ether transparently bright and clear,
melting into distance without bounds.
Two days we remained at Glenora,
hourly expecting one of the river
steamers. None came. On the third
day, in a fit of desperation, we hired a
large canoe, with four stout Indians,
and started on the down race—and
well as it turned out. The equinox
had commenced; for two days it had
been blowing a hurricane up the river.
As we swung off the storm burst, and
with wind ahead and rain in torrents,
we' commenced the unpleasant descent.
Notwithstanding the rapidity of the
current—and in the Great Rapids the
water was now running at the rate of
eighteen miles an hour, so that the
canoe when in them seemed to shoot—
the wind would sometimes whirl us round
and keep the canoe stationary, balanced
between the two forces. The Indians,
however, were always up to the emer-
gency, and with coolness met and
overcame the danger. Made thirty
miles and camped early, amid pools ©
water in drenching rain. Next day the
storm still continued, but we mzjlde
seventy miles, and camped in drenching
rain again at Bucks, opposite the Great
Glacier. Two blazing fires of half 2
cord of wood each, in front and beside
the tent, gave us dinner and warmth
and at eight we were sleeping as if ouf
dinner had been served by Soyer, an
our beds were of down, instead ©
pebbles and mud. The next morning
(19th  September ) the weather wa$
comparatively clear, though windy, ra%
and showery. The old glacier st00
there cold and calm—its great deeP
rents and fissures looking bolder an
clearer, and deeper, and more blue 35
the day advanced—one of those thing®
which, though apparently the Sameé
unchanging, yet fascinated the ga%
and set the mind enquiring—-—wonde""}:g
how long it had been there, and WhY
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it didn’t move, and what secrets it
Could tell of old times and creatures,
ere yet the modern world began.

If one might dare to liken such work
‘9 man’s, it seemed Egyptian sphinx-
like in its still, peering, impassive
Bravity, as if saying, ‘“ Well! what do
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During that week nothing could exceed
the kindness and hospitality of the of-
ficers of the garrison. Qutside of the
Fort there is no possible place of rest
for a civilized being, and our tents by
capillary attraction would have drawn
more water up even than the heavens

HARD-SCRATCH RAPIDS,

You want ?» What are you looking at ? I
"l not—cannot—answer the ques-
t]On'n
p Immediately opposite the glacier, not
4 from Bucks, there are nine warm
:p"ngs, boiling through winter and
Ummer, their overflow ultimately
"niting in one stream and flowing into
cae main river, from which canoes
.1 ascend it about a quarter of a
hile,
Wit(}),ur passage thence to Wrangell was
a out incident. We there remained
ha""deek. In the meantime no steamer
the been able to ascend the river,
havugh two had tried it, and we should
onr S lost our return passage by the
* °®®an boat had we waited at Glenora.

poured down. Like good Samaritans,
they took us in and fed us, and cheered
us, and bade us God-speed. Through-
out that region, both British and Amer-
ican, their names are well spoken of.

Touching that country, one little
point alone remains to be settled be-
tween Great Britain and the United
States, about which there need not be
a moment’s difficulty. A conventional
boundary point on the Stikine, some two
miles below Bucks, has been for the
present adopted, but the future interests
of both parties require that the line
should be permanently settled. The
convention between Russia and Great
Britain in 1825 placed it along the sum-
mit of the coast range of mountains,
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where that range could be found with-
in ten marine leagues of the coast, and
when not found within that distance,
then at ten marine leagues, but in no
case to exceed the ten leagues. The
waters flowing east and west from that
range indicate with great clearness
where that summit is. A couple of
honest'surveyors with a good theodo-
lite and proper assistance would soon
dispose of the question.

On the 26th ot September we em-
barked on board the good steamer
“ Gussie Telfair” for Victoria.

Once more Fort Wrangell fades from
sight, and we turn our backs upon the
latest discovered gold fields of British
Columbia and the Glaciers. The Sti-
kine, with the odious name and the wild
scenery, flows on as it did of old when
no tourists wrote nor poets sung.

Labitur et labetur in omne volubilis @vum et ille.

Glenora is behind us, and Laketown
with its miners’ huts and lonely com-
missioner’s log-palace will hibernate
for another season.  Joy be with them,

an open-hearted, open-handed, kindly
race, prompt to do justice and punish
a wrong-doer, but more prompt to re-
lieve distress and stand by a suffering
fellow-man. If amid the gilded halls
and courtly scenes of civilization there
was one half of the honesty of purpose
or straightforwardness these unpretend-
ing men possess, there would not be one
half the vice there is in the world, or
one half the misery. Hypocrisy and
humbug find no resting-place with them.

It may not be uninteresting for a
moment to lift the veil which hangs
over this same province of British
Columbia, and see a little of the sun-
shine and shade which surround it. It
has no past history. Forced into
notice by the unexpected discovery of
its gold deposits in 1858, jts cosmopo-
litan population has not yet assumed
any distinctive character; but, moulded
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from people of all nations, idiosyncra-
sics and peculiarities will wear away,
and the future type will decidedly be of
a liberal and progressive tendency.  As
with the settlers on the Pacific, * Car-

Ipe diem ” here as in California is the

rule. Scotch thrift and Boston eco-
nomy seem dazed for a moment, then
into the current and on with the rest.
High prices, three days for work, and
four for pleasure, picnics and churches,
charities and balls, concerts and horse-
racing, regattas and theatres, holidays
for every saint and seances for every spi-
ritualist.  Cyprians and revivalists say
‘“open Sesame” to the purse strings
with equal power and equal response.
Money can be obtained for any object
except murder.

The gold fields of British Columbia
have been among the richest yet known
in the modern world. In early days
the yield at Cariboo was fabulous. In
a mere sketch like the present, which
one cannot encumber with great num-
bers of authentic returns, the statement

;of the amount would be discredited-
for rough though they be, and traduced i

though theyare, the minersasa bodyare

The mines to this time have simply
been worked by hydraulic power sup-
plied by ditches or sluices running along
the hiils, at the base of which the de-
posits are found, and bringing the
water often from great distances to ob-
tain height and force. No quart?
crushing mills have yet been estab-
lished ; the primitive rocker holds it$
own, and the bed rock stops the way-
Compared with California and Nevad2
the business here is in its infancy; yet
in 1875, owing to Cassiar, the totd
gold yield, including what was carrie
away by private hands, as well as what
was shipped by the banks, was estimate
at §2,400,000. Considering the short”
ness of the mining season, and the
number of persons engaged in the aC’
tual mining, believed not to exce€
1,500, it'can well be understood WhY
gold mining, with all its hardships an
all its uncertainties, is so attractive.
The consumption of dutiable good3
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in proportion to the population is
€qually striking, taking the latter at the
Number constantly stated in the
Canadian journals, and with correct-
Ness, at about 15,000. The Customs
Teturns for the year ending 3oth June,
1876, give the duties on imported
8oods at $493,083 (excise not includ-
ed), or at the rate of nearly $33 per head.

The latest available returns of the
four oldest provinces of the Dominion
for the year ending 3oth June, 1875,
are as follows: Ontario and Quebec
together, for reasons manifest to any
One acquainted with the topography and
business of the country, at §10,980,582,
Or at the rate of about $3.33 cents per
head, taking the population of the two
3t the reputed estimate of 3,300,000 ;

ova Scotia $1,493,149, or at the rate
of about $3.72 per head to a population
of 400,000; New Brunswick, with a
Population of 300,000, %1,371,048, or
atthe rate of about §4.60 per head.

Thus it will be seen that each in-
abitant in British Columbia contributes
towards the support of the General

Overnment nearly ten times as much
33 an inhabitant of either of the other
Provinces, and that tested by con-
tribution to the public revenue, her
Population of 15,000 is equal to 150,-
00 of the other provinces.

The difference in the exports is
Stll more striking ; for including gold,
and taking gold as the criterion of
Yalue, the returns for 1875 give to

titish Columbia $2,825,000, or about

188 per head ; to Nova Scotia nearly
7,000,000, or about 17 per head ; to

ew Brunswick nearly $6,650,000, or
bout §21 per head, and to Ontario and

Uebec $59,642,562, or a little over

18 per head, thus showing in the
Productive nature of the labor of each,
%0 far as money is the object of in-
Ustry, a return of 9 to $1 in favor of

Ntish Columbia.

Compared with Ontario, Manitoba,
California, or any of the Western
Tairie States, British Columbia can
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never be considered an agricultural
country. Doubtless, as in the Eastern
States and Provinces, there will be good
agricultural districts, and cereals and
fruits of remarkable size and quality
will be produced, but as an exporting
country of grain it never can be class-
ed. Itstrue wealth, like the Provinces
of New Brunswick and Nova Scotia,
and the State of Maine in former days,
will lie in its ship-building, fisheries,
mines, and forests, and, at a future day,
its manufactures.

These observations naturally force
themselves upon one, in view of the
relations of that Province to the rest
of the Dominion. At present they are
most unsatisfactory. A stranger heats
hardly anything else from the time he
enters the Province until he leaves it.
The Canadian Government is not
wholly to blame for this. Unfortunately
the Province is divided geographically
as well as politically, with an equal re-
presentation in the Dominion Parlia-
ment from Vancouver's Island and the
mainland.

Forgetful of the practical lesson
that Liverpool is not smaller because
Manchester has become great, or that
Boston is not less prosperous because
New York has advanced with equal
rapidity, the two sections fight against
each other about tke terminus of a
railway not yet commenced like Russians
and Turks. The Canadian Minister,
a wily diplomatist, plays one side
against the other, and finding they
cannot agree as to what is most
desirable for their own province,
naturally takes his own time and his
own course to find out what is best,
and neutralizes the grumbling of the
country by the hostility of its sections.
The pledged faith of the Dominion,
and it may virtually be said of the
Imperial Government, is given to the
construction of the Canadian Pacific
Railway, and it will be built. Canada
will not jeopardize her future complete-
ness as a nation. :
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Sandwiched as this province is be-
tween United States territory on the
north and on the south, the Imperial
Government is interested in its pre-
servation. Without it there will not
be a British port on the Pacific from
Behrings Straits to Cape Horn. Seward,
when he purchased Alaska, had his
eye on this contingency. ¢ Manifest
destiny” to his mind was the con-
solidation of the English race in North
America. No man intercsted in the
preservation of the British Empire,
the consolidation of Canada, or the ex-
tension of the United States, should
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forget the words of that great statesman
when, condemning the policy of his
own country, he foreshadowed the way
to that to which his heart and head both
turned—the ultimate absorption of all
British North Amerjca into the United
States.  British Columbia is the pivot
on which that policy will turn.

But here my story ends. We arrived
on the 3oth, as old Horace said, after
his journey to Brundusium (substituting
Victoria),

“ Victoria longz finis charteque viaque.”

Jonn HamiLton GREY.
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THE PAPACY AND MEDIAVALISM.

Of all the questions, and they are not

a few, which in the present day arouse
the anxietics, hopes and fears of the
Civilized world, there is, I conceive,
None more important than that which
Telates to the power and influence of
the Church of Rome, both as regards
What these are and what they may be.
§ that power, is that influence destined

to increase, as some contend, or to di-
Minish, as others believe ?  Arguing
om recent and existing facts, he would

€ a bold controversialist who would

qogmatically insist that either proposi-
ton can be maintained with anything
tke logical precision. If, on the one
and, we see the Papacy divested of the

“mporal dominion which it enjoyed for

S0 many ages, the spiritual authority

Of the head of the Church is more un-
Questioned, if less capable of being en-
Orced, than that which Hildebrand and
Mnocent the Third claimed and
Wielded. In offering some remarks on
thig subject I shall view it from its his-
torical and not from its theological as-
Pect, avoiding discussions and specula-
'ons, which would withdraw attention
Tom the main point with which I have
' dea].

Among the English historians of this
Century the two most distinguished are
Wndoubtedly Hallam and Macaulay.

R politics as well as in religion these
W0 eminent authors are alike enlight-
Shed ang liberal ; yet they are at direct
SSUe in their views of the permanence
°f the Roman Catholic Church and
fl‘eed_ Mr. Hallam, in his history of
the « Middle Ages,” after showing that
Ve centuries the authority of the
Papacy had been perceptibly declining,
f.o,nChldes his account of the ecclesias-
‘“al power in these words: “If thus
€arded by unmannerly and threat-

ening innovation, they (the Roman
Pontiffs) should occasionally forget that
cautious policy which necessity has
prescribed ; if they should attempt, an
unavailing expedient, to revive institu-
tions which can be no longer operative,
or principles that have died away, their
defensive efforts will not be unnatural,
nor ought to excite either indignation
oralarm. A calm, comprehensive study
of ecclesiastical history, not in such
scraps and fragments as the ordinary
partisans of our ephemeral literature
intrude upon us, is perhaps the best
antidote to extravagant apprehension.
Those who know what Rome has once
been are best able to appreciate what
she is; those who have seen the thun-
derbolt in the hands of the Gregories
and the Innocents will hardly be inti-
midated at the sallies of decrepitude,
the impotent dart of Priam amid the
crackling ruins of Troy.”

Lord Macaulay, on the contrary,
seems to consider that the Church of
Rome may survive all existing states
and institutions ; that she exhibits no
marks of decay, but is replete with life
and youthful vigor; and he closes a
strain of brilliant rhetoric with the
well-known passage :—* Nor do we see
any sign which indicates that the term
of her long dominion is approaching.
She saw the commencement of all the
governments and all the ecclesiastical
establishments that now exist in the
world ; and we feel no assurance that
she is not destined to see the end of
them all. She was great and respected
before the Saxon set foot in Britain,
before the Frank passed the Rhine—
when Grecian eloquence still flourished
in Antioch, when idols were still wor-
shipped in the Temple of Mecca,.and she
may still exist in undiminished vigor
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when some traveller from New Zealand | played by the Vicar of Christ must be

shall, in the midstof avast solitude, take
his stand on a broken arch of London
bridge to sketch the ruins of St. Paul’s.”
It is very likely that in expressing these
sentiments Lord Macaulay was sincere ;
nevertheless I cannot help suspecting
that he was partly writing in opposition
to, and in rivalry of Hallam. To me this
is sufficiently apparent. Itwill be scen,
for instance, that the elder historian,
rather an unusual thing with him, in-
troduces the metaphor of Priam, in his
decrepitude, casting his harmless dart
at the fire blazing amid the ruins of
Troy ; so also Macaulay completes his
picture with the now famous New
Zealander sketching the ruins of St.
Paul's.  Which_of these celebrated
writers must we hold to be in the
right 7 One at least of them must be
in the wrong, for they are far as the
poles asunder and directly opposed to
each other. I confess, for my part,
that much as I admire Macaulay, I
should find it difficult to agree with
him when he differs from Hallam, who
has fallen into fewer errors than per-
haps any writers of history in ancient
or modern times, as Macaulay himself
acknowledges. In dealing with a ques-
tion he invariably handles it with
judicial impartiality, never with the
heated zeal of an advocate. This is
more than can be said of his eloquent
confrére, whose pet hatreds and pet
loves pervade even his finest produc-
tions, and must lessen their value with
posterity—a fact which Mr. Gladstone
exposes in a recent article in the
Quarterly  Review, and 1 think with
much show of truth, There is one
point on which this difference in
opinion as to the present when com-
pared with the past power of the Church
of Rome might be subjected to a fair
test. Hallam says that the papacy is
in a condition of slow but sure decay;
Macaulay declares that it is in full
strength and vigor, and likely to remain
so. Now, these qualities when dis-

spiritual and not material. How stands
the question in this respect ? Once on
a time the Pope excommunicated 2
king of France for an irregular mar-
riage, and he was deserted by his
friends, relations and family.  Only
two servants remained with him, and
these threw into the fire, as if polluted,
all the meat which had been taken from
his table. In the case of an Interdict,
the whole realm of a prince who had
displeased the Holy Father was pun-
ished for what might have been only a
private dispute in which the pride of 2
pope orsome other high ecclesiastic was
wounded. During this greater excom-
munication the churches were closed,
the dead were unburied, and no rites
were performed with the exception of
baptism and extreme unction. The
frequent consequences were famine,
fevers and the plague, which decimated
the unhappy multitude who had
nothing to do with the offence, what-
ever it might have been. Now, would
the Popedare to fulminate such a measure
in these days, or would any respect be
paid to it if he did? The King of
Italy has been under the ban of the
Church for years, and so has Dr. Dol-
linger, but we do not learn that eithef
they or anybody else have been much
the worse for it. Practically the thun-
der of the Vatican has become
theatrical thunder, and can only
intimidate the ¢lass of people who are
afraid of ghosts.

Macaulay’s argument is founded on
the assumption that while every branch
of experimental, demonstrative an
physical science is progressive, it i8
different with theology. This may Of
may not be true, but it covers only 3
part of the subject. Indeed, it may be
said to be one of those half-truth$
which so largely deceive the world.
fail to perceive, for example, that 2
Greek philosopher or a Blackfoot
Indian is, as he avers, on a par “{lth
a highly educated Europecan in judging
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of the existence of a God or the future
Xistence of man. We might agree
With him if the object aimed at was
Certainty ; but certainty in that direc-
tion can be arrived at through one
Channel alone—that is, through Revela-
tion. By no other method can we go
farther than to reason on what is
Possible, what is probable, or what is
likely to be the truth, Lord Macaulay
asserts that on the subject of Natural
Theology, the reasoning of Paley is no
advance on the reasoning of Socrates,
Ut this assuredly is not so. The
arguments of the Greek philosopher
o0 the immortality of the soul are
admitted to be utterly puerile, but even
those who refuse to be convinced by
aley must see that he is vastly in ad-
Vance of his prototype. He is just
More than two thousand years in
8vance of him, for some of the
ighest intellects of that long period
ad been studying the question, and
€ had the advantage of their labor
and  jnvestigation. Any one who
COmpares the two thinkers, the ancient
and the modern, will have little doubt
O that head, if his classical prejudices
. 9 not lead his judgment astray. As
U science, in the arts and in govern-
. '®t, progress is the universal rule, so
is in morals and religion.  The
8%eat fundamental truths are ever the
'ame, but the application of them is
3ble to change and improvement.
i ¢ Gospel extended, reformed and
Wcluded the religion taught by Moses,
Tistianity was the first Protestantism,
M Christ the first and greatest of
Totestants, .
.The Roman Church claims that its
Aith is from heaven, and that, conse-
°htly, it is not subject to decay or
So was the law of Moses from
Protestants do not desire the
lie"tfufftion of that portion of the Catho-
a Teligion which is based on, and in
COrdance with Scripture; but they
ognt_fﬂld that much of it is not of divine
'8n, and is but heathenism diluted
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with Christianity. Without entering
upon that controversy, I shall take it for
granted that the Roman creed is amen-
able to the laws and influences to which
other creeds are and have been liable,
that of the Jews inclusive. A religion
which is behind the age, which is be-
low the general knowledge of the com-
munity, whose doctrines advancing in-
telligence has learned to reject, be-
comes an object of suspicion and finally
of contempt and dislike. So it was in
ancient Greece and Rome. The pro-
cess may be dilatory, but it is not the
less certain. The educated class is the
first to become sceptical ; and, gra-
dually, unbelief and a disregard for re-
ligion in any shape pervades the masses.
This was ‘the state of the heathen
world when Christianity made its ap-
pearance to supply with its grand truths
the falsehoods in which men had ceased
to believe. Yet several certuries in-
tervened between the time when the
Augurs, in Practising their rites, began
to laugh in each others’ faces and the
time when Constantine made Christi-
anity the State religion of the Roman
Empire, -

The battle which the Church of
Rome is waging is not merely against
adverse sects and creeds ; it is against
civilization, and her defeat, sooner
or later, is therefore a foregone con-
clusion.  Of this her own history
affords abundant evidence. With the
aid of the Jesuits she is now laboring
to force back the intellect of man into
the darkness of the middle
matters of faith, The elevation of a
crowd of Japanese missionaries into
saints, the immaculate conception of
the Virgin Mary, and the infallibility
of the Pope are byt the leading inci-
dents of a system of which the legend
of “Our Lady of Lourdes” is not the
most degrading specimen. What were
the results of former attempts of the
same kind ?  Sometimes temporary
success, but ending in permanent loss
and disaster. We learn that in the
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seventh century the Church had re-
lapsed into a condition of paganism;
public and private worship was ad-
dressed to relics and images ; a host of
angels, saints and martyrs were the ob-
jects of popular adoration; and the
Virgin was invested with the name and
honors of a goddess. Reason and con-
science revolted against this profana-
tion; and as a consequence, sects of
all forms of belief sprung up in every
part of Christendom, but especially in
the East, which was then more civilized
than the West, where the Northern bar-
barians held sway. Of these sects, the
Gnostics, the Aryans, the Pandiceans
and the Iconoclasts were the most pro-
minent and historically important. The
virulent dissensions which ensued
opened the way for the propagation of
the new religion of Mahomet, and the
Aryans in particular found it easier to
agree with the monotheism of the
Prophet of Mecca than with the poly-
theism of a debased Christianity. It
was not by the force of the sword alone,
but by the affinity of belief, that Islam
won so many adherents in Syria, Egypt,
Africa and Spain. In these countries
the triumph of Mahometanism wascom-
plete; and in all but one of them the
fruits remain to this day. The Albigen-
sian insurrection arose from a similar
source, and although Rome came vic-
torious out of that blood-stained strug-
gle, her victory and its abuse laid the
foundation of future misfortunes. Of
the causes which led to the Protestant
Reformation I need not speak ; we are
all familiar with them. The persecu-
tion and destruction of the Jansenists ;
the Dragonnades, by which Louis the
Fourteenth converted most of Protes-
tant France to Roman Catholicism—
these and kindred efforts, directed by
the Jesuits, culminated in the French
Revolution of 1789, which was another
heavy blow to the Roman Church. Yet
all these lessons have been in vain, and
the papacy and the Jesuits are proceed-
ing in the same old way to the same old
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goal. They forget that they are com-
bating with a terrible enemy, whose
march cannot be arrested, though
sometimes it may be impeded. Like
the ocean, civilization has its ebbs and
flows, its fluxes and refluxes, but it still
moves forward on its destined course.

It must not, however, be,imagined
that the Church of Rome is destitute of
conservative elements within herself.
Of these the most valuable are her un-
equalled secular polity and governmen-
tal machinery extending to every corner
of the earth, and the reform in morals
and discipline which succeeded the
Protestant Reformation, and continucs
to prevail more orless in most Catholic
countries. She also derives prestige and
strength from the large number of edu-
cational and charitable institutions
which her wealth has hitherto enabled
her to establish; from the venerable
antiquity of the oldest of existing eccles-
iastical systems, if we except Brahmin-
ism and Buddhism; from the zeal of
her clergy and their influence over the
masses, and especially over the female
members of their congregations ; from
the number of eminent men who now
adhere and have formerly adhered to
her communion ; and from the crowds
of pilgrims from all quarters of the
globe who are flocking to Rome to lay
rich offerings at the feet of the succes-
sor of St. Peter. To this may be added’
the dread caused by the propagandism
of modern men of science who are sup-
posed to be bent on depriving mankin
of a belief in God and in a future lifés
and with whose misdeeds Catholics
charge Protestantism, as if Protestant”
ism had conspired to destroy religion:
and with religion to destroy Christian”
ity, and with Christianity to destroy it-
self.

These are among the chief elementS
of safety within the body of the Roma®
Church ; but if for a period they may
prolong her existence, they cannot pré”
vent her fall. They are only secondary
forces, while the destructive forces, ar¢
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Primary and must conquer at last. The
Pilgrimages to Rome, the gifts and ad-
fesses which are now the fashion, can
© traced to causes which are obvious,
Juch as the teachings and acts of the
atican Council, and above all, to the
SYmpathy with which the seizure of
“the patrimony of the Church ” s re-
8arded by the faithful. Vet this revival,
3s it may be called, will pass away as
USually happens with ebullitions of the
Same sort, in which the passions govern
€ understanding. But to discuss
€se points would require much time
and space,
While I have a thorough conviction
at Rome is hastening to a “ second
ecline and fall,” it must be admitted
at she is still powerful for mischief.
Cannot, therefore, close these remarks
Without referring to a document which,
Ough frequently attacked and de-
Nounced, has scarcely received the
Study which the principles it inculcates
“Mmand.  Our writers and orators
have been attacking the Vatican De-
Crees, a comparatively harmless per-
Ormance, as far as Protestants and other
®nominations are concerned, while
Verlooking the Papal Syllabus of
TTors, the most dangerous and mis-
levous production that the world has
-0 for many ages. When an infal-
hb]e pope proclaims that it is wrong
2 sinful to believe that * the Catholic
Cligion " shall not be held ““as the
My religion of the State, to the exclu-
Son of all other modes of worship;”
that j¢ equally wrong and sinful to
SUppose that, as respects Catholic
Ountries, « persons coming to reside
therejp shall enjoy the public exercise
oF their own worship,”—when we see
these announcements proceeding from
€ infallible vicegerent of heaven,
“hat are we tothink 7 Weighing them
?h their own merits we might imagine
i3 they were the concoction of some
i“mate of a lunatic asylum.  But know-
intg %hence they come, their plain and
®nded meaning is that in every com-

0
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munity wherein Catholics are in a ma-
jority, or have the upper hand, Protes-
tantism and other creeds can only exist
in abject political and legal subjec-
tion to the Church of Rome. 1t may
be urged on this head that the provi-
sions of the Syllabus have not been
officially, ex cathedra, declared to be
Catholic dogmas. But the Vatican
Decrees, by proclaiming that the Pope
is #nd has always been infallible, decide
the point in the estimation of those
who accept that doctrine, particularly
in the eyes of the multitude. I con-
sider it no €xaggeration to say that if
these provisions of the Pope’s Syllabus
should be maintained in their integrity
the result would be to deluge Christen-
dom with blood. Oyr main hope must
rest on the common sense of mankind,
which must shrink from a struggle of
such portentouys magnitude, and which
would lead to scenes and consequences
of which one shudders to think. The
Thirty Years’ War would seem as a con-
test of pigmies compared with that
which Pius the Ninth's utterances are
calculated to produce.

I'do not know that any writer has
pointed out the resemblance between
the present attempt of the Papacy to
revive the superstitiong of the Dark
Ages and that of the Emperor Julian
to revive the Paganism of the Roman
world.  To me there appears to be an
extraordinary similarity in the two
cases. - Christianity had gradually over-
spread the Roman Empire, and was the
established religion since the reign of
Constantine the First, But Julian re-
solved to bring back the old gods, who
Were more to his taste. The unenvi-
able reputation of this prince, whom
history has branded ag « the apostate,”
makes it difficylt, without giving of-
fence, to draw 2 parallel between him
and the actual wearer of the triple
crown.  Yet, apart from his one great
crime, it js universally allowed that
Julian  wag possessed of virtues and
accomplishments which were rare in
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his day, and Gibbon paints him as a
philosopher, a statesman and a general
of no common order. In ability, he
was unquestionably not inferior to Pius
the Ninth. But although I might refer
to some strange coincidences in their
career, I shall content myself with
showing that while the one was chiefly
remarkable for his zeal in restoring
paganism, the other is equally zealous
in endeavoring to restore medizvalism.
But the efforts of the Roman Emperor
were for the moment more successful
than those of the Roman Pontiff. He
persuaded the armies which had fought
under the consecrated cross of Con-
stantine and Constantine to follow the
ensigns of the republic, bearing the
symbols of pagan idolatry. The tem-
ples and worship of the gods were
reopened and renewed ; and Christian
officers were removed in the metropo-
lis, the army and the provinces. In
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short, paganism was rampant and
triumphant. But Julian died, and his
successor re-established Christianity,
without a hand being raised in favor of
the deposed gods. The world had
outgrown the puerile and demoralizing
mythology of heathenism, and men
would no longer bow to deities whom
they could not respect. Those to
whom the Sermon from the Mount had
been repeated, and who had discussed,
or heard discussed, the pure morality
of the Gospel, turned with aversion
from the tales told of gods and god-
desses who, except in supposed power
were inferior to ordinary mortals-
Paganism was, in fact, as a cast-off
garment which mankind were unwilling
to resume; and thus it will be with the
monstrous medizval anachronisms with
which the papacy and the Jesuits
would disgrace the civilization of the
nineteenth century. A.L.P.
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( Continued. )

CHAPTER VIII.

Harry Clifford’s trial took place not
loﬂg after Alice’s return from Mrs.
ray’s. She had only remained to at-
tend Marion’sfuneral, and then hastened
ack to re-open her school and pursue
er labors with increasing zeal.
Squire Greely was present at the trial,
and returned home a wiser man than
€ went in regard to questions of law.
arry was sentenced to ten years con-
Nement in the State Prison at Auburn,
4nd as the Squire afterwards told Alice,
d borne it like a hero.
Squire Greely had been permitted to
SPeak as to his character, and every-
ing was said and done for the young
an that could possibly tend to prove
is innocence, but the evidence was
very Strong against him, and what was
Vanting was easily supplied by a small
3Mount of false swearing on the part of
Job Robinson, who took care to be
Present,
Once again Harry Clifford noticed
ad wondered at the expression of im-
Placable hatred with which the smug-
8ler regarded him, and was complete{y
Verwhelmed when he listened to his
®Stimony against himself,
Oor Harry! he had not been pre-
Pareq fo, this,—yet when his sentence
43 pronounced ~he bore it, as the
Quire said, like a hero ; aye, and
0T, like a Christian. It was not un-
U he hag put on the prison dress that
he feig to the uttermost his degradation.
“R, too, he saw how hard it would be
" him to escape, even should he have
the 8ood fortune to break from the

prison.  He had indulged a secret
hope—faint enough to be sure, but yet
it was a hope—that he might sometime
elude the vigilance of his keepers and
regain his freedom. But branded in
this way, what could he do? No-
thing, simply nothing but wait and
trust. A good Providence might make
a way to shorten his confinement and
restore him to his beloved Alice and
his little sister.

Harry had wept bitter tears when
the news of his mother’s death reached
him; but the faith she had taught him
came in to his aid, and he had bowed
in submission to a higher will, remem-
bering that the «Lord’s ways are not
known,” yet assured that He “ hath His
way in the whirlwind ” and His “ paths
in the deep waters”

We have no need to follow poor
Harry at present. His prison life—his
dull, dreary, monotonous prison life,
dragged wearily enough. He ever de-
nied his guilt, and spoke of his inno-
cence to any who would listen. But no
one cared to hear his story,—all were
busy with their own heavy cares in that
miserable place, Harry could not
lower himself to join in the games
which the prisoners were occasionally
allowed to play in the yard, or to asso-
ciate freely, even when allowed, with
any of those with whom he came daily
in contact. Ip consequence of this
reserve on his part he soon gained for
himself the name of « Sulky,” and was
left pretty much toghimself. .

The keepers regarded him with curi-
osity as a singular specimen among
their herd of prisoners. Occasionally
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a visitor would manifest an interest in
the gentlemanly person so diligently at
work in the prison occupations, but the
officers always represented him as being
incorrigible and sulky in the extreme.

And here we will leave him for the
present—one day so like another that
but for the intervening nights it would
have seemed like one long, desolate day
that would never end.

Perhaps if Mrs. Carter could have
looked in upon his heart-misery she
might have relented. But she had
reasoned herself into the belief that the
young man who had been arrested for
her crime was pretty sure to be acquit-
ted; and she had contrived to leave
the place before the trial came off.

Mrs. Carter had got everything into
train before she broke the subject to
her husband, who still continued to
drink all he could earn. One morning
when he was partially sober she said to
him,

** Augustus, what would you say to
the plan of going back this spring to
the old home under the White Moun-
tains 7 Your old home, I mean.”

“ Why Nanny, woman, what are you
talking about, how could we go? TI'd
be right glad, but we’ve no money.”

“ Never mind, Augustus, about that.
I always thought I ought to have had
something from father's property, and
was never satisfied to have brother Sam
take all because he was the home son.
Neither father nor mother lived to be a
trouble to him.”

‘“ Well, Nanny, I know,” said Carter,
opening his eyes very wide. ¢ But
that won’t help us now, as I can see.”

* Perhaps not, replied Nancy, “ but
I’m going to write to brother Sam, and
I expect to have the money to go back
with. Are you willing to go?”

«Oh, Nanny! do you say willing ?
I'd be so happy ! But it’s too good to
be true.”

“Don’t tell Johnson. Don’t tell
anybody,” said Nancy quickly.

“Never fear me now, Nanny. If
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there is really hope I'll be as silent as
the grave; and more than that, I'll iry
toleave the drink alone—indeed I will.”

Nancy Carter wrote a letter which
she read to Carter and then destroyed.
In a surprisingly short time she pro-
duced the money which was to pay
their way to New Hampshire.

Carter was a dull man. He was
satisfied with Nancy’s general news,
and did not question her particularly
about the letter she had professed to
receive. He had kept his word too,
neither drinking nor revealing their
family affairs.

All was now in readiness, and with-
out waiting for spring they made the
journey and were safely settled in 2
small rented cottage not far from the
old Carter homestead, before Harry
Clifford’s trial was over.

Mrs. Carter felt quite secure in her
course of deception, as her own people
lived about forty miles farther to the
south than was the little valley where
her husband had been brought up, and
quite on the opposite side of the
mountain. )

Augustus Carter had become ac-
quainted with pretty Nancy Bliss during
one summer that he spent in the
neighborhood where her parents re-
sided, and married her in the autumn
of the same year. He was employed
to work on some public building in 3
village not far from Nancy’s home, 35
one of the junior workmen, and when
he returned to his father’s house, h¢
took his pretty young wife with him-
The match had never pleased Nancy's
people, and from that time she ha
never visited her native place, and had
had very little communication Wwit!
them. Her parents were dead, and it
was not likely her brother or sister
would come looking for her.

They were warmly welcomed back bY
the old people—Carter’s father am
mother—and his brothers and sisterss
as. also by their former neighbors.

Nancy doled out money, a little at 2
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time, till she began to fear even her
dull husband’s suspicions would be
aroused in regard to “ Brother Sam.”
The money for which poor Harry was
enduring so much misery, furnished
Many articles of dress for herself and
her children; for Nancy’s pride had
revived, and she would not step into
the meeting-house without as fine
clothes as her sisters-in-law could
afford to wear, nor should her little
girls attend the school more poorly
dressed than their cousins.

Augustus Carter, really glad to be
freed from the thraldom in which
Johnson had held him, and happy to

¢ once more among familiar scenes
and faces, took a decided stand——con-
sidering his weak character and the

Customs of the times, a very decided and
Temarkable stand—not to taste spirits.

His degradation was unknown in the
old home, and he was determined now
o0 do all in his power to make up for
the past ; and trying with his might, he
Succeeded in resisting the tempter.

ancy never reproached him, but with

ind, loving words was ever a help to
keep him in the right road.

It would be unjust to Mrs. Carter to
Say that in the midst of her new-found
Comforts she never felt a heart-sinking,
3 sudden twinge of conscience, when
She thought of the young stranger who
had been arrested for her night’s work.
At times she would have given worlds
' know what his after fate had been.

Ot that she repented—but she was
Softer now in her prosperity than when

®r misery stared her in the face

Continyally. d

One day when they had been settled
about two months, Nancy said to her
Usband,

“ Augustus, I don't think it will be
st to tell father and mother Carter
OW poor we were those last three
Years. I do not see that it will do anp
890d to tell them, and we should not

¢ as well treated by the neighbors if
't got about.”

b
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““No, of course not,” Carter replied,
thinking more of hiding his own faults
than of anything else. “ Of course
not, Nanny. I should not like them to
know about Johnson. You know I
never was unsteady and drinking till he
led me on. It was all him; Parkins
and the rest never hurt me. I shall
always say that of them. To be sure
we didn’t get on and ilay up money;
but you know how it was. You re-
member I was not intemperate.”

“Yes dear, I know, I remember,”
she replied kindly, “and the less we
say of those few years the better. You
are doing so well now, and strive so
hard against the wish for drink when
it comes on you, that I am sure we
shall do finely, and be able in a while
to buy this nice cottage.”

Augustus smiled his thanks for her
tender words and gave her a hearty
kiss as he left the room to go to his
work. When he had passed out the
bright look faded from Nancy's eyes,
her color changed, and she leant wearily
against the wall for support, It was a
sudden kind of faintness that sometimes
came over her when the past was
called up and her mind went back to
the night she found the money, and
the day Carter told her of the arrest
of the young stranger.

She stood a moment with her hand
on her forehead, breathing hard and
quick, and wishing there had been some
other way of saving her family from
their misery. Then by a great effort
she shook off her uneasy sensations,
drew a deep sigh, and went as usual
about her household duties with a
firm step and bustling air.

Mrs. Carter was a thoroughly good
bousekeeper, and was never so happy
as when every moment was filled up
with its useful occupation.

The remembrance of that money was
the only thought that troubled her in
her new home, and this, as we have
just seen, she soon banished. And now
we will leave her for a time with her
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comforts and her conscience, and turn

to others in whom we trust our readers
feel an interest,.

CuAPTER IX.

Teddy Walters was on the road with
his pack on his back and a basket of
trinkets on his arm, nearly all the time
from the beginning of the year to its
end, resting only a day or two occa-
sionally when the ways were impassable,
or when he was worn out with a longer
trip than usual. Teddy was a merry-
hearted lad, and welcome in all parts of
the country. Those who bought from
him once were pretty sure to give him
their custom on his next round, and few
complained of his prices or the quality

.of his goods.

Teddy, from time to time as he re-
turned to the boarding and lodging
house of Mrs. Leland, made himself
sure that Robinson and Gordon were
hoth rejoicing in Harry Clifford’s dis-
tress. With characteristic cunning he
determined to play the part of spy, and
gather any information he could from
conversations which he might manage
to overhear between them. There was
less at this time to hear than he had
thought, and the youth was sadly dis-
appointed that he was not able to get
any great “‘news” to take to Miss
Alice when next he should take the
“ Greely settlement ” in hisroute. But
if Teddy Walters had no tidings of
great importance, he could not go into
that part of the country where Alice
taught without seeking her out and
having a few words about Master Harry.
The child Susie, too, was ever an ob-
ject of interest to Teddy. From the
time when she had first watched for
his coming to get a word from her
brother, he had loved the little creature
with a love in which a tender kind of

respect was mingled, such as he might]

have felt for a being altogether supe-
rior to himself.

‘obliged to incur,
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He enquired at the Squire’s for Alice,
and learning she was in school, left his
pack and basket, and went in search of
her. Susie’s tears fell fast when she
saw their youthful friend approaching
the house. Her little heart beat tu-
multuously when she thought of her
former watchings for Teddy, and his
bit of * news” from Harry.

Alice was more collected, and as she
walked back to Squire Greeley’s con-
trived to tell him what she knew of
Harry, and gather from him what his
suspicions had been about Robinson.

It was a beautiful day in the early
spring, and the three walked slowly
along in order to have an opportunity
to speak of things which interested
none but themselves. Since she had
been an inmate of Squire Greely’s
house, Alice had learned to be cautious
in speaking of her own affairs, and had
given Susie a charge to be watchful in
her speech. It was well understood by
all who knew her, that Mrs. Greely’s
tongue, notwithstanding her really
excellent qualities, was to be dreaded.

“I've no proofs in the world, Miss
Alice,” said Teddy, as they talked on,
‘“no proofs at all, and yet somehow I
know Mr. Robinson was right glad of
Master Harry’s trouble. I saw it in
his ugly little twinkling gray eyes when
himself and Gordon were speaking
about it the first night I came in from
my tramp after it all happened. It's
little enough I know how to tell what
another is thinkihg of, but I believe
there was a reason for his looking so-
"Twas a sort of a ’vengeful look, and 2
rjght joyful onme too. It is myself
knows he and Master Harry were not
friends, but I never thought they were .
enemies.”

Then Alice told him how she hoped
some day to procure Harry’s pardon, -
and how she was wcrking to save
money for the expenses she would be
His warm Irish hear®
was full of pleasure, and his wishes fof
her success very hearty.
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“It’s myself would be right glad to
help a bit if I could, and you’d kindly
et me, Miss Alice,” he said with much
feeling.

“Oh no, Teddy,” she replied, “I
Could not consent to take your hard
€arnings; and besides, I have had some
help, which, with my own savings, will

€ all I shall need. I do not expect to
Commence the undertaking before the
atter part of July, and then I have a
80od friend who is to assist me in every
Way possible.”

“It's myself that's glad enough

You're to have help, Miss Alice,” said
eddy, and as for my earnings, ye
May well call them hard earnings, for
Ctimes I'm nearly wearied to death
tramping through the mire and snow,
nd every copper I can save must goto
Ting out my brother and sister.
There’s only three of us, Miss Alice,
Tphans we are—and my heart is sore
O the two I left behind me. Jimmy—
e’.s a year older than me, and little
Ndget, three years younger. My
Mother always called her Bride—little
de—and as pretty and winsome a
Trature she is as you'd wish to see.
V¢ had my own passage money to pay
ack, and now I'm working for them.”

Thus  talking they reached the
Squire’s, Susie had scarcely spoken
Uring the walk. Her eyes had been
Xed upon Teddy with a wistful expres-
Slon, which said as plainly as words
Could haye done, that his presence this
aTSt time since their troubles had
swakened recollections of all the sad
“enes through which she had lately
Passeq,
or When they arrived at home Susie

°Pt softly into Grandmother's room
sh tried to explain her feelings; but
s broke down in the attempt, and had
s good cry, which relieved her oppres-

", 50 that when she was called to
Tpper she was calm, and talked to
e:dd_}’ of his sister, * little Bride,” and

dmined hig goods with interest. She

Most wanted to purchase some of the
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trifles in his basket, only of course she
had no money.

After supper Jack was eagerly look-
ing over the things, not for himself,
however, but in the hope that he might
see something which would suit his
little friend, and yet be low enough in
Price to suit his own meagre purse as
well. At last he fixed upon a bright
blue ball of cotton thread, and a two-
penny thimble which Susie made him
very happy by accepting.

Jack Hunter was very fond of the
little orphan who had been so strange-
ly thrown amongst them, and was
never happier than when thinking of
some way to add to her comfort. His
loving brown eyes watched her tender-
ly as she went to and from the school
lest any accident should befal her,
Jack was a stout boy of thirteen, and
beside the little creature he protected
seemed quite a man. But he had no
wish to think a thought higher or older
than his small companion could sym-
pathize with,

Teddy went away next morning,
after assuring both "Alice and Susic
that if he should hear the least thing
about ‘“ Master Harry,” he would be
sure to let them know.

“It’s my belief,” he whispered to
Alice as he left, * there’s mischief
enough with Gordon, and I know he’ll
set Mr. Hyde against Master Harry,
so he’ll not be friendly, even if you get
him out of prison all right; for I
heard him tell Mr. Robinson they’d
found there had been lots of money
taken while he was the one to handle
the cash. I would not be afraid ‘to
take my oath that Gordon himself took
all was taken. But what’s a poor boy’s
suspicions without proofs, Miss Alice ?
Just nothing at all.”

Teddy had saved this last to say
just before leaving, knowing it weuld
tend to cast a gloom over both the
girls, and he wished to see them as
cheerful as possible during his stay.

The spring went by and the summer
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came on, and still Alice Barford toiled
on at her “teachers work,” as Teddy
called it, and notwithstanding her
determination to keep a cheerful spirit,
many a time she would have complete-
ly given way to her feelings but for the'
necessity of comforting little Susie!
The child was naturally of a sensitive
disposition, and the trouble she had
passed through threatened, at least so
Alice feared, to undermine her health.
Oftentimes she wept by herself, and
frequently was pale and unable to take
her meals. As the summer advanced,
however, she recruited a little, time
and kindness softening down her grief
somewhat.

Alice was much surprised that Seth
Wheeler should continue to persecute
her with “his attentions, which she felt
sure he must know were very distaste-
ful to her. She comforted herself with
the recollection that the term for which
she had engaged to teach the school
would soon expire, when she should
leave the place. In the meantime she
would endeavor to avoid young Wheeler
and his unwelcome devotion.

Alice’s intention was to go at once
to Albany and put herself under the
guidance of her good old friend, Mr.
Bennett, who had so kindly offered her
every assistance in his power. It was
now the middle of June, and in a few
more weeks she hoped to begin her
journey. Her friends in the * Greely
settlement” were all made acquainted
with herintentions ; and forthe most part
she had their sympathy and good wishes.

Little Susie begged hard to be al-
lowed to accompany her almost sister.
But bound on such important business
to them both, Alice felt she could not
be burdened with the child. :

Thus far Alice had succeeded beyond
her expectation in avoiding Seth
Wheeler, and was beginning to feel
herself almost rid of him, when all at
once she found herself alone in his
presence, and unable to put off listening

to his suit. . N
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One afternoon as she was returning
from a walk along the shady banks of
a small stream which ran at the back
of the Squire’s farm, a sudden turn
brought her in view of Seth. He had
an axe on his shoulder, and said he
had been repairing fences on the
Doctor’s back lot, and was just on his
way home.

There was something in his look
which made Alice feel that there had
been no fence-mending in the case,
and that he had contrived the meeting
to suit himself. There she was in that
quiet " place, half a mile from any
human creature—save the one she
loathed—and must hear what he had
to say.

As Seth poured out the story of his
love she was struck dumb by his
vehemence. Alice had had no idea (_)f
the strength of the passion which this
uncouth, disagreeable man had been
nursing for her. She tried in vain t0
interrupt him, and to speak of her en-
gagement to Harry Clifford. He
would not have listened, even had she
found voice to speak, but went on and
on. Alice would have rushed from
him, but he said she must hear him out-

“I've waited long enough for this
opportunity, and you never meant me
to have it,” he continued, ﬁercel,:’v
seeing nothing but refusal in Alice’s
face.

“I did not wish you to speak. I
did not wish to hear this. You kneV
my engagement, and I trusted yoU
would respect my feelings. I hoped
to leave the place without this, indee
I did. And if I were not bound t©
Harry Clifford, I could never marty
you! Now, Mr. Wheeler, I have bee?
compelled to speak plainly, surely yo!
cannot misunderstand me.” .

“I understand you perfectly, Alic®
Barford,” he returned, almost in a his”
sing voice, as if the words were red’
hot, and scorched his mouth. .
understand you, and I’ll learn to hat ¢
you for the words. You'll never 8¢

|



Nancy CArTER’S THEFT AND ITS CONSEQUENCES.

Clifford pardoned, be sure of that. I
hate him/ And Tl learn to hate
You”

When he turned from her his face
Was working strangely. He was en-
deavoring to calm the strife in his

eart, and to assume his usual “care-
f°l'~nothing ” bearing. He gave Alice
One look as he left which haunted her
for months. It was a revengeful look,
and told of the strongest love turning
to hate. She did not understand its
full meaning then, but she shivered
When she thought of it, and trembled
for hours aftershe returned to the house.

CHAPTER X.

Alice was very sad that evening, and
Us little Susie questioned her after
€y were in their room for the night.
“Where were you, Alice dear, after
School ?  What made you look so pale
and troubled when you came in ? Was
" anything about poor Harry ?”

“I was walking by the little creek at
the back of the farm, darling,” she re-
Plied.  « Sometimes I like to go there.
One of the last walks I took with poor

arry was there, and I always think of
him when 1 visit the mossy rocks on
the bank, near to where the water be-
OW is still and quite deep. You re-

€mber the place, dear ?”

“Oh yes, Alice, I remember the
Place _; yeet place, where it is so plea-
Sant to think about good things,” Susie
Mswered quickly. “But, Alice,” she
cominued, ““there was more than that ;

O not put me off, tell me all, please.
L an sure there was more by your
IOOks_n

“Well then,” said Alice, “Mr.
eeler met me as I was returning, and

L wag Sorry to see him. You know I
322ted 30" be alone and think of Harry.
0d then he wanted me to say I would

arry him, and Jeave poor Harry in his
mlsCl-y.”

th
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“ But you wouldn’t listen to him, I
am sure you wouldn’t,” cried the child,
seizing Alice’s hand and pressing it
closely between her own, while her
whole countenance lighted up with a
look of trust. -

“No, darling, I would not; but Mr.
Wheeler is a violent man, and he said
some very bitter words that T do not
like to think of. Never speak of this,
Susie, to any one ; but he was SO en-
raged that I was almost afraid of him.”

“Oh, how dreadful | the ljttle girl
said, with a look of terror. ¢ Byt you
need not fear that I will tell anyone,
I don’t think it would do any harm if
Grandmamma knew ; but then Aunt
Sophy would be sure to find it out, and
talk it over with the Wheelers, as likely
as not.”

Susie had taken up Jack’s name for
Mrs. Greely and always called her aunt,
She dearly loved her, but young as she
was, had learned caution from Alice’s
teaching, and she added more emphati-
tically, “So you need not fear; no
one shall know a word of it. But dear
me ! T shall be so frightened when I see
Mr. Wheeler again,”

The very next evening Alice was sur-
prised by a call from Anna Wheeler,
accompanied by .her cousin Scth,
Anna looked her best, was in excellent
spirits, and chatted away with a great
deal of vivacity, It was seldom that
Seth offered her any civility, and when-
ever he did her spirits always rose.

Seth talked to the Squire about the
farm and made himself more than usu-
ally agreeable, speaking to Alice as if
nothing had happened, or as if he had
no recollection of what had passed be-
tween them on the previous day; and
in the course of the conversation he
took occasion to say that he had been
suffering from headaches for a week,
and that for two days past he had hardly
known what he had done or said.

Alice was thunderstruck ; she did not
know how to interpret this strange be-
havior on the part of Seth. Neverthe-
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less, she was very willing to forget the
unpleasant scene of yesterday, if such
was his pleasure, and though perhaps
she feared him somewhat less, she
trusted him none the more.

Seth spoke more pleasantly to Anna
than Alice had ever before heard him,
and on the whole, appeared perfectly
at ease. He even made a few trifling
remarks to Susie on her improved
looks, which, however, she scarcely
knew how to answer, and took his leave,
as it would seem, on the best of terms
with himself and all present.

Alice Barford pondered over this sin-
gular conduct on the part of her late
admirer long after little Susie was
sleeping quietly by her side. Was it
only a feint to throw her off her guard ?
or was Seth really doing his best to
forget. her, designing to gladden his
little cousin by transferring his affec-
tions to her ?

She fell asleep before coming to any
satisfactory conclusion, and awoke to
turn the subject over and over again on
the following day. It was all to no
purpose; she could make nothing out of
it. But she determined to be doubly
watchful, and leave results where all
her uncertainties were left—and safely
left.

Alice would have been very happy if
she could have had the advice and
sympathy of some friend at this junc-
ture.  As it was, none but the child had
her confidence. She could not speak
to Mrs. Greely; Marion Gray was no
more, or she would have been the con-
soler of Alice in these strange circum-
stances. She solaced herself with the
remembrance that only a few weeks
would intervene before she would be
on her journey to Albany, and with a
prayer for guidance through it all, she
took her way to the school-room at the
usual hour, but it was some time before
her mind regained its natural tone.

" Nothing of any moment occurred
during these few weeks. Alice met
Seth several times before her school-
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term finished. His manner was always
the same, as civil and friendly and
polite as it was in his gruff, bearish
nature to be. He never proffered her
the slightest attention or alluded to
what had passed on the bank of the
creek.

When Alice’s work was done at the
schoolroom her other preparations
were mostly completed for her trip.
Doctor Wheeler—everkindand thought-
ful—promised to take her money to a
village some twelve or fifteen miles
distant, and get it changed into small
notes convenient for her use in travel-
ling. Mr. Bennett’s gold pieces were
also given into his care, as they were—
at least so Alide thought, who knew
little enough of business or travelling—
more likely to slip from her em-
broidered silk pocket-book than paper
money.

There were three of these latter, ten
dollar pieces. All that remained in
her own hands after the Doctor left
was about five or six dollars.

Since Seth’s manner had so entirely
changed towards her Alice went back
and forth freely to Doctor Wheeler's.
Sometimes she almost thought he had
been, as he said, excited and violent by
reason of the headaches he had men-
tioned. He was now uniform in his
attentions to Anna, much to her joy
and her mother’s satisfaction.

Alice was to spend the evening of
this day with Mrs. Wheeler and Anna-
With much pleasure she had seen Sefh
pass the Squire’s about five o’clock in
the afternoon, and felt quite sure she
would be rid of his company for the
evening.  He was walking brisklys
and had his hat well pulled down over
his eyes, a fashion he had when par-
ticularly interested in his own thoughts-
OR this occasion he looked as if he
wished to hide them, whatever might
be their nature.

The Doctor's house was to be see?
from Squire Greely’s plainly, the dis*
tance between them being not more
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than a third of a mile, and the land
8ently sloping. The Squire’s was on
the higher ground. The little block
Cottage—the former residence of Mrs.
Clifford and her daughter—stood about

alf-way between the two houses, ona

Noll a little distance from the main

T™ad. It had never been occupied
Since Mrs. Clifford’s death, and Alice

ad always rather shrank from the

Place since that sad event.  But
'o-night she wished to look over
the self-sown flowers that had sprung

Up in the widow’s little garden, and

Perhaps to drop a tear over her own

lighted prospects the while.

owever that may have been, she

- turned aside on her wayto Doctor Wheel-
€r's,and ina moment or two was standing
4mong the neglected flowers and vines,
and thinking more of herself and her

Uncertain future than of the troubled

Past, It wasa sultry evening towards

the last of July, and the sun was just

ipping below the horizon when she

“htered the cottage grounds.

Alice was a brave-spirited, courageous
8irl, as we have said, but as the time
f her departure drew near she ex-
Perienced a dread of the undertaking,

d this evening as she stood. in the

garden walk among the stunted

Owers and the rank weeds, she began

' wish that she had committed the

air into Mr. Bennett’s hands, if in-
heed he would have undertaken it for

er,

A deep sense of her ignorance of the
Yays of the great outside world, of
Which she had seen so little, crept
Over her, and she doubted herself as

€ had never done before.

lice was decidedly a matter-of-fact
°rson, and no believer in presenti-

ent. A «forecast shadow” would

Ve seemed to her a thing to smile
But this night if her spirit had not
Ntered into the gloom before her,

3t shadow was on her brave heart ?

he remained in a deep reverie until
the twilight hour was nearly past, then
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hastily gathering a handful of the
dwarfed flowers she turned to retrace
her steps to the main road. It was
later than she had thought, and a sense
of loneliness oppressed her while she
quickened her pace away from the
lonely spot. It might have been fancy,
but she thought she saw a crouching
figure near a grove of young maples,
which stood at the back of the cottage,
just as she reached the road. She
instantly thought of Seth and his bitter
words, and with her heart beating
wildly, Alice hurried on to Doctor
Wheeler’s, where she found Mrs.
Wheeler and Anna still waiting their
tea for her.

Mrs. Wheeler said the Doctor would
not be back until late, and that Seth
had gone to hire men to help with the
remainder of the haying, and might be
out for an hour longer.

When once among friends again
Alice’s foolish fear—as she had called
it—quite left her. Whatever kept Seth
away she felt thankful he was not
there. She could enjoy her last even-
ing without the restraint which his
presence, since the scene by the river
side, always threw over her.,

Susie had begged earnestly to ac-
company Alice, but knowing the
Doctor would most likely be late, as he
had some professional calls to make on
his return, had been wisely counselled
to remain at home,

The evening passed away, and it was
eleven o’clock before Seth came in,
He went directly to his room, where he

remained about five minutes, and then
joined the family,

Cuarter XI.

Seth’s first words as he entered the
sitting-room after speaking to Alice,
were, ‘“How lateitis! Hasn’t Uncle
come ? "

Mrs. Wheeler quietly answered,
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‘“No, not yet,” while Anna appeared a
little startled and said :

“We did not think it was so late ;
surely he must be here in a few
minutes.” ,

Seth took a seat, telling his cousin
there was no doubt he would, and then
commenced talking to AuntRhodaabout
Tom Ross, the man he had been to en-
gage.

In about half an hour after Seth came
in there was a stir heard in the yard,
with a rumbling of wheels.

Seth sprang to his feet, exclaiming,
“There, Uncle has come ; 'l go and
take his horse | ”

“1 don’t hear your uncle’s voice,”
said Mrs. Wheeler, without rising from
her chair,

By this time Anna, who was her
father’s darling, began to feel uneasy,
and said in an alarmed tone :

“Do go and see, Seth. I wonder if
anything could happen to dear father
by the way?”

Seth answered quickly, and quite
gaily for him, “ Nonsense! what could
possibly happen? To be sure there
are some lonely spots in the forest-road,
but there is nothing likely to happen
to Uncle,” while her mother soothed
her by saying :

“ Hush, dear, nothing ever happened
to your father, and he’s been riding by
night and by day over the roughest parts
of the country since before you were
born.”

Thus reassured, Anna followed Seth
to the yard. Doctor Wheeler was no-
where to be seen, but his horse and gig
stood near the back door.

The reins were so entangled about
the horse’s feet and one of the wheels
of the vehicle that he must certainly
have taken fright had he not been the
most gentle and steady of beasts.

Anna gave a sharp scream when she
saw the reins about the wheel, and that
her father was nowhere to be seen,
which brought Mrs. Wheeler and Alice
to the door.
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“ Oh, father isn’t here at all,” she
cried, half-weeping, ““and Pompey is en-
tangled in the harness. Oh, do let us go
and find him ! ”

“Don’t take it so hard,” said Seth.
‘“ Pompey has likely come on and left
Uncle at old Paul Savage’s, down by
the Beaver Brook. You know he had
to stop there. The old man's wife is
hard sick. But we’ll go back with the
gig and sec. Come, Aunt Rhoda, you
and Anna get in and I'll walk along by
the side. I daresay we shall meet him
coming on foot before we get half way
to Savage’s.”

Seth appeared a little excited, Alice
thought, though he neither looked at
her or spoke to her after the horse came
into the yard. In a moment they were
gone and Alice was left alone. As she
passed along the narrow front entrance
or hall by which Seth had come in, and
which led to the little room where they
had all been sitting, she saw a bit of
dark cloth, as she supposed, lying on
the floor and crumpled as if by the
weight of a heavy foot. She conjec-
tured it to be some article that Mrs.
Wheeler or Anna had dropped in their
haste; but on examining it by the
light of the candle she discovered that
it was a black crape veil, doubled, in
which several pins were sticking as if
it had been used to cover a person’s
face closely.

Alice started, and turned pale. She
knew the veil belonged to Mrs.
Wheeler; but how could it have come
there ?  As she looked it over she be-
came faint and sick, for there was 3
damp spot in the centre of the folded
crape as if wet with human breath!
Alice was not naturally suspicious, but
it instantly flashed across her mind that
Seth had been out all the evening, that
Seth knew almost the whole of her
savings—her all, was in the Doctor’s
keeping that night, and that Seth had
said he would learn to hate her, Could
this be what his reven geful look '}ad
meant ? Could this be what he in-




Nancy CARTER'S THEFT

tended when he said she would never
8et Clifford’s pardon ?

Alice now trembled from head to

foot. Her brain whirled while she
Maggered to the outside doors and
Made them fast. It was well for her
at she was alone and had time to
€lm her feclings. She could even
Pray in her distress that she might not
Disjudge anyone. When she had a little
Tecovered her composure she carefully
T®Moved the pins and folding the veil,
:id it on achest of drawers which stood
' one corner of the room-—not in a
conspicuous place, but not hidden, and
€n she sat down to wait.

Oh what heart-breaking anguish she
thdured! and once she murmured :
‘My poor Harry! Is this the end of
A my toil for him ? Can it be that I
M doomed to be thus disappointed ?”
Owever satisfied she might be in
own mind that Seth Wheeler was
Yorking against her, she knew she
fould never prove it—could never say it,
"d what would become of her if her
©ars were substantiated by the Doctor’s
Yord ?  Another fruit this of Nancy’s
Night's work |

lice’s fears were to be fully con-
™Med. When she heard the sound of
Wheels angd voices again she hastened
O unbar the doors. Once she spoke
Aoud 16 make sure she could command
. T Voice, for her throat seemed parch-
g, and she still felt faint and giddy.

“Father is safe !” cried Anna, burst-
"8 into the house. “Dear, Alice,
ather is safe ! but oh ! such a dreadful
ri 8 has happened! He has been
t°bbed1 Only think, robbed down in

h ¢ dark woods not three miles from
Ome!n

her

m“ Oh,” cried Alice, feeling that she
d ust say something. ““Oh, how very
Teadfy] | »»

. ““ Dreadfy] indeed for you, my poor
8> saiq the Doctor.  “ Your pocket-
- is gone as well as my own purse.”
lice’s Jast hope was now gone and

€ worst fears realized. In vain she
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endeavored to speak asecond time—her
lips refused to move.

The family all saw her distress and
endeavored in various ways to comfort
her.  The Doctor declared he would do
all in his power to discover the thieves
and get her money back, or failing to
do this, would help make up the loss.
Seth echoed his uncle’s words in a bois-
terous manner, while Mrs. Wheeler and
Anna spoke low words of loving sym-
pathy which touched the poor girl’s
heart, though still she could not speak.

Doctor Wheeler was certain there
must have been two of the robbers ;
“for,” said he, *“ one could never have
done in the few moments all that was
accomplished. Pompey stopped, my-
self lifted out of the gig by a giant of a
man—at least for strength, for he car-
ried me as if I had been a baby after
he had stuffed a handkerchief into my
mouth so that I could not call ; though
I think I gave him some little trouble
at the first.  The one that robbed me
had a black covering over his face. I
could just notice this, though I could
see little enough in the dimness. I am
sure some one must have held Pompey,
for he never stirred until the whole was
done. They barely missed my watch.
Bless me! Rhoda, I never was in
such a state in al] my life. I cannot
half collect my thoughts to tell how it
all happened. Byt just as I was driving
down into the little dark dell half a
mile this side of the ‘Savage place’
the fellows jumped out of the bush.”

Alice recollected, while he spoke,
that Seth had the Doctor’s Pompey un-
der perfect control ; and that if he had
but touched the bridle the beast would
be sure to stand quiet. More and more
evidence !

Though Alice’s mind was busy she
still sat silent, the picture of despair.
Mrs. Wheeler began to be alarmed.

“Seth,” she said hurriedly, ¢ run
for Mrs. Greely. Don’t wait a minute.”

By a great effort Alice spoke.

“It would be foolish to alarm Mrs,
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Greely,” she said, in a weak and trem-
bling voice. L

“No, no,” said Seth, briskly, Tl
go right over;” and before Alice
could expostulate further, he turned to
leave the room.

At that moment the veil, so neatly
folded, caught his eyes. For an
instant he changed color, then walked
hastily up to the chest of drawers; and
when Alice gathered courage to look
that way after Scth had left the room,
the veil was nowhere to be seen. Poor
Alice had no doubt it would be found
safely at the bottom of Mrs. Wheeler's
birchen bark band-box when that good
woman should next require it.

All were so busy in trying to soothe
her that no one had noticed Seth’s
movement, or that anything had been
removed from the chest of drawers.

“Don’, don’t,” cried the Doctor,
‘“ My poor girl! don’t give way so. I
know it is a.terrible disappointment,
but we will—indeed we will—try to
make up at least a part of your
loss.”

What could Alice say? The loss of
money could never have given her this
shock. She could not tell her suspi-
cions to a living creature, and really,
she had nothing to say.

This, then, was the beginning of Seth
Wheeler’s revenge! What would the
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end be? She shuddered as she asked
herself .the question. Oh how she
longed to be alone that she might try
to realize what had occurted, and form
some plan by which she might be freed
from the unjust wrath of this unprin-
cipled villain, who, with, his manner
so upusually smooth, was deceiving
every one,

Oh that she could fly from him ! But
alas! her money gone, alone in the
world, burdened with the guardianship
of Harry’s sister, and almost penniless,
what could she do ?

As we have said, Alice’s was a stir-
ring, striving nature, and even from
these depths she longed to be doing.

Alice had not spoken after Seth went
out. She sat silently pondering
scarcely knowing what was said to her.

The first relief she experienced was
when little Susie threw her arms aroun
her neck, crying bitterly over this new
trial.  Alice’s tears began to flow freely;
her heart no longer seemed bursting,
and she recovered her voice.

Seth had alarmed the Squire and
Mrs. Greely, and Susie would not be
prevented from accompanying them.

Those refreshing tears soon quite
restored Alice, and she could listen
calmly to the Doctor’s story, which he
told over and over for the benefit of
those who had rushed to the place.

(70 be continued.)




MARGARET'S VICTORY.

BY ELIZABETH DYSARY,

The soft, mellow light of an October
SUnset filled the silent school-room,
and lingered lovingly over the bowed
heaq of Margaret King, the teacher.
But she did not heed it.

. “ Twenty-four to-day,” she was say-
Mg to herself, « Scarcely more than
2 third of the days allotted to man, I
Onder if I must wearily drag myself
thrOllgh all these years alone—alone !”

She lifted her head and her eye fell
on 3 little dog’s-eared book and a tiny
dunch of flowers on her desk. Her
3Ce lighted up at the sight ; and she
Said aloud,

“How foolish of me to feel like
thigy will devote myself to teach-
Me—make it my life-work.” Her eyes
l‘:ent back to an open letter in her

p

“No, Percy,” she said, laying her
Caressingly on the closely written
%8e, “ I cannot love you as such a
goble-souled man deserves to be loved,
to. 70U must go on alone. I am sorry
%9, she went on to herself. <« He is
tg°°d and true, and could give me
OS¢ luxuries for which, even yet, I
Metimes sigh.”
fol 8ain her head went down on her
silde arms, and there was a long
awence. Then she slowly rose and put
hoa}’ her books and prepared to go
S saying as she did S0,
trye . 218aret King, I hope you are too
You. - Woman to give your hand without
ur heart.”
a‘:’ argaret King was the daughter of
8irlealthy man, and her childho'qd and
al]; 00d were spent in the midst of
ro luxuries wealth and love could
an dCure, Her father failed in business,
Soon after died, leaving her sole

protector of her invalid mother. This
was what people said when they came
to Mapleville, six months before our
story opens—Margaret, as teacher in
the village school, and Mrs, King as
nominal head of the small household,
although everything in and around
their snug little cottage was under the
control of Janet, a strong, warm-hearted
Scotch woman who had been their
servant in better days, and would not
leave them now. =~ Theirs was not
absolute poverty. Their house, though
small, was neat and tasty, and Mar-
garet still had her books and her
piano. But it was necessary that she
should teach to support herself and her
mother.

As she stepped inside the door of her
home, two plump, white arms were
thrown around her neck, and she was
almost smothered with kisses from a
pair of ripe red lips. She held the
little creature off for 3 good look
at her, and then folding her closely in
her arms she said,

“O Elsie, darling, you don’t know
what a treat this g1 When did you
come ?”’

“ This afternoon ;and here I've been
fretting and fuming, and dying to see
you, until I’ve nearly driven auntie out
of her senses, Why didn’t you come
home when that horrid old school was
done ? I saw the children go home an
hour ago.”

“ Staying to set copies, you know,”
said Margaret, demurely,

‘“Oh yes! T know what that means.
Indulging in your old habit of building
castles in the ajr.”

“Well, you know my castles are all
in the air now, so you need not grudge
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them tome. But I must go to mother.
Come in.”

“Not I. She’ll scold me for the

way I have been going on the last hour
or two, because you did not come.
She told me I was old enough to
exercise a little patience. Just as if
I knew anything about patience !

Margaret put another kiss on the
laughing mouth, and then went into
her mother’s room.

** Here’s trouble,” said Mrs. King in
a peevish tone. * Elsie Gordon come
to stay—I don’t know how long; and
what I am to do with her when you are
gone to school, I’m sure I don’t know.”

The question was beginning to
trouble Margaret a little, but she only
said quietly,

I will see that she does not disturb
you, mother dear.”

Mrs. King always retired to her own
room immediately after tea, so the
cousins were left to themselves. Elsie
put Margaret in a great easy chair
drawn invitingly near to the fire, and
drew an ottoman to her feet, on which
she seated herself, saying,

“Now, Margie, tell me everything
that has happened since I-saw you.
Remember you are not to skip any
important passages.”

““ There has nothing happened, Elsie,
dear, only we moved here, and I have
been teaching day after day, and I like
it, and am going to be an old maid and
teach on, ad infinitum.”

A peculiar smile crept over the
saucy, upturned face, as she said,

¢ That makes me think—may I ask
you something, Margie ?”

¢ Certainly.”

“Did you get a letter from Percy
Hammond ?”

“ Yes.”

* May I congratulate you? He got
your address from me, and gave me a
hint of what he meant to write.”

“No,” said Margaret, slowly ; “I do
not love him, and so I could not say
‘yes’ to what he asked me.”
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“ Margaret King! Did you refuse
Percy Hammond ? And he has cared
for you so long, and stood your friend
when reverses came and other friends
deserted you.”

“I know, Elsie. He has been like
a very dear brother to me, but no
nearer than a brother, ever. I could
not abuse his kindness by marrying
him when I do not love him.”

“Is there any other man’s face in

your heart P

‘“No, my dear,—never was.”

“Then I can’t see why you don't
love Aim.”

Elsie’s great black eyes were looking
dreamily into the fire now. Margaret
thought she had made a discovery con-
cerning the little woman’s heart, so she
said suddenly, o,

“ Elsie, why don’t yox marry him ?’

A scarlet flush mounted even to her
forehead ; but it faded away instantly:
and the saucy black eyes came fearless
ly back to Margaret’s face.

“I! T gave you credit for more
sense, Margie, than to think of such 2
thing. Have you replied to his let*
ter "

“Not yet. It came yesterday, and]
thought it only just to him to take
time to think about it.”

“Then there’s a chance for poof
Percy yet. Let us change the subjeﬁt'
What sort of people have you got if
this little village ? It is a pretty place-

“Yes, I think a lovelier spot coul
scarcely be found. Very nice people
too, so far as I know them. I am onlf
really acquaintéed with one or tw0
families, though.”

*“Tell me about them.”

“Well,” said Margaret, weaving hef
slender fingers in and out amon§
Elsie’s thick black curls, « 1 will begi®
with our neighbor across the street—
Mrs. Ross. She is a widow, quité f:'
stately old lady, but kind at her heart-

“Is it that gray old stone hous®
with all the scarlet maples round it

“Yes; and you should see the quan”
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titics of flowers they have in summer.
Octor Ross used to bring a bouquet to
Mother every day.”
“ Who is Doctor Ross ?
You said she was a widow.”
“So she is, my dear. Doctor Ross
Is her son—a tall, dark, silent sort Qf
Man, with a face that freezes you. His
Yoice is very musical, though. Itisal-
¥ays a wonder to me how he came to
ave such a voice. He has attended
Mother ever since we came here.”
“ Married ?” said Elsie, succinctly.
“Well, no,” laughed Margaret ; “that
IS, he is a widower. 1 should judge he
ad been cheated of his happiness, and
Yould never try matrimony again.”
“ Do you talk much with him ?”
“None at all, —I seldom see him. He
llsllally makes his visits when I am in
schOOl,"
“Well, I shall talk to him, and when
L come to know what he is like, T'll tell
You, my dear. Are there any taverns
€re ?” she asked, suddenly turning

I thought

Way from the subject.
“Yes, one. I never pass it without
2 shudder.”

Elsie crept up nearer and put both
WS round her.
“ Do you ever hear from
$he asked in a whisper.
“No. Why do you ask me that ?”
“1 saw him the other day.”
“ Elsie |
_“Yes, don’t faint or anything, Mar-
8e. I'm such a little fool I don't
"OW how to tell anything as I ought ;
% I came on purpose to tell you.”
“Tell me then,” and M argaret’s pale
Ce grew paler as she listened with her
%2 bent forward and both hands
Uightly clasped over her heart.
“ apa and I were in Ottawa, and I
Vag Walking down Sparks street when
© came out of the Russell House and
Met me. 1 was so astonished that I
:tood stock-still for a minute. He
\Med to walk with me, and his first
il“estion was, ‘Would there be a row if
Vent home >’ He had not heard a

poor Tom ?”
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word of uncle’s death, or anything.
He wouldn’t believe it—the failure I
mean, until papa told him it really was
true. He asked where you were, and
I told him in an out-of-the-way country
village somewhere, trying to live
cheaply. Iadded that he ought to hunt
you up and help you.”

“OElsie! Why did you do that 2"

“ Just because 1 was so afraid he
would take it into his head that you
might have a few spare dollars for him.
When I put it in that light, he swore a
great round oath that you should never
see him again, and I sincerely hope you
will not. I chanced to see” his name
reported at one of the New York hotels
since then, so I hope he’s safe off.”

“Was he sober 7.

*Not quite, but not very drunk.”

“O Elsie! You don’t know what
an awful thing it is to have such a
brother.” )

“No, I don't quite know ; but I do
feel this through you, Margie dear.”

Let us look at the two cousins as they
sit before the fire, each absorbed in her
own sad thoughts. Elsie Gordon was
the youngest child, only daughter, and
much-loved pet of , wealthy lawyer.
She was very beautiful just now, with
the fitful firelight playing over her face.
Great luminous black eyes; heavy
masses of curling black hair; a rich,
dark complexion, relieved by the ripe
red lips, and the color that came and
went with every varying emotion, and a
small almost childish figure, and you
have Elsie Gordon’s picture. Margaret
was tall and slight, with a pale, pure-
looking face; dark gray eyes that grew
almost black when she was excited,
and a wealth of bright chestnut hair
brushed back from a low broad fore-
head.  Altogether she looked as if she
had more mind than heart. Yet it was
plain she could feel, for every feature
Wwas quivering with pain.now.

They sat so for a long time, Mar-
gatet’s whole thought centred upon
Tom; but Elsie’s wandered to another
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subject. This little woman had her
secret that she guarded most jealously.
Down in her warm, true heart she loved
Percy Hammond, and she was think-
ing of him now. The result of her
musings was a settled resolution to use
all her influence with Margaret—and
she had more than anyone else—to
persuade her to listen favorably to
Percy’s suit. She loved them both
dearly, and she said to herself, 1
should be so glad to see them happy;
and as for me,” with a little sigh, «“1
have papa, and that ought to satisfy any
girl.”

The days went by until four weeks
had passed since Elsie Gordon came to
Mapleville. Mrs. King had not found
the task of entertaining her so hard as
she had anticipated, liaving been won-
derfullyassisted therein by Doctor Ross.
He brought her books, he took her for
drives through the country, now made
gloriously beautiful by its rich antumnal
dress, and seemed to make a study of
ways and means of entertaining her.

If the truth must be told, he was not
altogether unselfish in his attentions.

Contrary to all his previous inten-
tions, for he had firmly resolved never
to take to himself another wife—con-
trary to his better judgment even, Allan
Ross, M.D., had fallen hopelessly in
love with Margaret King. He knew
enough of the world and of human
nature, to suppose that this little city
lady, accustomed to flattering attentions,
would not misunderstand his conduct,
and he was not disappointed in her.
Little by little, almost without her

" knowledge, he drew from her Margaret’s
whole history, saving that she had a
prodigal brother. She had inadver-
tently mentioned Percy Hammond’s
name; shehad meanttokeep thatto her-
self. But he made her tell him the
whole story—how Margaret had writ-
ten to him, kindly and gently refusing
his offer; how he had replied, asking
her to think about it three months be.
fore giving her final answer, hoping

MARGARET'S VicTORY.

that in that time she could learn to love
him.

Allan Ross spent a sleepless night
after that. He had fought with all his
might against his love for the village
school-teacher, saying over and over to
himself that no woman was worthy of
entire trust; but every time he saw the
pale, pure face, his strength grew less.
Elsie knew it well. He scarcely cared
to hide it from her, feeling instinctively
that his secret was safe with her. And
Margaret ?  Nothing was farther from
her thought than that he cared at all
for her.  She was glad he amused Elsie
—that was all. He was at the house
every evening, and she played when he
asked her to, and sang old songs with
that wonderfully full, rich voice of hers
that thrilled him to his heart's core;
and he looked at her as she sang, with
a hungering look in his deep brown
eyes that no one saw but Elsie. When
she had finished, she would resume her
seat by the fire, and her book, while
they sat silent over the chess-board—
that never-failing source of amusement-
He was very often check-mated ; for his
thoughts, and his eyes too, would wan-
der to that quiet figure in the ingle-
nook.

Sometimes, but very rarely, she
talked with them. The chess-board
had a rest on those evenings, and he
gave himself up to the enjoyment of it
and went home to curse himself for 2
fool to expose himself to her fascina-
tions. .

He was musing over the dilemma in
which he found himself one day when
Elsie Gordon rushed in, crying excited!ys

“Dr. Ross, auntie is—Oh I think sh€
is dying, and Margie’s at school—do
come quick.”

He went with her, and found M5
King, not dying, but in a terribly dcath-
like swoon.  All that night those three
sat by the bedside and watched an
waited, expecting the dread shado¥
people call Death. But it did not
come ; and there succeeded long, wear”
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Some days and nights of intense suffer-
ing to the invalid, and sore trial of
Patience to Margaret ; for her mother,
always irritable, had grown terribly un-
Teasonable and exacting now. Elsie
Went home, and she was left alone with
faithful Janet.

One day, a clear, bright day in early

€cember, Janet insisted on her taking
a walk, declaring she would be ill next
if she did not take more fresh air.

How wellMargaret King remembered
that day to the end of herlife! The
Clear, frosty air invigorated and re-
.Teshed her, and she seemed to draw
M new life with every inspiration. As
she was returning, she called at the
Post-office. There were several per-
Sons in, and as she waited her turn to

€ served, the musical ring of a well-
Nown voice caught her ecar. She list-
ned and heard him say,

“No, Dr. Lynn, I cannot agree with
You there. I believe in alcohol asa
Medicine, I prescribe it—in fact, I use
't myself when I think I need it.”

“How often does a strong, healthy
Man like you need it 7

“You must allow me to judge that
lor myself,” said Dr. Ross, stiffly.

“Allan Ross, I am an old man, and
Your father's best friend. Do let me
Yarn you before it is too late. You as
a Physician, are responsible, not only
Or yourself, but for your patients also.”

“1 do not consider that I am endan-
8cring either my patients or myself,” and

€ passed out without seeing Miss King.

As she was turning to go, she met
M acquaintance who detained her a few

Oments with kind enquiries for her
Wother.  She started homeward witha
trange heaviness at her heart, very
nlike the feeling of exhilaration she
ad felt a few moments before, and she
ould not at all tell why.

“It must be because I had to tell
My, Lake how poorly mother is,” she

3s thinking, when that same musical
20ice attracted her attention again.

'S time it came through the open

C
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door of the bar-room she was passing,
and was saying,

“ A good, stiff glass of brandy, Con-
nor. It's a cold day, and I've a long
drive to take yet.”

She stopped, feeling as if she could
not go on, and saw him drink it and
come out.

He came eagerly toward her, took
her hand in his, looking steadily down
into her eyes with a look that burned
into her very soul, and then went on
without a word.

Her brain recled and whirled SO
that she could notthink, until she found
herself at home and in her own room.
That look told her that Allan Ross
loved her.  She did not doubt it more
than she doubted her cxistence. Her
eyes had suddenly opened to another
facttoo. She knew by the sharp, sting-
ing pain at her heart that she loved
Allan Ross, and the revelation ‘brought
with it a feeling of humiliation almost
unbearable,

“That I, Margaret King, should give
my love to any man unsought, and that
it should come to me just when I saw
him do what must of itself separate us
forever.—Oh ! this is too much,” and in
the bitterness of her pain, Margaret
King cursed the day she was born.

Mrs. King was comparatively quiet
all night, and as Margaret watched
alone with her, she brought her writing-
desk and wrote to Percy Hammond.

“No hope for poor Percy now,” she
said, bitterly. « Allan Ross’ dark face
comes between me and all happiness.
I dare not marry any other.”

Then she wrote to Elsie, telling her
to be kind to Percy. She did not know
how little her injunction was needed.

The next morning she was utterly
exhausted, and when Dr. Ross came
in for his accustomed visit he found
her with her head leaned wearily
against the back of her chair, and not
a vestige of color even in her lips.

““Miss King—Margaret—you are ill,”
he said.
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The sight of that face, usually so
dark and stern, now bent so lovingly
toward her, sent a quick pain to her
heart, and she rose to her feet, clasped
her hands over her heart, and with a
cry sank back into her chair.

He lifted her in his arms, and put-
ting her on a sofa in the next room,
rang for assistance. Before it came,
he grew wild with alarm. He l—usually
coolness itself.

“ Good Heavens !” he said, as a new
scrvant, who had come to Janet’s
assistance, came in, *“ she’s dying—Do
something for her, can’t you ?”

The girl applied some simple restor-
ative, and Margaret presently opened
her eyes and looked wonderingly
around.

*“ Bring a glass of wine,” he ordered.

Susan brought it, and too weak to
know or care what it was, she drank it
all as he held the glass to her lips.

Then she sat up, and pushing back
her hair with both hands, she said
slowly,

“Dr. Ross, what was it you gave
me 7"’

*“ Only a glass of wine.
you know.” .

“Only a glass of wine !” She said
it over and over as if to herself, Only
a glass of wine! May God forgive
you tor what you have done! I had
rather it had been poison.”

All that day she kept her room.

Mrs. Ross was sent for to take her
place by her mother’s bedside.

My bairnie’s il],” Janet said apolo-
getically, *“ and naebody but mysel’ can
please her, ye ken.”

All day long she begged and pleaded
with Janet for wine, for brandy.—* Any
thing that will stop this craving,” she
said piteously.—“O Janet! The devil
in me is roused—what shall I do ?”

‘“Pray, my bairnie, pray. Gin the
guid Lord doesna help ye, na mortal
can. And he will. I ken it as weel as
if T saw it wi’ my own e’en. Pray,
Miss Margaret, dear.”

You fainted,
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“You pray, Janet; I can’t.”

“ Get down upo’ your knees then,”
and she knelt, and Janet poured out
earnest, heart-felt petitions for - this
poor child, cursed with inherited sin.

Toward night she fell asleep, and
Janet sat at her bedside and muttered
to herself,

“ My puir bairnie! Gin I had been
there, this wouldna have happened.
Thae doctors will be meddlin’ wi’ what
they ken naething aboot.”

When she had seen Margaret in bed
for the night, she fitted the key into
the door as if to lock it.

“You need not lock me in, Janet,”
said Margaret, wearily. “I am quite
myself now. I think the trouble is all
over for this time.”

When she was left alone she rose
and wrapping a heavy cloak about her,
she opened her Bible and read—eager-
ly as a thirsty man looks for the spring
in the desert. 1In her eager search fof
comfort she saw these words —«To
him that overcometh will I grant to sit
with me on my throne, even as I also
overcame, and am set down with my
Father in his throne.”

With a groan she closed the book-
“To him that overcometh—" * Ah!
yes,” she said, “but shall I ever ove’,;
come ? Father above, have mercy!
Again she opened the Bible and read :
—‘“And if any man sin, we have an
advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ
the righteous.” .

“That is what I want,” she said’
and kneeling down with the opeP
book before her, and her finger on the
precious words, she claimed the office
of this advocate between her offende
God and her sin-stricken soul. Sh€
asked with childlike simplicity that God
would forgive her sins because Jesu$
Christ the righteous had died t©
purchase pardon forher ;and so the dov®
of peace settled down upon her. Sim”
ply, trustingly, she had believed the
promise, and now she had a feeling ©
wonder that she could look up to th€
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8reat Father without fear. The barrier
sin had built up, had been broken
down, and peace, sweet as it was
strange to her, came into her soul.

Suddenly a great fear fell upon her.

“I believe my sins are pardoned,”
she said; “but if I am tempted so
again, will it not be the same thing
over again 7 Oh! I wish I had some
lalisman against this evil” She
Mechanically opened the Bible that lay
in her lap, and read ;:—

“Thou wilt keep him in perfect
Peace, whose mind is stayed on thee :
because he trusteth in thee” How
like rain upon the parched earth those
vords were !

“I can do that,” she said humbly.
‘I can trust. And itis not give peace,
but keep in peace. Ah! Lord, thy
80odness is past finding out.” And so
she lay down to rest, and sweet sleep
Stole over her weary frame, while
angels guarded her slumbers, and there
Yas joy in heaven over a repentant
Sinner,

The days went away slowly, but not
Mpleasantly to Margaret until it was

tistmas eve. She had not seen Dr.

0ss since that eventful morning.
€ had been called away by important
Usiness, and Dr. Lynn took charge
his patients.  Christmas eve he
sAme back and his first call was to Mrs.

'0g.  He found her dying, Mar-
8aret had no word, not a look even, of
"®cognition for him. Her whole being

3s centred in the thought that she
35 losing her mother—that mother

© had grown dearer to her in the

Werulousness of her illness than she
A ever been before, Just in the

8ray dawn, with a long-drawn sigh,
*oul ang body parted, and Margaret

Mg was motherless.
th ¢ funeral was over at last, and on

© evening of New Year's day Mar-
§aret s$at before the fire alone—God

her own heart only knew how
Much alone—in the wide, wide world.
A rng at the door startled her, and

ime, but I never loved her.

the next moment she rose to have her
hand taken by Dr. Ross, while his
brown eyes looked straight down into
hers.  She lifted her heart to God in
one wild, passionate cry for help, for
she knew that her hour of trial had
come,

‘“ Margaret,” he said, “you are all
alone in the world now.”

“You do not need to tell me that,
Dr. Ross; I know it only too well.”

“I did not come to tell you that,
Margaret King. I came to tell you
that I love you—Iove you as I never
loved mortal woman before.”

“Don’t I pray—don’t say any more,”
said Margaret, pleadingly.

“You must hear me. = Whatever you
have to say when I have done, you
must listen to me now. You wonder
that I say I never loved woman so be-
fore, but it is true. You know, I
suppose, that I once had a wife. I
swore before God’s holy altar to love
and cherish one of the most innocent
and guileless creatures that* ever man
took to his hecart. May God forgive
My mother
was anxious to see me marrped and it
mattered little to me, for I had never
loved any one; so I won her pure
heart, and made her my wife. She
died in my arms when we had been
married only a few months, loving me
to the last. I don’t think she ever
guessed how very far she was from
satisfying the craving of my heart.
For months your face has haunted me,
by day and by night. God knows I
tried hard enough not to love you, but
I own myself conquered. Every fibre
of my being thrills to the sound of your
voice—the touch of your hand in mine
sets my veins on fire. Margaret, I
don’t believe ever man loved woman as
I do you.”

She lifted her face from her hand,
which had covered it.

“Do you love me well enough to
leave me in peace—never to speak to
me again while we two live ?”
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“Too well, by half. I cannot leave
my darling in the cold world alone.
As my wife, you shall have the loving
care that you know you so much need.
Margaret, come |”

He passed his strong arm around
her and drew her towards him ; but she
sprang away from him, and with a low
moan her head dropped to the arm of
the sofa.

“ My precious darling !”

A shiver of pain swept over the slight
frame—that was all.

‘ Margaret, speak to me. For God’s
sake, look up and don’t let me think
you are dead.”

She lifted her great grey eyes, with a
haunted look in them, to his for a
moment.

“Oh ! Doctor Ross, in mercy leave
me; you don’t know how you torture
me. I dare notbe your wife. Now let
me go.” '

For answer, he put both arms round
her, and held her fast. For a moment
her womap’s heart pleaded hard for him
and for herself; then she struggled to
free herself, and he at once-released
her. She tried to speak, but the poor
pale lips quivered, and she could only
look dumbly up into the brown eyes
that held her in their fascinated gaze.

* Margaret, you dare not say you do
not love me; what else can keep us
apart ?”

As he spoke, he gently drew hertoa
seat beside him. She clasped her
hands tightly in her lap, and turning
partly away from him, said,

“Don’t touch me—don’t look at me,
and I will try and tell you. It ought
to be proof to you that you have
touched my heart closely, when I can
open this sepulchre for you to gaze into.
My father died, not as people said, of
heart-disease, but of— she paused be-
fore the terrible words would come—
““ of delirium tremens. 1 have a brother
wandering somewhere over the earth, a
wretched outcast—that too caused by
drink. But that isnot all. The curse
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has touched me. Five years ago, I
suddenly wakened to the knowledge
that I had acquired an appetite for it.
It was always on our dinner-table, and
I being delicate, my physician ordered
it for me and I took it: took it until 1
was—don’t shudder at the word—a
drunkard !

“ When I saw it, I quit the use of it a
once, and not a drop of anything that
could intoxicate has passed my lips
since, and I thought the demon in me
dead, until you gave me that wine ani
roused it again.”

‘“ Margie, darling,” he interruptec,
“you are weak andnervous, and are urr
necessarily alarmed at this. It is i~
possible that a pure woman like you—"

“Stop!” she said, her gray eye
fairly ablaze. “ Had I not to be lockel
in my room all that day? Had I not
to be held in bed part of the time!
Oh! I tell you it is no weak woman’s
fancy. The craving in me was SO
strong that I believe I would have sold
my soul for one glass more. Ask Janet
—she took care of me.”

“ Well, even granting it all, that does
not touch my love for you, nor your's
for me. Come to me, Margaret. Yog
will be safer with me than here alone.

“ A month ago I might have doneit3
for I think a strong, true, perfectly
sober man might help me, but I daré
not tryst you.”

The words were spoken firmly. Hef
weakness was past—she had conquered
herself. A flush of anger dyed hisdark
face; but it was only for a moment. |

“Tell me what you mean, Margaret,
he said very gently and tenderly. *
do not understand you.”

1 heard you advocate the drinki.ng
of intoxicating liquors ; Isaw you drin
a glass of brandy at the bar of a 1o¥
tavern.”

“ When ? Where” he asked in b¢”
wilderment.

“You do not remember that day 2°
well as I do,” she said, a dreamy 100
coming into her eyes.
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*“ Do you remember that you met me
in the street one day a little less thana
month ago, just as you came out of
Connor's ?”

“Ah! yes; I do remember think-
ing how pale and worn you looked, and

remember too the look I read in your
€yes, the first gleam of hope you ever
8ave me—indeed the only one. But
that one kept my heart warm all the
time I was gone.”

Margaret was annoyed that he would
fot see what she wished him to.

*“ Well, Doctor Ross, T dare not pro-
Mise to walk through life with a man
Who would be my worst tempter.”

““I would never tempt you, Margaret,
Never offer it to you. Believe me, I
Would have every respect for the fancy
You have about it.”

“Alas! it is no fancy,” she said,
Sadly, « But since you force me to say
', Tmust tell you that I would have
Constant fear for you. Oh! if you love
Me, give it up, Doctor Ross.”

e smiled down upon her, very
kindly, but as one might upon a child.

“There is no fear for me; I have
Perfect control of myself.”

“ Will it always be so ?”

“I think so. If I find myself in
da“ger, I can stop at any time, you

Now,”

“Stop now, then.”

“ Marg aret, you are unreasonable. I
am willing to comply with any reason-

le demand, but I cannot have a// my
*Ctidns controlled, even by the woman
Lloye »

“Then leave me.”

“Do you mean to refuse me ? ”

I must, unless you promise.”

hey ., Caught her in his arms, and held
T with a vice-like grip, while he whis-

Pered, his cheek resting on her head,

Woh ! Margie, my darling, my darling,
hy wily you break my heart | ”

¢ struggled away from him. -

d “*Can’t you see, Allan Ross, that in
oIng it T am breaking my own? In
erCy gO.”

€
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He walked slowly toward the door.
With the open door in his hand, he
turned and said,

“I may see you sometimes, Mar-
garet ?”

“No. Heaven helpme! I dare not
see you.  Don’t speak to me—don’t
look at me if we meet in the street.”

And so without a good-bye, he went
out into the bright starlight night,

The holidays over, Margaret again
took her place as teacher which had
been kept vacant for her during her
mother’s illness. Bravely she took up
the burden of her life—for it was a bur-
den, this living with all the light gone
out of her life save what shone upon
her from above. But that was not a
little. Not the uncertain, flickering
flame of human love, but a strong,
steady light that kept her—if not joyful,
at least in perfect peace,” as she had
asked. At first her path seemed hard,
but it daily grew easier, for she knew
she had done right. Then her interest
in the little people she was teaching
deepened, and life seemed worth living,
after all.

And Dr. Ross—was he happy ? Peo-
ple said he was darker, and more stern
and morose than ever; although none
guessed the cause but his mother,
Night after night, she lay listening to
his steady tramp in his own room until
long after midnight ; and sometimes she
heard the clink of glass that made her
shudder, for she was beginning to share
in Margaret’s fear. She went often to
sec Margaret, and once she ventured
to plead with her for her son, but to
N0 purpose. Since that New Year's
day he had attended church regularly,
morning and evening, every Sabbath,
and his mother argued favorably from
that,

Poor woman | She never guessed
his reasons. He moved his seat so that
he could see the choir, and feasted his
€yes upon Margaret King’s face, and
listened in a dreamy rapture, to the
maddening music of her voice that his
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quick ear could so easily distinguish
from the others. That hour in church
was the only happiness he had, and he
grew to wish there could be a Sunday in
the middle of the week. Sometimes
he met herin the street, but she never
looked at him.

When the June roses were in bloom,
there came a letter from Elsie Gordon,
in which she told Margaret that she was
Percy Hammond’s promised wife.

‘““He would never have cared at all
for me, Margie,” she wrote, * if you
had not refused him. But I think he
does really and truly love me now, and
I'am very happy. By-the-way, how is
that grave old Dr. Ross getting on ?
You never mention him in your
letters.”

And Margaret replied to the letter,
warmly congratulatimg both Elsie and
Percy, but never mentioning that grave
old Dr. Ross.

It was the third Sabbath in July—a
warm, bright morning, and Margaret
King stood before her mirror tying the
black ribbons that made her pale face
so much paler by contrast. She heaved
a sigh of relief as she said to herself,

‘“Four weeks of a holiday! How 1
shall revel in these old woods !”

A strange minister occupied the pul-
pit that day, and Mr. Small, the leader

of the choir, was particularly anxious

about the music. It fell to Margaret’s
lot to sing a long solo in the first an-
them. Her voice rose clear and sweet
as a bird’s, attracting all eyes to
her, until near its close her eyes wan-
dered for a moment over the faces up-
turned towards her, and she met Allan
Ross’eyes with the old, irresistible look
of love in them. Her voice faltered,
gathered itself up again, and then broke
entirely, and she satdown. The choir,

with great presence of mind, took up|

the anthem where the solo should have
ended, and finished it; but “that
sweetest voice of all” was not heard
again that day.

“ It was the great heat,” one of her
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friends declared ; ‘“and you know one
is so much hotter in mourning.”

But Dr. Ross knew better. It was
a day of triumph for him.  All day long
his heart kept whispering to itself,
“ She is mine still—heart and soul.”

He knew she would not go to church
in the evening, so he betook himself to
the woods instead of to the house of
worship. )

He was slowly following a path beat-
en by the patient cows in their daily

'walk to and from the spring, when he

came upon something that suddenly
stopped him. It was the figure of a
woman in black, sitting—almost ly-
ing upon a green bank, her head rest-
ing upon her folded arms on a moss-
covered log at her side, while her
whole frame quivered and shook as if
in mortal agony. A curious smile
half pain, half triumph, lighted up his
face for a moment ; then he came softly
to her side and bent over her.

¢« Margaret !”

There wasa world of tenderness i
that one word. She rose quickly to hef
feet, and stood .before him.

* Margaret, my own, why will you
torture your poor heart so ?”

She sat down upon the grass agaim
and covered her face with her hands.

He stooped over her, and taking he?
hands in his, lifted her to his side, sup”
porting her with his strong right arm-

“ Margaret, come to me and let m¢
make you happy. I would move head”
ven and carth to save you pain.”

“ Then stop drinking. 1 have
watched you all summer, and the habit
is growing upon you.”

He drew coldly away from her.

*“ So you saw fit to play the spy upo”
my actions! You must allow me t‘}
say, Miss King, that I consider myse}
capable of taking care of mysell. ~
am not ashamed to say I take my glas
of toddy at night. It ensures me z}
good night’s rest, and a little reli€
from the torturing thought of a woma?
I have blindly, madly loved ; and who
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for a mere whim, is breaking my heart
and her own. Margaret, we cannot

€ happy apart, and yet you will not
Come to me.”

“I dare not.”

For a moment their eyes met, neither
Showing any sign of yielding ; then he
tuned angrily away, and for the sccond
Uime they parted without a good-bye.

efore anather Sabbath came, the
Ouse Margaret King had occupied was
dorned with a big, staring card that
'old to all passers-by, it was, “ To Let ;”
and the Mapleville people had lost all
ace of the school-teacher, and her
3ithfu] servant, Janet. Bur Doctor
.98 made numerous visits to the city
N which her uncle lived, feeling sure
She was there, and hoping for at least
a sight of her face in the street.

“If I can see her,” he said to him-

Self, « T will promise anything she asks ;

U until I find her,” and he ground his
heel into the pavement,—* until I do

1d her, I shall keep to the only com-
Ot I have left.”  And he laid his hand
N his breast pocket, where he carried
a brandy flask.

Once thescarriage in which she was,
Passed him in the street, but he was
%0king in another direction after a
Ay whose hei ghtand carriage reminded

M of her, and so did not see her.
Y such mere chances do people miss
fach other!
Another day he called at Mr. Gor-
g"‘lts house and enquired for Miss King,
«king 2 good deal in his determination
.0 See her. The servant stared at him
wOlank amazement, and with a curt,
c She is not here,” shut the door. He
t}?u]d not tell whether she had been
°Te at all, so he gave up the search,
Wwent home,—he and his brandy
Ottle,
th He happened to be in Ottawa when
¢ House opened, and with a friend
himself in the crush in the gal-
They crowded and pushed him
€, not caring where he went, was
hear the front, when a glance

f°llnd
le

Until
Orced
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downward showed him a face, among
the ladies on the floor of the House,
that transfixed him. A perfectly color-
less face, shaded by masses of rippling
chestnut hair, with a patient, but pained
look about the sweet mouth.

“Do you see that lady in white, with
Mrs. Percy Hammond ?” said a gen-
tleman at his side to his companion.
He elbowed his way nearer the front as
he spoke.

“By Jove!
is she?”

“ Miss King, Mrs. Hammond’s cou-
sin. I never saw a handsomer woman,
but she is proud as Lucifer, with no
more heart than an iceberg.”

Doctor Ross smiled to himself as he
thought how little they knew of her
heart.

“Is she a relative of Tom King that
we had such a row with at the Russell
last night, I wonder? He's a gentle-
man—or was once.”

“Yes, his sister, [ am sorry to say;
but I daresay she does not know he is
intown. Poor Tom? He's a sad case.”

He heard no more, but never left his
position until Margaret King’s face was
no longer to be seen.

That night as he was preparing to
retire he heard a most uncarthly cry in
the next room, and then a confusion
and a heavy fall. He stepped out into
the hall, and heard some one say,

“ Go for a doctor—be quick.”

“Iam a doctor. What's wrong ?”’
he asked.

“Come in here.”

He went in, and found three strong
men holding, or trying to hold a writh-
ing, struggling man down to the bed.

“ We've been watching him all day—
been trying to kill himself,”” hastily ex-
plained one of the gentlemen. 1 am
afraid he has succeeded at last,” he
added, looking at the stream of blood
slowly oozing from a gash in his arm.

An examination convinced Doctor
Ross. that the wound, of itself, need not
produce fatal results. But it was so

She’s a beauty, Who

o
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difficult—indeed almost impossible to
keep him quiet, that he feared the worst.

Very gently, remembering all the
time that he was Margaret’s brother, he
dressed the wound. Weakened and
quieted by the loss of blood, he lay as
helpless as an infant, and sending away
the crowd that had gathered round the
door, the doctor prepared to spend the
night alone with him. He slepta little,
an uneasy, half-waking sleep, and his
watcher studied his face as he dozed.
It must have been a remarkably hand-
some face once; but dissipation had
left its terrible brand on every feature.
A strong feeling of repulsion came
over him as he looked at it, and then
he caught himself wondering if any
one would ever look so at him.

‘I never was handsome,” he said to
himself. “What a beast I would be, if
I should get like that!1” He rose softly
and went to the mirror. He was hor-
rified to find, as he thought he did, some
traces of the curse in his own face.

“It is only that ghastly lamp,” he
muttered as he went back to his seat,
but still it made him uneasy.

Suddenly the patient opened his eyes
—dark gray eyes very like those Doctor
Ross remembered so fondly—and asked
in a whisper,

“ Do you ever drink brandy ?”

Hestarted, but answered composedly.

“I suppose you want some, but I
cannot give you any. It might be
death to you.”

“No, I don’t want it—not that I fear
death much ; it can’t be worse than this
life.  But do you ever drink it ? ” try-

ing to raisc himself on his elbow as he
spoke.
“ Yes, sometimes,” he answered

carelessly.  Doctor Ross was above pre-
varication.

‘ Did you ever have the blue devils ?”
his questioner went on.

“What do you mean ?” gaid Doctor
Ross, haughtily.”

Tom King laughed a low, unmusical
laugh.
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“So you don’t know what I mean?
You will, though, if you keep on drink-
ing brandy. That's the way I found
out all about the blue devils. When I

whiskey—anything that would make meé
drunk. It was rum I had been drink-
ing the first time I saw His Satanic
Majesty—Good God! what a night
that was!” and again that low, hard
laugh echoed through the room.

Doctor Ross began to feel uncom-
fortable, and he reached for his medi
cine case.
began sifting a fine white powder int0
a glass. Tom King looked over his
| shoulder, and read * Hydrate of Chlo-
ral ” on the label.

“You are not fixing that for me, Doc-
tor.”

“Yes, it is your medicine.”

“Well, I don’t require it, thank you
I suppose you think I don’t know what
it is. I'm not going to sleep—I'm
going to keep you company for oné
night. Perhaps it is my last, and I'®
seized with a strong desire to deliver 2
temperance lecture. Come and sit
down.” ‘

The gray eyes were fixed pleadingly
upon him now, and he could not resist
them, so he resumed his seat close t0
the bedside. )

“Do you sce this?” said the sick
man, drawing a handsome flask from
under his pillow. “ The stuff that has
gone through this, has ruined me, sott

and body. Have you a mother or sis*
ter ?”’

“I have a mother,” said the Doctof
shortly.

“Sohad I once, and a sister~—ange]s
they were, too ; but this cursed whiskeY
lost them to me—lost me everything:
even my manhood and my soul.” AR
then in broken tones, with many a bit”
ter oath interspersed, he told A“an
Ross the story of his wasted, ruine
life, following his downward cou‘f‘Se
step by step ; * until now,” he said, )
am at the bottom, I can sink no lower:

couldn’t get brandy, I drank gin, rum,

Taking a bottle from it, he |

1
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In the morning Doctor Ross sent a
1ote to  Percy Hammond’s office, tell-
g him he feared Tom King had not
Many days to live, and asking if Miss

illg' would like to see her brother.

or answer, Mr. Hammond brought
Margaret herself. She gave the Doc-
°f her hand without meeting his eyes,
3 he opened the ‘door of Tom’s room
Ot her, saying simply,
“Let me go in alone, please.”
Reverently the two men stepped aside,
"d'shepassed in. Mr. Hammond went
Way, and for a long time Doctor Ross
Pt guard in the hall, busily thinking
oVer the history of that poor wrecked
life that had been left bare to his gaze.

t last, Margaret opened the door.

“Doctor,” she said, “I think he
%Ught to have something. Wil you get

¢ his medicine ?”

. As he came in, Tom King’s eyes,
lighteq with something akin to hope,
Yere lifted to his face, and he said
Cagerly,
“Oh! Doctor, how can I ever thank
Yog sufficiently for sending for Margie ?
thought I had killed her years ago.
€an’t tell you how precious a sight of
®r face is to me!”
L “And to me,” Doctor Ross could
e added, but he did not.
thThrough the remainder of that day
°S¢ two watched in the sick room.
i Doctor scarcely spoke at all, leav-
J& the brother and sister to themselves.
Ie::Vening came on, Tom grew rest-

th“ Can I do anything for you?” said
¢ Doctor, coming to his side.
t “VYes, if you will. I like you, Doc-
&nré romise never to touch this bod’y
toq 0l destroying poisonagain. It's
O late for me now, but not for you.
" you grant a dying man’s request ? ”
grDOCtor Ross trembled, and his lips
s:w White, but his voice was firm as he
M, 1w '
¢ :Ils €yes met Margaret’s as he gave
8iv, Promise, and she felt that it was
®N as much to her as to her brother.
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She walked to the window and the
Doctor came and stood at her side.

“It will be a,terrible struggle,” he
said ; “I don’t know if I can conquer ;
but I will or die in the atlempt.”

“Do not try in your own strength,
Doctor Ross. Ask God’s help.”

“Do you think He would help sucha
wretch ?”

“I know he will. Remember, I
have been over this ground,” and her
voice grew unsteady at the recollection.
‘“He is a strong tower and a rock of
defence.”

* Did prayer help you?” he asked,
almost in a whisper.

‘It was everything to me. I was—
oh! so weak; but the Lord was, and is
my strength, and I conquered com-
pletely. Since I saw you, I have not
tasted, and I have no longer that
craving for it.”

“ Thank you; you don’t know how
you have helped me, Pray for me.”

“Be sure I will, every day, every
hour.”

Mr. Hammond came for Margaret
then, promising to bring herback earlyin
the morning.  Doctor Ross went to his
room early, leaving his patient quiet
and inclined to sleep. About midnight
he was roused by a rap at his door and
a frightened exclamation,

*“ Doctor, do come at once.”

The first sight that met his eye on
going into the sick room was a pool of
blood on the floor, while it was spurt-
ing in jets from the arm of his patient
that hung over the bedside. One look
at the pallid face told him it was too
late to do anything.

“It’sallover, Doctor,” he said feebly.
“ Poor Margie! God bless her.”
There was a quick gasp, one or two
hard-drawn breaths, and poor Tom
King’s wrecked life was ended.

Dr. Ross took the early train for
home. He feltthat he needed rest and
quiet for the battle before him. He
told his mother all, and going to his
own room, he poured into the fire every

’
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drop of liquor he had there, Then,
almost for the first time in his life, he
prayed. It was a wild, incoherent
prayer that God would help him now.
So merciful is our God that the feeblest
cry for help, put up in sincerity and
faith, never remains unanswered.

It was, as he had told Margaret it
would be, a terrible struggle ; but he
never flinched. Day after day he
fought his enemy, never allowing him-
self to taste, or even look at it, if he
could avoid it. When the temptation
grew too strong for him, he locked him-
self into his room and prayed. He
never forgot Margaret's advice. He
studied the Bible too, and little by little
he learned to make the promises his
own. He could not receive them at
first with childlike simplicity as she
did ; but he came, in time, to grasp
them with a firm faith that seldom fal-
tered. And so he conquered. He was
not a man to do things by halves, so
he banished it from his prescriptions,
and lost no opportunity of advocating
—not so much temperance, as total ab-
stinence.

are many such, it is the only safe
course.”

As'might be expected, he met with
scoffs and jeers. Itinjured his practice
too ; but he did not alter his course,
and he had the satisfaction of knowing
that his influence saved some from the
ruin to which they were tending.

Some of his old and best friends,
too, who had latterly employed another
physician, now came back to him, and
told him that now that he had become
a sober man, they had rather trust him
than any other.

The summer with its burning heats,
passed, and September with its cool
hazy, dreamy days came. It was a
glorious Sabbath morning, and Mar-
garet King had taken her place among
the worshippers ina crowded city church
when a face at the door attracted her
attention. It was a dark face, but an
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indescribable light seemed to play over
it as with bared head and reverent mien,
he entered the house of God. It was
the one face that held its place con-
stantly in her faithful, woman’s heart-
She watched him come slowly up the
aisle and take his seat, and then from
her position partly behind a pillar, she
saw his eye run over the sea of faces
as if in search of a familiar one.. Up
and down it went, but never rested on
her. She was thankful for that.

The sermon was a plain, simple ones
treating the blessed gospel truths that
are so precious to hungering souls-
She watched him all through it, and
saw how he became so absorbed in the
message the man of God was delivering
that he forgot everything else ; saw the
dark face light up as she had never
seen it before, and she knew that for
him the battle was fought and the
victory won. When she bowed hef
head in prayer at the conclusion, her
whole heart went up in one psalm of
thanksgiving to God ; and as she walked
home, she thought, “I can be happy

i now, if I never see him again.”
“ For such as 1,” he said,‘* and there

But she did see him again.

The next.day he called at her uncle’s
house, where her home had been sinc€
Elsie’s marriage. He was slowly pac-
ing upand down the long drawing- room
when she came in. He took her hand
andled hertoaseat, and then stood 100k
ing at her, neither of them speaking:

At last he said.

“ 1 came to tell you how I have bee?
saved. If there was human agency i
it, to you and yours are my thanks dué-
But just now in the newness of the joY
at my marvellous escape, I can on y
thank God.”

A flash from her eyes to his told
him how thoroughly she understo®
that feeling.

Calmly and quietly he went ove!
the battle ground again, telling her ©
his struggles and his successes, of 1°
weakness, and where he had gone for
strength.
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“ And now, " he said, I feel secure.
Not inmy own strength—this is my
Stronghold : ¢ Trust ye inthe Lord
OFever : for in the Lord JEHOVAH is
®verlasting strength !> ”

“Do you know,” she said, a bright
“Mile lighting up her face, “ that is the
¥in to the text that was my talisman.

what comfort that verse did give

Me! “Thou wilt keep him in perfect

Peace, whose mind is stayed on thee ;
€Cause he trusteth in thee !””

. There were a few moments of perfect
Sllence after that—one of those times
When heart speaks, to heart, and silence
3 More expressive than words could be.

‘hen he spoke again there was a quiv-
®ring of his firm lips, a tremulousness

is voice, and a mist in the brown

S¥es bent so lovingly on the pale, pure

ace of the woman before him.

“ Margaret,” he said, my life is not
half  Jife without you. Can you make
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it complete ? I do not ask if you can
love,—I know your heart is mine ; but
can you trust me now ?”
Her answer was low,
heard it.
"« Entirely, Dr. Ross.”
“And you can give your future into
my hands without any misgivings ?
You can come to me with that perfect
confidence without which, dearly as 1

but he

love you, I dare not take your? Can
you do this, Margie ?”

“Yes, Allan, I trust you per-
fectly.”

He drew her closely to him, and
reverently touched his lips to her fore-
head., And so two lives were made
one ; and they two, who had been under
the curse, went resolutely to work to
help others to escape from the toils of
the demon Strong Drink—the curse of
this fair Canada of ours.




THE GIRLS VOYAGE.

(RY ONE OF THEM.)

( Co;zlz'nuc’a’. )

AMY’S STORY.,
““Rovar HoTEL,” Macao, }
Nov. sth,1870.

In a great, barn-like room of this
ambitiously named house I am whiling
away the hours of a rainy day, my
friend, by writing to you. Marion
and I are spending a few days il the
Portuguese town which is chiefly asso-
ciated in the public mind with the
poet Camoens, who for a satire upon
the Viceroy of Goa was banished from
his home, and died here in exile.
( Marion looking over my shoulder
makes an objection: “You seem to
take it for granted that Gussie is not a
well-informed young woman. Do you
imagine she never heard of the man
and his stupid ‘Lusiad 7 ” * Not at
all,” I reply, “but I merely wanted to
help her realize Just where we are, and
to fix the associations upon her
mind.””)

Mr. Dowling, “ our fairy godfather,”
transported us hither, and invited Mr.
Duncan to be one of the party. The
latter, in his joy at escaping from the
ship for a season, left his sedateness
behind, and became like a schoolboy
just off for a holiday, and during our
three hours’ voyage from Hong Kong in
the steamer “ White Cloud” we were all
extremely merry.  Macao is built
around a crescent-shaped bay upon the
sloping hillsides, and by its row of
white and cream-colored houses on
the curving Praya, contrasting effective-
ly with the deep blue of the waters
that break against its granite sea-wall,
European travellers say they are re-
minded of some Italian town on the

Mediterranean. The * Royal Hotel”
stands upon the Praya, and from its
front balcony we have the most stirring
view afforded by this quiet town, from
which the tide of commerce has been
ebbing for many years, leaving it now
a pretty watering place, where people
from Hong Kong and Canton come
for rest and the refreshment of its
ocean breezes. In the evenings wé
look out on a more peaceful scene, as
moonlight falls softly upon the sails of
junks and sampans in the harbor, and
transforms a white plastered fort at one
end of the crescent into a marble
palace gleaming among the heavy
foliage.

On our way here from the steamef
through the hilly streets I saw from
my sedan two women with a pole rest-
ing on their shoulders, and a truﬂ!f
suspended from it. “ Mr. Dowling!
I cried in some dismay, ‘“do the
women carry the baggage in Macao?
Then I saw my own initials on the
trunk, which was poor consolation, but
I was glad there were no heavy things
in it for the sake of the poor bare-
footed porters toiling up the hills, Ouf
chair coolies were ordered to wait out”
side the hotel while we went to ouf
rooms and rested ; then we resume
our seats and explored the outskirts O
the town by the light of a setting sun-

The road led us to the summit 0
steep crags, where there was a wide
view seaward, and far below amob§
the rocks the waves broke in showers
of spray. The rest of the way was less
attractive, and through the heart of the
town we came back to our hotel i
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time for a late dinner. There was not
2 crowd of guests sojourning there, we
New, yet 1 had not expected to see
Only a party of young men at the table
eside ourselves and the host. One of
¢m was a French count, and their
Conversation was in F rench,—decidedly
Tivolous, Marion and I considered it ;
and even with our slight knowledge of
¢ language, it was evident that re-
Marks were being made upon the
“ Americaines.” That was rather try-
g to our composure, and I thought
" fortunate that neither Mr. Dowling
Ror Mr. Duncan understood French, for
¢ former would have been seriously
ANnoyed at having his charges subject-
&d to such impertinence, and I am sure
M, Duncan would have been incensed.
I_)“ring the progress of these observa-
tons and of the courses our host,
>¢nor De Graga, became uneasy, and
M alow tone enquired of Mr. Duncan
Fthe young ladies spoke French. His
USwer was, “ I believe not,” but he
4 not add that we could understand
Y tolerably; it is quite likely that he
3 not aware of the fact, and De
'a¢a continued his dinner with an
Y of relief, .
th ¢ adjourned to the balcony, and
¢ moonlight made Marion restless to
Eo Up to the cliffs we had pas§ed
tefol‘e dinner, so our dear old guardian
tgld Mr. Duncan he might escort us
€re. Asfor himself that would be too
:’l:llch of a scramble after the events of
foe day, It wasa scramble, certainly,
N dr after mounting the hill to the sharp
1 3¢ of tho cliff we went down over
S Tocks to the shore, Mr. Duncan
eleg us, one at a time,—not without
t to all our necks. Once down
fofre We did not repent of our rashness,
lmt ¢ waves came curling softly in,
i o to our feet, and the sea shone
ang C light of a great golden moon,
Crac. € sat still in the shadow of a
be S’ Quieted by a sense of the beauty
®fore yg,

aj

S“ddenly, with an English accent,

-fellows ”’
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these words broke the silence : ¢ Yes,
I think I know all about them. They
must be the girlg I heard of in Hong
Kong who came to China on their
brother’s ship, that big one moored
over on the Kow-Loon side, you know.
He’s one of the pious kind, they say ;
preaches to his men on Sundays, and
goes to the hospital to talk to the sick
sailors. A religious sea-captain | He
must be a queer prig.” “ A natural
curosity, I should say,” said another
voice. (The talkers were a little higher
up than we, and our crag screened us
completely.) * Mais les demoiselles,”
said a third person,” ne pensez vous—""
‘“As for the girls themselves,” inter-
upted’the first speaker; but the expres-
sion of his opinion was cut short by
Mr. Duncan, who rose hastily and
pitched a great stone in to the sea,
thereby startling the intruders into
silence. Then he said distinctly, « [
think it is time for us to return.” The
strangers had a chance to retreat, of
which they were not slow to take ad-
vantage, and a little gurgle of laughter
from Marion followed them. I tried
to keep her from such an outbreak,
though 1 felt inclined to join in it, and
she declared I half strangled her. Our
faithful friend was more provoked than
amused at this little episode, and a re-
mark about  « thoge impertinent
came from under his mous-
tache as he gave us a helping hand to
climb up to the road. The day’s ad-
ventures ended with an experience of
rats in our room, a great, bare place,
where the little furniture there is hides
away in the shadows, and over the un-
carpeted floor an army of rats, we
thought from the sounds, took lively
exercise in the darkness. If there were
only two or three they must have been
monstrous ones, and they raced about
as a herd of cattle might scour a prairie,
while we actually quaked in our high
bed. Ilit a candle at last, thinking it
would be worse to have our foes attack
us unseen, and as I did so a large rat
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disappeared through a hole in the
bottom of the door. Then I stuffed a
brown veil into the hole to prevent the
return of the rodent, and went peace-
fully to sleep, for his companions were
less formidable. In the morning the
hole was open—the veil gone! Mr.
Dowling handed it to me when we met
at breakfast, saying he found it on the
floor of the hall. We knew how it
came there, but refrained from any ex-
planation.

With a pleasant old Portuguese guide
named De Silva we made an early start
to find the curiosities of Macao, and he
led us first to the Catholic Cathedral,
then to see a grand ruin, that of St.
Paul’s Church, whose fagade is standing
with a portion of its side and back
walls; but where worshippers once knelt
on the marble floor within, a little grove
has grown up since fire made a ruin of
the building, and the leafy branches
bend over graves, for it is now used as
a cemetery. A very long, wide flight
of steps leads up to the stone court-
yard before the church, and from that
point of view I first saw the noble
fagade, venerably gray, and so perfect
that it gave me no idea that the church
was a ruin until I had innocently ex-
claimed, “What a remarkably beauti-
ful shade of blue the curtains are in
those windows !” and was informed by

my amused companions that I was look- |

ing through the apertures at the sky
beyond. '

We visited the Barracoon, where the
poor coolies are kept while waiting to
be shipped to other lands ; and the
Protestant burying ground, a spot
chiefly interesting to us because of the
grave of Dr. Morrison, the first mission-
ary to Ehina. He rests there from his
labors, and surely his works do follow
him.

There is no place in Macao where
travellers go with more interest than to
Camoens’ Gardens, where shadiness
and seclusion are suggestive of medita-
tive poets, and irregular paths winding
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among the trees afford bright little
glimpses of the sea. The exile’s tomb
is there, near a grotto in which he
doubtless passed manya homesick hou:
and as we turned away after reading it
inscription I noticed Marion’s woe-be-
gone face and her weary, dragging step-
*“ Amy,” she said in a despairing toné
“ T suppose you feel just the way yov
ought to—in the spirit of the placer
arid all that ?” <“Cameons’ certainly
does seem very real to me,” said I, and
just now these words of Mrs. Brownin§
were in my mind, very naturally sug-
gested by a thought of poor Catrind
dying at home while her heart was her¢
in exile with her poet,—

‘On the door you will not enter

I have gazed too long—adieu !

Hope withdraws her peradventure,

Death is near me, and not you.

Come, O lover,
Close, and cover

These poor eyes you called, I ween,

‘“ Sweetest eyes” were ever seen I ”

“Oh, dear me !” she rejoined in 3
state of deeper despair, *“ why can’t )
get up some nice, suitable feelings
I don’t care anything about the ma?
and his Catrina—I'm too tired an
sleepy to see any more sights, and i*
future years I shall reproach myself fof
having stood here before his tomb wit
no more emotion than if it it were?
great hen-coop | However, it can't b°
helped now, and one comfort remain®
to me ; there is Mr. Duncan, he isn’t
all concerned about Camoens’ I kno"!
yet he does enjoy these rural walks, a"
I can’t even do that, because of thos®
rampaging rats last night which de%
troyed my slumbers.”

After this wail from our Marion W;
left the gardens, and proceeded throug
the city streets to see whatever
Silva chose to- show us. Only 0%
thing more I will mention, a peep int?
a gambling house, and at a table whe’z
stood a breathless group watching somll
mysterious performance with sm2 a
stones, or pieces of ivory ; and when
gain for one and loss for another W2

'
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decided there were exclamations from
3l and some face among the crowd
cquired a deeper shade of wretched-
Ness, yet fixed its gaze upon the table
3s if attracted by a fatal spell.

After dinner and a nap we took an
OPen carriage and went to the summit
Of a hill at one extremity of the island
'o visit the church of * Our Lady of

Orrows.” A rude wooden cross stands
efore its portals, and our guide told us

 a sea captain during a violent
Storm vowed that if he were saved the
Mainmast of his vessel should be trans-
Ormed into a cross and placed in that
SPot, which was done when he reached

€ shore in safety. From the parapet
s}‘“‘Ounding the church there is a glo-
lous view of all Macao, the sea, and
¢ hills of the neighboring land ; and
€ rested there for a long time, scarcely
heeding that the afternoon was slipping
Way, and De Silva longing to drag us
%ay for fresh sights.  We should have
turned to Hong Kong to-day if it had
0t been for this drenching rain and

" Dowling’s rheumatic liabilities, and
O not object to this delay as much
51 should if we were not getting used
- the rats at night, but our resources
% this hotel are limited to a jingling
Plang ang a musty backgammon board.

3rion and Mr. Dowling are using the
Atter now, and I ought to go and re-
%% her, for more than one hour of
tha 8ame would be severe discipline
for her. ' The count and his party have

“taken themselves to other scenes.
Y behaved very well at table
Mer ype first evening and hardly
Ig lanced atus. Sonomore from Macao,
- Wil Continue after we are in our float-
Ome again.
HonNG KoNG HaRBOR,
Nov. 16th.
d After this letter there will be no more
wated in like manner, for at last thS
t tlcome orger has come for the ““ Lyra
los PrOceed to Manilla, there to be
fal) ed with sugar, as hemp declines to
after all thig waiting, which has been
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S0 much more profitable to us thap to
the vessel’s owners. It has caused us
some impatient feelings in the inter-
vals between our various excursions,
for Hong Kong has not been wholly
delightful ; yet now as the time ap-
proaches when the “ Lyra’s ”* 1)) masts
will cease to be one of the familiar ob-
jects in this harbor, and the scenes and
friends who have known us here shal]
know us no more, we find that many
pleasant things coming up day by day
make us inclined to linger. We have
told you nothing of the typhoon that
agitated these waters a few weeks ago,
and fully satisfied our curiosity respect-
ing the storms which are the greatest
dread of navigators in eastern seas. [
have seen some elderly skippers shud-
der when Marion or myself thought-
lessly expressed a wish that we might
‘“see areal typhoon,” and if it could be
so terrible in a sheltered harbor, what
must such a tempest be to those ex-
posed upon the open oceap | For sev-
eral days previous to the typhoon the
forces of nature seemed to be gathering
foran outbreak, A strangely wild sky,
sudden gusts of wind and dark waves
crested with white, instead of the usu-
ally tranquil waters of the harbor kept
us on the watch for something out of
the usual course of things. The
‘“ Aphrodite ” was thep in port, and we
were invited ope evening to dine on
board of that steamer to meet Captain
Croby’s wife and a few city guests, but
waves and wind were gq threatening
that to go in our open boat was out of
the question. The captain hailed a
sampan, and we were about to embark
in it when its owner informed us that
he feared « ope welly bad typhoon
come—all the sampang 80 in safe place
and stay af] nightee ; therefore, as we
SaWw Nno way of returning from the
‘“ Aphrodite,” we gave up our antici-
pated pleasure and sat on deck in the
darkness listening to the increasing
gale. “Itijsa typhoon, and no mis-
take,” were the first words I heard in
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the morning, and with the dashing
water and motion of the vessel we could
have easily imagined ourselves at sea.
The wind shrieked and whistled
through the rigging, the rain poured
down, and the *“ Lyra’s” girls wrapped
themselves in waterproofs and sat on
the upper steps of the companion way,
watching the wild scene, and enjoying
it in a way that was almost wicked, I
thought afterwards when we heard that
over one hundred Chinese were
drowned that day in the harbor. An-
chored so far from the city as our ship
was, and with only a few near neighbors,
there was no real danger for her, al-
though she dragged her anchor, and
the captain and mate appeared some-
what concerned about what she might
do if the typhoon increased, and while
we inconsiderate young things were re-
joicing in this strife of the elements
there was great suffering and loss of
life at the city quays. From houses on
the Praya the inhabitants could see
sampans tossed up against the stone
wall, and Chinamen struggling in the
waves, while great blocks of granite
were dislodged from the solid masonry,
and it was difficult to render any aid,
one of the merchants told us, even to
those who were perishing before their
eyes.

When days went on again under
bright blue skies with a suggestion of
autumnal coolness in the air, and the
recent typhoon had nearly ceased to be
the prevailing topic of social converse,
our vessel was honored by a call that
was far beyond common events, and
has led since then to some of the great-
est pleasures we have known in Hong
Kong. The callers were two English
ladics, which made the fact of their
coming all the more remarkable, as
there was not even the attraction of a
common country to draw them all the
way across to ““ Kow Loon side” to
visit strangers on an American ship,
and the only reason for their appear-
ance was that an acquaintance of theirs
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spoke of us as people who would appre-
ciate and enjoy the hospitalities of
their beautiful home. ‘“Who is my
neighbor ?” is a question that seems t0
be asked very often in this colony-
 What are these people to me ? Why
should I have anything to do with
them 7 They are not on the same level
in society with myself,”—is a free trans-
lation of the question. But these new
friends of ours, Mrs. Carleton and her
sister Miss Barrett, would say, « Quf
neighbors are any whom we can make
happier by our society, or help in any
way.” Accordingly it was upon theif
general principles that they invited us
to tiffin and croquet; but it was not for-
mally that the invitation was passed—
they were as gushing, Marion declared:
as if we had just come from theif
friends in Great Britain. After this
prelude you may imagine us setting out
on an appointed day to find Mrs. Carle-
ton’s house, and our coolies bore us up
through almost perpendicular streets t¢
aroad which is the highest in town, oF
the very edge of the mountain. Theré
we travelled up and down for a lon§
time, uncertain as to the place of o¥f
destination, and this afforded us 2
glimpse of a deep gorge in the hill$
through which a stream, crossing 0%
way, ran under a pretty stonc bridg¢
into a grove of pines below, and in th®
opening, at the lower end of the gorg®
was framed a lovely little landscape— 2
bit of the harbor with the hills beyond
and a white church spire in the for¢’
ground.

At last the house we sought W&
found : a one storied bungalow, perch®
on the highest spot of any house in t
colony, and commanding a view th?
is bewildering in its variety and beat®!".
The ladies were sitting on the fro®
verandah with their work, and ¥
rested there until the announcement (1)6
tiffin, a meal that is most favorab
to pleasant conversation, as it is apt
be unsubstantial, and may be reg?;"def
rather as a pastime than an affair
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Moment, particularly when a few of our
Sex gather around the board to sip
elicious tea and peel bananas, after
isposing of a first course of cold
chicken and its accompaniments.

. Arthur and a few other gentlemen
Joined the feminine party upon the
Yerandah before the afternoon was far
3dvanced, and the servants brought
out little tables and handed around
13t beverage with which all who live
M this land are wont to refresh them-
Selves 5o frequently that you might
*Uppose the vital principle to be con-

Ned in every cup of tea.

An adjournment to the croquet
8found was proposed, and upon a level,
‘elvety platform cut out of the steep

Ountain side we played until the rosy

USh of sunset on the hills and clouds
ad faded into a graver tint, and a new

o0n appeared over the sharply de
fineq edge of the Peak behind us.
Then we took leave of our hostesses
angd thejy other guests, having first
Acepted invitations to two croquet
Parties, one at the barracks and one at
cite Tesidence of a merchant in the

Y.
. Croquet assemblies, sometimes end-

§ with dinner parties, became the

rdf”’ of our days and evenings for a
Vhile, and when we were beginning to

® tired of them new diversions suc-
oeded, We take tea on the ¢ Great

Ortherp ’ to-night,” announced our
«P@in one day at the dinner table.
erwh(?, and what is the Grgat North-
stn’ Wwas our natural enquiry. ¢ The

“Amer that came out from England
4 the telegraphic cable between
w;ﬁng Kong and Shanghai, and you
sto have ap opportunity of layl.ng in 2
Sai;e of solid informatio_n, my children,
lack he, Assured!y it was not for
Such, of Opportunity if we did not lay in
tag 2 store that evening, for thg cap-

"% of this steamer took us to the
Taphic apartment where there was
thi electriciap ready to explain every-

Mg t0 us ; then we were shown the

teleg
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machines for laying the cable, and
Marion’s head, she told me, was in a
whirl from inability to comprehend
half we had seen and heard. Perhaps
other heads in the party were in the
same condition. At tea we made a few
new acquaintances; the one we liked
best was an English lady with so
unusual a name that I will not under-
take to spell it for you. She was very
friendly, and asked us to come the next
night to her house, where a choral
society would meet for a weekly
rehearsal, and the idea of hearing any
real music again after so long a depriva-
tion sent us home with hearts bounding
gaily, like our boat, as it bore us over
the waves.

In the clear moonlight of a Novem-
ber evening three perplexed Americans
might have been seen in sedan chairs
hunting the city streets for a house of
which the owner’s name, even, was a
matter of doubt to them. To our
no less perplexed coolics we gave a
name that sounded as much like the
right one as it could without being
that, and after going back and forth
and up and down we began to think
that dirner and music were not for us
that evening, when a stream of gas-
light crossed our way from an open
hall door, and there stood our friend
in her floating white robes. She was
looking out to discover the cause of the
commotion in her quiet street, for when
six bearers are uncertain where to
carry their passengers they discuss and
argue the question so clamorously that
you might suppose a serious quarrel
was going on. That dinner had been
delayed for us, I should think was quite
probable, and those who at last took
their places around a board brilliant
with silver, glass, and flowers were ** 12
piecee man,” as a Chinese waiter would
say, which includes the ladies.

Selections from Mendelssohn’s * Four
Part Songs” formed the evening’s pro-
gramme. 1 had a chorus book, and
oined occasionally in those joyous
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melodies which
away to green fields and forests.
‘“other half,” Marion, kept herself in a
secluded corner behind the singers,
and was so earnestly engaged in con-
versation with a stout British officer,
who stood beside her in the shadow of
a window curtain, that I wondered
more than once or twice what their
argument could be. It concerned the
first question in the Westminster Cate-
chism, ¢“What is the chief end of
man ?” she told us as we were walking
down to the boat. “Didn’t he con-
sider that rather a novel subject to
-discuss at a party ?” we asked her.
““ Perhaps so, but I didn’t force it upon
him at all,” Marion said. * We fell
into the argument quite unexpectedly
and naturally, and he pursued it with
so much interest that I did not take
any pains to change the subject.”
“Well, little girl,” said Arthur, en-
couragingly, “I don’t believe he got any
too much of it, or he would not have
responded so heartily afterward when 1
invited him to call on us. You will
have a chance to ask him the second
question if you wish to.”

Our next move was a picnic to
Douglas Castle; a ngutical picnic, in
one sense (although the company
went by land to the other side of the
island ), for it consisted exclusively of
scafaring people—plenty of captains,
the wives of two, and the daughter of
one of them, beside a delegation from
the ““Lyra;” and with heavy provision
baskets we went to that mysterious
castle by the sea. I call it mysterious

because everything about itis a mystery

to me. If it was built for a home
(though its great rooms are so un-
homelike) why is it deserted now, save
by one or two servants or keepers ?
Silence reigns there, except on days
when pleasure parties like ours awaken
its echoes and explore its lofty halls and
chambers. It is reported that a newly
married pair, not caring to take a long
wedding tour, yet desiring to spend a

carry the thoughts;
My-
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part of their honeymoon away from the
noisy city, came to Douglas Castle for
that purpose, but two or three days of
its ghostly silence and damp, chilly
atmosphere sufficed, and the bride-
groom declared when they came back
to everyday life that it was too lonely
to be endured any longer. None of
the apartments were cheerful enough
for our merry dinner party, and a long
table was spread in a very draughty
verandah, where the sea wind, which
could not spoil our cold viands,
sharpened the appetites and brightened
the wits of all. Hong Kong influences
had contaminated every one of us to
some degree, as was proved by our
beginning to gossip when hunger was
partially appeased. Innocent gossip
it was, and entirely good-natured. The
subject thereof was a German bride
who has caused a pleasant excitement
in the community by coming all the
way from the Fatherland to meet her
lover, the captain and owner of 2
pretty bark, which is one of our nearest
neighbors.  One morning it made such
a gorgeous display of flags that the
public was led to enquire what could
be the news from Germany, but it was
known before many hours that the cap-
tain’s wedding, not patriotism, was the
excuse for his vessel’s festive array-
The German girl is said to be radiantly
beautiful, and “ Who has seen her?
was the question at our table. ¢ I met
her in the gardens on ‘Band after-
noon,’” said one. *1I saw her throvgh
a spy-glass from my deck when she
first went aboard the bark,” confesse
another, and he added that she was 2
picture.”  “ She is as pretty as she caP
be to stay in her skin,” proclaimed ol
Captain Bird, and this peculiar testi-
mony, given with authority, closed ouf
discussion of the bride for that time, 3
least.

“You are all noisy enough UP
there,” some one called from the rod
below, and in a moment young Mr.
Weir, of the house of Gainsborough
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Co., joined us on the verandah, asking
if a land-lubber could be admitted to
Such a gathering of “salts.” I
Walked up the Peak this afternoon from
the city,” he said, “and coming down
On this side heard your voices before
the castle was in sight, so I had to
.Stop here to see what the fun was.
And here is Miss Roslyn,” continued
Mr, Weir, ‘“the very person I had
JDade up my mind to see to-day, as I
have an important request to make of

er””  To be short, my Gussie, he
Wanted me to present a prize, called
“The Ladies’ Purse,”’ at the yearly

€gatta, which was to occur in a few
days, The time-honored ¢ustom that
't should be presented by a young
Member of the single sisterhood brought

ifficulties this year, for there are few
“hite damsels in Hong Kong, and two
Of them had rejected Mr. Weir's pro-
Posal on the ground that they had
Performed the part before. As a last
Tesort, therefore, he thought that «“ Miss

Oslyn” might do, and that young lady
teluctantly consented to oblige him, if
€ would promise to write a short
SPeech for her to commit to memory,

Andgdeliver when the successful oars-

nyshould appear for his prize. He
23id he would do so, and we dispersed
" small detachments. Some of us
Yentup to the white turrets on the castle
19f and watched the sun dip into the
Ching sea, and when evening shades
fell oyer us the rovers assembled, and

T procession took up its line of
arch,

Regatta day came, and no sign of a
Peech from Mr. Weir ; not even an
pe“ing sentence,—and how was I to
"W what sort of things Hong Kong

les said on such occasions ? Hehad

Promised to write it for me “ word for
Yord.”  «Vain indeed are the promises
O man» gaiq Marion, but putting our
three heads together we wrote a.speech
3 last and | committed it to memory.

€ went on board ‘the ** Australia,” a

8reat English steamer anchored by the
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race-course, where the it of the city
came also to witness the performances
and dispose of a cold collation. The
sight of about two hundred strangers
made me feel smaller than Mrs. Tom
Thumb, and I longed to shrink into an
atom and hide in Arthur's pocket, for
stares were never bestowed with more
effrontery than they were upon me that
afternoon,—and it was not my imagina-
tion, truly. There were a dozen good
friends of ours among the crowd, and
one or two of them managed to divert
me so pleasantly that I forgot my ner-
vous fears, and ceased my mental repe-
tition of the speech. Suddenly I be-
came aware that a small space was
cleared around me, and the prominent
figures in it were myself and a young
man who had on a flannel boating-shirt,
and he stood there looking embar-
rassed, yet expectant. It wasa wonder
that I did not forget what I had to say
to him, but I launched out upon my
speech, groping meangime in my
pocket for the blue velvet purse, heavy
with goldsovereigns. ThisI extricated
and held out to the youth, who seized
it eagerly, and muttered a few words of
gratitude. 7 was the grateful one to
have the ordeal over, and all I wanted
was to escape from the  Australia.”
Instead of that, the chairman of the
Regatta Committee handed me down to
the saloon and gave me the seat of
honor at his right hand, a2 most un-
coveted position ; still, as my mind was
relieved, I could do what politeness re-
quired of me in paying attention to the
eatables, and listened with some amuse-
ment to the talk and toasting.

There will be now only a few days
before our departure for Manilla, and
yesterday, our last Sunday here, we took
leave of a place that is to me the dearest
in Hong Kong—the quiet chapel,
where so many times we have been
taught and encouraged. Dr. Legge
preached from this text—‘* The harvest
truly is plenteous, but the laborers are
few,” and as we passed out under the
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stonc arches to go down among the
busy multitudes I seemed still to hear
his closing appeal, “ Will you not, my
friends, each one of you, dsk the Lord to
send you out as a laborer into His great
harvest field, the world?” On the row
home, though the sky was nearly cov-
ered with gray clouds, the eastern hills
were brilliantly illuminated by the set-
ting sun, which was invisible to us, and
the sight made me think of Christians
living in the light and joy of the Lord,
independent of the clouds of trouble,
witnessing to all of that peace passing
understanding which comes from the
glory of His presence.

We were standing this afternoon on
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Mrs. Carleton’s smooth green sward,
engaged in a game of croquét, when
some one said, ¢ There goes the ‘Great
Republic,’” and I dropped my mallet to
see the American mail steamer leave
the harbor on her way to our native
land. Six steamers have come and
gone since we arrived in Hong Kong;
each one bringing to us pleasant news
from our absent friends, and bearing to
them accounts of our happiness here !
Goodness and mercy have followed us
continually, and when we sail for
other foreign shores there will be a
song of praise in our hearts as we
look back over these six months in
China.

( 10 be continued.)
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ALLIE’S BIRTHDAY PARTY.

“ What's the news from Aunt
Fanny, mamma ?” said Allic, who had
Pent the last five minutes of the
Teakfast hour in folding and unfolding
°r table-napkin and regarding with
loks of interest a letter which Mrs.
Wr ight was leisurcly reading.

*“ Nothing very bad I'll be bound,”
Temarked Tom, “for I have been
““mparing mamma’s satisfied, placid
“Xpression  with that of her eldest
Aghter, whose face at present be-
SPeaks inordinate curiosity and im-
patienCe"’

“What about yourself, Tom ? Do
You take no interest in Aunt Fanny’s
Velfare 7 agked Mr. Wright,

“ Most certainly, papa, but I have
®med to curb my curiosity.”

“That is all very fine, young man ;

L, Mother, you are kecging us all in

Sbense,” and Mr. Wright pushed
awa)' his coffee cup, and folding his

S, assumed a listening attitude.
wi “Well, as a reward for patience, I
fl” fead an extract which has interest
uor,Allie in particular, and the rest of
Allm’ 8eneral. Aunt Fanny says : ¢ As
Qo C S birthday comes next Satur-
ang I very much wish that she
Wit Al of you would celebrate it
in by, Uncle Jacob intends tak-
ho US in the large waggon, which
S 48 more than you can muster,
f Ve will let Allie choose some young
gi:;n S to fill the vacancies. Tell the

® there are quantities of lovely
Wers ang ferns in the woods, and
?.de has put up a fine swing. Ask
'® to keep her voice in trim for sing-

f
U

ing, as we want her to try the new
piano. And one thing more, remember
we have two spare bedrooms, and shall
be delighted to keep some of you over
Sunday.’”

“ Oh, how perfectly delightful of
AuntFanny ! Mamma, can we aJ] go?”

“Good, good ! I'se goin’ too ! ” burst
simultaneously from Allie, Winnije and
little Ben. When they had subsided,
Tom’s voice was heard,

“I am afraid my feelings will not
allow me to attend this birthday
festival.”

“ Why, Tom,
party ?”
tone.

“1 should like to honor this as-
sembly with my presence, but there is
a serious drawback. Of course acertain
swain who is ‘enamored of my fair
sister will be present, and, of course, he
will assist her over slippery places and
suspend her shawl gver his shoulder,
and prattle silly nothings, while your
humble servant trots on behind, playing
solitaire with the lunch basket. How
can any one, knowing the deep affection
which I entertain for my sister Allie,
think that I am not justified in refusing
this invitation »»

Of course, every one laughed,—how
could they help it 7 But when the
others had left the room Mrs. Wright
called Tom back,

“Tom,” she said, « you should
not speak so; it puts silly notions
into Allie’s head.”

“Well, mother, I won’t any more—
that isif I can help it. Oh, dear, what

won’t you go to my
said Allie, in a disappointed
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a good-for-nothing fellow I am, and
still I try hard to be better! But it
seems -such up-hill work, just a con-
tinual struggle, and most days made up
of errors and stumblings.” '

Tom spoke as if he was in earnest,
and somehow his hand stole into his
mother’s, and his eyes sought hers with
the helplessness and trust of child-
hood’s days.

Half an hour later Tom stole out of
the room in a strangely subdued frame
of mind, looking with a thoughtful ex-
pression, that augured well for certain
new-formed resolutions, at a tear that
sparkled upon the brown hand his
mother had carried to her lips before
releasing. Down the long hall danced
Allie, humming a lively air. Enviously
Tom glanced at the radiant face, un-
touched by care, and brighter than
usual in prospect of a coming pleasure.
Allie brought up suddenly in front of
him.

“Why, Tom, you look as though
you had been to a funeral! What'shap-
pencd ? Is anything the matter with
your hand ?”

‘“Iwonder if the nail on my little
finger has grown long enough for a
good quill!” remarked Tom medita-
tively.

‘“ Oh, if that s all that troubles you,
I may reserve my sympathy,” laughed
Allie, running down stairs, apparently
satisfied with the answer. Not so with
Tom’s conscience—

“Itseems to me I am a regular
sham,” he said aloud, after shutting and
locking his door. “1 don’t act one
bit asI feel. I wonder if anybody else
ever felt like this ! Now there’s mother,
it just seems natural for her to be
always good. Well, it’s a puzzle to me
how a woman like mother came to have
such a good-for-nothing son.”

Tom’s meditations were cut short by
a tap on the door, and Allie’s voice
asking if he would like her to put those
buttons on his coat now.

“ That is always the way,” muttered
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Tom ; “ whenever I get a good streak
and try to reason out things, some
person is sure to interrupt me.”

“ All right, Al,” he called out. *“ Any
time next week will do.” But thinking
better of it he went after the retreating
form of his sister. While the buttons
were being restored to their places,
they talked and laughed over, and
planned for the birthday party, till all
Tom’s uncomfortable feelings sped
away, and he felt quite himself again.

For the next few days Allie’s studies
did not receive too much attention
and every spare minute at home was
spent by her in putting dainty touches
to her new hat, and making up be
witching little bows of ribbon and
lace, for which her nimble fingers had
a special knack.

Hurrying home from school Friday
afternoon, she dashed upstairs to hef
room, intending to finish a piece ©
lace-work, when her mother’s voice re
called her.

“ Allie, dear, I want you
keep baby for an hour or so.
really should go and see Mrs. Ray ; sh¢
has been confined to the house mor¢
than a week, and none of us havé
even been to enquire for her.”

“Very well, mamma,” -said Allie, but
the bright face clouded over as Mrs
Wright, without appearing to notice it
gave whispered directions cdncern{“g
little Daisy, who was now sleepin8
peacefully in her cradle. L

Left alone with her charge, Alli¢?®
reflections took a self-pitying turn.
consequence, she soon believed her”
self a much-abused girl, and was l'}
anything but an amiable frame 0‘
mind when Daisy’s waking cry and ou*
stretched arms called appealingly
attention. .0

Just then Tom came bouncing iP*
the room. “Al” he said, * co”
down and have a game of bagateus'
We oughtto practice up for to-morro¥;
because Uncle is a crack player, aﬂl(
Ned Wenton has been posting himsé

to




ALLIE'Ss BIRTHDAY PARTY.

on the side shots lately, so we will have
Stiff opposition.”

“I only wish I could, Tom, but
Mamma left baby for me to mind, and
She has just wakened up, so of course

can’t leave her.”

“Bring her down stairs then; she
Yill be amused watching the balls,”
%3id Tom, jumping the little one till
$he crowed with delight.

Allie looked undecided. She felt it

A4S scarcely what her mother would
3pprove of. It was a raw, chilly day
Or the season, and as the dining-room
°Pened on a veranda where the children
ISually played, it was almost impossible
keep the door shut for long at a
lime, " On the other hand, if she
“apped little Daisy in a shawl, and
3s very careful to keep draughts out
f'the room, there might be no danger.
T €M an hour at bagatelle with dear
om, instead of poking up in the
Cloge nursery, was a temptation. JBaga-
Clle Wwon, and the brother and sister
Yere soon in the midst of an exciting
Ame ; while seated up at the table in
:hhlgh chair, wee Daisy eagerly watched
€ red and white balls spinning up
0d down the board. Presently Win-
e put her head in the door to ask if
Mma was there, ’cause she wanted
™€ money to buy a new arithmetic.
Amma js out, Winnie. Do shut the

an 5 because Daisy is here, and I.am

Rid of er taking cold.”
innje obeyed, but not many minutes
ed before Benny trotted in, leaving

201 wide open.

Ch'( € want somfin to eat,” said the
ilq,

Pass
t

by “ We]l, go and ask Bridget for a
thzcglt,” said Allie, adding as she shut

tey, 1 °F “One would think those child-
2d been brought up in a barn.”

¥ this time Daisy began to find the

f spectator monotonous, and was

g fretful ; this, together - with

Warning sneezes, decided Allie

Teturning to the nursery with her
charge,

Srow
httle

.Pon
httle
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Soon after Mrs. Wright came in, but
as she asked no questions involving an
account of the afternoon, Allie decided
there was no use in telling that she
had brought baby down stairs ; for
mamma might fancy she had taken
cold.

When tea was over, and the younger
ones safely stowed away, Tom petitioned
for bagatelle.

‘ Father, won’t you play a game with
us ?”

‘“ Not to-night, my son—I have some
letters to write.”

* Mamma will—do, mother, and be
my partner,” said Winnie ; “that o]d
mending can wait.”

“ Not if you feel tired, mother,” said
Tom.

“Oh, I shall not hurt myself, but
Winnie and 1 will require to do our
best with such experienced opponents.”
So the mending basket was put away,
and the weary mother entered with
heartiness into the enjoyment of her
children.

That night before retiring Allie ar-
rangedall her “chicken fixings,” as Tom
called them, ready to be donned in
the morning, stuck a tiny bit of plaster
on an invisible scratch, put her front
hair upon eight pins, and went to
sleep with two knobby outgrowths at
the back of her head, from which were
expected to come long beautiful curls,

Next morning, about an hour earlier
than the usual time for rising, Allie
wakened to find her mother bending
over her, and speaking in low tones.

“Allie, my child,” she said, * will
you dress as quickly as possible, and
give papa and the others breakfast ?"

““ Why, mamma, what's the matter ?
Areyou il]

“ No, dear, only tired out; I have
been up all night with Daisy. She had
a bad attack of croup, but she has just
fallen asleep.”

‘“Oh, mother,” almost screamed
Allie, “is she very sick ? Is there any
danger?”
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“Hush, Allie, don’t get so excited.
No, thank God, the danger is over.
The doctor has just gone, and I feel as
if I must get some rest or I should not
have called you so early ; and you know
Uncle will be along about noon.”

“But we won't go, mamma, and
leave poor Daisy,” said Allie, who was
dressing hastily and with trembling
fingers ; for yesterday afternoon’s care.
lessly performed duties loomed up
before her, and troubled her.

*“I shall remain with papa and Daisy,
but the rest of you must go. It won’t
do to disappoint Aunt Fanny ; besides,
there is no occasion for your remain-
ing.  Now you must try to take my
place; see that papa has everything
comfortable, and assist Bridget all you
can, for she has extra work to-day.”

Before leaving the room Mrs. Wright
kissed Allie tenderly, saying, ‘“Many
happy returns of the day, dear. 1 feel
sorry to give you so much to do this
morning, but I am sure you will try to
be cheertul over it; for you know
pleasures seem all the sweeter for the
remembrance of duties well performed.”

As her mother was leaving the room,
an impulse seized Allie to tell all, but
something held her back; and she
thought to atone for past neglect, and
apply a salve to conscience, by carefully
carrying out her mother’s wishes.

As the morning advanced Allie’s
spirits gradually rose. With the ex-
ception of a little hoarseness Daisy
appearcd as well as usual, and about
noon Mrs. Wright came down stairs
quite refreshed by hernap. Soon after
Uncle Jacob arrived, and the next hour
was one of bustle and excitement, in
getting the young folks equipped. By
the time they set out Allie had put dull
care aside and to all outward appearance
was the gayest of the gay.

Most of the young folks had frequent-
ly shared with the Wrights the pleasures
of a day at Oak Farm.

The place received its name from
two noble oaks that had sheltered many
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generations beneath their spreading
branches. They kept the sun away
from the west side of the house, and
took up room that might have been
more profitably used,—so the neighbors
told Uncle Jacob. But to him they
stood like old friends, and no axe should
be laid to their roots while he lived.
Many a light-hearted company had
gathered beneath their friendly shade,
for there during the summer the even-
ing meal was always spread.

The front yard was like a huge sweet-
scented bouquet, a perfect wilderness
of old-fashioned flowers such as we all
love at heart, but some people seem
ashamed to cultivate in the trim city
flower bed. Then there were vegetable
and fruit gardens and orchards; be-
sides farm-yard and stables well stockqd
with various representatives of the ani-
mal creation. A mile beyond the farm
there was a stretch of pine woods,
wherggflowers, ferns and wild fruit grew
in abundance; and about the centre of
the wood alittle stream ran like a silver
thread. It was usually dried up during
the hot season, but recent rains that
had revived the grass and flowers, and
lent an emerald hue to the moss-cov-
ered roots of the oldest trees, had filled
the tiny stream.

No wonder that the young Wright$
looked upon Oak Farm as a kind ©
paradise, and counted the days spent
there among the happiest.

“Where did you get those lovely
carnations, Allie?” said Clara Wen-
ton, as the girls were making them-
selves beautiful in the best bedroom-

“ Grew them, to be sure,” said Alli&
who had just laid upon the toilet tablé
the contents of a paper cornet, she ha
been guarding carefully on the way out:
Clara watched her twining delicat®
blossoms and sweet-scented geraniu™
leaves in her golden brown hair, envy”
ing meanwhile its abundance and farf
hue, and the bright hazel eyes and P’“lf
tinted cheeks that it shaded; for Clé.ll'f1 5
eyes were a dull gray, and her straigh
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brown hair lacked the lustre and beauty
of her friend’s.

“Do I look pretty?” said Allie
archly, as she turned from the glass.

“ Perfectly lovely! You always do,
Neq says.”

“Pshaw! little flatterer, just come

€re and I'll metamorphise you,” and
Producing a pipe stem from her pocket
lic soon made little curls and frizes
on Clara’s forehead, and arranged some

Ossoms which she had reserved to

tighten up the pale dull face. Allie
father enjoyed doing favors for other
People, especially when she could see
8ood results so quickly.

“I have just prepared a cold lunch,
3 I thought it too warm for you to en-
1oy dinner,” said Aunt Fanny, as the
Young folks seated themselves before a
Yell-spread table.

. the viands substantial and dainty

'appeared surprisingly fast, in spite
Of the heat. When the appetites be-
8an 1o flag Uncle Jacob placed in front
Of him the birthday cake, which, occu-
PYing the centre of the table, had drawn

a0y admiring glances. )

“Did you build that, Auntie ?” said

oM, regarding the frosted structure
Critica]ly,

unt Fanny nodded smilingly, while

fcle  Jacob carefully removed and

Placeg upon Allie’s brow a wreath which
Sheircleq jt,

“We chose those flowers, dear,” he
%id in 3 Jow tone, ‘because they are
3N emblem of what we would have
1Shed for our little Allie had she
llved.n

The wreath was formed of lilies of

Valley, with dark green ivy leaves
it , > background, and  all pronounced
. Very beautiful. But Allie did not en-
10y her Coronet as well as if it had been

Mposed of roses or geraniums ; for
althO“gh she was far from realizing all

€ Pride that was in her heart, the
Dlu:e humble little flowers seemed to

X \SPET, ““ You are not worthy to wear
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Tom, thinking she was embarrassed
by receiving so much attention, pro-
posed a tour of inspection.

Uncle Jacob was nothing loth to ex-
hibit the well-conditioned occupants of
his stables to the young gentlemen ;
while Aunt Fanny conducted the girls
throughalabyrinth of kitchens and pan-
tries, and initiated them into the mys-
teries of butter and cheese making.

Between the swing that Tom kept
going until his arms ached, and baga-
telle, game after game of which was
played with growing enthusiasm, the
afternoon was fast drawing to a close,
when Aunt Fanny suggested that if
they wanted to spend any time in the
woods, they had better be off, as it was
a good mile walk to get there.

As Tom had foretold, the lunch bas-
ket fell to his lot, Ned Wenton being
too much occupied with Allie, and the
younger boys of the party too full of
play to tbink of offering assistance.

Aunt Fanny regretted that a lame
ankle would prevent her from under-
taking the walk, but she appointed Tom
to take charge of the others, saying
she could trust him to bring them all
safely back.

At this Ned Wenton, who was in ad-
vance of the others with Allie, elevated
his nose, and asked in a low tone if her
aunt thought they were children to be
led by Tom.

‘“ Aunt Fanny thinks a great deal of
Tom, and besides he knows the road
better than the rest of us,” said Allie,
coloring with vexation, and declaring
inwardly that nobody, not even Ned,
should abuse Tom.

She was very quiet for a long time;
thinking thereby to punish her admirer,
who made extra exertions to be amiable,
and had just succeeded in coaxing her
back into good humor when they
reached the little stream.

“ An impassable barrier to our fur-
ther  progress | ”  exclaimed Ned,
*“ Shall we attempt to ford it, or would
an impromptu bridge be advisable P
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The branch of that fallen tree would
just about reach across.”

A bridge by all means,” said Allie,
fanning herself vigorously with her hat.

By this time the rest of the party
came up and stood viewing Ned’s work.

“You are not going to cross there,
Allie ?” said Tom.

“Why not?” answered Allie, who
had made up her mind to do that very
thing.

“ Because that branch is not safe,
and I am sure it’s better to have a little
longer walk around than to run any
risk.”

‘“ Pshaw, the water is not deep
enough to drown me if I did get in,
and the rest of you can go around if
you are frightened,” said Allie gaily,
stepping out upon the insecure bridge.

Tom felt vexed, partly at Allie’s
choosing to take Ned’s advice and
company instead of his, and partly at
the implied thrust at his bravery.

He had not heard her defending him
to Ned a half hour before, or perhaps
he would not have felt so badly.

“Do as you please, then,” he mut-
tered, taking Benny by the hand and
striding off.

But he had not proceeded many yards
when a sharp cry recalled him. The
branch had broken just as Allie reached
the centre of the stream, and she had
fallen violently backwards. Her pretty
new hat floated away, her dainty dress
and best boots rested against the mud
in the bottom of the stream ; but worse
than all, she had twisted her back in
trying to save herself from falling, and
lay quite insensible until the boys at-

tempted to raise her, when a cry of pain

broke from her. Again she became
unconscious, but though they laid her
upon the grass and tried by rubbing
her to restore animation, her stiffened
limbs and the pallor of her face seemed
so like death, that the rest were greatly
frightened, while Benny sobbed pite-
ously.

With a face almost as white and
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fixed as the one over which they were
bending, Tom worked away and di-
rected the others. But, as all their
efforts produced but a partial return to
consciousness, and this was accom-
panied by moans of pain, they con-
cluded that it would be impossible to
move Allie without a conveyance. It
was decided, therefore, that, leaving
two of the party with her, the rest
should return as quickly as possible
to the farm.

In broken sentences and not without
tears they gave an account of the acci-
dent, while their scared faces told more
plainly than words that there was ser-
ious cause for alarm, at least in theit
estimation.

Although these sad, unexpected tid-
ings made Aunt Fanny tremble all over
her presence of mind did not forsake
her, for scarce a moment was lost iD
dispatching a messenger to town fof
Allie’s father, mother and the family
physician, and in preparing a carriagé
for the poor girl whose birthday had
seen such a sad termination. = Aftef
careful examination the doctor sai
that he hoped the injury to her back
would not prove serious ; it was impos”
sible to tell the extent of it for a time
at present he thought there was moré
cause for alarm from the fact of hef
remaining so long in wet garment-
His fears were not without foundation
for all night long Allie tossed about iP
burning fever, and morning found hef
dangerously ill, raving in delirium an
unconscious alike of pain and dange’}

Then succeeded days and weeks ©
watching and anxiety, during whic
Allie, hovering between life and death’
seemed to wish only for her mothers
ministering care, and grew restles
under any other hands, however gent!®
they might be. Consequently, Mrs
Wright took up her abode at the far®
and Tom was appointed superintende®
of affairs in the town house.

Poor Tom! his studies went to the
winds, and he was obliged to give uP
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Al hopes of obtaining a prize at the
Next €xamination; but like a brave,
Unselfish boy, he yielded his own wishes
O the good of the rest, and filled, or
Ued to fill, the vacant places in the
!Sorganized household. At last, after
‘ary weeks, one day while Tom was
aving dinner for the younger ones,
Nt Fanny surprised them with a
Visit,
“ Well, really, this is a sight for sore
o¥es. Just draw up a chair and have
OMe dinner, although it is not very
e'npting, for this is wash-day,” ex-
“aimed Tom, bustling about to do the
Onorg,
.“Why, my boy! who has been initi-
dting you in household affairs ?”
“Oh ! Bridget gives me lessons, and
s to find me a promising pupil.
ut, Aunt Fanny, what about Allie ¢
Seems so long since I heard anything,
Z have felt so anxious about her
%k,” and Tom’s voice shook.
ell, you may rest easy on that
Tom, for the doctor says these
©Xs of rest are just what was needed
" her back, and now that the fever
,das Subsided he apprehends no further
nger. She only requires care, nourish-
o ®Nt and time to_make her once more
T own bright Allie. And now, Tom,
Your ynele is waiting at the hotel, and
‘2 are to go back with him, for your
ISter g wearying for you. Don’t say
» 1°r T have come in on purpose to
m € your place—that is if you will trust
we, "and Aunt Fanny laughed. So Tom
ent
%Ne"er had the ride to Oak Farm
:med so long as it did that day, when
8 hr’ Patient Tom was craving for a
tolt of the sister who seemed dearer

Sep,. _Yer since death had so nearly
Darated thepm,

Se

Poing,

wi His mother, pale
thth ong vigils, met him upon the
fo:eshold. and after talking with her

W minutes he crept up-stairs,

t ®Moving his boots. This was an
he Ceessary precaution, for scarcely had
Tached the top step when a feeble
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voice called out, “ Tom, Tom, come
here ; I want you.”

Could that little form, with small,
colorless face, with deep, languid eyes
and close-cut hair, belong to his bright,
beautiful sister Allic? Were those tiny,
emaciated hands stretched out to him
once shapely and dimpled, and clever
alike with needle, piano and croquet
mallet ?

Tom gazed until a mist came before
hiseyes, and swallowing hard he brought
out: “How are you, little woman ?
better eh 7 ”

“Oh, yes, a great deal better; but
why did you not come before ? I wanted
you so much, Tom ?”

*“Well, in the first place, I under-
stood that you spent most of your time
in sleeping and could not appreciate
society ; and, in the second place, 1
have been cook, bottle-washer, captain
of the waiters, nurse and porter all
combined, in a certain house in town.”

Allie smiled faintly. .

“Poor Tom! and what has Bridget
bezn doing ? ”

“ Bridget ! oh, she makes a capital
assistant with such a worthy head as I,
and condescends to pronounce me a
marvel in the art of broiling steak and
making hash, to say nothing of my
genius in the nursery.”

““But, Tom,” said Allie, with trembl-
ing lips, “if you have been doing all
this, where have your studies come in ?
You will lose the prize and it’s all my
fault,” and Allie cried quietly.

This nearly upset Tom, so to hide
his feelings he rattled on; giving an
amusing account of his trials and blun-
ders at housekeeping. But when he
rose to go, saying she had talked and
listened quite enough for one day, Allie
held his hand tight and said she had
something to confess.

“ Well, confess away, little sister—I’m
ready to hear.”

“Tom,” said Allie, the color coming
and going with the effort it cost her,
“I want to tell you, as I did mamma,
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that 1 have been proud, and selfish,
and foolish, and have caused you all a
great deal of trouble; but if I am
spared, I mean to try and live a true,
carnest life.  You will help me—won't
you, Tom ?”

“We will help ecach other, Allie
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dear,” said Tom, adding softly, « Mothe’
says God must have sent us all this
pain and anxiety and weariness f0f
some good purpose; and it will have
served its end if we sit more constantly
as learners at the feet of Him who ¥
‘ meck and lowly in heart.””
Moira.

AVISIT TO THE

BEFAVERS.

AN EXCURSION.

Fred and Willie Ross were spending
their summer vacation at the farm of
their Uncle George, cnjoying them-
selves as only school-boys can who are
confined to the hot, crowded city for
the greater part of the year. More-
over, with Aunt Jessie to minis-
ter to their varied wants without evinc-
ing the least degree of weariness or
impatience, and Uncle George to enter
with as much zest as themselves into
their boyish pastimes, in his leisure
hours; to say nothing of the almost
endless sources of amusement at_their
disposal when alone, it would have been
strange, indeed, had the time passed
otherwise than pleasantly.

The time had been when the holy
. names of “father,” ‘mother,” had
been shouted by two such boyish voices,
and the farmhouse had re-echoed to
the music of their joyous laughter.
Merrily they started forth on the
afternoon of that eventful day to fish in
the river close by, smiling as the fond
and anxious mother bade them * be
careful.” Evening came;—an upturned
boat and two floating hats told the sad
tale but too truly. Days afterwards the
lifeless forms of the two lads were drawn
up, clasped in each other's arms, and

placed beneath the shade of a favorit®
oak. Years had passed since that ter?”
ble day, and the halo of a Father's 1ov€
had gilded o’er the thick darknes’
which then o’ershadowed their lives’
but never could “Aunt Jessie” ©
“Uncle George” cease to remembe
their loved ones, or look upon a younf
lad without intuitively feeling a year®
ing fondness for him. \

Thus it was that Fred and Will®
found themselves grected warmly upo”
their arrival, and treated with unlim@d
indulgence during their visit; and ®
justice to them we must add that thef
never willingly abused the kindness %
freely bestowed. It was a gala day wit
them when Uncle George went Wit
them on one of their grand excursion®
for he had so many curious things tg
tell of everything they saw, af
thoroughly understood the art of co®
bining amusement with instruction-

Very glad were they, therefore, whe?
one day, while at dinner, he offered
join them, and, if they wished, to take
them to see some beavers at their inté"”
esting work.

To this they joyfully assented, 3%
though they had heard somewhat of beaf}
vers, they had never seen one. So ©
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they started, telling stories, picking
Owers, or watching the nimble squir-
Tels, and other objects of interest, as

€y marched on up-hill and down,
Over brambles and through the woods,
Until they reached a spot at the foot of
3 hill, where a cool fountain gushed
forth, and Uncle George proposed they
$hould rest under the shade of some
'ees close by, and partake of the ample
Uncheon Aunt Jessie had considerately
Provided them with.

Both boys were fain to accede to this,
Or their toilsome walk had made them
Oth tired and hungry, although neither

Yould acknowledge said facts in words.
Mmerry repast it proved, and no
$O0ner was it ended than the boys de-
Clared their willingness to proceed at
Once, They passed through the woods,
Wl having reached the outskirts,
Ncle George informed them that they
e at the end of their journey, and
a de each place himself behind a tree,
t}?d look towards the river, which, from
Qhat point, was but a short distance oﬁ":
in rging them to keep * still as mice
€ meantime.
is they at once did, and saw what
té’Peared to them such a comical sight
w.at Fred burst into a loud laugh, not-
gilthstanding the warning injunction
th"en by his uncle. Running through

& Water, was a sort of fence made up

& the branches of trees placed some
ing DC€ apart at the bottom, but meet-
at the top, and plastered over with
nlix g H}oss, _grasses and stones,' inter-
%ne{i In such a manner as evidently
the Tibuted to its strength, and gave it
Bg, dppearance of a stone wall
in Ched upon this, and faithfully work-
¥as a curious-looking little animal.
feetWas a little brown fellow, about two
hroa dong. with a blunt nose, and a
in . & flat tail, which he flapped once
the While against the wall, as if to test
werestrength of his work. His ears
Werg found and short, while his lips
at thick ang clumsily shaped. They
Ched him for some time ; first, he
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would nibble, nibble, nibble, at the
branch of a tree, until it fell to the
ground,—always taking care that it
should fall towards the water; then
taking it between his teeth, and walk-
ing on his hind legs and tail, he would
drag it to the place where it belonged,
and weave it very skillfully in among
the other sticks, quite as well as they
could have done it themselves, and
better too, I think.

It was the sight of this promenade
that had induced Fred’s laughter, which
came very nearly frightening away the
beaver; but cautiously peering in every
direction, he after a little consideration,
resumed his task. Quite a long piece
of the wall was already built, and it
looked so neat and finished that the
boys found it difficult to believe that it
had not been reared by human
hands.

‘It was built convex towards the
stream, of regular sweep, and all its
parts weré of equal strength.

In answer to their enquiries as to
its use, Uncle George told them that
*“ the beaver builds his house at such a
depth as will resist the frost in winter
and prevent it from freezing to the
bottom. p

“In small rivers, such as this, where
the back supplies are liable to be dried
up by the frost, and the water neces-
sarily drained off ,the beaver is wonder-
fully taught by instinct to provide
against such a calamity by thus erecting
a dam from one side quite across to the
other. By this means the water is
prevented from running away, and is
kept of sufficient depth to allow their
houses to be built near.

‘“ If there is but slight motion in the
stream the dam is almost straight ;
the curve being increased according to
the rapidity of the current in order
that greater resistance may be offered.
The branches used in forming the
wall often take root and spring up,
forming a kind of natural hedge, which,
I have seen, in some cases, grow so
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tall that birds have formed their nests
among the branches.”

His house, as is usually the case,
was found near by, but Uncle George
would not allow them to interfere with
it in any way.

« Wait a little,” said he; ¢ we shall
find some deserted houses before
long, if I am not greatly mistaken.”

And he spoke truly, for after walking
along the shore some distance they
met several, which—no little animal
evidently depending on it for shelter—
they were permitted to tear to pieces
that they might see for themselves
how, and of what they were made. So,
taking off their shoes and stockings
they waded out into the water until
they came to one of the houses. They
found it consisted of the same materials
as the dam, viz., branches, mud, stones,
and moss, all plastered together. It
was about three feet high, and had
three apartments, or rather, it was three
separate houses, separated only by
partitions, for they had no communica-
tion with each other except by water.
In the centre of each apartment a hole
had been left, through which the
animal could easily jump down to
procure food, or for other necessary
purposes. The walls proved to be
very strong indeed, and both boys had
to exert their full strength before any
impression could be made.

“ Not too strong, however,” said
Uncle George, laughing, “ to defend
them from the wolverine, who is their
greatest enemy, excepting man.”

Fred, who was now paddling around
the stream nearest the shore, declaring
it was prime fun, presently espied some
holes in the banks, which he thought
must be the home of some other
animals. DBut these belonged to the
beaver also, Uncle George said, and
were sometimes used to eat their food
in—a sort of dining-room, in fact—and
also as places of retreat when their
houses were attacked and their safety
endangered.
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« T think it is a great shame that
such clever little creatures as the®
should be killed, and their nice house®
destroyed,” said Willie, as they
scrambled up the bank to prepare fOf
their walk homeward.

“Tt does seem a pity,” Uncl
George assented, * but they are very
useful. You know their fur is us®
for various purposes. Besides this
their flesh is declared by hunters a%
trappers to be delicious food.”

They now rose and started for hom®
the boys asking questions of all kind®
relative to the habits of the anim?
that had so interested them.

I do not see,” said Willie, though”
fully, “ how they obtain their food %
winter when the water is frozen sol
above their houses.”

“During the summer,” Uncl®
George answered,  they cut offa 1arg®
number of branches from such trees
they prefer, and drop them into t
water opposite their houses, keeping 1
fixed by stones thrown on the top. 1,
bark of these branches constitute th®’
winter’s food to some extent, but the
subsist more largely still on a peCull ¢
root, not very unlike a cabbs®
stump in appearance, which g0
at the bottom of most lakes 2
rivers.”

“They do not live,” he added, =
their houses during summer, but fove
about until a little before the fall of tt;d
leaf, when they return to their %
habitations, and lay in their wio')
stock of wood. They generally ¥ o
until the frost commences before .rb
pairing their houses, and never fins®
the outside coating until the Cose
begins to be severe. If a new hO“a
is required they begin to fell the “’o.ld
early in the summer, but do not b
until quite late.”

“Have you ever hunted them
self ?” asked Willie. ™

‘1 once, when quite a young ',ﬂa 3
joined in a hunting expedition W
number of others, some of whom

o in

you”

1
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Indians and experienced trappers,”
answered his uncle. )
* Tell us all about it, Uncle,” said
both boys in the same breath. ‘¢ It
Mmust have been famous sport.” _
“For us it certainly was,” said
ncle George, laughing; * but, whether
the beavers enjoyed it as well, I leave
You to imagine. We started out arrqed
With spears and other necessary in-
Struments, and having arrived at a
Collection of their houses, we proceeded
Tst to stake the river allthe way across,
'0 prevent them from passing. This
One, the more experienced of the.
Mumber walked along the edge of the
banks, knocking repeatedly against the
ice with chisel attached to the end‘of
3 staff four or five feet long, with
%hich each was provided. Those
dccustomed to it can tell at once })y
the sound when they strike opposite
a3y of the holes which form the
€avers’ retreats, and an opening was
Made in the ice, large enough to admit
an old beaver. In this way they
Proceeded until all, or at least, as many
35 possible of the holes had been dis-
Covered. ‘While this was being done by
€ principal men, the others, including
yself, were busy breaking open the
Ouses, and I assure you we found it
N0 easy work, for some were five or six
“et thick, and one no less than eight
et thick on the crown. We could
*3sily tell when the beavers retreated to
®ir holes in the bank for shelter, by
attending to the motion of the water.
is being seen, the entrance was
lockeq up with stakes of wood, after
ich the animal was despatched with
& spear, and drawn up by the hand, if
he Could be reached ; if not, by means
. & hook fastened to the endof a
*tick intended for that purpose. Some-
times, however, they are caught in nets,
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and in summer very frequently in traps.”

Fred, who was very fond of animals,
and possessed pets of all kinds, now
wished to know if they were ever tamed.

““Yes,” said Uncle George, “1 had
one given to me, which had been trap-
ped, when I was a youth. At first I
confined it in a wire cage, but after-
wards it became so tame that it would
answer to its name and follow me
around like a dog. If I were absent it
evidently missed me, and, upon my
return, always showed unmistakable
signs of pleasure. We were often
amused by the little fellow’s antics,
and, one day, on returning, found that
he had woven the branches given him
to nibble upon, through the bars of his
cage, forming a dam ; having filled up
the holes by pieces of carrots and
other vegetables, given as food, bitten
into the required size and shape.
Before this he sat with a satisfied air,
as though he had performed as neces-
sary a task as the same would have
been had it been erected in a lake or
river.  This feat was afterwards repeat-
ed several times in our sitting-room,
where I kept him during the winter ;
the dam being made up of such
articles as he could contrive to lay
hold of, thus showing that the beaver,
ingenious and clever as he most
assuredly is, must be guided - entirely
by instinct, and not by reason.”

As it was getting quite late, Uncle
George proposed that they should
quicken their pace, which resulted in
their arriving home just in time for the
ample supper prepared by Aunt Jessie.

The boys thanked their kind uncle

for his treat, and begged that he would

&0 soon on another excursion, declar-
ing that they had just had a « splendid
time ” and learned “ ever so much ”
about beavers,



AMONG THE JACKS.

A FABLE,

It was blowing what a sailor would
call a stiff sou’-wester’, and the Union
Jack was floating from one of the
forest of masts which bristled up about
the docks of one of the most renowned
seaports in the world. Flap, flap, flap
went the flag, while a large Newfound-
land dog lay on the deck of the good
ship ¢ Pelican ” and watched it intently.
The “ Pelican” was lying to for repairs,
and being accustomed to travelling,
Pedro found the delay very irksome.
It is true he had made the acquaintance
of a good many dogs about the docks,
but they knew nothing of the countries
he had visited, and he longed for a
companion who was travelled like
himself. The Union Jack he knew
had travelled far and seen much, and
therefore he resolved to scrape an
acquaintance with it if possible.

“It is rather windy up there, Mr.
Union Jack,” he called out; but the
flag flapped away and took no notice.

“As you are in a better position to
view the ship than I am I thought I
would make bold to ask you how long
you thought it would be before we
would be ready for sailing ?” he called
out again, thinking it had not heard
his first remark ; but still it went flap,
flap, flap, and took no notice.

“Hallo! there, are you deaf ?” he
repeated crossly.

«“No, Mr. Pedro, 1 am not deaf,
neither am I accustomed to associate
with dogs, or any such grovelling
creatures. 1 am a creature of the air,
and I look upon it as a great piece of
presumption on your part thus to ad-
dress

¢The flag that’s braved a thousand years
The battle and the breeze’”

said the Union Jack in a supercilious
tone, and it spread its gay bars to the
breeze and flapped away.

«Upon my word you put on airs
enough to be a creature of air; but you
are nothing but a piece of printed rag,
to make the best of you,” said Pedro
saucily. :

«“ What ! how dare you insult me!”
said the flag, fluttering with rage. ¢ Are
you not aware that I am one of the
great Jack family which is renowned
the world over. I have a cousin who
is one of the kings of the earth !”

«Oh, indeed! What is he the king
of —the Cannibal Islands?’ asked
Pedro, mockingly.

«The Cannibal Islands!” repeated
the Union Jack, contemptuously. “He i$
king of the world, or the greater part
of it, during the winter. His name i$

| Jack Frost.”

“Oh, I beg your pardon ; I thought
you meant King Calico, on account 0
your being made of calico, you
know,” said Pedro in a jeering tone.

« Your impertinence is beneath con~
tempt; but it serves me right fof
condescending to converse with one 0
your low vulgar class,” returned the
Union Jack in a lofty tone.

Pedro addressed several jeering r¢”
marks to it, but as it took no furthef
notice of him, he wandered off i#
search of more congenial company-
Before going very far he met with 2
group of dogs,to whom he recount€
his little tiff with the Union Jack:
The dogs were all in a high state ©
indignation on account of being look®
down upon with such contempt by o
few yards of bunting tied to a f138
pole,” as they expressed it. And co?”
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Sequently it was not long till there was
qQuite a crowd of dogs collected on the
deck of the “Pelican” jeering and laugh-
ing at the Union Jack, who fluttered
and flaunted and spread its gay colors
to the winds without deigning to take
the slightest notice of them. )

“Hallo! Jack Bunting, how is it
that such a swell as you are submits to
be boxed about by the wind in that
Style 7 snapped an impudent little
Scotch terrier.

The Union' Jack was in a furious
temper. It had imagined that it was
Impressing  thousands by its graceft}l
beauty and its elevated position as it
‘Streamed over the mast-head, and here
Vas a contemptible little cur taunting
it for being boxed about by the wind !

h! it was too much!

“I know what I shall do,” mused
the Union Jack when the dogs had
8rown tired and wandered off to their
TeSpective horres, or to their haunts
among the docks. “I know what I
Shall do ; I shall bring these dogs’ noses
to the grinding stone by surrounding
them with the great Jack family onc of

€semoonlightevenings. Nothing goes

Own with the vulgar like distinguis.h.ed

Irth, T can imagine I see the humilia-
tion of these dogs when they find that

Teally am related to a king and to
2ome of the most celebrated characters
N literature,” and the Union Jack
Chuckled as it laid its plans.

“ L would like to speak to you, Mr.

edro, if you are at leisure,” said the

Nion Jack the next morning as Pedro

Y curled upon deck, while the sun

3shed over the sea and streamed in
thrOllgh the tall masts. )

edro was quite taken by surprise

0 hear himself so politely addressed

by the haughty Union Jack ; but being

Naturally 5 good-tempered, civil sort of

98, he answered politely,

“Iam qat your service, Mr. Union
Jack.n
th'“ It is my intention to givea banquef

'S evening on board the ¢ Pelican,
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to which I am going to invite all the
Jack family, and 1 would be happy to
have the pleasure of your company and
that of as many of your friends as you
can gather together,” continued the
Union Jack.

“ Thanks, Mr. Union Jack, I shall be
happy to avail myself of your kind in-
vitation, and I am sure my friends will
be delighted to do the same,” said
Pedro.

The dogs were all taken by surprise
onreceiving the Union Jack’s message,
and they immediately began to regret
the shower of jibes they had treated
him to the evening previously. But
when they were assembled on the deck
of the ¢ Pelican” at the appointed
hour their host returned their friendly
greetings in such a cool, contemptuous
manner that their regrets began to dic
out.

“I will tell you what it is, my friends,
my private opinion is that our friend,
the Union Jack, has invited us here to
insult and humiliate us by parading
his fine relations before us ; butif I am
not mistaken, he will be the humiliated
party before the evening is over,” said
a sage old spaniel, shaking his head.

The dogs had not been long as-
sembled when their attention was at-
tracted by a lumbering sound which
proved to proceed from an arch of
brick, which was slowly approaching
through the moonlight.

“There is no person admitted into
this assembly excepting a member of
the great Jack family,” called out the
Union Jack loftily.

““ Well, good sir, as I ama Jack arch,
I claim to be among the privileged
ones. .I came early so that I would be
here in time for the rest of the family
to pass under me,” returned the arch,
taking its place a few yards from the
banqueting table.

The approach of a tall white 'ﬁgure,
which brought a cold whiff of air with
it, caused the company to stare and the
Union Jack to swell with family pride.
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¢« This, my dear friends, is my near
kinsman, Jack Frost, king of the frozen
North. It is he who is keeping man-
kind from approaching the North Pole.
Our brave seamen have had many a
fiecrce battle with him, but he has al-
ways proved conqueror. Many a brave
man has left his bones in his dominion,”
said the Union Jack in a boastful
tone.

In the meantime all the dogs had
their eyes fixed upon the new-comer,
whose hoary head and streaming beard
were all covered with rime and all
aglitter with icicles; he stalked silently
and majestically beneath the arch,
gathering his glistening, snowy robe
about him, and fastening his cold hard
gaze upon the now shivering company.
A loud thundering noise in the neigh-
borhood of the arch here fora moment
diverted the attention of all present,
and a large block came tumbling into
their midst.

1 before remarked that there was no
person admitted into this assembly ex-
cepting one of the great Jack family,”
said the Union Jack angrily.

“ Well, sir, as I am a Jack block,
I must say with the Jack arch that I
claim to be among the privileged ones.
I thought this would be a good time to
tumble in, as I would serve as a throne
for His Majesty Jack Frost.”

After giving each of the dogs a ma-
licious pinch in the nose, and blowing
his cold, frosty breath on them till they
shivered, Jack Frost enthroned himself
on the Jack block. Though it is usu-
ally considered a high honor to sit in
the presence of majesty, it must be con-
fessed that the dogs did not appreciate
it.

« If that is being a cousin to a king,
I would rather be cousin to a hedge-
hog,” growled Pedro to his next neigh-
bor.

The tooting of a trumpet in the dis-
tance caused all eyes to turn to the arch,
when in swaggered a youth in a sky
blue coat and scarlet trousers,
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“Allow me to introduce Jack the
Giant-killer, whose history all of you
who are at all conversant with litcrature
have of course read,” said the Union
Jack.

Jack the Giant-killer was followed by
a youth carrying a little bag of beans
in his hand.

“Jack and the bean-stalk!” an-
nounced the Union Jack with a flourish.

Next came a little boy with a pie
under his arm.

«Jack Horner !” said the Union Jack.

Then came a youth in a round jacket,
rubbing his head in a rueful manner.
“1 beg your pardon!” said the Union
Jack, looking at him doubtfully.

«“Why I am Jack that went up the
hill with Gill, you know,” said the
new comer.

“Qh, certainly, we all know you; walk
in Jack, of Jack and Gill notoriety,”
said a voice from behind. .

And in skipped a fantastically dressed
fellow in a pair of long, pointed shoes,
one of which he stuck in Jack Frost’s
face in a flourishing and derisive man-
ner, to the horror of the Union Jack-

“ Come along, Jack, and we will se€
what can be done towards mending
your crown,” said the latest artival,
giving Jack a smart box on the ear.

«“Ahem! I beg—" began the Union
Jack.

“ Oh don’t bother me with your beg-
ging. You are a beauty to give an
entertainment to your relations when
you don’t know half of them by
sight! I am Jack Sauce, and
am going to stand here and announc®
the guests as they arrive,” he saids
stationing himself beside the arch.

“Jack of all trades!” he shouted
the next moment, as a little man, who
was alternately pegging a boot, ham’
mering the lid of an old tea kettle, an
stitching the sleeve of a scarlet jackeb
passed under the arch.

“Here is a fellow who has broke?
his crown; can’t you do something fof
him ?” said the self-constituted maste’
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of ceremonies, pointing to the suffering
youth, - )

The pegging, tinkering and tailoring
Were immediately thrown aside, and
Jack of all trades immediately produced
a case of sticking plaster and a pair of
Scissors and went to work.

In the meantime Jack Sauce had
been successively announcing : ‘“ Jack-
a-lantern,” who floated here and there
in an uncertain sort of way; “ Jack
Tar,” who appeared to be a jolly good
fellow; “ A Jack tree,” whose boughs
Were greedily devoured by Jack Frost
a8 soon as they approached him; a
kitchen Jack, Jack of the hedge, Jack
of the clock house, a Jack boot, a Jack-
daw, a Jack plane, Jack Smith, a
clhimney Jack. Then came a succes-
S1on of Jacks, as fast as it was possible
O announce them; and a black, ghast!y-
Ooking coat of mail came clanking in,
followed by a bunch of blazing fat pine
Sticks and several clumsy machines
and parts of machines of which the
Company did not know the use. Th'en
Came ¢ Jack Ketch,” inan impressive
tone, from Jack Sauce, as a tall,
Masked man, with a halter in his hand,
Valked in. The dogs began to titter;
© be cousin to a hangman was a high

Onor truly,

Then came Jack dandy, Jack-a-lent,
Jack pudding and Jack straw, four of
the veriest fools that could be found
Walking out doors. The dogs laughed
Outright as the creditable family con-
Rections sang and shook their empty

€ads, and danced about among

€m as if they had gone mad.
ack-in-the-box was now announced,
ad increased the mirth of the company
3 he popped out of his box with his
hunchback and his long nose and
"Mperial mustache, and then popped in
again,

““Jackanapes,” now shouted Jack
Sa“Pe in a ringing tone as a large ape
SPrang in and began to gambol about
dMong the fools. Roars of laughter
fesounded on all sides.

!
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“Ha, ha, ha! I thought you des-
pised such grovelling creatures, Mr.
Union Jack,” said Pedro.

“Ahem! I think we are all assembled,
Mr. Jack Sauce,” said the Union Jack,
who was becoming alarmed as he
viewed the motley crowd.

“Ahem!Iam afraid you are mis-
taken, Mr. Union Jack ; here are Jack of
Hearts, Jack of Spades, Jack of Dia-
monds, and Jack of Clubs,” replied Jack
Sauce as the four court cards came
waddling in, and stood regarding those
present with a stupid stare.

“And here, as I live, is high low
Jack,” he continued, as a number of
court cards which kept skipping about
here and there made their appearance.

““ Jack Stones,” repeated Jack Sauce,
as five little grey stones came hopping
in after them. ¢ A boot Jack, a Jack
knife, a Jack saw, Jack the son of John,
who is one of a numerous family, and
who has come to contribute to the
banquet,” went on Jack Sauce as a
very ordinary-looking man made his
appearance and walked to the banquet-
ing table, on which he placed a leather
cup filled with cider apple sauce. A
Jack filled with apple Jack,” sang out
Jack Sauce.

A young pike, a plate of brown bis-
cuit and half a pint measure were
placed beside them.

“Two more Jacks and some black
Jack !” called out Jack Sauce again.

A Jack towel was now anncunced
amidst the laughter of the dogs.

“Ha, ha, ha, ho, ho, ho! I wish I
was first cousih to a dish cloth !” they
laughed.

“Really, Mr. Jack Sauce, I am sure
we are all assembled,” said the Union
Jack, severely, for it was now in a
towering rage at being so disgraced
before the dogs.

“Really, Mr. Union Jack, you are
mistaken, for here is your kinsman the
Jackass only just making his appear-
ance.” :

Roarsoflaughter shook the ““Pelican,”
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as a great stupid-looking jackass thrust
its head through the arch with a loud
bray.

Here Jack Frost disappeared, after
flashing a look of scorn at the Union
Jack, which was so enraged that it left
its guests to entertain themselves, which
they did in rather a hilarious manner,
the dogs all agreeing as they walked
home that they had never enjoyed
themsclves so much in their lives.

“My friends,” said Pedro at parting,

PICTURE.

“my friends, civility costs nothing, and
if the Union Jack had given me a
civil answer when I asked him a civil
question, he would have been saved all
the mortification he experienced to-
night, and I hope you will all take
warning by his shortsightedness and
never attempt to shine in the reflected
glory of others, for by so doing we are
much more likely to excite the ridicule
of the world than to gain its res-
pect.”

SHADOW PICTURE.
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PUZZLES.

ENIGMA.

My whole is a creaturc you sometimes may see,

But which from your presence right swiftly will flee.

Just take off its head, and directly behold

A thing to the artist more precious than gold.

If its parts you'll transpose, and arrange with much care,

A sale and a lease are both found to be there ; :

An ocean, a terror, you'll find, and a sheep,

As well as a creature that lives in the deep.

A mountainous country lies hid in the name,

While the basis of government dwells in the same. E.H. N.

DIAMOND,.

Aponsonant; a germ; food; fowls;|to the action: of fire; the office of a
relatmg to a theory which refers the | clergyman; a soft look; a remark ; a
Structure of the solid parts of the earth | consonant. DICK SHUNARY.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN SEPTEMBER NUMBER.

CHARADE.

A bay may be wéler, a bay may be wood,
Both old as creation, and once pronounced good.

What sound is more frequent than O, with a laugh ?
Or what when the goblet of sorrow we quaff ?

At the left of a decimal, any can tell,

A cypher will never its magnitude swell.

The fisherman’s e/ is the source of his gain,
Through danger and hardship, through peril and pain.

When the roll of the musketry fails in the fight,

And the charge of the sabre, all flashing and bright ;

When the hope of the leader burns feeble and low,

How oft does the dayore! master the foe| E.H.N.

—— e ____
REBUS,

‘“ Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness.on the desert air.”
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HOW TO MAKE A HOLE

THE KiTTY, THE SPANIEL, AND BoOY.

3

THROUGH ONE'S HAND.

Our sight is not always to be
depended upon, and a very odd ex-
periment, illustrative of the fact, may
be performed by any one in possession
of two hands and a sheet of paper.
Take the paper—stiff writing-paper

‘&

will answer best—and roll it so as to
form a tube about an inch in diameter.
Apply the tube to the right eye, and
ook steadily through it at any conven-
ient object; at the same time keep
the left eye open. Now, place the
left hand, with the palm towards you

‘holes will be transparent.
i| obviously

and the fingers pointing upwards, by
the side of the paper tube and near its
lower end. The strange sight will be
seen of a hole—a clearly defined hole
—through the palm of the left hand.

We may proceed to a still more
curious spectacle. For this a real
opening opposite the left eye is needed,
and as it would be inconvenient, to say
the least of it, to punch a piece out of
the left hand, take a sheet of paper
and make a hole in it, a quarter of an
inch in diameter. It should be made
about the same distance from the edge
of the paper as the apparent hole was
from the edge of the hand. Hold this
paper up beside the tube just as the
left hand was held. Look intently int0
the tube, and the little hole of the
paper will be seen floating within the
aperture formed by the tube. Both
Each eye
transmits  different  im-
pressions to the brain ; but that orga?
seems to exercise no discrimination
whatever in regard to them. The
illusion is a strange one, and a goo
example of the pranks we are liable t0
have played us by our binocular vision:
—Cassell's Magaszine.

THE KIT-TY, THE SPAN-IEL, AND LIT-TLE MAS-TER BOB-BY-

There’s a won-der-ful lit-tle Kit-ty
(And I hope there are but few),

That can nev-er be guste con-tent-ed,
What-ev-er she tries to do ;

But it's mew, mew, mew.

M—FE—W.

And there’s al-so a fun-ny span-iel,
That I’'m cer-tain has made a vow,
That none of the dogs shall be qui-et,
If bark-ing will show them how ;
And it’s bow, wow, wow,
W—o—w.

But I know of a boy in jack-ets
That is nois-i-er, you'll al-low,
Than pus-sy, or e-ven dog-gy ;
And I #hink I can hear him now.
Crying, ow, ow, ow,
o—w.
There's ex-cuse for a pus-sy’s meW-ingf
And a dog with his bow, wow, woW?
But Bob-by should leave off jack-et$
And set about learn-ing how
To stop, ow, ow, ow,
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KITTY THE WAIF,

BY M.

“ Please, ma’am, do yer want a ser-
Vant ?”  Such was the question ad-
dressed to me by a ragged-looking
little urchin of about ten years of age.

€ was pale, thin, and with that
Peculiar pinched look which told of
Scant meals and biting cold—an old

attered hat, that had once been good ;
and was evidently a gift from some
One, a ragged shawl, a still more ragged
Tess, neither shoes nor stockings,
Ough we were now in *“ drear ” Novem-
€r—altogether a most deplorable-
O0king object, and as any one would
SUppose, totally unfit for a servant.
“ Why, child, what could you do?
Ou are so young.”

“Oh, indeed, ma’am, I'm not young
3t all; m near ten, so I am.” _

“So I am’’—that settled her nation-
ality 54 any rate ; no need to ask where
$8¢ was born, so I contented myself
With asking when she had come to

Anada,

“ Last May, please ma’am, an’ I
does g wapt to get a place afore
¥inter comes. Yer see they tells me as
'*s orful cold here in Canady.”

«  Yes, indeed, poor child,” I thought,

Cold enough even for those who are
well clothed and fed, whilst for such as

O it is little else than death. Perhaps
f Y Pity for her was written on my
thCe, Perhaps it was only my silence
shat ®ncouraged the child, at any rate

again urged her request, and that
arnestly that I compromised matters
triarY OWn mind by taking her on

Ml for a week,

S0 e.

‘ Hattie,” said my husband on com-
ing home that evening, ‘“there is a
beggar in the back yard; have you
anything to spare the child ?”

I laughed. ¢ Why, Harry, that is my
new servant.”

“W-h-e-w,” whistled my husband.
“ Rather above her business I am afraid
you will find her, and altogether too
fine’ for service.”

*“ Now, Harry, you must not laugh at
her.  Poor little thing, she is alone in
the world, and I am going to try and
help her.”

‘“Help her, Hattie, by all means,”
and Harry was serious enough now,
‘““but do not take her into the house ;
send her to one of the institutions,
where she will be well cared for, and
if you wish for a servant hire one that
understands her work, and will be of
use to you.”

“I am well aware she would be well
cared for at any of our institutions,”
I answered, “still I cannot help think-
ing she will learn more with me.”

“But think of the trouble to you!
Why not—as 1 said before—hire a
trained servant, one who has already
been in service, and can really help
you ?”

““ Because, Harry, so far as my ex-
perience goes, such a thing as a good
servant is not to be had. I do not
mean to say there are none, but there
are none to be had, because the really
good ones are all in place, and are too
highly thought of to wish to leave the
homes they aré now in.”
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¢ Strange, for the papers teem with
advertisements !”

“I know it, and yet engage any one
of those advertising and you will agree
with me that they give far more trouble
in a house than help. You know,
dear, how many I have tried, and at
length decided upon doing my own
work, with the assistance of a char-
woman once a week. I get on very
well so, Harry, and will not keep little
Kitty if you would rather not, but she
looks intelligent, and 1 think I can
make her useful.”

“Very well, dear, do as youlike ; only
if your spoons are missing some fine
morning, do not expect me to replace
them.”

“You incorrigible man,” I replied
laughingly, “ do you expect a mite like
that to steal spoons? No indeed ;
candies or cakes would be ¢ metal more
attractive’ there, I think.”

Harry said no more on the subject,—
he rarely interfered with me in my
household arrangements, but, man-like,
he had theidea that good servants were
as plentiful as blackberries, and that all
mistresses had to do was to stretch
forth a hand and gather them. He
could not understand that the same
girl who would answer him so respect-
fully, and seem so willing when he was
near, would (at the best) be quietly in-
different to her mistress’s orders, and
frequently rudely disobedient; he could
not understand, I say, nor could any
man, unless he changed places with his
wife for a while. But though he could
not understand these things he never
interfered, other than to support my
authority whenever it was necessary
that I should appeal to him, by which
means I had far less trouble than most
of my friends ; still I disliked having to
do this, and at length determined upon
being my own Biddy. One whole year
had passed over my head since I first
formed my resolution, and not once did
Iregret it. My house was small (though
that even wasa fault inthe eyes of

Kitty THE WATF.

some of my former /kelps); my threc
children were old enough to go to
school ; my husband not one of the
exacting kind, and so I easily man-
aged to get through my work.

Nor did my health suffer, as so many
of my friends predicted ; on the con-
trary it improved, for rarely now did 1
suffer from those distressing nervous
headaches, which are so frequently
causcd far more by worry than work.

One thing alone did I find inconveni-
ent—I had no one to attend the door
for me ; no matter how I might be em-
ployed, I myst either answer the bell
myself or leave it unanswered. After
spoiling one or two batches of bread
ere I could persuade a canvasser that
no matter how cheap his wares, nor
how good, I really did not want them,
I came to the conclusion that I would
only open my door when I could do s0
without damage to bread or cakes ; but
this plan worked badly too, and I found
that friends whom I valued had more
than once been thus refused admittance-
Then again I was very much of a pri-
soner for the same reason, having t0
lock up my house whenever I went out,
and something of this passed through
my mind when little Kitty first accostefl,
me with, “ Do yer want a servant?
“ Surely,” I thought *she can do that
much for me, and at any rate the poof
child shall have a home, if she is de-
serving of one.”

Bed-time came, and I sought mY
“ giantess,” as Harry would persist 1?
calling her. She was sitting on the doof”
step, rocking backwards and forwards
and singing softly, whilst a contente
purr from beneath the ragged sha¥
told that the lullaby was intended fOf
pussy.

“Come, Kitty, I will show you wheré
you are to sleep.”

* Yes, ma’am,” and she arose immeé~
diately—no hesitation, no lagging
*“Come,” thought I, “she at any raté
is obedient,” and Kitty rose consider”
ably in my estimation. I had made 2
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bed for her in aroom near my own—

she was t0o young to put into what had
€en the servant’s room, and as I over-

looked her taking the bath which I

hagq prepared for her, I gave her her
Ist lesson in neatness.

“ Now mind, Kitty, that you fold your
clothes, so, every night, and lay them on
this chair. See, T have given you a fresh
Suit, and shall take these away to be
Washed, after which we can see if they
e worth mending. In the morning
You must get up so soon as you are
Wakened, dress carefully, fold your
Night-dress, so, tidy your washstand,
and then come to me in the kitchen.

0 you think you can remember?”

“Ill try, ma'am.” ‘

. Then after a little talk with Kitty
Just such as I had each aight with my
OWn children, about the Saviour they
Oved and tried to serve, I left her.
€Xt morning she was up betimes, and
'eally was of more use to me than I had
Supposed she would be. Even Harrycon-
€scended to say that, now she was pro-
Perly clothed, she was rather a nice-
O0king child, and my children were
®ll pleased that I should have some
1€ in the house with me. Time passed
0. Kitty was an apt scholar, yet even
%0, Thad to teach the same thing over
Over again, and had to put up with
Ay a fajlure before she succeeded to
Y satisfaction ; still there was an im-
Tovement, and as the weeks rolled on
°Ccame aware that if only Kitty re-
Mained with me til] grown up, I should
deed have that much-to-be-desired
th}ng’. a trained servant. Just about

'S time Kitty asked permission to

3ve half a day to herself.
K ‘What do ‘you want the time for,

ltty ? ”» .

1“ I jes wants to go an’ see how the old
b aces looks, ma’am.”

But if T let you go,

‘Come back P ]

» ma’am, I couldn’t stay away—

if I was to try ever so,” and the

blue eyes filled with tears. I

will you be sure

nO’ not
Chilgg
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was satisfied she would return, and
so willingly granted her request.

1 We had all learned to love her by this
time, and should have been sorry to
have her go back to the old, hard life
i she had led before coming to us. Neat-
ly dressed in her Sunday suit, Kitty set
off, fully alive to the importance of a
‘“day out;” and taking my work, T sat
down to await the return of my hus-
band and children. Being Saturday,
all were home early, and the time pass-
ed quickly and happily till the waning
daylight reminded us of tea-time.

“ Why, mother, where is ‘giantess?’"”
asked Bob, my eldest.

“Run away, Hattie?” queried my
husband, with a comical look.

“ No, she has not run away. Kitty
has merely gone out for the after-
noon.”

‘“And, Mammy dear, do you really
think she will come back. I should be
sorry to lose her. Poor child, how
ragged she was that first day! I wonder
you were not afraid to take her into
the house.”

*“ So your father seemed to think too,
Nellie, for he feared her making away
with the spoons.” °*

“Poor little ¢ giantess” But do you
know, Wattie, she will soon deserve
the name, for she is growing fast.”

“Yes, plenty of food and a comfort-
able home are doing wonders for
her,”—this from Bob.

We were now at the tea table, and
soon busy discussing the good things,
when the front door opened, and in
another moment Kitty was before us,
her eyes bright and sparkling, her
whole face lighted up with joy and
gladness, while she dragged after her
an uncouth-looking girl of about four-
teen, dirty, ragged, poverty-stricken to
a degree that I had not supposed pos-
sible here, .

‘“Ther's another for yer to take care
on! My, aint I jes glad !” cried Kitty,
as she dragged the girl towards me;
the child’s usually quiet tones were
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raised, and her eyes danced with ex-
citement. '

« Why, Kitty, what do you mean ?’
I asked as quietly as I could, for
Harry’s face was a picture just then,
in his almost vain attempts to preserve
his gravity.

«Qh, ma’am, she’s jes awful bad; her
father drinks, an’ beats her, an’ she
aint got clothes, nor anything, an’ I
told her what you done to me, an’ so I
brought her t00.”

“Well, well, take her to the kitchen
now, Kitty, and we will see what can
be done.” 1 was thankful when the
door was closed on the retreating pair,
and I could no longer hear Kitty's glad
«“ Didn’t I tell yer, now !’

* Harry, what am I to do ?” at length
I asked.

«Rather, what am 7 to do, I think;
for according to appearances, my home
will soon be turned into a refuge, in
which case I shall not be needed.”

«With Kitty as runner, you might
do a good business, mother,” said Bob
in his gravest manner.

*“ Must we be awful bad before you
let us in ?” saucily asks my youngest ;
« for if so, I am bowled out.”

“Never mind them, mammy dear,”
said Nellie, with a toss of her pretty
head. * NeitBer papa nor the boys
could do as much as you have done
for Kitty.” :

« You are about right there, Nellie,”
said papa, with a pleased look at his
< girlie ;” ““but to be serious, Hattie, what
do you intend to do about your new
arrival ?”

«] really do not know; I cannot
keep both, and yet I cannot bear to
shake that child’s faith in me.”

We talked the matter over during
our meal, but could come to no satis-
factory conclusion, till at length Nellie
said: ¢ Suppose you let her stay a
week, and in the meantime try to find
a place for her?” and so it was decided.

The next day I started off to look for
a placefor Kitty's friend. The poor girl’s

Kitry THE Warr.

tale was a sad one: but, as she said, I
knew there were many ¢ worse nor
herself.” With no mother, a drunken
father, and no work to be had, hers
was indeed a wretched life. Many 2
time had she gone supperless to bed,
only td be wakened by curses and
blows. Of housework she was entirely
ignorant ; neither could she wash of
iron, and my heart misgave me that I
had-undertaken a hard task in finding
a place for her. Many there were who
wanted help, but they were so situated
that they could not spare the time t0
train a girl, and so did without. At
length I found what I was in search of,
and in good spirits I returned home-
Ere night-fall Jane was in her new
home, promising, in her great gratitude, -
to do her best to “larn” what was
taught her.

Another month went by. Jane was:
doing well, and Kitty was radiant over
her share in the work. ‘I brought
her to yer, now, didn't I?”" she woul
say, her face rippling over with happy
laughter; but when she asked for an-
other “ day out,” adding, “An’ 1l
bring yer a_real bad one this time,” }
was obliged to cry * Enough.” Poof
little Kitty, how disappointed she was!
Real tears of sorrow rolled down hef
cheeks, and it was pure grief, not tem”
per, that kept her at home.

Summer was now drawing on apac®
The schools would soon be closed, a#
my children at home all day. They
would not like my being so engross®
with household cares that I could gi%®
but little time to them—neither was "
good for them. Kitty was very hand)’
but after all, what could a child ©
barely eleven do? Why not take “Il
another of her *“awful bad ” ones? d
asked myself this question over 3%
over again, then at length spoke to ™Y
husband.

“Don’t forget what I told you 3b°“;
a refuge,” was all his answer, but
knew I might do as I liked; so Kit
was told she might bring me a yous
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8irl a5 soon as she met with onme. In
W0 or three days’ time Kitty brought
™€ one, and I again began the work of
Maining, Mary Davis was very dif-
ferent to either Jane or Kitty ; she was
A very delicate girl naturally, and her
€alth was farther impaired by living in
€ stifling dens which the poor have
O put up with. Idle, many would have
Called her, but I think her natural
Weakness had much to do with it; at
My rate, when Mrs. Worth, a rich
'nYalid, who had taken a fancy to Mary,
33id how glad she would be to have
€, I saw it was for the girl’s good,
3nd willingly consented. But now a
thO“ght struck me, and I determined
O consult one or two tried Christian
fends ypon the matter. I am not
80ing to trouble you with all that took
ace before our plans were in real
WOrking order, but will merely tell you
“hat we endeavored to do, and how
€ Set about it.
ix of us determined to set ourselves
© the work of finding homes for such
Tls as needed them, and our mode of
Ction was as follows: We undertook
Teceive into our house the first girl
€ could get, no matter how bad her
Character might be, and endeavor by
od’s help, to reform her, and fit her
for 3 servant’s placein some respectable
amily, Though determined to refuse
none, on account of character, yet we
t}?d very little fear of being troupled by
the really depraved—unless, indeed,
Y were earnestly desirous of re-
oormation, in which case we should be
My too glad to help them, and we
°T€ right, for our next rule kept away
]| such,
the o B2ve no wages till such time as
€ girl had reached sixteen ; or if of,
' Near, that age when first coming to
% then till she had served two years
Sfactorily. This rule we adhered to
Strictly, and found it one of our
ir Catest helps, keeping away those who
0§ld have made a bad use of their
°%ey, and those who would have
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sent their children merely that they (the
parents) might receive the wages.
Then, again, children have to be
trained in carefulness of dress as well
as other things, and if a mistress gives
clothes to her young servant instead of
money, she has a greater power of
guidance over that girl with respect to
those clothes than if they had been
bought with ordinary wages. A servant
girl spends two months’ wages on a
new dress; very likely it is unsuitable
for her in many ways, but the money
was hers, and she spent it as she liked ;
the under-clothing may be in rags, but
no matter there is the dress, and fine
weather or bad itis put on. Suppose
a mistress speaks to such an one when
she sees her going out in her best
dress when there is certainty of rain,
and what is nearly always the con-
sequence ? The advice is utterly un-
heeded at best, and sometimes even
rudely thrust aside; but if the clothing
is provided for the child, it is not only
better, more suitable, and more plenti-
ful- than what moderate wages could
buy, but it likewise strengthens the
bonds between mistress and maid,
giving it more the feeling of parent
and child, and allows of closer super-
vision of the wardrobe.

The girls received must be Pro-
testants, and must attend church once
every Sunday at least.

Now came the rules which we knew
would be irksome to us, but we were
in earnest about our work, and so de-
termined upon them.

If any of us discovered another poor
waif, willing to serve, but none willing
to take her, then if we could get a good
home for the one we had already train-
ed, we must part with her and take the
new one.

“There, ladies,” said our minister’s
wife when we got as far as that rule.
‘I fear we shall have hard lines there.

‘But what else can we do? If we really

wish to advance the work, we must ex-
pect to bear a large share of the



368

trouble; but if not—if our object is
merely to get good servants for our-
selves, why there is no need of any
society or rules; we can each take a
girl and do as we please with her.”

“No, noj; let it pass,” cried we all,
and it passed accordingly: but I resolved
mentally that I would never part with
my little Kitty, no matter how many
others I might be obliged to take.

Each member was to subscribe
twenty-five cents per month, and each
person procuring a servant through us
was to pay §1. This was to form a fund
from which assistance might be given
to those who were really in need of
what their children could earn.

So much for our rules, now for our
success.  Five years now has our
society been doing its quiet though
useful work, and over a hundred girls
arc now in service through its means.
At first it was very hard work—we had so
constantly to give up those we had
partly taught, and take in new ones;
but after awhile that passed by—the
selfishness of the proceeding was felt,
and we had no more trouble that way.
Then arose another : some one started
the idea of a training-school, and we
were hardly thought of because not in
favor of it. Here, too, we were firm,
and our work goes steadily on.

But why were we not favorable to a
training school ? Because no school,
however good, can train a girl so well
for service as she can be trained in
a family; and the expense of her train-
ing could be used to far better purpose
in supporting the sick and infirm.  Also
the fact of a number of girls, of the class
we desired to reach, being together, and
only under control of a matron, could
not be as beneficial to them as being
separated from their old associates,
and surrounded by persons of an en-
tirely different sphere. So we replied
when questioned, and whether con-
vinced by our arguments or not I do
not know, but the training-school is
still a thing of the future.

Kitty THE WaIF.

Do not suppose that success always
attended our efforts ; we were frequent
ly disappointed, and in more than oné
case all our efforts ended in totd
failure. Yet we were not discouraged'
One alone saved would have beet
recompense sufficient, and we cou!
count our number by scores. I sal
one hundred are in service; I shoul‘:l
have said were, for several of our num”
ber now have homes of their own, an
bid fair to be man’s greatest blessing—
a good wife. .

But we have still another thought i#
connection with our work, and perhap?
we may yet be able to carry it out.
is to be allowed to have such childre®
as are sentenced to the Reformatofy
taken into service instead, on the sam®
terms as our voluntary servants wer?
taken, and if they prove too difficult t¢
manage, that we may have the privileg®
of returning them to the officers
Whether we shall ever get the permis”
sion, and, if obtained, whether th¢
work will be a success, remains to P¢
seen ; but we are hopeful in the matter:
and particularly in the cases of boys, *
only we can get them homes in the
country. .

Five years is a long time and bring®
many changes, and chiefly so to the
young ; and as I look upon my grow?”
up son, my daughter Nellie, so soon ¢
go to her own home, my saucy Ne®
now a big lad of seventeen ; when aga'®
I enter my kitchen and see the tid)’
competent young girl that reigns s
preme there (for I can assure you I 3“:,
not needed to overlook), I ask mysel
can it be possible that but five year
have elapsed since Kitty’s childlsli
request to be allowed to bring ““a re2
bad one this time,” first set me thinki®§
how we could benefit such ? d

Kitty is no longer the uneducat®
girl she was; Nellie has taught her 10
read, write and keep accounts; CO‘;
stant association with us and occasioP I
correction has rendered her mode ©
speaking grammatical, though she d0¢®
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n({t know a rule—and forgive me for
th1nking that in her state of life she is
3 well without knowing. Her clothes
3¢ neatly made and mended by her
Vh industrious fingers, and she is now
Searning the use of the sewing-machine.
Uch is my Kitty, my little waif, blown
V?] Me by a providential current of air.
€ do not consider her merely a ser-
hant; we look upon her more as our
“mble friend, while she bears us
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all the affection of a child of the
house.

“Giantess” is still Harry’s pet name
for the trim little maiden, who hardly
reaches above his elbow; and when-
ever she may decide upon following my
Nellie’s example and entering a home
of her own, the husband may feel sure
she will  Look well to the ways of her
household, and eat not the bread of
idleness !”

MY LADY HELP, AND WHAT SHE TAUGHT ME.

BY Mgs, WARREN, AUTHOR OF ¢ HOW I MANAGED MY HOUSE ON £200 A YEAR,” ETC.

(From the Ladies’ Treasury.)

(Continued.)

CHAPTER V.

no Ellen’s astouishment the saucepans were
th, clez‘.HEd with the aid of the broom ; those
ag Sisted it had a tablespoonful of soda
e %ld water putinto them, were put on the
t’te:’ld the contents boiled till the burned
toj, -2meoff easily. Miss Severn took care
Pang PTess the fact upon the girl that all sauce-
Boij. €Xcepting those in which meat had be.en
Solg ° ust, directly after using, be filled with
FOr ‘."ater till the time came for their cleaning.
Y stance, she was told that rice, potato,
flour, and similar things would dry on to
ang epan‘ if cold water was not put into tht?m»
thy, alrs ‘time be wasted in softening it again ;
' dishes having had milk puddings and
Watey ' them should be put into a pan of cold
thyy . "'MS downwards, in order to soak off all

w or ®red to them, and never to use hot
it,, fthe purpose, for that only hardened
of that a little cinder ash on a rag or a bit
dkﬁolo~p§pe' would rapidly take off all the
b edrahons caused by milk and other matters
o On to the edge. The last process was
"ipett € saucepans before the fire to dry, to

€ 1ron covers inside and outside, and to

polish the tin covers with a greasy rag, and
lastly dry brick-dust. Finally, Ellen was told
to turn the saucepans upside down upon the
saucepan rack, and to hang each cover on a nail
above.

““Now, Miss Anna, to my mind the covers
ought to be put on the saucepans to keep out
the dust, and not to be stuck above ’em.”

“You are wrong there, Ellen. Observe
that the rack is open, composed of laths, each
set two inches apart ; now, if the saucepan is
turned down on these open spaces, the air,
which purifies a]l things, will enter and keep the
saucepans sweet,”

“Oh, my!” was Ellen’s exclamation ; but
she did not understand the matter at all H
she simply looked at Miss Severn’s face with a
curious expression.

A further examination of the kitchen pro.
duced a copper vessel, badly tinned, which had
been used some months back for preserves, but
which had never been cleaned. This, of
course, was covered with the deadly poison,
verdigris. 1t was a work of some time to con-
vince the girl that had she eaten any food
cooked in this unclean vessel she would have
been poisoned.



370

¢ Why, whatever is ver—I don’t know what
you called it, Miss Anna ?”

“ Verdigris—you know what rust on iron
is?”

¢ Of course T do.”

“ Verdigris, then, is the rust of copper. Iron
rust is not injurious, but copper rust is a deadly
poison. I do not like to have such utensils
used at all. A careless little body might, by
neglecting to clean them, poison a whole
family. Without 4 moment’s delay this sauce-
pan must be cleaned. Get some vinegar, rotten-
stone, and oil ; or, if there is no rotten-stone,
get a greasy rag, and rub it all over. Stay; let
me see, you have mno cuts on your hands, or
the verdigris will poison them.”

¢ Oh, dear, there’s the master, Miss Anna;
and we've got no potato chips ! Missis has
opened the door. The fire is clear—that’s a
blessing.”

¢ Now, then, for the potato chips—you have
washed them ?”

“T've washed the potatoes, but not the
chips—there’s none.”

¢ We'll soon make some. Get a small frying-
pan and the lard ; see that the pan is clean. Let
me rub with paper after it is heated on the fire.
There, you see, Ellen, the edge is not clean;
the black would rua down and make the
potatoes dirty. It must be well washed with
soda and boiling water, and be rubbed dry,
particularly round the edge ; the bottom of the
pan is often tolerably clean, but it is round the
edge where the mischief is ; as soon as the pan
i5 heated the old dirty grease runs down and
spoils the cookery. Now for the chips.

¢“ Fill the pan half full of lard, and put it on
the fire to boil. Now you shall have your first
lesson in frying. .

““ The fat must be boiling, and plenty of i,
and the articles to be fried must be as dry as
possible.”

‘ How do you know when the fat is boiling,
Miss Anna—when it makes a great noise ?”

““ No, the reverse of it. When it is gquile
silent.  When fat hisses, it is because the water
contained in it is being boiled out of it in the
shape of steam; but if you let it remain a
moment after this the fat will burn. So you
must stand ready with the article you are going
to fry, and put it in quickly, as 1 am now doing
with these slices of potato, which will soon be
converted into chips.”

My Lapy Here, aND WaAT SHE TaAvcHT ME.

¢ Oh, my ! what a lot of fat for such 2 fe¥
slices of potato ! ” .
““ Yes, that is true; but you will see that tlfls
fat will not burn because there is so much Of'lt’
and that it will do for frying potatoes or anyth!
else in it for six or eight times. Now get y
large dish, put it before the fire with a sheet
doubled paper upon it, get also the egg‘slice'
that I may take up the chips. See, I lay the?®
on the paper, not one on the other, but €
piece separately, so that they shall not be %,
and pappy, but dry, and not too dry. For e
reason 1 sprinkle a very little salt over the?
and lightly put a sheet of paper over the toP
Now for a nice hot dish ready to put them %
the last moment. They must not be covereds ol
they would be soddened. Get a pan of
water ; I am going to strain and throw the
into it. This you will set by till it is colds °
till to-morrow, when I will look at it.” .,
¢ Must lard always be used for frying eve’f
thing in, Miss Anna ? ” ,
““Qh, dear, no. Any kind of dripping e"
cepting mutton dripping will do ; not 8
because it so casily gets cold. But oilis the °"
of all ; and next to that of lard or bacon
ping—oil, because it holds a greater heat t s
any other fat, and consequently the fryio
betterand quicker done. All frying should
rapidly done. ‘ i
¢ Now you understand this, or will do $°
time. Bring the parsley out of the larder- i
see how I pick it, in nice sprays, and wash
first in a basin of warm water, then insta“dy it
cold water. Shake it about well, and thro¥ '
on this dry cloth. then spread it upon this ¥ 10
ot paper. It will dry quickly ; then pop it l?ew
the oven on this sheet of paper, and in 8 T"i‘
moments it will be beautifully crisp go%
washing of the parsley should have bee? e
when it first came in, not picked off the %" f
because then you are able to put itin 2 J
water as you would flowers, and it is the?
for use in 2 moment.” /!
“I never saw parsley washed befo™™
thought ’twas always clean.” a ¥
“ No vegetable is dirtier than parsley 3
full of dirt and insects, which no cold andf
will touch, but which is i

fat

df

made 1 4
clean by the application of warm and the.ﬂ i
water. Look at this warm water in Whi¢
parsley was washed.”

Ellen again took refuge in, ¢ Ob,
it dirty !

s
myl‘y
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“The steak must now be cooked very
Quickly, Bring the gridiron, put it on the fire,
Make it hot, and rub it first with paper, then
“Move, and rub it well with a clean dish-cloth.
.°W put it on the fire again, and with this little
" of suet rub the bars well ; this to prevent the
Meat Sticking to the bars. I hope the steak is
& tender ope ;ifnot, there is little use I.have
€¥er found in beating it.” )
“ Noyw put on the steak, and the dish, in
Which it isto be served, before the fire. Intwo

ingtes stick the fork into the thin edge of the

“ak, and turn it, and again in two minutes do

Ssame, and so continue Jlurning every two
"Mutes il the steak is half done.”

“ Byt what for, Miss Anna ? what a fuss !

S you let it be till ’tis done on one side,
0 then tyrm it 2
If were to do this all the gravy would
:lse to the top, and in turning would fall into
ise te 3 but by continually turning it the gravy
itiept In the centre of the meat. .Now whe.n

s halfdone I take it upon the dish, press it
yel With a knife on both sides, rub a little
i d.er Over, pepper it, and put it again on the

o0 for a few moments, turning it only
2 1itt.1 When it is done take it on the dish, rub
oy ®ore butter over it, then some salt, and
o Ny sauce that is liked should be added.

e instant must it remain after this, but be
ved at once ; the potatoes, with the crimped
°n the top of them, hot as possible, but

Withc.UVered; the steak covered. Run away

“’atl\l,;' Ellen, and the hot plates. You say
« > Newton has laid the cloth.”
Won ®, Miss Anna, I saw her do it ; but
¢~ YU g0 up and see the master ?”
O-morrow, perhaps, not to-night.”
g rs,. €wton came down in about an hour
Sug %2d her hushand was astonished to have
tolg dmMeal,  « He asked who had done it. I
Whop 2 that it was a superior young person,
‘wh hoped we should be able to retain.
hey oev." it is,’ he said, ‘she understands
oyl “Siness much better than any lady-help
“« d dO.’ ”»

pﬂl‘s[
ny ¥

on’t you think, Miss Severn, that you
p :tt" come and see him ? Wil you bring
LSN y°:°ﬂ6e? Besides, Ireally don’t ‘like: to
Oughy totO' Stay in ' . kitchen; you certainly
“ SIt with us for an hour or so.”

f‘ndmty dear Mrs, Newton, I thought it was
in the 0od fully between us that I choose to be

ltchen ; that I do not wish to interfere
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with, and will not interrupt, the social evenings
of husband and wife. I will put it in another
light : I will say I have a mission in this life,
and my mission is to teach such girls as Ellen
how to become good servants. I am quite sure
it is easier work, and less detrimental to health
than real missionary work. The coffee I will
show Ellen how to make,
self.”

So, with this, Mrs. Newton departed, but
could not help feeling what a useless weight she
herself had always been, waited upon by
servants, and knowing not a single thing of
domestic management. ““ But there is one
thing,” she mentally said, _ ““ I can learn, and I
will. I wonder if Miss Severn sings and plays,
I dare say she does.  She looks as if she knew
everything.”

As soon as Ellen had cleaned the table in the
dining-room, Miss Severn said, * Now, then,
for the coffee. ‘Get me the coffee-pot and the
coffee. I want both the tin coffee-pot and the
silver one.”

and bring it up my-

Ellen brought the ground coffee. It had been
ground a week previously, as Kllen remarked,
because 1t was handier than to be always fussing
at the mill.

‘“ Have you no whole coffee, Ellen ? This is
dead and flavorless.”

““ Oh, yes, there'sa lot in this tin,”

Miss Severn took a teacupful from it, and
put iton a plate in the oven till it was warm
through, then put it in the mill and ground it,
and the aromatic fragrance diffused itself all
over the kitchen, Upon this, when put into a
hot tin coffee-pot, she poured a little more than
two breakfast-cups of boiling water, then rapidly
poured out into the teacup and back into the
coffee-pot twice, then set for five minutes by the
side of the fire, but not where it could boil, or
the sides of the coffee-pot burn. Within ten
minutes the coffee, pure as wine, was poured
into the very hot silver coffee-pot, over which a
*“ cosey " was placed, and it was thus taken ap,
with hot milk scaldeq in a jug placed in boiling
water,

“I always boil the milk in a saucepan,”’
said Ellen,

““ Ishould think it was never drunk then ; it

must have been greasy, and with a taste of the
saucepan,”’

“ Master never did drink it ; perhaps he
won’t yours,”

Miss Severn took the coffee on a much dis-
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colored silver tray, knocked at the door, and
entered with the coffee, which she laid before

Mrs. Newton, who half rose to meet her, but, !

recollecting herself, sat down again. Mr.
Newton looked up furtively from his book, but
took no further notice till after Miss Severn left
the room. Presently he said, ¢ This young
person of yours knows how to make coffee. I
wonder in what school of cookery she has
graduated. Her face somehow seems familiar
to me.”

No suspicion crossed his mind as to ‘the
young person’s” antecedents. Miss Severn
returned to the kitchen, to the washing up, and
the cleaning of the copper saucepan. It re-
quired many kind and cheering words and much
personal help to bring Ellen to the close of
the first day without littering the kitchen, and
over the saucepan it was almost a case of tears.
The vinegar, rotten-stone, and oil were there,
but the willingness to clean was gone.

“ Do let me leave it till to-morrow,
Anna. T am so tired.”

¢ T would not leave it till to-morrow, Ellen.
Don’t you see it has been left by some one for
so many ¢ to-morrows,’ till the labor of cleaning
falls upon you and myself, and between this
and to-morrow somebody might be poisoned
with the verdigris ; and we, having knowingly
left it about, might be accused of having done
it wilfully. Then what would happen? The
work, whatever it may be, that we don’t like to
do, had always best be done at once, and then
there is one less troublefor us.”

¢ But I am so tired, Miss Anna.”

“ Well, let us do the work, and T will tell
you a story about some very industrious little
bodies, without whose aid you could not
properly clean that saucepan.”

““ Oh, my ! I've heard tell of the fairies. The
pixies my mother calls ’em. I wish they'd
clean the dirty thing.”

¢ Neither the fairies nor the pixies. Wash
the saucepan first with vinegar, and scrub it well.
Then rub it well with oil, every crevice, and
then for the  pixies.” Take up the rotten-stone.
Now, what do you think that is ?”

¢¢ It looks like dirt ; I suppose it is,”

¢ No. Rub the saucepan well and listen.
That rotten-stone was once alive. It is the
dead skins or coverings of millions of little
creatures that had to work daily and nightly for
their living, as you now do daily,”

Ellen looked atthe rotten-stone aghast. ¢ Miss

Miss

My Lapy Herp, ANp WHAT S TaveHT ME.

Anna, you're making fun ; it's too bad, 1 dide’
think you would tell me such nonsense.”

¢ tell you, my girl, what I say is truth,
rather, the cleverest men we have say it is ;
There are several kinds of this polish'“%
material, formed of the dead coverings of insec®
which have a hard, flinty shell upon their backs;
and when they died the shells were left, b:e
could not perish with their bodies, beca¥
these shells, which we cannot see without
miscroscope—they are so small—were for
of a flinty material that cannot perish. The
is a kind of polishing earth found in Prussi?
a square inch of which there are nearly
billion of shells of insects. Now, if you ¥/
to count one, two, three, and so on, for t“t
years, night and day, and not cease a mome®’

on

you could not count that number. “
Ellen took up the rotten-stone, examined
closely, and again asked, ¢ Was it really of
alive 27 .
¢ Yes, be sure that it was. You have f’ee
mites in a cheese which do not look alive ?’ ot
¢ Yes, but they are though, for some o of
come to hoppers, little white worms that
about.”
¢ Then you can have an idea of
thousands and millions of living creatures caf
contained in a small space.” "
¢ But what work can these mites in & rott®
stone do ?” @
¢ They are not mites in the stone, b\ft {
stone itself is nothing but the dead bodie® o
mites, as you call them. The work they fo .
to dowas to eat or suck up all the flint t ol
found in the water in which they existeds "
so nourished their bodies with it that :;mg
dead their outer covering or shells D®
useful to man, including yourself. .0
¢ Let us wash up the dirty things, aﬂd‘m it
the kitchen tidy ; no litter, mind, everythmgfor
its place ; but you must first have a L
everything, and I don’t think you havé
Your brushes and brooms are throw? ".4f
anywhere, your cloths are in confusio™ Al
and clean together—and your cupboards A
untidy. We must find proper places to-m° N
for all those things ; meantime you wash 'ul 4
plates in hot and cold water, while T ¥
silver and the glasses.” bod‘l
‘“ Why must I have hot and cold watef
Why won't hot water do ?” ti,,t"
« Because, if the plates are put while L
cold water, any dirt that sticks to them

po¥
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Off, or Yemains on so visible that in a moment
You can see whether they are clean or not. This
"bsing also saves you the trouble of wiping
UPs and saucers. They are better turned upside
N only rinsed, than wiped on a dirty cloth,
2 Ppractice too often done. Now you will
ash your hands, arms, and face, put on a clean
#PTon, and we will have supper.
At the supper table Miss Severn directed
. N to ask God’s blessing—a thing the poor
" had never heard of. She taught her also
. €t her food in a pleasant, nice manner ; no
"ting of her bread, no cutting it on the cloth,
° Putting her knife in her mouth.
2t then Mrs, Newton came into the kitchen
Vith glass of brandy and water, and some
on a plate, and offered it to Miss Severn,
© declined taking it, saying, I never drink
yt ing but water, except tea and coffee.”
sha;l‘B‘}t oblige me by taking a little of it. I
. think it 5o unfriendly if you do not.”
b :I must beg to be excused, not only now,
*lways, and even at the risk of displeasing
aOu, for I never take anything of that kind. I
" glad to say that Ellen is disposed to give up
Cer if you will kindly add to her wages
N Money it now costs, which, she tells me, is
“pence 3 week, for I have been saying to
t‘ at thirty shillings a year is worth saving.”
Reye €arme ! does it come to so mu.ch?. I
her tr thought of it before. Oh, yes !I‘wdl give
wign 1 Oney with pleasure, but will pay it
the ¥ Wages, for I fear if she gets it weekly
“‘honey will soon be spent.”
Yoy fyou would kindly tell me at what hour
Would like breakfast, and what you will
an, € C0oked, it will save time in the morning,
e len and T will know what to do.”
I Newton breakfasts at eight o’clock. I

Cke

Oxd
o Some whiting, and suppose they have
o ° he would like also a rasher of bacon and

SCrambled eggs. But you and I can have
“eakfast when he is gone to his chambers.”

Wig 'S Severn looked pained as she said, I
to le’ ™y dear lady, you would be good enough
I, ™€ remain altogether in the kitchen. If
Com ao Stay with you it must be so. I cantiot
Comg p 0 it With you, but of course you will
Cleay €reat any time, and I do wish it to be
take y Understood that T and Ellen will always
Ur meqg together. I have not the slight-
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est objection to wait upon Mr. Newton and your-
self, or your friends. I cannot in the least see
that I am losing caste in any way ; on the con-
trary, I feel that being of use is infinitely pre-
ferable to droning my life out. I must work for
my bread as thousands better born than myself
are obliged to do, and I neither see nor feel
disgrace in the matter. So, from this hour, I
take up my position in your house as a useful
help, and none the less 2 lady. Without such
agirlas Ellen I could not get on at all, I
could not carry coals, because I am not strong
enough ; I could not clean steps, because it is
outside work in a civilized place ; but even that
I would not object to if dire necessity compelled
me, but it does not, and I choose to go where a
young servant is kept rather than to a place
where there is none. If you will let things go
on in the manner I wish them to do, all will be
well. I will be your lady-help ; but if not, the
very unpleasantness and inconvenience of stand-
ing upon debatable ground, not knowing my
place in a house, will make me very uncom-
fortable.”

Mrs. Newton said no more ; the brandy and
water and cake were left, and, wishing Miss
Severn and Ellen good-night, she went to bed.

The brandy and water was thrown away. The
cake was held out asa reward to Ellen for the
next day’s obedience. The cleaning of the
kitchen progressed till all was in order. Then
the doors and fastenings of the windows under-
went examination, the sink-traps were made
tight, and a weight put over each to prevent
any odor from rising in the night ; and when all
was secure both sat down, and Miss Severn read
the third verse from the sermon on the mount,
*“ Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the
kingdom of heaven.”

““ Now, I want you to learn that verse, Ellen,

and on Sunday I will try to explain it to
you.”

In a very few words, Miss Severn, kneeling,
with Ellen at her side, asked forgiveness of the
All-Father who is ever present, asked for bless-
ing, asked for protection from evil thoughts and
from calamities which might befall in the night,
and, finally, commending the whole household
to God’s care, she rose, and, shaking Ellen by
the hand, wished her good-night. And so end-
ed the first day’s work of the lady-help.

(70 be continued.)
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PETER THE GREAT. By John Loth-
rop Motley. Harper's Half-Hour
Series.

This essay, which originally appeared
in the North American Review in 1845,
is likely to have considerable circula-
tion in this convenient form, on account
of the interest which is at present taken
in Russia, as well as on account of the
celebrity of the writer, who has so re-
cently passed away.

THE JOURNEYMAN SHIP-BUILDER.

One day, in the year 1697, the great Duke of
Marlborough happened to be in the village of
Saardam. He visited the dock-yard of one Myn-
heer Calf, a rich ship-builder, and was struck
with the appearance of a journeyman at work
there. He was a large, powerful man, dressed
in a red woollen shirt and duck trousers, with a
sailor’s hat, and seated, with an adze in his
hand, upon a rough log of timber which lay on
the ground. The man’s features were bold and
regular ; his dark-brown hair fell in natural
curls about his neck ; his complexion was strong
and ruddy, with veins somewhat distended, in-
dicating an,ardent temperament and more lux-
urious habits than comported with his station ;
and his dark, keen eye glanced from one object
to another with remarkable restlessness. He
was engaged in earnest conversation with some
strangers, whose remarks he occasionally inter-
rupted while he rapidly addressed them in a
guttural but not unmusical voice. As he be-
came occasionally excited in conversation, his
features twitched convulsively, the blood rushed
to his forehead, his arms were tossed about with
extreme violence of gesticulation, and he seemed
constantly upon the point of giving way to some
explosion of passion, or else of falling into a fit
of catalepsy.  His companions, however, did not
appear alarmed by his vehemence, although
they seemed to treat him with remarkable de-
ference ; and, after a short time, his distorted
features would resume their symmetry and agree-
atle expression, his momentary frenzy would
subside, and a bright smile would light up his
whole countenance.

The Duke enquired the name of this workman,
and was told it was one Pieter Baas, a foreign
journeyman of remarkable mechanical abilities
and great industry. Appr_oaching, he entered
into some slight conversation with him upon

matters pertaining to his craft. While the}
were conversing, a stranger of foreign mien a0
costume appeared, holding a voluminous lett¢!
in hishand ; the workman started up, snatch
it from his hand, tore off the seals and greedi
devoured its contents, while the stately Marl
borough walked away unnoticed. The Duké
was well aware that, in this thin disguise, he 2%
the Czar of Muscovy. Pieter Baas or B
Peter, or Master Peter, was Peter the despot ?i
all the Russias, a man who, having just foll“f
himself the undisputed proprietor of a quarter ¢
the globe with all its inhabitants, had opened 13
eyes to the responsibilities of his position, 2"
had voluntarily descended from his throne i
the noble purpose of qualifying himself to
ascend it.

The empire of Russia, at this moment mo‘f
than twice as large as Europe, having a cons
derable extent of sea-coasts, with ﬂourish“‘%
commercial havens both upon the Baltic and t"
Black Sea, and a chain of internal commumca,
tion, by canal and river, connecting them bot’
with the Caspian and the Volga, was, at the 3
cession of Peter the First, of quite sufficient ¢!
mensions for any reasonable monarch’s amb}t§°“’
but of most unfortunate geographical pos!fl"“{
Shut off from civilized Western Europe by v#°
and thinly peopled forests and plains, havif®
for neighbors only the sledded Polack, the Tu*™
the Persian, and the Chinese, and touching ™ ¢
where upon the ocean, that great highway .
civilization—the ancient empire of the Ca?
seemed always in a state of suffocation. ot
mote from the sea, it was a mammoth with?'’
lungs, incapable of performing the functions , "
longing to 1ts vast organization, and pres,entl .
to the world the appearance of a huge, inc® ,
plete, and inert mass, waiting the advent of S0~
new Prometheus to inspire it with life and i€ W

Its capital, the éizarre and fantastic® Mosc? 0
with its vast, turreted, and venerable Kremll
its countless churches, with their flashing P!
and clustering and, turbaned minarets glitte’;
in green, purple, and gold ; its mosques, ¥ i
the cross supplanting the crescent ; its S".co s
swarming with bearded merchants and feroct’ .
Janizaries, while its female population weré .
mured and invisible, was a true type of the ©
pire ; rather Asiatic than European, an
compounded of both. - ont9)

The government, too, was far more Ore™.
than European in its character. The Nor™'
had, to be sure, in the eleventh century, ta he
possession of the Russian government witl "
same gentlemanlike effrontery with whic
about the same time, they had seated thems€
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';{p(’{‘ every throne in Europe ; and the crown of
Uric had been transmitted like the other Euro-
N crowns for many generations, till it de-
SCended through a female branch upon the head
of the Romanoffs, the ancestors of Peter and the
Present imperial family. But though there
"ight be said to be an established dynasty, the
ss.ucce.ssion to the throne was controlied by the
Suelitzes, the licentious and ungovernable sol-
eIy of the capital, as much as the Turkish or
Oman Empire by the Janizaries or Preetorians;
nd the history of the government was but a
e Yles of palace-revolutions, in which the sov-
u?‘ﬁ“: the tool alternately of the priesthood and
ste dy-guard, was elevated, deposed, or
Tangled, according to the prevalence of differ-
W factions in the capital. - The government
c}?s In fact, as it has been epigrammatically

Tacterized, ‘“a despotism tempered by assas-
mation.” .

RUSSIA’S FIRST SEAPORT.

ipeter understood thoroughly the position of

Prs empire the moment he came to .the thro.ne.
o €Vious czars had issued a multiplicity of edicts
P'blddmg their subjects to go out of the empire.
C: t]e“ saw that the great trouble was that they
l‘euld not get out.  Both the natural gates of his
inat};n were locked upon him, and the keys were
the © hands of his enemies. When we look at
a2 of Russia now, we do not sufficiently
h!l)PTemate the difficulties of Peter’s position at
> Accession. To do so is to appreciate his
gle-n'“ﬁ and the strength of his will.  While pad-
ro € in his little skiff on the Yausa, he had al-
of h'y determined that this great inland empire
hegr> Whose inhabitants had never seen or
ard of the ocean, should become a maritime
neWer, He saw that, without seaports, it could
Ver be redeemed from its barbarism, and. he
foils Tesolved to exchange its mongrel Orientalism
he }, Uropean civilization. Accordingly, before
atd been within five hundred miles of blue
ti €T, he made himself a sailor, and at the same
iroe f°m}ed the plan, which he pursued with
the (P e tinacity to its completion, of conquering
the ~p2ltic from the Swede, and the Euxine from
Cessi urk,  Fully to see and appreciate the ne-
lectlty of this measure, was, in thq young, neg-
genfd barbarfan prince, a great indication of
c(,m“s,§ but the resolution to set about and ac-
th0up1‘5h this mighty scheme in the face of ten
Wag Sand obstacles constituted him a hero. He
eXis,t In fact, one of those few characters whose
higy, “Nce has had a considerable influence upon
vercW: If he had not lived, Russia would
onry Probably have been at the present moment
8reat Wallachia or Moldavia—a vast wilder-
w},:’ Peopled by the same uncouth barbarians
lat,, €Ven now constitute the mass of its popu-
confy,.. 2Pd governed by a struggling, brawling,
ieSed mob of unlettered boyards, knavish
W,aand cut-throat Janizaries.
a S not so trifling a task as it may now
Sﬁﬁ?r for Russia to <§onquer Sweden and the
Me Porte, On the contrary, Sweden was
Vastly superior in the scale of civilization,
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and her disciplined troops, trained for a century
upon the renowned battle-fields of Europe, with
a young monarch at their head who loved war
as other youths love a mistress, gave her such a
decided military preponderance, that she looked
upon Russia with contempt. The Ottoman
Empire, too, was at that time not the ricketty,
decrepit state which it now is, holding itself up,
like the cabman’s horse, only by being kept in
the shafts, and ready to drop the first moment
its foreign master stops whipping ; on the con-
trary, in the very year in which Peter inherited
the empire from_his brother Theodore, 200,000
Turks besieged Vienna, and drove the Emperor
Leopold in dismay from his capital. Although
the downfall of the Porte may be dated from
the result of that memorable campaign, yet the
Sultan was then a vastly more powerful poten-
tate than the Czar, and the project to snatch
from him the citadel of Azof, the key of the
Black Sea, was one of unparalleled audacity.

But Peter had already matured the project,
and was determined to execute it. He required
seaports, and, having none, he determined to
seize those of his neighbors. Like the ““king
of Bohemia with his seven castles,” he was the
‘‘most unfortunate man in the world, because,
having the greatest passion for navigation and all
sorts of sea affairs, he had never a seaport in all
his dominions.” = Without stopping, however,
like Corporal Trim, to argue the point in casuis-
try, whether Russia, like Bohemia, being an
inland country, it would be consistent with di-
vine benevolence for the ocean to inundate his
neighbor’s territory in order to accommodate
him, he took a more expeditious method. Pre-
ferring to go to the ocean, rather than wait for
the ocean to come to him, in 1695 he sailed
down the Don with his vessels, and struck his
first blow at Azof. His campaign was unsuc-
cessful, through the treachery and desertion of
an artillery officer, named Jacob ; but as the
Czar through life possessed the happy faculty of
never knowing when he was beaten, he renewed
his attack the next year, and carried the place
with the most brilliant success. The key of the
Palus Meeotis was thus in his hands, and he re-
turned in triumph to Moscow, where he levied
large sums upon the nobility and clergy to build
and sustain a fleet upon the waters he had con-
quered, to drive the Tartars from the Criniea,
and to open and sustain a communication with
Persia, through Circassia and Georgia.

Thus the first point was gained, and his foot
at last touched the ocean. Moreover, the Tar-
tars of the Crimea, who had been from time im-
memorial the pest of Russia—a horde of savages,
who ““said their prayers but once a year, and
then to a dead horse,” and who had yet com-
pelled the Muscovites to pay them an annual
tribute, and had inserted in their last articles of
peace the ignominious conditions that ‘¢ the Czar
should hold the stirrup of their Khan, and feed
his horse with oats out of his cap, if they should
chance at any time to meet "—these savages were
humbled at 'a blow, and scourged into insigni-
ficance by the master hand of Peter.
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EDUCATION BY TRAVEL.

Having been hitherto unrepresepted in any
European court, he fitted out a splendid embassy
extraordinary to the States-general of Holland
—Lefort, Golownin, Voristzin, and Menzikoff
being the plenipotentiaries, while the Czar ac-
companied them incognito, as attacké to the mis-
sion. The embassy proceeds through Esthonia
and Livonia, visits Riga—where the Swedish
governor, D’Alberg, refuses permission to visit
fortifications, an indignity which Peter resolves
to punish severely—and, proceeding through
Prussia, is received with great pomp by the king,
at Konigsberg. Here the Germans and Rus-
sians, ‘“most potent in potting,” meet each other
with exuberant demonstrations of friendship,
and there is much carousing and hard drinking.
At this place Peter leaves the embassy, travels
privately and with great rapidity to Holland,
and never rests till he has established himself as
a journeyman in the dockyard of Mynheer Calf.
From a seafaring man, named Kist, whom he
had known in Archangel, he hires lodgings, con-
sisting of a small room and kitchen, and a gar-
ret above them, and immediately commences a
laborious and practical devotion to the trade
which he had determined to acquire. The Czar
soon became a most accomplished ship-builder.
His first essay was upon a small yacht, which
he purchased and refitted upon his arrival, and
in which he spent all his leisure moments, sail-
ing about in the harbor, visiting the vessels in
port, and astonishing the phlegmatic Dutchman
by the agility with which he flew about among
the shipping, Before his departure, he laid
down and built, from his own draught and
model, a sixty-gun ship, at much of the carpen-
try of which he worked with his own hands, and
which was declared by many competent judges
to be an admirable specimen of naval architec-
ture.

But besides his proficiency, sorapidlyacquired,
in all maritime matters, he made considerable
progress in civil engineering, mathematics, and
the science of fortification, besides completely
mastering the Dutch language, and acquiring
the miscellaneous accomplishments of tooth-
drawing, blood-letting, and tapping for the
dropsy.  He was indefatigable in visiting every
public institution, charitable, literary, or scien-
tific, in examining the manufacturing establish-
ments, the corn-mills, saw-mills, paper-mills,
oil-factories, all of which he studied practically,
with the view of immediately introducing these
branches of industry into his own dominions ;
and before leaving Holland, he spent some time
at Texel, solely for the purpose of examining the
whale-ships, and qualifying himself to instruct
his subjects in this pursuit after his return.
“ Watisdat? Datwil ik zien,” was his eter-
nal exclamation to the quiet Hollanders, who
looked with profol.md astonishment at this bois-
terous foreign prince, in carpenter’s disguise,
flying round like a harlequin, swinging his stick
over the backs of those who stood in his way,
making strange grimaces, and rushing from one
object to another with a restless activity of body
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and mind which seemed incomprehensible. He
devoured every possible morsel of knowledge
with unexampled voracity ; but the seque
proved that his mind had an ostrich-like diges-
tion as -well as appetite. The seeds which he
collected in Holland, Germany, and England
bore a rich harvest in the Scythian wilderness
where his hand planted them on his return-
Having spent about nine months in the Nether-
lands, he left that country for England. .
His purpose in visiting England was princi
pally to examine her navy-yards, dock-yards
and maritime establishments, and to acquiré
some practical knowledge of English naval ar-
chitecture. He did not design to work in the
dock-yards, but he preserved his incognito, 3\
though received with great attention by King
William, who furthered all his plans to the ut*
most, and deputed the Marquis of Caermarthem
with whom the Czar became very intimate, 10
minister to all his wants during his residence i?
England. He was first lodged in York Build-
ings ; but afterward, in order to be near the se?
he took possession of a house called Sayes Courts
belonging to the celebrated John Evelyn, “ with
a back-door into the king’s yard, at Deptford ;
there, says an old writer, ‘“he would often take‘
up the carpenter’s tools, and work with them
and he frequently conversed with the builders;
who showed him their draughts, and the meth
of laying down, by proportion, any ship o
vessel.” -
It 1s amusing to observe the contempt Wit
which the servant of the gentlé, pastoral Evel; 1
writes to his master concerning his imperi®
tenant, and the depredations and desecration®
committed upon his ‘‘most boscaresqu$
grounds.”  ¢“ There is a_house full of peoples
he says, ““right nasty. The Czar lies next Y0
library, and dines in the parlor next your study*
He dines at ten o’clock, and six at night ; is v€
seldom at home a whole day ; very often in the
king’s yard, or by water, dressed in sever
dresses. The best parlor is pretty clean for 'h:
king to be entertained in.” Moreover, in t ot
gardenat Sayes Court, there was, tc use Evelyn>
own language, a * glorious and refreshing ©
ject, an impregnable hedge of about four hundr "
feet in length, nine feet high, and five feet.’h
diameter, at any time of the year glittering Wit ‘
its armed and variegated leaves; the talle
standards, at orderly distances, blushing ‘f"“ s
their natural coral ;” and through this “glpf‘o"f
and refreshing object "’ the Czar amused hlmsf "
by trundling a wheelbarrow every morning ¥
the sake of the exercise ! st
He visited the hospitals, and examined M p
of the public institutions in England ; and p?
ticularly directed his attention towards acquirt®
information in engineering, and collecting a bo
of skilful engineers and artificers to carry on o
great project which he had already matured
opening an artificial communication by locks &%
canals, between the Volga, the Don, and { "
Caspian—a design, by-the-way, which was o
nounced by the clergy and nobility of his € .
pire as ““a piece of impiety, being to turn :ed
streams one way, which Providence had direc
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another.” His evenings were generally spent
ith the Marquis Caermarthen, with pipes, beer,
and | randy, at a tavern near Tower Hill, which
18 still called the * Czar of Muscovy.”

D“Ting his stay in England he went to see
the University of Oxford, and visited many of the
Cathedrals and churches, and ‘‘had also the
cunosity to view the Quakers and other Dissen-

v?s at their meeting-Louses in the time of ser-
Ce,

THE CHEATED ENGLISHMEN.

¢ The Cuzar, before his departure from England,
th aged a large number of scientific persons, at
¢ head of whom was F erguson, the engineer,
uo accompany him to Russia, to be employed
a}m“ the various works of internal improvement
rea‘_l)’ projected. To all these persons }1&
Promjseq liberal salaries, which were never paid,
o perfect liberty to depart when they chose,
althlt Crowns for convoy put into their purse ;
a O“%h in the sequel, the poor devils never got
a;o“l? e for their pains, and those who escaped
a;(;"SSUlzltion by some jealous Russian or other,
Were able to find their way * bootless home,
% weather-beaten back,” after a few profitless
?"vears Spent upon the Czar's sluices and bridges,
“€ to be considered fortunate.
Ne of the disadvantages, we suppose, of one
al] ;- OWning a whole quarter of the globe and
its Inhabitants, is a tendency to think lightly
one 020 obligations. It is useless to occupy
poes mind with engagements that no human
miw}? can enforce. The artificers, being’the{e;
510% t accomplish their part of the Czar’s mis-
? o civilize, or, at least, Europeanize Russia.
gh(;s Was matter of consequence to the world ;
lltlr aries were of no importance to anybody
Wer, themselves. It is odd that these persons
of © the first to introduce into Russia the science
vfec oning by Arabic numerals, accounts
Slillnll(g been formerly kept (and indeed, being
v me Pt Oy all shopkeepers and retail dealers)
Means of balls upon a string, as billiards are
trog €d in America. For the Czar to have in-
ing ll)lced an improved method of gccount-keep-
inge Y Means of the very men with whom he
supded to keep no account at all seems a
haPerﬁuouls piece of irony : but so it was. He
fro,, OWever, a nicer notion of what was (}ue
hig d One potentate to another ; for, upon taking
breg ehpal"ture from England, he took from his
Wonc S-pocket a ruby wrapped in brown paper,
illj about £10,000, and presented it to King
hoy, 'am. e also, in return for the agreeable
“ PanSed with Lord Caermarthﬁnuat the
S r of Muscovy” upon Tower Hill, pre-
e:?ed that noblemzn wi?h the right to license
b Ogshead of tobacco exported to Russia
I 0 English company, who had paid him
s},iu;°°° for the monopoly, and to charge five
s for each license.

AN ACTIVE MONARCH.

Rip, Ight of wrong, however, Peter was det.er-
wigh (0 Occidentalize his empire. The darling
Ot his heart was to place himself upon
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the sea-shore, in order the more easily to Euro-
peanize his country. In the meantime, and
while awaiting a_good opportunity for the *re-
annexation” of Ingria, Esthonia, and Livonia,
provinces which had several centuries before
belonged to the Russian crown, but had been
ceded to, and possessed by, Sweden for ages, he
began to denationalize his subjects, by putting a
tax upon their beards and their “petticoats.
Strange to say, his subjects were so much more
patriotic than their master that the tax became
very productive. Peter increased his revenue,
but could not diminish the beards or petticoats.
He was obliged to resort to force, and by *‘en-
tertaining a score or two of tailors” and bar-
bers at each gate of Moscow, whose business
it was to fasten upon every man who entered,
and to “ cut his petticoats all round about,” as
well as his whiskers, he at last succeeded in
humanizing their costume—a process highly of-
fensive, and which caused the clergy, who na-
torally favored the Russian nationality upon
which they were fattened, to denounce him as
Antichrist. At the same time, he altered the
commencement of the year from the 1st of
September to the ist of January, much to the
astonishment of his subjects, who wondered that
the Czar could change the course of the sun.
He also instituted assemblies for the encourage-
ment of social intercourse between the sexes.
But his most important undertakings were the
building, under his immediate superintendence,
assisted by the English officers whom he had
brought with him, of a large fleet upon the Don,
and the junction of that river with the Volga.
About this time he met with an irreparable loss
in the death of Lefort, who perished at the early
age of forty-six. Peter was profoundly afflicted
by this event, and honored his remains with
magnificent obsequies.

Both coasts of the Gulf of Finland, together
with both banks of the river Neva, up to the
lake Ladoga, had been long, and were still, in
possession of the Swedes. These frozen mo-
rasses were not a tempting site for a metropolis,
certainly ; particularly when they happened to
be in the possession of the most warlike nation
of Enrope, governed by the most warlike mon-
arch, as the sequel proved, that had ever sat up-
on its throne. "Still, Peter had determined to
take possession of that coast, and already in
imagination had built his capital upon those
dreary solitudes, peopled only by the elk, the
wolf and the bear. This man, more than any
one, perhaps, that ever lived, was an illustration
of the power of volition. He always settled in
his own mind exactly what he wanted, and then
put on his wishing-cap. With him, to will was
to have. Obstacles he took as a matter of
course. It never seemed to occur to him to
doubt the accomplishment of his purpose. For
our own part, we do not admire the capital
which he built, nor the place he selected ; both
are mistakes, in our humble opinion, as time
will prove and is proving. But it is im.
possible not to admire such a masterly
effort of human volition as the erection of
Petersburg,
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THE MAGIC CITY.

Before the close of the year 1702, the troops
of the Czar had driven the Swedes from the
Ladoga and the Neva, and had taken possession
of all the ports in Carelia and Ingria. On the
16th of May, without waiting another moment
after having possessed himself of the locality, he
begins to build his metropolis. One hundred
thousand miserable workmen are consumed in
the first twelve months, succumbing to the rigor-
ous climate and the unhealthy position. But
““1l faut casser des aufs pour fatre une omelette ;”
in one year's time there are thirty thousand
houses in Petersburg. Never was there such a
splendid improvisation. Look for a moment at
a map of Russia, and say if Petersburg was not
a magnificent piece of volition—a mistake, cer-
tainly, and an extensive one ; but still a magni-
ficent mistake. Upon a delta, formed by the
dividing branches of the Neva—upon a miser-
able morass half under water, without stones,
without clay, without earth, without wood, with-
out building materials of any kind, having be-
hind it the outlet of the Lake Ladoga and its
tributary swamps, and before it the Gulf of
Finland contracting itself into a narrow compass,
and ready to deluge it with all the waters of the
Baltic, whenever the south-west wind should
blow a gale eight-and-forty hours, with a climate
of polar severity, and a soil as barren as an ice-
berg—was not Petersburg a bold émprompin ?
We never could look at this capital, with its im-
posing though monotonous architecture, its co-
lossal squares, its vast colonnades, its endless
vistas, its spires and minarets sheathed in bar-
baric gold and flashing in the sun, and remem-
ber the magical rapidity with which it was built,
and the hundred thousand lives that were sacri-
ficed in building it, without recalling Milton’s
description of the building of Pandemonium :

‘¢ Anon out of the earth a fabric huge
Rose like an exhalation,......
Bailt like a temple, where pilasters round
Were set, and Doric pillars overlaid
With golden architrave; nor did there want
Cornice or frieze ; with bossy soulptures graven;
The roof was frettei gold. Eot Babylon
Nor great Alcairo such magnificence

Equalled in all their glories, to enshrine

Belus or Serapis their gods, or seat

Their kings, when Egyplf: with Assyria strove

In wealth and luxury, 'The ascending pile

8tood fixed her stately height; and straight the doors

Opening their brazen folds discover, wide
ithin, her ample spaces o’er the smooth

And level pavement.”

Within a few months after the foundation of
Petersburg and Cronstadt, Peter had the plea-
sure of piloting into his new seaport with his
own hands a vessei belonging to his old friend,
Cornelius Calf, of Saardam. The transfer of
the seat ot government, by the removal of the
senate from Moscow to Petersburg, was effected
a few years afterward.

ONLY A TYRANT AND CITY-BUILDER.

It was because his country was inhabited by
slaves, and not by a people, that it was neces-
sary, in every branch of his great undertaking,
to go into such infinitesimal details. Our ad-

PETER THE GREAT.

miration of the man’s power is, to be sure, in-
creased by a contemplation of the extraordinary
versatility of his genius, its wide grasp, and 1t
minute perception ; but we regret to see so ml}Ch
elephantine labor thrown away.  As he felt him-
self to be the only man in the empire, so in his
power of labor he rises to a demi-god, a Her
cules. He felt that he must do everything him-
self, and he did everything. He fills every
military post, from drummer to general, from
cabin-boy to admiral ; with his own hand h€
builds ships of the line, and navigates them him*
self in storm and battle ; he superintends every
manufactory, every academy, every hospitay
every prison ; with his own hand he ‘pulls teet!
and draws up commercial treaties—wins all his
battles with his own sword, at the head of S
army, and sings in the choir as chief bishop an
head of his church—models all his forts, sounds
all his harbors, draws maps of his own dom!”
nions, all with his own hand—regulates the
treasury of his empire and the account-books ©
his shopkeepers, teaches his subjects how to be’
have themselves in assemblies, prescribes th€
length of their coat-skirts, and dictates their 7€,
ligious creed. If, instead of contenting himse
with slaves who only aped civilization, he h#
striven to create a people, capable and worthy
of culture, Le might have spared himself all thes®
minute details ; he would have produced less
striking, instantaneous effects, but his wor
would have been more durable, and his fame mor®
elevated. Iis was one ot the monarch mind®
who coin their age, and stamp it with thelf
image and superscription ; but his glory wow'®
have been greater if he had thought less of hif®
self and more of the real interests of his county"
If he had attempted to convert his subjects fro™
cattle into men, he need not have been so €t€
nally hauated by the phantom of returning baf .
barism, destroying after his death all the 1aP¥
of his lifetime, and which he could exorcise o™
by shedding the blood of his son. Viewed fr0
this position, his colossal grandeur dwindles. 1
seems to us that he might have been so muc il
more, that his possible seem to dwarf his act¥
achievements. He might have been the creatd
and the lawgiver of a people. He was, after 3%
only a tyrant and a city-builder. .
Still, we repeat, it is difficult to judge h“:
justly. He seems to have felt a certain missi
confided to him by a superior power. His 0y
ject he accomplished without wavering, withoro
precipitation, without delay. We look uP,
him as to a giant, as we see him strid‘"%
over every adversary, over every obsmcof
in his path. He seems in advance I
his country, of his age, of himself.
his exterior he is the great prince, conque
reformer; in his interior, the Muscovite, t]{
barbarian. He was conscious of it hims¢/
“I wish to reform my empire,” he exclaim®’’
upon one occasion, ‘““and 1 cannot reform f o,
self.” In early life, his pleasures were ©
grossest character ; he was a hard drinker, # od
was quarrelsome in his cups. He kicked & oot
cuffed his ministers, on one occasion was ¥ of
cutting the throat of Lefort in a paroxys®
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drunken anger, and was habitually caning Prince
iwl?lzikoﬂ‘. But, after all, he did reform him-
elf .

3 and in the latter years of his life his
%its were abstemious and simple, and his days
and nights were passed in labors for his country
ad his fame. He accomplished a great
deal. "He made Russia a maritime coun-
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try, gave her a navy and a commercial
capital, and quadrupled her revenue ; he de-
stroyed the Strelitzes, he crushed the Patriarch,
he abolished the monastic institutions of his em-
pire. If he had done nothing else, he would.
for these great achievements, deserve the eternal
gratitude of his country.

LITERARY NOTES.

. MR. WiLLiam LONGMAN, of the great pub-
llshing house of Longman & Co., is dead. He
Was not only a good business man and a publish-
& of Note, but a scholar and an author of several
Valuable works of history. He took an interest
%50 in Jocal public matters, His'death is much
Tegretteq by a large circle of friends.

MR Epwarp JENKINS’ new book ‘‘ Sutch-
e and Dilloo” will be published early in
€ autumn,

Tug report that thearms of the Venus of Milo

4 been discovered has not been confirmed.

. *Plorations are being actively carried on

D the Island of Milo, and many beautiful works
Ve been found. The Venus of Milo was

Onsidered by Powers to be a far finer statue
2 the Venus de Medici.

GUSTAVE Doke is engaged in a series of il-
e':lst"alions for Ariosto, and is also modelling an
te:;mous vase ornamented with 150 figures in-

€d for the great exhibition.
¢ A Livery Discussion is going on between
Nent €V, Messrs. Taylor anfl Sayce, two emi-
val ASsyriologists, concerning the p'honetlc
dia“e of a certain cuneiform character in r}ca-

" Which was the dead language of the ancient

2 yl““iaqs and perhaps the court language of

"¢ Nimrod, One thinks it was pronounced

s anq the other /#.  The striking similarity of
th:ng 1o doubt leads to confusion. No w?nflel'
abylonians got ‘““mixed ” at the building

°f Babej,

ha:,N AMERICAN ““citizen,” George Wilkes by
tryi ® finding that the “ British nobility ” are
g to claim Shakespeare as a member of their
te aristocracy in identifying him with Lord
’ntci:}n’ has nobly come to the rescue in a bo'ok

ed « Shakespeare from an American point

of view.” He demonstrates most triumphantly
that Bacon did not write Shakespeare’s plays.
Some day we shall have a book to prove that
Spurgeon did not write Swinburne’s poems.
Since the forty-seven identifications of Israel
with England we begin to fee! giddy—everybody
is turning out to be everybody else.

BubDHA 1as at last gone the way of all other
great men. M. Sevart has written ¢ Etudes sur
la Legende du Bouddha to prove that he is a
solar myth. Abraham and Samson and David,
and everybody else of any importance in ancient
history, have been shown to be solar myths, and
Jacob only is a lunar myth ; he is the midnight
sky. It is unjust that the sun should be such a
monopolist of heroes.

SHAKSPEARE'S “Romeo and Juliet” has

been translated into modern Greek and pub-
lished at Athens.

Victor Hucois engaged on a work upon the
Coup @’ Etat of December, 1851, based upon his
diary kept at the time.

DR. WILLIS has just published a detailedstudy
of the relations between Servetus, and Calvin,
which resulted in the carbonization of the
former theologian. He has studied the question
from original documents, and makes out an
awkward case against Calvin. Servetus was
a restless fellow, and nothing short of such a
process would ever have kept him quiet.

MR. J. A. Froude is engaged in the Nisne-
teenth Centusy in exploding the sanctity of St.
Thomas 3 Becket. He has taken plenty of
space to do it in. Thg last number contains his
third instalment, and there will be one or two
more—a very interesting and instructive series
of papers, for they show how near twelfth-century
sanctity borders upon ambition.
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CHaIrs for Professors of Talmudic and
Rabbinic literature are now established at Paris,
Leipsic, Strasbourg and Cambridge.

THE LI1FE of Columbus has just been written
by the Rev. Father Knight, of the Society of
Jesus. The good father thinks that Irving,
being a Protestant, could not, in his beautiful
life of the great discoverer, properly appreciate
the lofty motives which actuated him, or the
sublime vocation which made him the ¢ herald
of the faith ™ to the New World. The poor
Caribs soon understood all about the Gospel
which Columbus brought, and so did Montezu-
ma of Mexico, and the Incas of Peru. But then
they were not Protestants. '

Rev. Josepr Cook’s lectures on Biology will
shortly appear, and his lectures on Transcenden-
talism will be published in November. They
will be valuable as showing that there is a
“ more excellent way " of dealing with the great
scientific bugbear than abusing it. Bad
language is not used in the best circles of lay
society now, and symptoms of its abatement
among clergymen are very welcome. Soon,

we hope, politicians will commence also to
amend.

SAMUEL WARREN, author of *‘ The Diary
ofa Late Physician,” is dead. He was in his
seventicth year.

MRs. BAGSTER, widow of the late Samuel
Bagster, founder of the well-known Bible House,
is still alive in her hundredth year. The Queen
recently paid her a visit.

81r GARNET WOLSELEY is about to come out
as a novelist. The name of his book has not
transpired yet, but it is to be in two volumes.
We are curious to know whether Louis Riel or
the King of Ashantee is to be the hero. Sir
Garnet is a very versatile man, and a good
specimen of that army which, as they say in
after dinner speeches, can ** go anywhere and do
anything.”

*“ THE BURNING OF THE CONVENT” is the
title of a story by Mrs, Whitney, founded on
the destruction of the Ursaline Convent at
Charlestown by a Boston mob in 1839. It is
meeting with a large sale in the United States.

THE APPLETONS have published Peter’s
History of Connecticut, or rather they have re-
published it, for it has been out of print for a
century. It is a very healthful sign that at last

Literary NoTES.

the Americans are becoming strong enough to
bear a little truth about the history of their
Revolution, and to suspect that the saints were
once all on one side and the sinners on the
other.

WE ARE glad to learn that Prof. Seeley
is busily engaged in writing a history of the life
and times of Stein. As an account of the re-
generation of Germany after its breaking up by
the first Napoleon, it will be most interesting
for the foundations of the system were laid by
Stein, which in our day visited upon Napoleon
the Third the sins of his great namesake and
predecessor.

THE Nineteenth Century has reached 2
circulation of 18,000 copies monthly. A very
great success for a monthly magazine at half
crown.

THE PoPULAR NOVEL OF THE SEASON 15
““That Husband of Mine.”” The author deserves
much credit for choosing so suggestive a title,
and the publisher for advertising the book s0
well.  ““That Wife of Mine,” by the sam¢
author, is in press. The title of the second
wants the charming naturalness of the first, fof
the critical faculty is not so largely developed
in the male sex.

MR. FREEMAN has published ¢ The Ottoma?
Power in Europe,” a companion volume to hi$
‘“ Saracens.” His views are now well known
He thinks that Russia and England should have
acted in harmony. If Russia’s designs wer®
good, then it would have been well for Engl&“d
to have shared the glory ; if, on the other hands
they were evil, England has lost her best chanc®
of counteracting them., But such a union Wa
impossible from the hereditary suspicion in the
English mind concerning Russia. It WO“}
have been more feasible to attempt to reconcilé
Orangemen and Ribbonmen.

Dr. PuUsEY’s * Commentary on the Mino®
Prophets” has at last been completed. It is mat”
ter of congratulation for all that his life has bee®
spared long enongh to complete this most T“"
portant work. It is unique in English Biblic?
literature, for whatever crotchets Dr. Pusey may
have indulged in, his superiority as a Hebre¥
scholar is unquestioned.

SIR TRAVERS Twiss is prepari/ng a new edi-
tion of Braeton on the ¢ Laws and Customs 9
England.”
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(Conducted by J. G.

ASCHER, Montreal.)

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

All communications to be addressed to the
Chess Editor of the NEW DoMINION MONTHLY

agazine, Box 37.

A. L. ( Woodford).—Such games at large odds
s you speak of are not common, and cannot al-
Ways be obtained. Try your hand at game No.
l5 n this number. The most instructive practice
5 to Play over carefully any printed game, and
“Mdeavor to reason out the object of each move.

4. E. B., New York.—Shall be glad to hear
fl‘()m you.

. B R. F, St. Louis.—We have placed your
Journa) on lxst of exchanges.

Fw.s. —Accept our thanks for your con-
Uibutions,

Cy Slater.—Many thanks for your pr?b'
M which was received too late for insertion
W this number.

GAME—No. 13.
A sparkling little game, which we take from

t‘he London Ficld. The notes are by Mr.
Steinitz,

PHILIDOR’S DEFENSE.

WHITE, BLACK.
Rev. G. A. Macdonnell, Mr. Gunzberg.
L P K. g4 1. P.to K. 4
2KttoKB3 2. P. to Q. 3.
. to B. 4.

This move was successfully introduced by Mr.
) teinitz in the Dublin Tournament against the
Present leader of the White.

3. Kt. to Q. B. 3.

4 P.toB. 3. 4 B.to Kt. 5.
g P.to Q. 4. 5. P. takes P.
Q. to Kt. 3.

he attack here commenced is utterly un-
Sound, gnq evidences a misapprehension of the
SPIFiL of the position. Clearly P. takes P. was
€ only right course to pursue,

WHITE. BraAck.

6. Q. to Q. 2.
7. B. takes P. (ch.)
He ought to have becen satisfied with recover-
ing the P. by Q. takes Kt. P. His eagerness to
gain another P. causes his speedy ruin.

7- Q. takes B.
8. Q. takes P. K. to Q. 2.

The proper reply, which outwits the adversary.

9. Q. takes R, 9. B. takes Kt.
10. P. takes B

White disregards the warning entertained in
Mr. Gunzberg’s clever play in the last few moves,
and is now pushed into the trap which he had
innocently laid for his adroit though youthful
opponent.  About the only thing to be done
was to bring the Q. Kt. out to Q. 2, and en-
deavor to fight a lost battle somewhat longer
with a Rook against two minor pieces.

10. Q. takes P.
1. P. to Q. 6, and
mates in 2 more moves.

Such an early break-down is very rare.
—_——-———
PROBLEM No. 1o.
By C. W, of Sunbury (India).

- ////// /// //Ai
W%,@@W %
/// / //, ,,,///
White to play and mate in three moves,

. R.to B. sq.
Resigns. -

\Q\\

G077

R
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GAME 14.

Played at the meeting of the Canadian Chess
Association, held in Montreal, in 1874.

SICILIAN OPENING.
Wnrrk. Brack.
Fackson., Hicks.

. Poto K. 4. . P.to Q. B. 4.

2. Poto Q. 4. 2. P.to K. 3.

3 Q. Kt to B, 3. 3. P.takes Q. P,
4. Q. takes P, 4. Q. Kt. to B. 3.
5. Q. to Q. sq. 5- K.B. to Q. B. 4.
6. K. Kt. to B. 3. 6. K. Kt. to K. 2.
7. K. B.wo Q. 3. 7. K. Kt to his 3.
8. Castles. 8. Castles.

9. K. P.to K.s. 9. Q. Kt. takes P.
Io. Kt. takes Kt. 10. Kt. takes Kt.

1. B. takes R. P, (ch.)11. K. takes B.

12. Q. to K. R.5. (ch.)12. K. to K. Kt. sq.
13. ). takes Kt. 13. Q. P.to Q. 4.
14. Kt. to K. 2. 4. K. B. to Q. 3.
15. Q. to K. R, 5. 15. Q. to K. B, 3.
16. Q. B. P. to 3. 16. Q. Kt. I, to 3.
17. Kt.to Q. 4. 17. P. to K. Kt. 3.
18. Bto K. Kt. 5. (¢) 18. Q. takes Kt.

19. Q. to K. R. 6. 19. Q. to K. Kt. 2.
20. Q. to K. R'4. 20. Q.to K. R, 2.
2L Q. takes Q. (ch) 21. K. takes Q.
22. B. to B. 6. 22. K. R. to K. sq.
23. P.to K. B. 4. 23. B.to K. 2.
24. B.to Q. 4. 24. B.to Q. B. 4. (4.)
25. Q. R.toQ. sq. 25. B.to Q. 2.
26. K. R.to K. B. 3. 26. B. takes B.
27. Q. R. takes B. 27. Q. R.to Q. B. sq.
28. P. to Q. Kt. 3. 28. K. to Kt. 2.
29. P.to K. Kt. 4. (c) 29. P. to K. 4. (d.)
30. Q. R. takes P. 30. B.toQ. B. 3.
3. P.to Q. B. 4. 31. B. takes R.

32. P. takes B. 32. P. toK. 5.

33 R.to K. 3, 33- Q. R. to Q. sq.
34. P.to K. B. 4. 34. Q. R. takes P.
35- K. to B. 2, 35. Q. R. to Q. 7. (ch.)
36. Resigns.

NoTES To GAME 14.

(a) Utterly unsound. We fail to understand
by what process of reasoning White ever could
have imagined any equivalent attack could be
gained by this wanton loss of a piece.

(#) And so ends any vestige of attack that
‘White might have consoled himself with,

(¢) White plays vigorously to obtain a foot-
hold in his opponent’s territory, but it is all
only a flash in the pan.

(#) Well-arranged forward march.

—_—————— ..
GAME—No. 13,

Skirmish played in Quebec during the present
session of the Canadian Chess Association.

CHESS.

WHITE Brack.
Ascher. Sanderson.
Scotch Gambit.
1. Pto K. 4. 1. P. to K. 4.
2. Kt. to K. B. 3 2. Kt. to Q. B. 3.
3. P. to Q. 4. 3. P. takes P.
4. B. to Q. B. 4 4. B.toQ. B. 4.
5. P.to Q. B. 3 5. P.to Q. 6.
6. P. to Q. Kt. 4 6. B. to K. 2. (a)
(@) A novelty, and a bad one.
7. Q. to Q. Kt. 3. 7. Kt. to K. B. 3. (4)

(6) There is nothing better to do. P. to Q. 4
would be worse than useless.

8. B. takes P. (ch) 8. K. to B. sq.

9. Castles. 9. P.toQ. 3.
1o. P. to K. 4. 10. P. takes P,
1. KLRtoK.sq. 11, K.B.to Q. 3.
12. Q. B. to K. Kt. 5. 12. Q. to K. 2.
13. K.B.toQ: B. 4. 13. P. 1o K. R 3.
14. Kt. to K. R. 4. (¢)

(c) Threatening to win Queen if Knight is

taken.
14. Q. to K. sq.
15. K. B. takes P.at 15. R. P. takes B. (¢)
Q. 6.

(4) He should have played Q. Kt. to Q. %
then White’s reply would doubtless have been
B. takes K. Kt. followed by Q. Kt. to Q. %
and afterwards to K. 4. with a won positiot
but the move in the text is suicidal.

16. Kt. to Kt. 6. (th.) 16, Resigns. (c)

(¢) Loss of Queen.

CANADIAN CIIESS ASSOCIATION.

The Sixth General Annual Meeting was thi®
year held in Quebec. The tourney opened OF
Tuesday, the 28th August, in the rooms of thé
Quebec Chess Club, and up to the time ot 0uF
going to press is still unfinished. The prizes
consist of $75, divided in amounts of $30, $29
$15 and $10, besides some other awards in th¢
shape of a gold medal, set of chessmen, and 2
meerschaum pipe. Although we approve ©
the liberality of the Quebec Club, who chieﬂ‘y
contributed these prizes, still we think the
large number detracts somewhat from the hono*
of their achievement, there being a pri#®
almost for every player. The attendance h#%
been limited, but spirited. The followin§
gentlemen entered the list for games, the
arrangement being each player to contend 07¢
game with every other player :

Messts. Howe, E. B. Holt, Hicks, Sander”
son, Henderson, J. W, Shaw, D. R. McLeods
J. White, E. T. Fletcher, E. Pope, DF
Bradley.




CHESS.

The score at the present stands thus :

Wox Lost DRAWN.
5 o 2
3 o I
4 1 L
3 I 2
3 3 I
1 2 1
3 4 o
[o] 4 o
2 6 1
[ 6 o
3 o 3

We can safely predict first prize for Howe
and second for Holt.
On Wednesday night, the 29th ult., the Quebec
tuhy handsomely entertained their visitors witha
SUmptuous supper, which was attended by
Several Quebec gentlemen who feel an inter-
St in the royal game. After the cloth was
T®Moved, several toasts were drunk with song
a.n d any honors, and respondedto ‘‘right mer-
flly.”  «The health and prosperity of the
ontreal Chess Club ” found an able champion
™ Dr. Howe in its acknowledgment. Mr.
<Leod eloyuently responded to the toast drunk
" honor of his own—the Quebec—eclub, Profes-
%o Hicks, in the course of his speech, advocated
€introduction of chess into the Canadian public
Schools, which he considered would be a step
" the right direction, moulding the minds of
Youth to habits of reflection and pleasant study.
essts, Shaw, Sanderson and Henderson
S\l.ppned their quota of lively talk, interspersed
With songs and recitations, and the company
Toke up at an early hour in the morning, after
ving spent a delightfully pleasant time.
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GAME—No 1s.
AT THE oDDS OF QUEEN’S ROOK AND MOVE,
Remove White’s Queen’s Rook.

BLACK. WHITE.

Mr. F. S. Ascher.
1. P. to K. 4. 1. P.to K. 4.
2. B.to K. B. 4. 2. B. to K. B. 4.
3. K. Kt. to B. 3. 3. Q- Kt. to B. 3.
4. P. t0o Q. B. 3. 4. P.to Q. 4.
5. K. P. takes P. 5. P.to K. 3.
6. P.to Q. 3. 6. P. takes K. Kt.
7. P. takes Q. Kt. 7. Q. to K. 2. (ch.)
8. Q. B. to K. 3. 8. B. takes B.
9. P. takes B. 9. Q. takes P. (ch.)
10. K. to B. sq. 10. P.takes Kt. I’. (ch.)
11. X. takes P. 11. B. to R, 6. mate.

We insert the above game, recently played,
merely as a study for beginners, and as the com-
mencement of a series to be entitled ¢ Game
Problems.” In a future number we shall point
out the weak points in Black’s play, which
occasioned his speedy loss ; meanwhile we shall
be glad if any of our correspondents ( amongst
our youthful readers) will try on their own
account. We shall acknowledge communica-
tions whether correct or not.

The next session of the Canadian Chess Asso-
ciation will be held in Montreal, in August,
1878. Election of officers for ensuing year :—
Dr. Howe, President ; Thos. Whorkman, Esq.,
M.P., Vice-President ; J. G. Ascher, Secretary
and ex-officio member of Committee. Prof.
Hicks, J. Henderson, J. W. Shaw and W,
Anderson, Committee,
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