Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

Canadiana.org has attempted to obtain the best copy
available for scanning. Features of this copy which may be
bibliographically unique, which may aiter any of the images
in the reproduction, or which may significantly change the
usual method of scanning are checked below.

\ .

Coloured covers /
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated /
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing /
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps /
Cartes géographigques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /
Encre de couleur {i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /
Relié avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /
Seule édition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin / La reliure serrée peut
causer de 'ombre ou de la distorsion le iong de la
marge intérieure.

Additional comments /
Commentaires supplémentaires:

Canadiana.org a numerisé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il lui a
été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet exemplaire
qui sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue bibliographique,
qui peuvent modifier une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent
exiger une modification dans la méthode normale de
numérisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated /
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

v| Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/

Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées

|  Showthrough / Transparence

Quality of print varies /
] y ot p

Qualité inégale de I'impression

Includes supplementary materials /

Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Blank leaves added during restorations may

appear within the text. Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from scanning / Il se peut que
certaines pages blanches ajoutées lors d'une
restauration apparaissent dans le texte, mais,
lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont pas
été numérisées.



THE

NEW DOMINION

MONTHLY.

VoL 1r1.

(From April, 1868, to September, 1868, inclusive.)

MONTREAL:
PRINTED AND PUBLISHED BY JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
126 GREAT ST. JAMES STREET.

Price One Dollar per annum.



INDEX TO VOL IL

PAGE.
MISCELLANEOUS.

A Callon Agassiz.........ooooiiiiennn. s veen. 296
Acadian Geology, Extracts from......... vees 274
Admiral Blake.............ooonnn Original. 215
Adventures of Donald McDougall. Original. 223
An Old Man’s Story............ e 106
AnOld U, E. Loyalist.............. Original. 27

American Mackerel Fishery in the Gulif of

St. Lawrence.........oo...0. Original. 18, 76
A Ramble in our Canadian Woods. Original. 79
A Story of Labrador................ Original. 33
BaDY TOITOTS. v o veen e eitinaenianeseanereies 103
Captain Howard’s Dream. ......... Original. 151
Chronicles of a Canadian Family. Orig. 148, 210
Colored SUNS. ..o evverrnrreiiraeereecaiennes 162
DIberville.. «vevveveerveeeneennanes .. Original. 155
Discovery of Pompeii... [N 35
Dollard des Ormeaux. cousveeversss.- Original. 13
Dr. Johnson and Mary Knowles .....o....... 362
Early Scenes in Canadian Life.... Orig. 318, 283
Fishing in Canada.......ccveeeveen- Original. 141
History of Four PIns......ccvvviiiriveenenens .. 173
History of King Theodore. .. . 166
Italian Brigandage.......... 41
Journey through Siberia.... 42
Last Moments of Beethoven. .. 105
Look at it Nearer..... . .Original. 82
Midnight Sun in NOrway...oeeeevereeeenscens 172
Miscellaneous Selections. ... ves .o 57
My Monkeys.............. . el 203
Mysie Howieson Original. 219

Notesofa Ramble through Cape Breton.Orig. 87
OUur 8onny Boy.........eeevvrnnennn, Original 317
Red River Settlement Original. 99
Rise and Fall of Bean Brammell . Original. 288
Balem Witcheraft,.......... eereer e 227
Seal Fishery of Newfoundland. . ... Original. 205
Shooting in Canada................. Original. 831
Bqueaking Boots. .. .. e 170
St. George for Merrie England

Stories around the Shanty Fire. ...

Original, 23

:f»Ory of Jennie Stuart.............. Original. 335
T\giss Peasantry.............. Cevrerieeeees 171
Th: g:;uelble. «++» Original. 1, 65, 120, 193, 256, 321
afand Dumg. ........... Original. 269, 351

The Great North-West......... O Original 310
The late Disaster a4 Naples.....oovvinniiinn 108
The Rationale of Recreation. .. ............. . 235
Turkish Women, ., . 10
Two Dumb Satirista........................... 3
Two Nights in one Life............ Original. 93
Two Remarkable Watches, e, 171
The Big Chute ... Original. 843
Value of Forests... e reeieais e 111
Vesuvius (Itlustratedy.. ....................... 168
Writing for the Public .................. . 45

PAGE.
POETRY.

Above the Clouds......ccovevenennn.s Original. 330
Across the Wave... ... Original. 78
Alas! But Thou. «vvvvvvvniniiniininns Original. 219
Among the Rocks at Tadousac.... Original. 274
A Scene at Gaspé....ocevienn ine Original. 282
Balaam..............ocoiniiien Original. 11
Castles inthe Air................... Original. 205
Doom of Babylon and other Visions... Orig. 74
Easter Bells............... e, Original. 32
Enigma.............. teereee Original. 121
Enigma..... e e e e e aena, 165

How are the Mighty Fallen.
How Rich Ben Adam is........

. Original. 111

Lament of the Birds of Passage

Laughter.....oooiveeniviiiiinne . Original. 150
My Trees. ... Original., 154
Ode to April........ ... Original. 26
On the Waters..... P Original 347
Opening of Spring.. ... Original. 93
Not Divided...covivviiiviianiiin vaeen Original 346
Poems from the German of Heine........... 31
Prima Vista.......... [T Original. 17

Pyramus and Thisbe.. Original Translation. 139

ROCK MOS8, oo vi i vre it i 369
She Said Nay . Original. 208
Song.......... .. Original. 214
Spring....... e cerevenenen. Original. 98
The Forest.............. veceesinnens Oiriginal. 226
The Forest in Summer........ . .. Original. 268
The Leak in the Dyke......oovvvninenns . 287
The Pilgrim’s Rest. ... . 145
The Two Goats ..coovvvven. b vesess OB
The Unseen Original. 161

The Wasp and the Caterpillar......Original. 308
The Whipporwill....... rreraieaeeans Original. 86
To the Common Plantain Plant. ... Original. 22
Winstanley ..oveeveveiiiiiniesninienes cenenen. 101
Music.
Angels Hovering Round...... .vvcvcvevveen.. 366
Gently Lord, O, Gently Lead Us. ... Original 384
Five o’clock in the Morning..... e .. 239
Happy Meeting.............. ceveeaen Original. 300
Night Winds....... ceveanan [P 174
Summer Morning... Cevenenas . 298
YouxG FoLKS.
An Ol1d Story Told Again................. venee 118
A Story by the Fireside............ Original. 306
A Great Animal of the Olden Time.......... 368
Cacky Dowdle......ocoovviiiiinnnininn, Civness B0
Dotty Dimple Making a Call........ ceeneenees 309
Downfall of the Saxon Gods................ .. 179
Early Recollections.... Original. 46, 176, 241, 301
He Has No Mother.............. cesrresennaeaes 121

Little Lu oo Origintil 245



INDEX,

Little Michael,.....cocvivinieniiivanioiiarnonnee 116
Lows MIStAKE. oot vvvriiirnrnervrereancsnasnas 183
Somebody’s Comfort........cvvueee- Original. 866
The SNOW-Storm........coevveieerees Original. 53
The Tangled Web . Original. 112
Three Poor Little Km.ens ........... 58
ToGive 18 toLive...ovvvviiniiiiirenianennns 812
The Squirrels that Live in a House.......... 360

DoMESTIC ECONOMY.,

A Leaf from Every-day Subjects.. Ongmal 372

Arrangement of Flowers......... . 187
Dangers of Benzine,..........cooovvviiiianenes 187
EConomy. .. osveereeierannes ceveresnen.. 187
Flowers for Windows..... . 249
Hints to Housekeepers.......... ... 5%
Hints about Preserving......... .. 817
House Plants .............. P ... 378
Little Cares ..... .
My Tea Biscuits. .
QOdds and Ends.........
Poisons in Daily Use .
Preserving Fregh Flowers..........ooenennhn 317
Rhubarb and what may be done with it..... 186
Selected Recipes......... . 60, 123, 188, 249, 317, 374
Selecting Wall-paper and Carpets ........... 122
EDITORIAL AND CORRESPONDENCE.
Asylum for Inebriates.....c.ooveeenniiiiini 127

Buried CIties . coovevrrrieeevunirinecieaeos
Editorial....covvievrreriiiiiaianaenss

House Building...covovereviiienins

In Memoriam,....ccveevivinien s

Joseph Marie Awashish .......

Magazine Literature...........

Montreal in the Olden Time
Major-Gen. Russell, C.B
Notes concerning Steamboating on Lake

Notices to Contributors ..............

Qur Position and Prospects.....coovvive vuens
Petrified Woman of Berthier...........
Publishers’ Notice......ooovvvirinnnn,
Hteamboating on Lake Ontano
The Tamul Language........ooovveivennn
The Temple of Minatehi
The Massacre of Wyoming...........c.ooeetns

ILLUSTRATIONS.

Winter House, Labrador Mission.........
Hon, T.D. MeGee............oviiiiiinn, May.
Scene of the Catastrophe at Naples........
King Theodore......oooiiiiiiiiirininene

Vesuvitls.cosreoreenn
Temple at Madura .
Major-Gen. Russell, C.B............cceet August
Joseph Marie Awashish September.




VOL. 2.

THE

4

_J

o

e

MONTHLY.

APpril, 1868.

' MONTREAL:
| PRINTED AND PUBLISH

St o

p2y

. ”
PR
*"1‘%

“ *

3

v

T,

H

¥

B

5W DOMINION

KD BY JOHN DOUGALL & RON,

126 GREAT 8T JAMES STREE

S5
o

KICE, TEN CENTS.

.
B
A

i s

i
i
.
Y

" i trons s
LE F R N E




C. W. WILLIAMS € CO0.,

MAMYFATTURERS OF

SEWING-MACHINES.

Parties in want of Sewing-Machines will please take notice that we build machines for every
range of work—from the finest Family to the coarsest Manufacturing,

We warrant all Machines made by us to be equal in every respect to those of any other
maker in America, while our prices are from

20 to 30 per cent. less.

There is not a town or village in this Dominion that a goodly number of our Sewing-machines
eannot be sold in; and the terms we offer to Agents will pay them better than any other business
they can engage in, 1f there is no Agent in your town or village for our machines, send for our
terms and secure an Agency, Many parties in quite moderate circumstances have been able to
sell a large number of Machines, without interfering with their other business. Those who do
not feel quite able to purchase a‘good Machine are often able, by a littie exertion, to sell enough
1o secure one for themselves without cost,

Send for Circulars, and Photographs of our Machines,

OFFICE AND SALESROOM S

#9, €5 GREAT 8T, JAMES SYRIEY,
MONTREAL.
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MANUFAGTURER,

3

K .

| Would most respéctfally state tgaf. he has been practically engaged in the manufdacture of
_Mmost of the first-class Bewing-Machines now in u§e, tor the last e;ggh‘teen years, and having
greatly increased his facilities for manufacturing, is prepared to furnish a éuperfor Machine,
“7and at as 10w 3 price-as any manufacturer in Canada: he also Keeps a great variety. of
American-made Machines, at grenuy reduced prices:— -

: Peraons about to purchase will find it to their advantage to call before purchasing
-elsewhere,. A lared discount made to agents. send for priee-lists and cireulars, Peggin
: Maemnegandﬁboe Machinery Repaired at the Factory, 48 Nazareth street; and all kinds o
. -Bewing-raachines Repaired and Improved at the Adjusting Rooms, over the Office,

 DONTREAL;
22 St Jonn streert,
 gummme.

B

EER . PARTICULAR NOTICE: i R

- - The undersigned iy desirous of securing theé services of active ?erso in all sarm of:the - -

<. Dominion, 1o act as Local or Travelling Agents tor the ssle of his celebrated SEWING -

: MACHINES, A very liberal salary and expenses will be %sld - Or commission altowed,

i Country Merchants, Postmasters, Clergymen, Farmers, and the fmsmess public generaily,
particularly invited to give this matter their attention, as [ ¢ fer«uxfxﬁné

-4 inents, and atth time the cheapest 11 a8 the best st“fﬁ&“ MAQ 2o
] ’ cenents, and at-the same time the cheq; as well as tht g
{ - -beforethe publie, : ;

X now

-d¢sire to place m‘%t Sewing~-machines notonly in thamansions of the wealthy, but in the
L . cottages” of the poorer classes (who most need Machines,) aud the prices are such
88 Will.come within the reach of all. Gonsequenu‘y"l court the assistance. of all parties who
. xmﬂ:{ﬁgmme laborof woman, or increase thelr own ha]ipmem, by introducing a really
erilotions “labor-saver.” Ifcostly Machines are wanted, I furnish them. A glance at 1he
~8Y Ws'mmtfaﬂ to sult the most-fastidious, - But goou faith and the advancement.

it 1a only nedessary that purehasers should exercise their preference as to- :
3 j-orhav’f;thefmemsto purchases T e S e
mrgné&% a‘,n%m in re;;%x;l one year wit horggghaixt;ge. Ogers will gxegelgg :
: 1 rece . ocharge e 101 LEINg or B d 2
w,fe paya'%lo toJ. Do anlot or order, ¢can always be sent with safety
- /Address, 1n all cases; ‘

Bras

3D LAWLOR, M

*interests require me to say, that so far as respécts the practical uses of & ;- .

v, g
s =




' INTERESTING TO THE LADIES. = °
- A Lock 8titch Family Sewing-machine. Price from $2 upwards;at J. D. LAWLOR? ¥ -
885 Notre-Dame street. - . o : R .

. A WONDERFUL INVENTION. y
The firet and only Butfon-hole making, Over-seaming, and Lock-8titch S8ewine-machine
combined that has éver been proiuced in this or any olber country, at J. D. LAWLOR'S,
365, Notre-Dame street, Montreal . : ) : :

SEWING MACHINE FINDINGS. oo

1 am prepared at all times to furnish our several styles of Machines, either plain or in
Cabinets, or, if desired, I can furnlsh them Silver Plated or Pearled atan extra cost, . >

In addition, I also furnish ¥emmers, Sewing-Machine Needles, oll kinds, Shuttle
Bobbins, Piiers, Oil Cans, Machine Scissors, a superior article Machine 0il, Silk, hinen_au
Cotton Threads, with a general assortment of Sewing-Machine Findings. L

I am prepared, at all times, to furnish the above goods, in large, or small quantiiies tomy
customers, at the lowest cash price, and I will keep constantly addiug to ray stock, all the
new inventions of any importance, in connection with the Sewmg-.\!acmne business,

Partics when ordering from a distance, will be sure and give thelr orders in a plain and
distinct manner, to ensure a prompt return, ool o . - o - :

e

*

) TO CLERGYMEN, e

The well-known fact that very. few of the .
Clergymen of our country receive gakirtes ade-
quate to their maintepance, and that a large
number are, eonsequently, obhgejd fospend a por-
tion of their time in secular pursuits, in order
“to sustaln themselves in their several fields of

labor, has cneouraged-me to agk them toact as
agenﬁs tor me in thasale of my Sewing-Machines.
The Sewing-Machine now ranks with themost
important inventions’ of the day, and whenwe

consider that o whote day’s work by hand, 18"
accomplished in one lwyr by the Machine, and
ts character-changed from Agard labor 1o mere

. “reereation, all must pcknowledge; that in eleva.
ting the condition of woman, it-is second tonone,

7 The Machines now offered by me are'so simole

of ordinary eipacity can operate them Ly the
printed dircetions alone. The old objection to
complicated machinery 18- removed, and I am
really selltng the best and. cheapest article #% the
marki’l, and should be pleased to send sample -
Machines to all who wish them, did it notre~
guire niore capital than I can command, ;
Should Clergymen see proper to give this mat-
ter their attention, with a view to introducc m
celebrated Macbines among their friends, I will
make a very Hberal discount from m¥ regul:
prices. Thisoffer is made expressly to the clergy, and is‘made solely to give & ptominenoy. in
all communilles, and {0 encourage such as would be pleased to give the gale of a really
mertiorious ariicle attention, One Machine in a nelghborhood will be the preliminary
for the sale of many others. R :
The qualities to be looked for in a Machine are: certainty of correct action at allrates o, d,
gimplicilyy of construction, greot durabitity ond rapidily o{ cg:emtum, with the legst lobor, Machines,
1o combine these cssential qualities, raust he made of the best metal and finished to perfeition,
J. D. Lawlor has the experience and facilities to do this. ’ o )
The purchasers of Machines, whose daily bread it may coneern, will find that those
having the above qualities not only work well at 7apid as well as stow. rates of speed, but fust -
long in'the finest possible working order. If you buy one at J. D. Lawlor's, it wilf last you -

L o

a lifetime,

Every Lady should have one of J. D, Lawlor’s Sewing Machines,
It will prove the mother's assistant, the shirt-maker's friend, andthe
. Dress-maker’s delight., - ‘ e e
1. Dv Lawlor's: Sewlng-Machine ha# been tested in Camma.i for the

last gix years, and in every lnstance has given perfect satisfaction, ‘He
is the only manufacturer in Capada thal can say asmuach.: = . oo

For references ani testimonials please induire wherever Spwing.
Machines are used, 1o Montreal and Quebsc.. [

1t s admitted by all that J. D, Lawlor's is the cheapest and best place to purehase aSewing. |
‘Machine. The bestyis always the cheapest. By calling you will save 2) per cent, and be sure
to get & Machine you will have no trouble with. S R : S
N.B.~All Machines sold at this office are warranted to give entire satisfaction, or the
- purchage money wiil Mpet.umed, S - * S e

o Toe HIGHEST COMPLIMENT. © . .
-1t 18 & very signifAcant fach that every maker and vendor of Sewing-Machines thmm
th{‘}icgun try, from plgagsl? hagmg a gergqln degree-of uitmz, ex;or f&r&a}& moagsig%y{gr ,3 thone -
which are & complete hurabug and cheay, all agree in e 3, D, Li
- Machines: he refolces in thi frée expression of their iil opinions; their batred, like Macbeth's
*_ambition, #olerleaps.itself? . . R

oveny

" in construetion an operation, that any person -



- 1 keep conatxmtly in stock the foﬂowing celebmted chhines. ~

“The Singer Family, various styles.” : AT L L

Do.. = ¢ . No. 2, for Taﬂors. :
Do, - No, 2, for Shoemakers.
Do, ‘No. 3, for Carriage Trimmmg.

The Bowe Famﬂy, various styles.
k " B, for Fine Leather Work. L i

o €, for Heavy s R -
o a k E, Cylmder, for all kinds of works: L
el The ZETNA NOISELESS SHUTTLE MACHINES,

Letter A, for Family Use. ;

No: 1 Light Manufacturing, e

No.2, for Tailors. - :

‘No. 3, fox’ Heavy Manufacturing.

THE GELEBRATED FLORENCE REVERSIBLE FFED FAMILY AND MAN- L
UFACTURIN G MACHINES, of various myleﬂl

The only reliable Waz-Thread Machines in the market,
A, for Light Work,. .
‘B, for Maedium Work,
C, for Heavy Work. -

'BUTTON-.HOLE AND OVER-SEAMING MAGHINES,
‘MACHINES FOR SEWING CARPETS. "
" The Cheapest Lock-Stitch, Family Sewing-Maochine ever

offered to the Public., Price; with Stand complete,
$25, . :

Pe_gging-Machines and Boot-and Shoe Macbinery for sale. :

Part.ies in want of Ma.chines will p!ease toke notice thatI wamm my Maehim Superior ln
,every respect 10 those of any othex maker in the Dominion, wbile my pricoe are equal,’

Energetic and eompetent persana wanted bo seit Machines in‘every eny and
. town in the Dominion.  Such persons can make from Ten to 'rw ;ts' douars a
' ‘ day Send for Conﬁdentiu] Ciretlar, .

J D. LAWLOR
365 'no'rnm DAME STREET, MONTREAL

‘22 JoEN STREET QUEBEC




© Worthen & Bﬁak@m B
PATENT HAND-LOOM.

The Hand-Loom weaves Tweed, Union Cloth,
Satinett, Jeans, All-Wool Flannel, &o. e
‘Also, Manufacturers and Dealers in Cotion and
(&t«hex:& Warps, Shbuttles, Bobbins, Reeds, Harness,
cC., &C. . PR
For further particulars, address, with stamp, o

. WORTHEN & BAKER,
COATICOOK, P.Q., or Port Horr, 08"1‘{;

'NITROUS OXIDE,
EXTRACTING TEETH

without Pain, ~  §

e

AT

.

DR. J. A. BAZIN’S
Dental Rooms,

' 36 BEAVER HALL TERRACE. |

ARTIFICIAL TEETH 0N ALL APPROVED BASES. |

L’AURORE.-—TMB Weeltlly Family Newspaper is published in the interest of the French Pros
testants of Canada and the United Stales, and might be read with penefit in the ducational §
Establishments of the Dominion, and in any place wher¢ the French language isstudied. 86b- '}
seription §L00 per annum, payab’le in advance. Address L. E. RIVARD, Yointe-aux-Trembies,
Montreal, P. Q. L . E P R
) A YOUNG LADY (Englism desires an gngagement, a8 Resident (Governess, in n, Gentleman’s
‘M ’ fzgsilys BEnglish; I-krencb, Music, Binging and Drawing. Address D. C., WirNEss Office, |
ontreal. o o . B




* PROSPECTUS

Yol. Ik ““New Dominion &I‘i@mﬁﬁnsf’f’“’,f

.- This magazine, the only one in the English language of a general litorary
character published in the Dominion of Canada,.has been before the public for half
‘a year, during which time its circulation has reached seven thousand eopies monthly.

‘The inerease of the sabseription list has been s0 mitch more rapid than was expected,
- that we have had to reptint several of the numbers, at heavy expense, to supply new
stbscribers from the beginning, But, as several of the numbers are again nearly
“exhausied, we. ean no longer attempt to do so.  We have therefore divided the year
into two volumes, the second of which will commenece with the April number; and’
We now solicit subseriptions for the year, beginning with that month. ~
The numbers of this second volume will be stereotyped, so ihat any number of
subseribers can be supplied; and for those who remit for.a year, beginning with April,
we will prepay postage on the February and March numbers of 1869, as, after the
new year, postage musi be prepaid by publishers; but subseribers beginning after
“that date will please remit, over and above the dollar subscription, a ecent for
;every month their year runs into 1869, : R : L
The expenses of the Dominion Monthly have been much heavier than we
estimated ; and in consequence we find. that, notwithstanding its very respectable
cireulation, it has not yét reached a paying point. In fact, the very low price ut
whieh it is published would require a circulation at least twice as large, and a fair
adverlising patronage, to enable the New Dominion Monthly to pay its way and allow
for a moderate’ rémuneration -to contribntbm and a pictorial illustration or two

monthly. 'It 18, however; as reaconable to ekpeet 15,000 subscribers, after the general - '

approval of the press and publie, as it was to expect 5,000 when the Monthly
commenced ; especially considering the generous aid it has received in contributions
 from some of the best writers in the Dominion. 'The ever-increasing stream of suck
contributions is also the best guarantee for a growing popularity. o
" Wo respecifully ask our present subseribers, and all who wish well to this -
enterprise, to aid in extending our subseription list at the beginning of this, volume,
- ‘Properly recommended parties wishing to canvass fortheNew Dominion Monthily
- in.any city, town, or district, wilk learn particulars on application. RS
o Terms of New Dominion Monthly, ONE DOLLAR ‘per annum invariably in’
- advance, and one cent per month. postage  for: the lime subseription  extends
~ beyond 1868, ‘ - ‘ S R
T JOIIN DOUGALL & SON, Publishers,
S : A .- MoONTREM..
OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

- JE2EREL._«Theauthor of ‘Baul’ furnishes |  THE NEW DoMINION MoNTHLY.—The Febs .
%E‘?gx’?, in three cantos, entitled *Jezebel, | ruary number of this Canadlon publication '«

o \‘ery%f itself is sufficient to give the number { comes 1o us enriebed with more than itsususl” =

i e Clrculation. ‘The yoem though | amount of original articlos, both Jroge; an
less m&g&mwan tg8anl,’ is ox{evex’m greater | poetry.. For one dollar per year; we do. not
N¢e, both in smagery and finish of | kot where a person would get, more reading
langnage. "Other hiands coniribute articles of | matter—much of which ts-interesting and in-"
yarie. luterest, and altogether the number struetive; belng iutet‘gﬁ}:ersed‘ with hints on
- proves that buthenergy and discretion nte. | domentis economy. We judgethe réaders of
- Used in the collection and ehoice of matior. ihe present number willfeel Satisficd that the
~The Dui ocss (Mauireal) on the:January | standing of Lhe Monthly is, 56 far, well sustain. -
NEW DoMInioN MONTHLY. o7 Religious Tntelligencer; Sl John; N. B,




' 1% T118 RED RIVER TERRITGRY, the Nor' Wester | work !

< Feeommends TAE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY fo
- the settlers -of that distant country. *“This
publication,” it says, “filla tip & hiatus which
previonsly cxisted between the heavy, argu-
mentative literature of English thagazines, and
~trash of the Ledger stamp.. Tho former can
“yead only by scholars, the Tatter eany- be read by,
and vitiate the minds of every one, THE NEW
MINToN MoNTHLY is cssentially the sort of
periodical that sults & family, for between its
covers will always be found something to suit
persons ol all gges, and the price brings it within
- the reach of all.” . - -

A Romaw CArnoLic OriNtoN.—The Montreal
True Wilness, the-organ of the English-speaking
“Roman Catholigs of the Provinee of Quebed,
says that thoselegted ion of the interdsting
seontentsof the NEW DoMINION MONTHLY arg
- obtained from the mast popular serlals of the
<. two coutinents. : c L
L BY Tunsk. WHo KNow,—*Nething but an
- enormous cireulation can possibly reimburse

‘the publishers of the NEW DoMIiNtoN MONTHLY | B

for their outlay,” says. theé Daily News of this

city, speaking of the first number of this new
magazine. . . . ’ .

. FATHER - MATHEW'S . PORTRAIT .~ D'Arcy
‘McoGee's life of the temperance apostle, Father
Mathew, 18 concluded in this month, and s a

- . fairly-written nceount of this good man’s minis-
_“trations. 'The portrait given of Father Mathew

18 quite atreat for & disciple of Lavater, show-

inf, we think, an honest man, with unbounded

faith, ohe who would believe in the acconnt o
how. fBaint Denis walked into Paris, carryln
his head under hig arm, and -Kissing it now and

- then,-The CayugaeSeitingl, criticising the Jan-
. uary number ol THENEWI{WINION ONTHLY,

Tre NEW DoMINION MONTHLY.—Febriary,’

Wo arosure every true Canadian-will welcome
this valuable periodical. * ¢ This magazine
- promises 1o Ho to our young writers, what Put-.
. mam’s. Magazine and other periodicals were to
the early talent of the pdjoining Btates, . Thé ar-
ticles of more than ommaxiy
T

miniseences of the. Fur 'frade of Montreal,”

“Jotiings from Canadian History,” and “A |

- Orimean Story.”—8t, Cutherine’s Poit.

== The February number of thisreally excellent
magazine has been received by us; and it is
rapldly growing In our estimation as a cholce
repository of original and gelect literature. It
containg many articles of interest; from the
‘pens of able writers, and one of the teading fea-
- tares is maﬁmmxns of originnt matter wkfch it
... containg,  Wae consider it nothing less than the
- duty ot every person who desires s home pabil-
-;Hiﬂo? (;ggma;_i tmd *tjo pmﬁperwaﬁd bi; sifsri deserv-
ng of prosperity,~to encourage it iving 10
extend s cireulation.—dimonte Gazelle,

—The present numberof the New

- Monthly contains o number of articles both en«f =

‘tertaining amt instructive, and a marked im-
provement is noticeable. ’i’t}e magazine looks
asiflt may yet becoma o fixturpon the list of
‘- Canadian periodicals.~Kingston News.

-~ L& New Monthly Dominion est toujours plein
-du plus vifintérét. — Ansst ilfautavonerque les
~¢dileurs n'épargnent rien four remdre cotle
“ 7. publication de pius en plus intéressanic
g cPhoix et - la variéfé - des. -articies.—IL’

" DoyMINtoNn MONTHLY .~ livraison de Mars,de.
- cette excellento publication, hous.est parvenue.

Elle contient bemicoup de matieres exirgme-
. meptintéressantes. —Le Canaudien, wuebedy

 _We neglected lastweok to notice the receipt
: of the February No. of this new and jnteresting

t | tionsofthe Future,” containssome valuabl

interest are ¢ Re-.

r e |
du

which, we are eﬁm to leary, is. méating -
with the suecess it well deserves as anezcelent
‘Family Magazine, Theselectlons arg good, and
‘the featare to which we alluded on'a former oc-
casion—a large  proportion  “of g

matter—seems still predominant.  This, of it

be | self, if keptup, will ensure the suceess of the .

magazine, forall Canadians ought {0 encourage
their own * home . literature,” If at ]l passable, -
in sgreference to that which is.of foreign growth,
~ctrnia Observer, - . o ’ .
- Npw DoMIxToN MONTHLY.~We hail with
pleasing satisfaction the appearance of the Feb

“l ruary number of this excellent serial.” It iz

uite up to our expectations ; and, ju Arom
the. eagerness with which every copy
on sale 18 picked up, and ‘the many inquiries of
regular sabgeribers about its arrival, ‘we con-
clide that itls regarded as a favorite amongst
us,  The present number-has a troly Capadian -
cutrepresentihe “ Chopping.,” Perhapd tho'next.
'will bethat of ** Maple- i M : 3
ginal and selected articles possess much merit
and are well worthy of perusal,  For sale at the
Reporter Book-Store; price; 10 cis. per ¢opy.—

.

eif The g‘leh: uary niumber g the albove deserv-
g aamaggz ne-containg n-large pi
tion I;?Pmi inal articles exhibiting Canadian.
talent in o favorable light, besides o numberof
sterling extracts amusingorinstructive. * Cuo-
npadian Seenes and Homes" by Mrs. A. Camp-
bell,isavery brief but intéresting story. - * Remi«

W, Henderson, Esq,, equally so, and ‘wea tryst -
will ba continted. The article headed ** Inven-
o sug=
ﬁest,lonstoinwntlve minds, ¥ A Crimean 8 iug" :
¥ o retired officer, 18 an affecting tale of the
battlefield; andtheremainder, both originaland
selected, are above mediocrity. .The inion
Monthiy has already drawn out some of the
latent literary talent in Canada; but we are of -
opinion thatthe mine is at present barely open-
, and thattime will develop rich work z‘;?s,'
that, we trust, will even ly:ampls,reng{- ho
enterprising proprietors-of the Dominton Month« . -
ty.—Brampton Times. EEEE

- 'The New Dominion Monthly for March com=
tes. tho first half-yearly volume -of this very
nteresting and instructive publication. As a-"
Canadian produetion, itis very creditabletothe
proprietors, and the thirteen original articles in” .
thisnumber prove that there is no lack of Ca-
nadian talent, and talent of the right Kindi~ ..

—*The March number of this excellent publi-
eation . fully equals. the previous lssues, The
arseles-are interesting and nnexceyﬂonablea in- -
their moral tendency, and we feel maded
that, this characteristic of the New nion,
combined with 1t8. extraordinarily. ldw price,—
only ten cents per number,—must gitimately se- -
%}re‘ for-1t an extensive - cireulation.—Quebes

8

=~ 'The March number of ihis ‘magazine s to. -
Mand, with a cholce freight.of interesiing litera.
ture. 1tisthe cheapestandone of thobest mags- -
zines published. 'The conteiits embrace original .
andselected mseapdpaetry,musi&are of,
include much thatis tnstructive and interesting -
'relatlngfaw the, émif' settlement -of Capada,.. -
: Dominion

Eve mily should bave New:
Mmgly.-(}amd&m&azemﬁ:,y an pilie,

1 =~The March number of ‘this exdellent Cana.
dlan ma; ne hasreached onctable. We do not
.see the necessity of sendi g totheUnited States
for magazines, when o Canadian: production ™

affords reading of 60 chaste and tseful o charaes
ter as does the Monthly.  Wenre pleased tonote

ment may prove toits owners a financial suge
| cege,—Cobourg. World: - . B
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THE CRUCIBLE.

BY ALICIA.

Behold I have refined thee, but not with
silver; I have chosen thee in the furnace of
affiiction.—Igaiah xlviii, 10.

CHAPTER 1.

‘“ Now came still Evening on, and twilight gray

‘ Had in her sober livery all things clad;

<t 8ilence accompanied ; for beast and bird,

4 They totheirgrassy couch, these to their nests,

¢ Were slunk—all but the wakeful nightingale ;

¢She all night long her amorous descant sung:

+“8ilence was pleased. Now glowed the firma-
ment,

¢« With living sapphires ; Hesperus, that led

¢ The starry host, rode brightest, till the Moon,

4 Rising in clouded majesty, at length,

¢« Apparent queen, unveiled her peerless light,

<« And o’er the dark her silver mantle threw.”

—Milton.

Twilightreigns in the Vale of Chamouni,
where the glory, the grandeur, and the
beauty of Switzerland seem centred ; lying
in peace at the very foot of the monarch of
the Alps—the magnificent Mont Blane.

From Chamouni may be heard the pleas-
ant sound of the ever-falling waters of the
Cascade des Pelerines; but in the stillness
of evening the wvoice of the mountain
torrents which roar at noonday, gladdened
by the sunshine from the sparkling glaciers,
is lulled to a quiet melody, like Nature’s
evening hymn. The glow of the setting
sun had ceased to crimson the everlasting
snow on the summit of the Alpine heights,
and the stars were beginning to peep out on
earth, when, in a room in one of the many
picturesque Swiss cottages abounding in
this region, two English ladies were sitting,
both gazing on the range of mountains
which lay spread before their view—their
very tops seeming to pierce the mass of
light clouds which hung above them. The
-elder of the two ladies must have been over
Aifty, but there was a sweet, settled calm no

her face 'which would make it ever look
young ; and yet the lines of suffering and
sorrow were deeply marked there, and
silvery hairs shone in the soft, light-brown
bands smoothed over the broad, high fore-
head. Her young companion was taller
and darker, with brewn, wavy hair, dark
eyebrows and lashes, and full, deep-blue
eyes. She was sitting on a sofg, or settee,
and on her knee rested the head of a child
of about ten years of age. Edna Clifford—
for'that is our heroine’s name—was gazing
out of the latticed window, and yet one
could tell by the deep, earnest look in her
dark eyes that her thoughts were far away.
She was evidently recalled by some motion
of the child, forstooping and fondly caressing
the long, light locks which fell luxuriantly
over her dark dress, she said, softly,

¢ Are you very tired, Bessie dear?”

¢t No,” said the child, laying her hand on
the one which was resting on her head, *but
John took me up the mountain, where we
met little Klaus who gave me some straw-
berries ; and I was wishing so much Icould
speak French, and so be able to talk with
these Swiss people. I think Klaus' grand-
mamma speaks English; will you come
with me to-morrow to see them, Edna ¢

* Perhaps g0, dear, if I am not too tired.”

They relapsed into silence, and it was
some minutes before either of the three
gpoke ; then Mrs. Maitland, the elder lady,
said, :

«1 think it is time you went to bed,
Bessie—I will call Jane.”

¢ Poor child, she has fallen asleep,” said
Edna, ¢ let her lie here until we go to oux
rooms; I will throw this shawl over her.
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Dear little lily, she looks as fragile asa
mountain-flower.”

« But don’t you think she is looking
much sironger than when we left home [
gaid Mrs. Maitland. I would not have
travelled so far again, but on her account,
dear child. I hoped a winter in France
would be of benefit to her.”

« But why do you say again, Mrs. Mait-
land,” said Edna; ¢ you have never been
in Switzerland or France before, have
you?” N

«Yes, dear; I travelled here with my
husband, hoping it would restore his shat-
tered health ; but all in vain—we had only
just reached home when he died. Butl
thank God he was at home; it would have
been a greag grief to me had he not lived to
reach it, but died in a foreign land.”

« It must be very sad for you to visit these
gcenes once more, which are hallowed by
so many sorrowful memories,’ said Edna.

«Yes, it is sad; but when we feel we
have done all we could to promote the
happiness of one we have lost, the remem-
brance is not so bitter—it is when remorse
and regret are mingled with sorrow that its
sting is so terrible.”

«Why did you not tell me you had
travelled here with Mr. Maitland ?”’

«1did not wish to give you pain, my
love; and I feared if you knew it might
make you sad. As it was, you could only
attribute my oceasional melancholy to my
anxiety on Bessie’s account.”

¢« But I would so much like to sympathize
with, and comfort you, if I could, dear Mrs.
Maitland,” said Edna, ¢ but I suppose only
those who have gone through such sorrow
as you have suffered can feel for you.”

« And you have known sorrow,” said
Mrs. Maitland, ¢ though you try so hard to
hide it from me. But I do not wish to pain
you, my love,” she added, hastily, seeing
the look of anguish coming over Edna’s
face, T only would wish to comfort you,
and point you to One who bears our griefs

and carries our sorrows. But I will call
Jane to carry Bessie to my room, for T am
sure you must be tired ‘supporting her so
long.”

«Oh, no! please let me lift her,” said
Edna, and raising the child in her arms,
she bore her to her mother’s bed, and began
gently and quietly to remove her elothing;
but she was glah of the release when Mrs.
Maitland told her she would undress Bessie,
and bade her go to her room, asshe was
sureshe needed rest after the long walk she
had taken that day.

Bidding her friend good-night, Edna went
to her chamber, and it was only when she
had bolted her door, and felt she was alone,
that Edna Clifford gave way to a passionate
burst of weeping, and shed such tears as
she would have been ashamed tolet any one
see—for one of Edna’s strongest character-
istics was pride, an indomitable spirit of
pride—yet now, when alone, she said,
bitterly, ¢ How true are Mrs. Maitland’s
words. It is indeed remorse that gives my
sorrow its sting. How I hate myself for
my pride and selfishness. How happy X
might have been—but now it is too late,
too late,” and, drying her tears, she sat
down and gazed out on the grand, sublime
scene before her, watching the moon rising
and shedding her calm, pale lustre on the
snow-capped mountains, towering upwards
in awful grandeur. Fair Luna, herself,
was not visible, only her pale light could
be seen shed on the mountains, and gradu-
ally stealing over valley, forest and plain,
like a silvery veil, hiding all deformities,
and making beauty yet more beauntiful with
its softening sheen.

My readers will think, perhaps, this is a
strange position for a young lady-—away
from all her relations, in a strange land, in
company with a lady friend and her only
child, with none but a man and maid-
gervant in attendance. In my next chapter
I will try and show yon how Edna Clifford
found herself among the everlasting hills of
far-famed Switzerland; and introduce you
to her relations, friends and acquaintances.
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CHAPTER II.

“Unlike all other earthly things,
“Which ever shift, and ever change,
“The love which a fond mother brings,

¢ Naught earthly can estrange.
“Concentrated, and strong, and bright,
‘“ A vestal flame it glows,
“With pure, self-sacrificing light,
“Which no cold shadow throws.”
—A. Bethune,

Such love Edna Clifford had never known.
Her mother had died when Edna was
scarcely two years old, leaving her and her
baby-brother to the care of a broken-hearted
father, from whom Edna had never been
separated until she had left her home with
her friend, Mrs. Maitland, to spend a year
abroad. Edna had been brought up and
educated by a Miss Ponsonby, whose brother
was the family doctor, and had been un-
wearied in his kind attentions through
Edna’s mother’s long illness, foduring the
whole of Mrs. Clifford’s married life she
had never known a day of perfect health;
thus it was that Dr. and Miss Ponsonby had
ever been looked upon by the Clifford family
more as relatives than merely friends. Miss
Ponsonby had remained with Edna until
Miss Clifford (Mr. Clifford’s daughter by a
former marriage,) had come to keep house
for her father, and take the management
of affairs, generally, into her own hands,
which she soon proved herself capable of
doing. After her arrival in their midst,
the Clifford family became totally ehanged.
Zidna’s proud spirit was continually rebel-
ling against the restraints that her step-
sister, Selina, wished to lay upon her; but
ever applying to her father for aid, he
invariably decided in Edna’s favor, who
thus grew up self-willed and unrestrained.
Her father, engrossed in business, seemed
blinded to everything but Edna’s good
qualities and beauty ; and had it not been
for Miss Ponsonby’s kind advice, and ex-
cellent instructions, poor Edna would have
8T0Wn up like a rank weed, ‘uncultivated,
untrained. It is true her sister was always
finding fault; but from her expostulations
and complaints Edna ever turned with
scornfel disdain.  She -wag devotedly

attached to her father and her brother
Charles—yet in neither of these did Edna
find a truly congenial spirit. True, it was
her delight to spend hours’ with her father
when he had retired to his study; but to
speak to him of her feelings and desires she
could not. There must always be a differ-
ence of opinion between the old and the
young. Youth sees everything with
Hope’sbright eyes—the path of life isuntrod,
all the future looks fair; and it seems im-
possible to believe that the trials and
troubles which others have passed through
will ever mar its happiness. Age, on
the contrary, has been taught by the severe
hand of experience, and it is incredible
to it how youth ean think the world so
joyous. Though Charles Clifford resembled
his sister in many points of character, he
was of a much gayer and lighter disposi-
tion, and, two years her junior, he could
not understand his sister’s deep feelings and
thoughtful moods.

To describe all Edna’s friends would fill
the whole of this chapter, and, therefore,
we must confine ourselves to the most im-
portant, and leave the othersto beintroduced
and described as they take their places on
the stage of this little life-drama.

Mr. Qlifford was a lawyer, and eminent
in his profession. Many years previous to
the period when our story opens, he had
taken into his employment a boy, named
Ernest Leighton. His mother, a widow,
had come to Mr. Clifford, and begged him
to befriend her son, which the lawyer at
length consented to do; and of this step he
had never repented. Ernest applied him-
self with an energy seldom seen in boys of
fourteen ; and rose step by step, following
his benefactor’s profession, until he became
his partner, and of the greatest assistance
to him. Ernest Leighton was the constant
companion of Edna and Charlie Clifford ;
and hig sister, Winnifred, was Edna’s bosom
friend. Eversince Mrs. Leighton had come
tolive in L , Edna and Winnifred
bad been almost inseparable. Together
they studied with Miss Ponsonby; and
together {hey walked and rode. There had
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thus grown up hotween the families a wanmn
friendship ; and what wonder that between
Ernest and Edna this should have ripened
into something more. Dailyinone another’s

society, itis not surprising that there existeld |

petween them an affection which, perhaps,
never does exist excepting when it has
grown with the growth, and strengthened
with the strength, of two earnest, thought-
ful minds and loving hearts.

A year previous to the opening of our
story, Ernest, on his becoming Mr. Clifford’s
partner, begged him to sanction his engage-
ment with his daughter. This, the old
gentleman willingly agreed to, for Ernest
was a young man after his own heart, and
he was ever holding him up as an example
to his good-humored, careless son, Charles,
who—though agreeing in all his fathef
said, for he believed and declared that
Leighton was the best fellow in the world—
yet in his own mind thought “ that he could
never be such an extra good chap, and
what was the use trying.” Mr. Clifford,
however, said that there must be a ¢ special
clause in the Deed of Transfer,” as he
termed it, and it was this: that Ernest must
not remove his ¢ rosebud,” (as he loved to
call Edna,) until she had reached her
twenty-flrst year; it would be better for
Ernest, the father said, as it would give
him a chance to rise in his profession, un-
encumbered by the cares of married life;
and the poor old man secreily hoped that
he might never live to see his darling
transferred to another’s keeping.

Mr. Clifford was not exactly what is called
an old man—being not more than fifty-
eight—but he had known much sorrow,
and was prematurely aged. Though not
naturally taciturn or reserved, many cir-
cumstances of his life had tended to make
him 80 ; and to no one, now, did he ever
speak of his feelings. He attended the
services -of his church, regularly; but
hitherto had gone more as a matter of form,
than from a real interest in spiritual things.
The clergyman, until lately, was a man
almost completely absorbed in study, seldom
seen by his parishioners—excepting in the

pulpit—his sermons, though truly Serip-
tural, were not of an arousing or awakening
character ; he manifested little interest in
his people, and seldom visited them, exeept
in cases of severe illness. At length,

‘wearied of a town-parish, he resigned his

charge, and was succeeded by the Rev.
George Wyndgate. To the new rector,
Mr. Clifford was beginning to be much
attached. His clever, well-delivered ser-
mons had at first engaged his attention and
excited his admiration ; but his goodness
and kindness of heart had already won his
affection, for the Rev. George Wyndgate
was a man for wiom none but the most
indifferent or profane could but feel respect
and love. Though hardly three months
bad elapsed since his arrivalat L ,
he had already gained ihe esteem and
affection of most, if not all, of his flock.
His wife—a®kind, motherly woman—was
completely absorbed with the .cares of her
household and numerous family, consisting
of three sons and four daughters, of whom
three—named, respectively, Lionel, Marga-
ret, and Jessie—were now grown up.

Margaret Wyndgate was a girl of no
ordinary capacities; she was her father’s
coadjutor in all works of faith and labors
of love, and was already well known in
the homes of the poor belonging to Mr.
Wyndgate's congregation—in herown home
she wasinvaluable. Margaret wassupposed
to be able and willing to do anything any
one wanted. Above all, she was an earnest
Christian, and it was her humble endeavor
{o follow in the steps of her blessed Master,
who went about doing good. Jessic wasa
gay, good-humored girl, with less depth of
character than her sister, and possessing
more of her eldest brother’s disposition ;
but affectionate, and ever unwilling to
grieve those she loved. She gave up any
gaiety in which she would bave been in-
clined to indulge, if her father and mother
disapproved. She was the sunshine of her
home, ever cheerful and ready to oblige,
and a great favorite with her younger
brothers and sisters.

Tomnoone in the Rectory were Lionel
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Wyndgate’s faults as evideut,as to Margaret.
Their first-born was, to his doting parents,
almost perfeetion; und though they often
mourned over his carelessness on religious
subjects, they would hardly have betieved,
had any one told them of the excesses in
diseipation and sin to which he had been
drawn. The one wrapt up in her family
affairs, the other engrossed by his ministerial
duties, were little aware of the character
their son had already gained in L H
and poor Mr. Wyndgate would hLave been
horrified had he known the extent to which
his son had run into debt, and how often
he had applied to his eldest sister for aid.
Each of the family had been left a small
sum of money, by an aunt of Mr. Wynd-
gate’s; and Lionel and Margaret, being of
age, had come into possession of theirs;
but Lionel had already run through his
own, and was continually appealing to his
sister for assistance. In his applications to
Margaret, he had always placed his plea in
the light of a loan, which he of course in-
tended to repay ; but Margaret knew there
waslittle chanece of his being able to refund
her money unless he altered his manner of
life, and often she wondered if it were
really herduty thus to yield to her brother's
requests—was she not encouraging him in
his evil ways, and assisting him in obtain-
ing those sinful pleasures in which she
knew the money was expended ? But then,
in supplying his wanis, she prevented him
from applying to his father, and—fondly
hoped—saved him from running into debt.
But alas! poor child, she little knew to
what an extent her brother was already
indebted to his collegiate friends,and would
have indignantly repulsed the idea that her
brother could thus put himself under obli-
gations to comparative strangers, and lower
his father in their estimation. With much
of his father's winring manner, Lionel
'Was a general favorite, and his society was
coyrted by all ; but he was as wild a young
medico as I, had need to be proud, or
rather ashamed, of,

Ernest Lelght.on had, from the time of
the Wyndgates’ arrival, taken a great

interest in Lionel, and was gricved to see
the reproach he was bringing on the charac-
ter and ministry of his beloved father, and
the injury which would.be done the Church
of God by his conduct—so he resolved to
try and reform the young scapegrace. He,
consequently, began by endeavoring to gain
Wyndgate’s friendship. Tnis he ‘500N
accomplished, for Lionel—open to kindness,
frank, and generous—was easily led, either
for good or evil, and really felt the kind
concern Ernest manifested. Ernest truly
hoped, in time, that Lionel wonld see the
evil of his ways, and change his course ; but
the first step to be accomplished was to
induce him to break off from his old com-
panions, and forsake his old amusements.
Instead of these, some others must be
substituted, and Emest persuaded him to
ride, drive and row with him. Previousto
this, Ernest had seldom, if ever, gone any-
where unaccompanied by Edna, and he
feared she might think him negligent—but
what could pe do? Mo tell her all, would
be to betray his friend, and to speak of his
own good actions, so he resolved to keep
silent. +<Surely,’” he said to himself, ‘‘ghe
will trust me. She has known me long
enough to have confidence in me.” Little
did he know of the spirit of pride and
jealousy which dwelt in the heart of his
betrothed. Never thwarted in a wish or
desire, loved and petted by her father and
brother, never having had the slightest
cause to doubt Ernest’s love and constancy,
her proud spirit rose in rebellion when she
saw Ernest often in company with Lionel
Wyndgate, or hissisters (for, in endeavoring
to gain Lionel’s friendship, he was often at
the Rectory). Once or twice, already,
when he had made engagements with Edna,
he had written her a note, begging her to
excuse him, as he had been unavoidably
detained ; and afterwards she had seen him
ride past with his new friend. On one of
these occasions, Edna was sitting reading
the note just brought to her, when her sister
Selina entered the room,

“Oh!’ she said, satirically, * you have
got another of your sweet little tinted notes,
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have you?
often now.”

Edna had no idea that her sister had
any knowledge of these noies arriving;
but there was little passed in the house
that escaped the observation of Selina’s
quiet, black eyes.

¢T cannot imagine where you get your
spirit from,’’ she added, scornfully, it must
be from your mother ; I cannot imagine a
Clifford being thus treated without resent-
ing it.”

“ Thank-you for your concern on my
behalf. Iam quite capable of managing
my own affairs, without your interference,”’
replied Edna, haughtily, as she walked
‘out of the room; but yet Selina’s stinging
words helped to add another stone to that
wall of pride and jealousy which wasdaily
rising higher and higher, separating Edna
from him whom she loved best on earth.

Higher and higher rose this spirit of
pride in Edna’s breast ; and though Ernest
never failed to be with her in the evening,
she magnified every seeming neglect and
made it appear far more formidable than
it would ever have appeared a few weeks
before.

One sunny day, earlf in September, she
was gitting waiting for Ernest, who had
promised to come and take her out for a
drive. The appointed hour had passed—
but he eame not. Edna waited impatiently
an hour longer, listening anxiously to
every sound of carriage wheels. While
thus seated, gazing out of the drawing-
room window, Miss Clifford came in, ap-
parenily in search of a book. On seeing
Edna, she said,

¢ You need not sit any longer with your
hat on, if you are waiting for Ernest; I
saw him, from my window, drive down
the side-street with Lionel Wyndgate, half
an hour ago. It is not much to Mr. Leigh-
ton’s eredit for him to be seen so much with
young Wyndgate ; every one knows what
his habits are, and evil communications
soon corrupt good manners. Of course, I
suppose there are attractions at the Rectory
which are not to be found in our quiet

They seem to come rather

home ; and certainly Margaret Wyndham
is a handsome girl.”

Having thus relieved her conscience—
and, as she thought, given Edna a little
timely warning—Miss Selina quitted the
room, leaving poor Edna in a frame of
mind more easily imagined than deseribed.
She sat for some time longer, the veins
swelling in her forehead, the expression on
her face becoming every moment more
resolute and determined ; then rising, with
a decided air, she went to her room, took
off her jacket and hal with nervous haste,
and seating herself beside her writing-table,
she muttered, half-aloud, ¢“One thing is
certain, Mr. Ernest Leighton, it is the last
chance you will have of breaking an
appointment with me. I will free you
from all restraint; in future you may
follow your own sweet will, unhindered by
me.” She drew towards her a desk which
lay on the tableg but hesitatingly pushed
it back. Then, rising, she paced the room,
and atlast, stamping her foot,she exclaimed,
«No, I will not write ; he will think I had
not the courage to tell him. I will let him
see that Edna Clifford is not to be trifled
with. But how can I face them all ?-~how
shall I bear to live here? I cannot; I will
not!”’

A servant at this moment knocked at the
door, and told Edna ihat Mrs. Maitland
wished to see her. Mrs. Maitland was an
old and valued friend, and Edna did not
like to refuse to go to her; so, smoothing
her tossed hair, she passed into the hall,
singing a light air; and no one, from her
appearance, would ever haveimagined that
Edna Clifford had just made up her mind to
discard forever one who from childhood had
been loved.

«Dear Mrs. Maitland,” she exclaimed,
as she entered the drawing-rcom, ¢ how
glad I am to see you; and Bessie, how are
you?” she said, addressing a sweet-looking
child—: it seems so long since I have met
either of you.”

««T have been so busy packing-up, that I
have been very little from home,” said
Mrs. Maitland ; ¢ and you, my dear, are so
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engrossed with home and your friends here,
that you never seem to have time to come
out to Burnside to see me,” she added,
smilingly.

‘““But why are you packing-up, Mrs.
Maitland, are you coming into town for the
winter ?”’

““No,” answered her friend, “I am
hoping a year abroad will benefit Bessie’s
health, and have decided at once to leave
home, and spend the winter in the south of
France; and, when spring comes, to travel
through Italy and Switzerland. These are
my plans; but all earthly things are so
uncertain and so changing, I may never be
able to accomplish them. How much I
should like to take you with me, Edna, but
I suppose nothing would induce you to
leave home, now-—you will wait until you
are Mrs., Leighton. Well, I cannot wonder,
for T am sure you would have better com-
pany; but [ am selfish even to think of
expressing my wish that you might accom-
pany me."”

“Oh!” said Edna, energetically, «I
wonder if papa would let me go? I have
been wishing so muech to go away from
Lome ; and to travel through France, Italy,
and Switzerland, with you, Mrs. Maitland,
would be so charming. Papa is in his
study—come with me and let us coax
him.”

The two went, leaving Bessie engrossed
in a new book. M. Clifford was sitting by
his study table, reading some letters:

““Oh! papa,” burst forth Edna, not wait-
ing for Mrs. Maitland to speak first, ¢ Mrs.
Maitland is going to spend a year abroad,
and wishes me to go with her; do you
think there is any possibility of my being
ableto? Oh! papa—1I should so much like
to go. Could you not let me? please,
Papa.”’

“You take me by surprise, my little
daughter,” he said, patting her cheek as
she knelt beside him, “and I wonder you
are 80 desirous of leaving home now,
Emest intends travelling when he gets
married—cannot you wait until then ?”

“It is hard to tell what may happen

before that time comes, papa dear, and
really I should like so much to go with
Mrs. Maitland.”

¢« Well, well, my child, we will think
about it.”

“ But,” said Edna, persistently, «* I must
know immediately, for Mrs. Maitland leaves
next week; and I have so many prepara-
tions to make.”

¢« But, my dear child,” said her father,
¢« you would require a maid ; if there were
only yourself to provide for, I might say
yes.”

“ That difficulty is soon overcome,” said
Mrs. Maitland, «Tintend taking twoservants
with me, and my maid would always be
at Edna's service.”

“Oh! thank you, thank you,” said Edna,

joyfully, “now, papa, you can’t refuse!”

“Oh! well, child, I suppose I must con-
sent; but I cannot imagine why you are
so anxious to leave home now.”

Edna paid no attention to her father’s
dissatisfied expression; but, puiting her
arms round his neck, she said, ¢ You are
the dearest papa that ever lived,” and
danced out of the room, drawing Mis.
Maitland with her, who soon left, promising
to call in a few days and make all arrange-
ments concerning their projected journey.
Just as she had reached the vestibule, she
turned and said to Edna,

« Are you sure, my love, your father
quite approves of this idea—he did not look
quite satisfied ; and what will Mr. Leighton
say to me for carrying you off?”

«“Oh! I am sure papa will be pleased
with the plan, when he has got over his
surprise,”’ said Edna; “and as for Ernest,
he will be glad to get ®d of me, I take up
so much of his valuable time. In my
absence he will have plenty of leisure for
study, and to amuse himself with his other
friends.”

“Oh! Edna,” said Mrs. Maitland, with
a pained look on her face, “ do not speak
thus. Ido not like to hear such words,
though they are spoken in jest. Sucha
sacred relationship as exists between your-
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self and Mr. Leighton should never be
lightly spoken or thought of .’

Edna thought long on Mrs. Maitland’s
last words; but the proud spirit rose above,
and conguered every gentler feeling which
strove to gain entrance into her heart.

CHAPTER III.
“The kindest and the happiest pair,
“Will find occasion to forbear,
‘* And somesaing, every day theylive,
“To pity, and perhaps forgive;
¢ But if infirmities that fall
“In common to the lot of all,
‘“ A blemish, or a sense¢ impaired,
‘“ Are crimes s0 little to be spared;
“Instead of harmony ’tis jar,
** And tumult, and intestine war,
—Cowper,

Perhaps, before entering into the details
of this chapter, it would be well to give a
description of Edna’s home. It wasa large
stone house, which Mr. Clifford had built,
and moved into, on his marriage with
Edna’s mother. It stood a few yards from
the main road which wound for many
miles along the banks of Lake Ontario,
and the house commanded & beautiful view
of this grand sheet of water, and the
numerous islands in the distance. The
grounds, which were not extensive in front,
but sloped at the back down to the pebbly
shore of the lake, were shut in by a light,
low, iron railing ; a narrow gravel path led
up to the front door, which was reached by
four wide, stone steps. The drawing-room
was a large, square apartment, with a bay-
window looking to the front, and another
at the gide, commanding a fine view of the
lake. Back of this was Edna's sitting-
room, which is the only apartment in
the house which will be deseribed mi-
nutely. It opened from the hall, and
was a long room facing the water. It had
been particularly planned for the second
Mrs. Clifford’s use, and according to her
taste. All its surroundings were light and
elegant ; everything that could please the
eye, or contribute to the comfort of the
owner, was there. Almost opposite the
door, was a large French window, opening
on a small verandah, which led to a flower-

the apartment,

garden, sloping gradually down to the
pebbly shore; on the right side of this
window was a pretty little grate, and beside:
it a low couch or sofa, inviting repose—
bright with its covering of light blue, of
the same material as the window-curtains
and chair-covers. To the left of the win-
dow, stood Edna’s piano, with its accompa-
niments of music; while opposite was a,
small book-case, containing but few books,
but they were principally 4he best poets
and standard works. Between, stood a
small writing-table; this, with a round
table in the centre of the room, and a low
chair beside if, completed the furniture of
Over the mantlepiece,
hung a painting of Edna’s mother, and, on
either side, an engraving—one of our
Saviour blessing little children ; and the
other the Crucifixion of our Lord. Opposite
the sofa, was the door which led into a
small room, used by Edna as a bed-chamber.
Thus she was, as it were, apart from the
other members of the household, reigning
over a little domain of her own. Miss
Clifford had taken all domestic duties off
her hands, and so Edna spent most of her
time in her charming boudoir; here, she
and Winnifred had “stadied; here, her
pleasant hours with Ernest were chiefly
spent, reading and singing together. From
the steps of the verandah, a narrow gravel
path wound round the side of the house,
almost hid from passers-by by the shrubs
and creepers closing it in on either side,
and forming an archway where it met the
little lawn in front. On summer evenings,
Edna Clifford would sit in her room and
listen for the sound of Ernest’s well-known
footsteps on the stones; for he seldom, if
ever, entered by the front door, but went
round to the verandah, where he was
almostsure of finding his betrothed waiting
for him. Then would pass the pleasant
hours : Ernest reading aloud; or together
they would sit watching the moon gliding
through the white, fleecy clouds, or, per-
haps, if the weather permitted, the twe
would spend the evening on the water,
rowing about on the bhlue surface of the
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lake. Inwinter nights, the curtains closely
drawn, and a bright fire in the grate, they
would sing for hours together, both being
passionately fond of music, and possessed
of fine voices. Often were Winnifred and
Charlie their companions in thig little
retreat, and the soumds of merry laughter
would.reach the ears of Mr. Clifford and
Selina, as they sat absorbed in a game of
shess (perhaps the only point on which Mr.
Clifford and his eldest daughter agreed, was
in their fondness for this noble game).
Edna’s little garden was surrounded by a
high stone wall, up the side of which she
2ad trained Virginian creeper, honeysuckle,
andother ¢limbing plants. Here she spent
many hours, often assisted by Winnifred
and Ernest, in sowing seeds, or training
and transplanting her flowers.

But I am sure my readers will be weary
of these details, s0o we will return to our
story.

On the evening of the day on which the
events of the last chapter obcurred, Edna
was relieved at finding that neither Selina
nor Charles would be present at dinner—
Selina having gone for a long drive, and
Charlie being off on a fishing excursion—
she was thus able to turn her father’s
thoughts from herself and her untouched
food, and chatter unceasingly about her
intended visit to the Continent, Her father
bad always wished that his daughter might
have the advantages of travelling ; and he
knew no person with whom he would sooner
trust her, at the Present, than with Mrs.
Maitland, who had been his friend since he
first came to America ; but he would rather
Edna had waited until she was married, as
it was a little plan of his own that—asby
that time Charlie would be old enough to
help him in the office—he would be able to
Spare Ernest for a year. However, Edna’s
heart was get on going, and he could not
bear that one wish of his darling child
should be ungratified, or that she should
be denieq anything he could give her,
which woqglg conduce to her happiness.

‘“Well, Edna, my child,” he said, at
length, «1 am glad for you to have this
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change. I think, my dear, it will do you
good, for you are looking pale and thin of
late ; but Ishall miss you sadly, my little
rosebud.” '

“O! papa, papa,” said Edna, throwing
her arms around her father’s neck, ¢ it
breaks my heart to leave you; and oh!
dear papa, if you think it better for me
tostay with you, I will give up all thoughts
of going.”

“No, my child, I am glad of this oppor-
tunity, and I wish you to go; you will
come back bleoming, and gladden your old
father's eyes.  You will write to me, Edna,
my love, but don't expect me to answer
your letters—that I cannot do, my birdie.
But now run away, for I must go to my
study, as I have some business-letters to
write.”

Edna sought her room after this conver-
sation with her father, and closed 'the
window ‘oi' her outer room, and drew the
curtains. It was hard to steel her mind
tothe work before her. She was sitting
near the window in her chamber, which
looked directly on to the little path leading
to the verandah, and had not been seated
long when she heard quick steps approach~
ing. Pushing the curtain forward, she’
stood so as to see, and yet not be seen. She
saw Ernest walk briskly past the window,
singing a light air, of which, however, she
could not distinguish the words. Her heart
misgave her sorely as she saw the well-
known face and familiar form. He wag
swinging his bat on his hand, and the soft
evening air was blowing his curling, ligh¢
brown hair. Ernest was tall—fully six
feet—slight, and well-made, very fair, and
with honest, blue eyes, and regular, well-
cut features. He had neither whiskers nor
moustache ; and his open, frank face was
the picture of kindly good humor. Edna
heard him try to open the window, and
then call, “ Edna,” but finding his efforts
were vain, he slowly retraced his steps.
As he repassed the window, he was singing,
but more slowly, and Edna distinguished
the words. They were those of Tennyson’s
beautiful ode to «“Margaret.” At once, ag
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ghe heard the words, the spirit of jealousy
became predominant, changing the look of
mingled love and pity to one of proud
disdain. She heard his ring at the front
door, and the servant showing him into the
drawing-room. Meeting her at the door,
and without waiting to hear the name, she
hurried past her and entered the room.
Ernest was standing near the window, and
as she opened the door he advanced, and,
with his cheery voice, exclaimed,

“ Why, birdie, not ready yet?
quarter of an hour behind time; run and
put your hat on—we will not have much
time, if you don’t hurry.”

¢ T should think that you are even more
than fifteen minutes behind time, DMr.
Leighton, and I don’t intend going out this
evening,’’ she said, with such chilling cool-
ness that poor Ernest stood aghast with
astonishment. ¢ I have only come to tell
you, Mr. Leighton, that henceforth you are
entirely freed from any resiraint I may
have ever been to your pleasure and amuse-
ments, and entirely free from those promises
you made to me just three months ago to-

Iama

day.”
¢ But, Edna,’’ interposed Ernest, ¢did
you not—"’

“Mr. Leighton,” she said, haughtily,
‘ make no excuses, you have made quite
too many already, and I now return you
the notes you have been so kind as to favor
me with,” and she laid on the table three
little pink envelopes.

¢« There were four,” said Ernest.

¢ Oh! indeed,” interrupted Edna, ¢ were
there, really? Three are all I have re-
ceived—and quite enough, I should fapcy.
And now, Mr. Leighton, good-bye. I start
for Europe, next week, so it is not probable
that I shall see you again. I will either
call on Winnifred, or write to her.” She
gave him her hand, which he mechanically
took ; but, as she left the room, he said,

¢« Oh! Edna, what do you mean? Do
come and speak to me.”
¢ T have nothing more to say; and the

subject cannot but be painful to us both,
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so good evening, Mr. Leighton,” and she
left the room. .

Poor Ernest quitted the house, with his
brain reeling; he could not take in at once
the full purport of Edna's words. He
walked more than a mile, then, seating him-
self by the lake shore, he pondered on the
events which had justoccurred, and saidover
to himself Edna’scruel words, till they seem-
ed to be burat into his brain ; and his heart
felt as if it were breaking with the bitter
pain they had caused. At last, wearily
turning homewards, he retraced his steps,
and arriving at his home, he shut himself
up in his room, refusing even to see his
sister, who implored admittance, fearing he
was ill. Morning dawned, and found him
still pacing his apartment, with throbbing
brow and aching heart. He would take
no breakfast, but went to the office much
earlier than usual, leaving his mother and
sister in  wonderment at his unusual
conduct.

Poor fellow ! he was utterly at a loss to
account for Edna’s conduct. Iow he had
offended her, he knew not. He supposed
she must have been grieved at his seeming
neglect, and he blamed himself for not
having, before this, explained his reasons
for being so often absent from her. But
above all rose the thought, ‘‘She might
have trusted me, or at least have waited
longer before she forever cast me from her,
Perhaps it is well that I am obliged to
work. Poor Edna can only mourn in
silence over the misery she has occasioned,
for oh ! I cannot but think it is misery to
he?, in spite of her heartless words. I know
her better, poor child. Yés, her sorrow is
deeper than mine.” And, unconsciously,
his mind was dwelling on the same thought
which Mrs. Maitland gave utterance to,
months after, while sitting in the twilight
in the little cottage, at the foot of Mont
Blane, and which made such an impression
on Edna’s mind.

(To be Continued.)
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Original.
BALAAM.

BY JOUN READE,
While sleep had set its-:s;;Ll on many eyes,
Balaam, the Seer, was forth beneath the stars,
Whose beauty glimmered in Euphrates’ stream.
Gemming the mournful willows, floating hair.
Behind him were the Mountains of the East,
The dark-browed nurses of the blue-eyed founts ,
Whose lone hearts were the life of Pethor-land.
Westward, beyond the river, was the waste,
O'er which, this second time, with priceless gifts,
Had come from Balak noble messengers;
And westward were the eyes of Balaam turneq,
As one who waits for one who does not come,
While wild things came and passed unheed-
ed by,
And the night wind, as with an angel’s harp
Played lullaby to all the dreaming flowers.
And, gazing on the western sky, he saw
A picture, all whose forms were quick with life,
Where all was discord, hurrying to and fro,
As when two armies strive to gain the field;
For, from the outer realms of space, there came
Gigantic spearsmen, over whom there waved
Gay, many-colored banaers, and these flew
Hither and thither o’er the starry piain,
Pursuing and retreating ; others came,
And others, til}, it scemed all Sabaoth
Had joined in conflict with the wicked one.
And then there was a change; banners and
spears

Faded away, as fades away the reek
Above a hamtiet on a frosty morn;
And none can tell when he sees last of it.
And, in a little while, therc grew an
Whose keystone was tie ze:ith of th‘:?}i’}"’
Like toa rainbow, joining east ana west,
Beautiful, quivering, fearful, ominous,
Drawing the heart of Balaam after it.
And this,, too, vanished, vapor-like, away;
And Balaam, though he waited its return,
Waited in vain; for warriors, and spears,
And banners, and the flery flash of hosts
Embattled, and the mystic arch, were gone,
And came no more,

And Balaam stood amazed

Long time, while thoughts, conflicting, tore his
breast,

And barred all passage for his voice.

. At length,
Hath not the Highest by this sign declared
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His purpose? I'must go,” he said, and then

Strange terrors shook him, and the strain

That held his face rapt westward all relaxed

By speech, he felt as one, who, in a dream,

Stands on a steep cliff, by the greedy sea,

While ruthless foes pursue him.

“ I must go,”

He said, and from ten thousand horrid throats,

There seemed to come a mocking answer “Go.”

And o’er him came a shiver, as a lake,

Shivers beneath the burden of a breeze.

And then there came a whisper to his ear,

‘ Balaam, God’s prophet, go not with these
men'!

Puttest thou Balak’s honor above His

Who chose thee todeclare His will to men ?

Go, and thou art undone. God doth not lie.”

Then Balaam, as in answer to a friend :

¢ There came across the desert lordly men

From Moab and from Midian, who besought

With many prayers and roble gifts, that I,

Balaam, the Seer, would go with them and
curse

A people who were terrible in war,

To whomn the strength of Moab was as grass,

Before the oxen, feeding on the plaius,

If, haply, I might crush them with a curse. ,

These prayed I to abide with me all night,

Till T should learn the purpose of the Lord,

And, in a dream, God warned me not togo :

And so they went away ungratified.

Then came these princes with more precious
gitts,

And still more precious promises, who said,

¢ Balak, our lord, hath sent us unto thee,

And prayeth thee to come. He will promote

1Thee and thy house to honor, and all boons,

‘Whate’er thou askest, he will freely give.’

And I replied, ‘If Balak’s house were full

Of gold and silver, and he made it mine,

Or more or less than God commandetn me,

I could not do. But tarry here to-night,

And I will hear the answer of the Lord.

And then God sent a sign, the like of which

1, who know all the faces of the night,

And am familiar with all stars that shine

Over the hills and plains of Pethor-iand,

Have never seen before, a sign which said :

¢ Balaam, if these men call thee, rise and go.'

Or more or less than God commandeth me

I cannot do. Am I in this to blame ?”

And then the wind came sweeping down the
hills,
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And Balaam heard again the mocking ery,
“If these men call thee, Balaam, rise and go.”
And though he shuddered, all his face grew
dark
And knotted, as he said, “God doth not lie,
But—doth God mock? Hath He notsent asign,
To me, who have the power of reading signs,
His own high gift? And now--O God,
1f thou wouldst send me yetanother sign.” —
And here the whisper of the still, small voice
Came back,
fate,
‘Who, knowing good from evil, choose not good,
Or suffer evil, howsoever fair,
To make the good less lovely in their eyes!
Full well thou knowest that thy heart is set
More on the goki of Balak than God’s will.
God doth not mock.
Him,
Coming into His presence, full of lust,
And seeking for a sign. If thou wert pure,
No sign were needed, Being as thou art,
Wert thou to offer up the land’s whote wealth,
Oxen and rams, and corn, and wine, and oil,
And all the first-born of thy kings, no sign
‘Would purge thee of those sordid dreams that
drag
The soul from God to hell.
It is not yet too late,
Perhaps, and but perhaps !
O Balaam, rouse thee,
Thou art elen yet God’s prophet. He has
shewn

“0 Bualaam, wretched is their

'Tis thou that mockest

His will to none more clearly than to thee.
‘What is it He requireth at thy hands?

Be true aud honest, pure and merciful,

Having thy heart aflame with faith and love,
Btill walking humbly as though prone to fall,
Guarding thine eyes from covetous wanderings,
Deeming God’s gifts more beautiful than man’s,
And He will keep thee right in all thy ways.
Oh! what is Balak’s honor, Balak’s geld,

To Balaam, if the Highest be his friend,

‘Who owns the wealth and beauty of the world !
Balaam, if these men call thee do not go.”

And Balaam bowed himself unto the ground,
And lay upon his face in misery;

And in his heart an awful buttle raged,

Where evil fought with good. Longtime he lay,
As one entranced, all motionless, but full
Through every nerve of wakeful, painful life,
And then he rose, as from his grave, 5o pale
And wild his visage; and he looked again,
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Along the waste, towards the western sky,

But saw no sign, save that the stars grew dim,

And some were gone; and even as he looked,

He seemed to hear from all the waking earth,

Borne through the gloaming on the mountain
wind,

The words he loved and longed for and yet
loathed,

“ Balaam, if these men call thee, rise and go.”

And onee again a shudder shook his frame ; '
And once again he bowed him to the earth,

And lay upon his face in misery,

Until, from weariness, he felt asleep.

And as he slept, he dreamed he was a child,

And heard sweet music, soft as is the breeze

That steals through cornfields on a summer’s
day,

And makes the flowers kiss sweetly, and the
leaves

On every tree grow tremulous for joy.

And then there came a noble, swelling strain,
Like the grand chorus of victorious hosts,

That still march on to victory; and he heard,
And was a man, with men—a king of men,
With crown of inspiration on his brow.

Around him thronged the chiefs of Pethor-land
And others, from afar, who came to hear

The wisdom God had given to his lips.

But he was still as humble as the child

That played of yore amid the flowers, and drew
From their sweet breath the beauty of the good.
And as he spoke they listened to his words,

As to an angel’s; for his words were wise,

Wiser than all the wisdom of the East.

Then came a discord, as a sound of waves
That dash against tall rocks, while drowning
men ]

Try vainly to be heard. And Balaam grew
Proud with the pride of vain and worldly men,
And thought within his heart how great he was,
Forgetting who had made him wise and great;
And thought of all the homage and the gifts,
Yielded to him by princes of all lands,

Till his heart.turned to evil more than good,

Then came a sound of battle and wild cries,

The blare of trumpets, and the clash of swords,

And the fierce neigh of war-steeds, and the
groans

Of dying men; and Balaam lay with these,
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Far from the hills and streams of Pethor-land,
And, as he lay, he heard an awful voice,

High o'er the din of battle, and the words,

“If these men cull thee, Baluam, rise and LRy
And Balaam woke; and on the Eastern hills,
Beheld the ruddy blossom of the day

Bursting from out the sapphire of the sky;

And all the earth looked pure, as when it rose,
At first, in beauty, from the primal sea,

And all the heavenly host sang songs of joy.

But sti!l the night lingered in Balaam's soul,

And all the pleasant voices of the morn,

With which, erstwhile, he joined in hymns of
praise,

Were buried, as all hues are lost in black,

In the dark horrors of one fatal cry,

“If these men call thee, Balaam, rise and go.”

-And fainter was the whisper than before,

And Balaam heard it not, or heeded not,

As with slow step—as one who walks in chains—
And head bowed low upon his breast, he moved,
HHomeward to where the princes waited him,

And Balaam told them not of sign or dream,

But only made him ready for the road.

And ere the sun was half-way up the sky,

Both he and they were far upon the waste

That stretehed towards Moab; and he never-
more

Beheld the hills and streams of Pethor-land.

" Original.
DOLLARD DES ORMEAUX—1660—
THE CANADIAN LEONIDAS.
BY J. M. LEMOYNE, QUEBEC, AUTHOR OF
MAPLE LEAVES.

Traditions of brave deeds—of self-sacrifice
for the good of one's country —instances of
extraordinary endurance for some great
end, whilst they challenge the admiration
of the patriotie, the soldier, and the refled-
tive man, afford wholesome teachings for
the young. In placing them before an en-
lightened publie, no apology is required ;
they natorally come within the scope of a
periodieal professedly Canadian.  Else-
where we have stated, with a feeling not
unmingled with pride, that the early
history of our own country exhibited several
of those traits which imen delight to honor.
‘We shall now unwell the career, yet little
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known, of a youthful Canadian hero; the
gpace allotted reminds us to be Lrief. To
our mind the thrilling history of the chi-
valrous young commander of the Montreal
garrison in 1660, whose name is prefixed
tL) this sketch, reads more like one of .those
bright romances peculiar to the era of the
crusades, than anything clse we know of
in Canadian history. Though mentioned by
otixers, it is specially to the Abbé Faillon ¥
we are indebted for acquainting us so mi-
nutely with the history of Dollard des Or-
meaux, then aged twenty-five years.

It is not, then, a historical romance
which is here presented to the reader, but a
plain, unvarnished tale of Christian hero-
ism, of which Montreal may well be proud.

In order to understand thoroughly the
precarious footing of the French Colonists
at Montreal in 1660, it would be necessary
to become familiar with its listory since
its foundation in 1642. The historian
marks, year by year, the struggles, some-
times the bloody defeats, occasionally the
relentless revenge suffered or inflicted by
the pent-up colonists: the merciless Iroquois
had sworn to exterminate the pale faces
who came from beyond the sea; they very
riiearly succeeded. A constant warfare—
ambushes by day—a midnight raid—such
were the ever-recurring incidents which
marked the struggle of a few colonists
acainst the countless hordes which sur-
rounded them. At page 163 of the 2nd
vol. of his history, the learned Abbé tells
us how the alarmed residents scarcely ever
left the Fort unarmed, even on the Sabbath
to attend churel.

On Sunday, the 18th May, 1651,
colonists were surprised between the Fort
and Point St. Charles, on their return from
the morning service. Overpowered by the
savages, they took refuge in a species of
"redoubt, and commenced firing so briskly
on their pursuers, that the report of their
guns attracted the notice of the people of the
Fort. Out ran a siout-hearted fellow, named
Urbain Tessier dit Lavigne to their relief;

four

* Histoire de lo Colonie Francaise au Canada.
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and although sixty shots were aiged at him
from the distance, he escaped them all.
M. de Maisonneuve, the Governor, imme-
diately sent reinforcements to the besieged,
and after a sharp skirmish, in which thirty
savages bit the dust, the rest retired to the
_ shades of the forest. Some years previously,
directions had been issued that no man
should leave the Fort singly, and that those
tilling the soil should return each day in
a body, well-armed, within its walls, at the
sound of the bell. Various were the artifi-
ces employed, says Dollier de Casson, to
abate the Iroquois nuisance. The Governor
soon saw that the days of his colonists
were numbered, if these savage beasts of
prey were allowed to roam any longer
round the settlement. They must be got
rid of. The inhabitant of Bengal beats the
jungle for tigers and lions; the French col-
onists must beat up the thickets and woods
round Montreal for foes as merciless—the
skulking Iroquois. Mastifls were brought
out from the mother-country, and datfues
organized. These sagacious animals were
broken in to hunt for the savages, and
Father Lalemant tells of a remarkable
mastiff slut, called ¢ Pilot,” who, in 1647,
used to lead to the woods a litter of fierce
pups, and took a ramble each morning in
the under-brush, scouring carefully every
bush round the Fort; and if, on her re-
entering the Fort, she noticed any of her
whelps shirking his work, she would worry
and bite him. It was wonderful, says the
same writer, to witness her return from
the hunt, baying fiercely when she had dis-
covered a marauding savage—to proclaim
the presence of danger. Nor could you
have said of her, what Coleridge wrote of
Sir Leoline’s dog :

. . A toothless mastiff, which
From her kennel beneath the rock
Maketh answer to the clock
Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour!

Ever and aye, by shine afid shower
Sixteen short howls, not over loud;

History tells of the ardor of the Montreal
Nimrods of that day, to bag the big game,
and how often they used to go to Governor
de Maisonneuve asking him beseechingly,

.
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¢« Shall we then never beallowed {o go and
hunt onr foes?”  You read next the
animated deseription of one of these hunts,
or fights; party, headed by the Governor
himself, and by M. I’Aillcboust, against
the Iroquois. The unfortunate but spirited
colonists barely escaped annihilation in
this skirmish, and it did seem at one time
likely that the scalp of M. de Maisonneuve
would shortly grace the helt of a famous
chief, hent on capturing his fleet Exeellency.
However, whep escape appeared hopeless,
brave de Maisonneuve drew a pistol on his
pursuer, and fired,—it flashed in the pan,
and the colony was nearly lost; but, re-
covering himself, he drew another pistol,
and shot the red-skin dead; and the colony
was saved.

In those days the country round Montreal
certainly swarmed with this sort of game ;
its Nimrods were just as spirited as those of
the present day: ihe dogs of sure scent,
and the quarry wary and wild amidst im-
penetrable forests. Times are changed
now ; elegant villas, fragrant conservato-
ries, landscape gardens, adorn the green
slopes of the Royal Mount, which once re-
sounded to the war whoop or expiring
groan of the lithe savage. Peaceably in-
clined are the royal successors of this war-
like M. de Maisonneuve: on his hunting
grounds now stands the great metropolis of
Canadian trade. They were fiery hunters,
the men of 1660, spreading with their
mastifls amidst the thickets, perhaps co the
joyful notes of the French horn, or carolling
a hunting-song, ¢ Il passe, il passe, le Clairon
du Roi, mesdames.” These sturdy Nimrods,
subjects of the Grand Monarque, are re.
placed by a milder race. Out of the same
thickets, on a fine September morning,
two centuries later, you may have seen
equally spirited dogs issue with a band
of gaily-dressed and well-mounted sports-
men ; Messrs. Davidson, Alloway, Lorn
MeDougall, Thorne, Rimmer, and Craw-
ford. But fear them not; you might with
impunity confront them in full Indian
dress, and wearing 48 many plumes in your
hat as the proudest Ivoguois ever bore
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You are perfectly safe, unless taken for a
fox.

Sporting reader, forgive our digression.
‘We have told you of the scenes of blood with
which our fathers were so familiar. Their
fiery disposition had grown with danger;
and on the authority of Abhé Faillon, we
can tell you that even the savages were
impressed with awe when dealing with
them ; and the Iroquois cadet was gravely
told to beware of these men whom they
called “ des diables,” mor to presume to
attack them, unless well prepared for a
fight.

The savages were increasing each yeéar in
numbers and audacity. In the years 1658
and 1659, they had been conspiring se-
cretly.  About a thousand of them had re-
solved, by a coup de main, to strike terror
at the same time at Montreal and at Quebec,
of which latter place M. d’Ailleboust, the
Governor, was to be beheaded. Some ink-
ling of the dark deeds in contemplation had
spread amongst the helpless and sparse pop-
ulation of the valley of the St. Lawrence.
Those residing under the cannons of Fort
St. Louis, at Quebec, were safo; but what
hope was there for the unfortunate peasant
outside of Quebec? The dismay had be-
come very groat ; public prayers had been
offered in the churches. Nor was the ex-
citement in the Montreal district.at all less.
Unless Providence specially interposed, the
colony was threatened with utter ruin.

These reflections had occurred to every
colonist. None had pondered over them
more earnestly than the young Commander
of the Montreal garrison, Dollard des Or-
meaux—ecalled by some historians Daulac.
Though of French origin, he was intimately
acquainted with Indian warfare, and
came to the conclusion that a blow struck
at the proper time might disorganize the
machinations of the enemy, and gain delay

until the reinforcements

arrived from
France.

He thought that an ambush
might be planned; that a small party
of good marksmen, such as Montreal then
could provide, in a very short time might,
by taking advantage of the ground, slay so
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many of the enemy, that a precipitaie
flight would take place, before the Montreal
Indians could join their forces to those of
the Quebec and Three Rivers settlements.
The plan, though it savored a little of des-
peration, when the number of combatants
on both sides were compared, had much
to recommend it. By the latter end of May,
1660, Dollard had sncceeded in working
up the enthusiasm of the Montreal youth
to the same pitch as his own. Sixteen
promised to follow where their commander
would lead, provided the Governor of the
colony, M. de Maisonneuve, approved ot
the expedition. One, however, reconsidered
his determination, and did not go. The
remainder made their wills, received the
last rites of the church, and took, in pre-
sence of the altar, a vow to fight until
death or vietory crowned their career, with-
out suing for, or granting any qurter.
Several other colonists, such as Major
Lambert Close, Picoté de Belestre, Charles
LeMoyne, also offered their services for
this important expedition. They, however,
were of opinion it might be delayed until
the corn-fields were sowed; but to a mind
constituted like Dollard’s, delay was im-
possible, and the miraculous escape from
death of these three latter brave and indis-
pensable men showed, as the Abbé Faillon
remarks, that the hand of Providence was
there. Montreal could not have afforded
to lose such colonists. Had the spirited
commander deferred the departure of the
expedition, as he was requested to do, the
500 Iroquois, who had ensconced themselves
at the islands of the River Richelieu, would
have had time to be joined by the 500
savages who were coming down the Ottawa,
and the blow would have fallen on Threo
Rivers and Quebec. The brave warriors
launched their canoes on the waters of
the great river. They met the enemy
sooner than they expected, and seem to
have closed with them at the lle St. Paul,
close to Montreal. The first encounter took
place on the 19th April, 1660, the Euro-
peans having the better of the fight, bug
losing three of their party, viz., Nicholas
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Duval, Blaise Tuillet dit d’Avignon, and
Mathurin Soulard,—the two latter having
been drowned in the attack. The savages
took to the woods, leaving behind an excel-
lent canoe, which Dollard subsequently put
to good use.

This brilliant hand-to-hand fight produc-
ed a good effect at Montreal, and the recu-
sant colonists who had left Dollard at the
beginning, returned to fizht under him.
They were detained ecight days at the end
of the Island of Montreal, at a rapid which
they had to cross. They crossed, however,
and on the Ist May they were at the foot
of the Long Sault,onthe Ottawa, cight or
ten leagues higher than the Isle of Mon-
treal, and lcwer down than the Saull de la
Chaudiére. 1le there discovered a small
fort, which the Algonquins, the fall
preceding, had built with pickets. There
they decided to make a stand. They wero
then reinforced by four Algonquin and forty
ngon Indians, the flower of the tribe, who
had marched up from Quebec during the
winter, intending to attack the Iroquois
when returning from their hanting grounds,
These warriors had obtained a written au-
thority from M. de Maisonneuve, Governor,
to take part in the campaign, unwilling
though he was to grant it. Nor had they
long to wait for the returning Iroguois ca-
noes. The French strengthened as much
as possible their pallisades, with earth and
branches, and valianily repulsed the first
assault. The Iroquois’ ferocity increased
with each repulse. Their numbers allow-
ed them to invest closely the rude fort,—to
burn the canoes of the French,—and pre-
pare torches to burn it down; but, finding
all their plans frustrated, they sent a depu-
tation to the 500 Iroquois camped on the
Richelieu.

But there was, inside of the fort, an insi-
dious enemy, more to be feared than the
blood-thirsty Iroquois. The water failed,
and thirst soon troubled the beleaguered
Montrealers. By dint of boring, they came
to a small gush of muddy water, insuffi-
cient to allay their thirst. They had, un-
der the fire of these insurgents, to ge and

-—
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fatch water from the river close by. The
Iroquois, seeing their straits, took orcca~
sion to remind the Hurons of the useless-
ness of their defence, and that, unless they
surrendered, they would be so closely in-
vested, that they would die of thirst and
hunger. These savages decided to surren-
der in a hody. All did, except their cou-
rageous chief, Enahotaha, who, on seeing
their determination, seized & pistol, and at-
tempted to shaot his nephew, who was
amongst the fugitives. The fort contained
in all, Enahotaha, the four Algonquins and
their chief, and the French.
hundred Irogquois arrived from the Riche-
lieu eneampment, and during three days a
new attack was made every hour, but un-
successfully. The enemy then tried to fell
some large trees, in order that, by their fall,
they might incommode the dauntless garri-
son. Such prodigies of valor at last indu-

Soon the four

ced the Iroguois o believe that the garrison
must be more numerous than they had been
led to credit; and they deliberated whe-
ther it would ‘not be better to raise the
siege ; and a detachment having come
closer than usual to the redoubt, the garri-
son received them with such a murderous
fire, that they were again completely rout-
ed. On the eighth day, the Iroquois were
meditating their departure ; but, on being
assured that the fort only contained seven-
teen French and six Indians, they thought
that, should they, with their overwhelming
numbers, give up the contest, it would re-
fiect eternal shame on their character as
warriors. They then resolved to die to
the last man, at the foot of the fort, or con-
quer. )

Accordingly, in advancing, they took to
cutting junks of wood, which they carried
in front of their bodies—a rude species of
helmet, ball-proof. The French muskets,
well-aimed, mowed them down by the
dozen ; but numbers replaced the fallen
warriors, bent on esealading the redoubt;
and Dollard saw that in a few minutes the
sword and the axe must be his last resort,
before the close of an unequal contest, the
issue of which could not he much longer
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doubtful : so, loading to the muzzle a large
blunderbuss, and retaining in his hand the
fusee, he attempted tolet this instrument
of destruction fall in the midst of the car-
nage, hoping that, by its sudden explosion,
it might terrify the enemy. As-bad luck
would have it, the branch of a tree inter-
vening, it fell inside of the redoubt, and
spread death amongst the exhausted garri-
son. The enemy, taking courage from this
incident, charged afresh. Dollard received
his death-blow, but despair firing the expir-
ing effort of the remainder, all seemed de.
termined to sell dearly their lives; and
with the sword or axe, each man flinging
himself in the melée, struck unceasingly,
until he fell. The Iroquois, collecting their
courage for a final assault, rushed on, and,
bursting open the door of the redoubt,
crowded in, when the few survivors, ply-
ing well and fatally their hunting-knives,
were massacred to the last man. Euro-
peans, and their Indian allies, all behaved
nobly.

The news of the carnage was taken to
Montreal by some of the Hurons who had
surrendered in the beginning. The num-
ber of dead Iroquois left on the battle-field,
and the severe lesson they thus received,
made them return hastily te their own
country.

Thus fought and perished seventeen of
the bravest men of Montreal, in 1660, as
the Abbé Faillon correctly remarks, with-
out that incentive to heroism, ihe hope of
immortality, which spurred on the Grecian
or Roman warrior in his career of glory.
They could count on no poets, nor histo-
rians, to commemorate the brave deed!
The devotion of the Christian, the spirit of
the soldier, alone animated these French
colonists,—it was by mere chance that
their glorious end was made known to their
fellow-colonists.

The private Register of the Roman Ca-
tholic Chureh of Ville-Marie, (Montreal),
furnishes the names and ages of these seven-
teen heroes, as follows :—

Adam Dollard (sieur des Ormeaux), aged
25 years: Jacques Brassuer, aged 25 years;
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Jean Tavernier dit la Hochetiére, armourer,
aged 28 years ; Nicholas Tillemot, aged 25
years; Laurent Hebert dit la Riviere, aged
27 years; Aloniéde Lestres,aged 31 years;
Nicolas Gosselin, aged 25 years; Robert
Jurée, aged 24 years; Jacques Boisseau
dit Cognac, aged 23 years; Louis Martin,
aged 21 years; Christopbe Auger dit Des-
jardin, aged 26 years; Etienne Robin dit
Desforges, 27 years ; Jean Valets, aged 27
years ; René Doussin, soldat, aged 30 years;
Jean Lecomte, aged 25 years; Simon Gre
net, 'aged 25 years; Francois Crusson dit
Pilote, aged 24 years; Anahontata, Hu-
ron chief; Metiwemeg, Algonguin chief;
and then their followers, &ec.; Nicholag
Duval, Mathurin Soulard, and Blaise Tuil
let, who died in the first skirmish near
Montreal.

SILLERY, Feb., 1868.

Original.
PRIMA VISTA.*

BY THE HON. T. D. M‘GEE.

“Land! Land !” how welcome is the word
Toall 0 us, landsmen bred or seamen?
Deep in their lairs the sick are stirred— .
The decks are thronged with smiling women.
That face that had gone down ip tears,
Ten days since, in the British Channel,
Now, like Aurora, re-appears—
Aurora, wrapped in furs and flannel.

“'Where?" “Yonder, on the right—dost see ?
« A firm, dark line; and, close thereunder,
« A white line drawn along the sea~—
« A flashing line, whose voice is thunder.
« ]t seemns to be a fearsome coast—
« No trees; no hospitable whiffs;
« God help the crew whose ship is lost
«Qn yonder homicidal cliffs.”

« Amen ! say 1, to that sweet prayer,
«The land indeed looks sad and stern,

«No fermale Savants field-day there,
«Collecting butterfiies and fern.

« An iron land it seems from far,

«On which no shepherd’s flock reposes ;

«“Lash’d by the elemental war,

“The land is not a land of roses.”

* Newfoundland.
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Yes ! this is Prima Vista—this

The very landmark we have prayed for;
Darkly they wander who have missed

The guidance yon stern land was made for.
Call it not homicidal, then—

The New World's outwork, grim its beauty;
This guardian of the (.ves of men,

Clad in the garb that does its duty.

Less gaily sings the lover lark
Above the singing swain, at morning,
Than rings thro’ sea-mists chiii and dark,
This name of welcome and of warning.
Not happier to his cell may go
The saint, trinmphant o’er temptation,
Than the Wc;m captain turns below,
Relieved, as by a revelation.

How blest when Cabot ventured o’er

This northern sea, yon rocks rose gleaming ;
A promised land seemed Labrador

(Nor was the promise all in seeming;;
Strong sea-wall, still it stands to guard

An Inland, fertile, fair as any,
The rich—but the unreaped—reward

Of Cabot and of Verrazzani.

All hail! old Prima Vista—long
As break the billows on thy boulders,
Will seamen hail thy lights with song,
And home-hopes quicken all beholders,
Tong as thy headlands point the way
Between man’s old and new creation,
Evil fall from thee like the spray,
And Hope illumine every station.

Long may thy hardy sons count o’er
The spoils of Ocean, won by labor;
Long may the free, unbolted door
Be open to each trusty neighbor.
Long, long, may blossom on thy rocks
Thy sea-pinks, fragrant as the heather,
Thy maidens of the flowing locks,
Safe sheltered from life’s stormy weather,

Proudly, oh ! Prima Vista, still—

‘W here sweeps the sea-hawk’s fearless pinion—
Do thou unfurl from every hill

The banner of the New Dominion,
Proudly, to all who sail the sea,

Bear thou advanced the Union standard—
And friendly may its welcome be

To all men—seaward bound, or landward !

whether it were the effect of wind, or of a -
' strange tide-wave, it suddenly ceased to be
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THE AMERICAN MACKEREL FISH-
ERY IN THE GULF OF ST.
LAWRENCE.

BY ARTHUR HARVEY, OTTAWA.

1 shall never forget my first sight of a
shoal of mackerel. 1 was boating in the
Moray Firth, shooting the blue sea-pigeons
which frequent the caves in the precipitous
rocks outside Cromarty Sutors, when I
deseried a fringe of spray and foam rapidly
approaching. While I was wondering

visible. It wascaused by ashoal of mackerel,
which had come swiftly ranging along the
coast, like a regiment in line, an inch or so
below the placid surface of the sea, throw-
ing up the water for, I should say, a foot.
When near the boat, the timorous fish
suddenly, and as by one impulse, dived,
and continued their course on the other
side. I afterwards, several times, saw &
somewhat similar display, but never in
such beauty ; and I mention it here because
1 find no mention of such a phenomenon in
the books.

The mackerel is called in the doggerel
of Science * Scomber scombrus,” a much
less intelligible name than the English
¢ maekerel,” or the French ¢ macquerean,”’
both derived from the Latin ¢maculatus’
—spotted. No idea of its splendid beauty
can be formed from the salted specimens
we see inland. The back of the living fish

is of a cerulean blue, barred with a deeper '

shade, and has a metallic sheen which
makes you fancy it by turns green or orange-
streaked, as the sun plays on it. 'lts belly
is of the most pearly whiteness you ean
It is of a peeuliarly graceful
shape, smooth, lithe, and polished. But

« All that's fair must fade—
“The fairest aye the fleetest.”

The tender mackerel is hardly out of water
before it yields up its frail life. With life
departs the glory of its opalescent skin—
its lustrous, blue-flecked sides lose their
brillianey of color, and, instead of the

imagine.
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flashing beryl, you have an inert, lead-
colored mass, becoming duller and more
leaden every hour.

Less substantial than the cod-fish, less
highly-flavored than the herring, the
mackerel must probably yield the palm of
commercial value to both. I mean in the
markets of the world at large; on this
side of the Atlantie it holds the foremost
rank. Afier passing the winter monthg—
one'can hardly tell where—the mackerel
approaches the shores, and, collecting into
shoals, becomes an easy prey to its many
enemies.

It did at one time abound on the New
England coasts, but the delicate fish turned
up its dainty nose at the refuse of the
herring and cod fishing-stations which were
numerous there, so it somehow grew scarcer
and searcer, and is now seldom taken there.
It still frequents the Sodthern coasts of
Nova Seotia, but is most abundant in the
Gulf of St. Lawrence. At times, the bays
there fairly teem with mackerel.

The cod-fish seek, for their rendezvous,
the great mid-ocean shoals, and lie on the
banks of Newfoundland, or the Georges,
Sucking in worms, or small crustacez.
There, no international law troubles the
fishermen ; they are out of reach of a
cannon shot from shore; and French and
English, Duteh, Spanish, and Yankee, have
equal privileges—the disputes we have
heard of between the Fremch and the
Newfoundland people having reference to
trespasses on shore, nor to rights of fishing
at sea. You will, however, understand
from what I have stated, how different the
case is with mackerel. Coming from the
ocean depths, to breed and spawn, they
only collect into shoals within the marine
league from land which all writers admit
to be the exclusive property of the nation
which owns that land. Here then is at
once & cause for quarrel. The American
fishermen intrude upon fisheries which
Colonial fishermen justly elaim to be their
property, )

I do not intend to go at length into the
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historical facts connected with thissubject.
I discussed them pretty fully in my Prize
Essay on the Reciprocity Treaty, 1865, and
they have since been made the subject of an
exhaustive examination and report by Mr.
Whitcher, anotber of Her Majesty’s Civil
servants in this Dominion. It is however
necessary to say that the Treaty of Paris
and the Convention of 1818 excluded, in
terms, the fishermen of the United States
from participation in the coast fisheries of
British America. Urged by self-interest ox
cupidity, and egged on by their political
chiefs, the New England fishermen persisted,
notwithstanding, in poaching in our waters.
The British Government, therefore, main-
tained war-vessels on the coast {o warn
them off ; and the Colonial Government
fitted out six swift armed cruisers to main-
tain their rights. It stands to reason that
the aggressors should have endeavored to set
up some grounds for their pretensions, and
this was their main argument: ‘“that the
three-mile line followed the coast-line of
the bays,” contrary to the interpretation of
acknowledged authorities on International
law, which is that it runs three miles out-
sidealinedrawn from headland to headland,
I find that notwithstanding this pretension,
which, after all, does not touch the root of
the matter, the Yankee skippers had gz
natural and wholesome ‘dread of British
cannon. In 1851, a fleet of fishermen
poaching on the Prince Edward Island
coast endeavored to weather g gale, rather
than run for port and confess their infrac-
tion of our rights, and over one hundred
vessels were driven on shore, and over three
hundred lives lost. In 1852, the catch of
mackerel was stated to have been only one-
half that of 1851, which the American
writers attributed ‘mainly to the vessels
being obliged to keep further from the shore
than heretofore, while another cause is their
being prohibited from fishiug in the Bay of
Chaleurs.” )

In 1854, the Hon. A. Tuck, of New
Hampshire, stated in the House of Repre-
sentatives, that ¢ there are no mackerel
left on the shores of the United States ; and
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that fishery cannot be successfully prosecu-
ted without going within three miles of the
shore, so that unless we have this privilege
the American mackerel fishery will be
broken up ; and that important nursery for
American seamen will be destroyed.” It
was to secure this privilege thail’ the
Americans, in the Reciprocity Treaty of
1854, conceded to the British Previnces the
right of free access with their manufactured
products to the markets of the United
States. When the Reciprocily Treaty was
abrogated, the right to frequent the fishing-
grounds of British-Ameriea ceased ; but, as
the time was not deemed propitious for
fully re-asserting our exclusive claim, a
sort of compromise was made. Unaware
as we are of all the reasons for this course,
it would be premature to condemn it. With
Confederation, under which all the Pro-
vinces were to act together in the matter,
as yet unsettled ; with a horde of Yankee-
Irish Feniang anxious to see Great Britain
and the States embroiled in war, and pre-
paring to go a-fishing under the American
flag, in British waters, to afford an occasion
of quarrel ; with the American Congressin
an angry mood, and a weak Whig Govern-
ment in England, it may have been pru-
dent for the Canadian Government to have
pressed upon the unwilling Councils of
the Maritime Provinces the expediency of
allowing the Amerieans to fish for a season
or two, on payment of a license-fee of 50
cents per ton.*

How inconsiderable this amount is, how
utterly useless as a revenue or as a pre-
ventive measure, may be understood on
reading the following extract from a recent
report on the trade of New Brunswick, by
M:. Wm. Smith, late Controller at St.
John,—now Deputy to the Minister of
Marine and Fisheries, Ottawa. He says:—

“The feeof 50 cents per ton, which is
now charged by the Provincial Government
for a license allowing American fishermen
to fish in British waters, is much less than

* The Nova Sgotia Government increased its
duty in 1867 to $1 per brl.,—the other Provinces
still issuing licenses for 50 cents.

the duty which is imposed on British caught
fish, when admitted into the States; and it
is the opinion of many practical persons in
the trade, that under the present regula-
tions, the British-Colonial fishermen cannot
successfully compete with American fish-
ermen in the markets of the Republic, A
practical person of St, John informs me
that he, along with a partner, built a new
vessel last year, especially for the mackerel
fishery in the Gulf of St. Lawrence and
the Bay of Chaleurs ; the vessel was 70 tons
register, and cost—ready for sea—84,800.
During last summer, when she was employ-
cd in the trade, she took nearly 500 barrels
of mackerel, which realized in Halifax and
Boston $6,000. After deducting all the ex-
penses of the season, amounting to $4,800,
she left to the owners a net profit of $1,200,
or 25 per cent. on the investmeni. He
states the average catch of American fisher-
men for the season to be about 10 brls. of
mackerel to the ton; and as the license-
fee is 50 cents per ton, it subjectsthe Amer-
ican fishermen (if they take out a license)
to a tax of about 5 cents per barrel on their
fish; but our fishermen are subjected to a
duty of $2 per barrel on taking their mack-
erel into Ports in the United States, giving
an advantage to American fishermen over
our own people of $1.95 per barrel, which
precludes our people from competing with
the Americans in the mackerel fishery, as
the States is the chief market for this des-
eription of fish.”

I have said this was but a compromise.
It has had the merit of preserving peace,
though the Nova Scotians have grumbled
sorely, and no wonder. Their fleet of
fishing craft is yearly increasing. They
are beginning to realize how valuable the
fisheries are, and when Quebecers and
New Brunswickers begin to realize it
also, they will hold the same language.*
This grumbling will not be suppressed ;
it will naturally lead to action, " and
war may arise upon the question, for
on their side the Americans are as deter-

* The best fisheries are adjacent to the coasts,
not of Nova Scotia but of Quebec,




HOW RICH BEN ADAM IS.

mined as the Nova Scotians; they have
always kept on manufacturing claims to the
fisheries—one-disposed of, another has been
brought forward. The secret instructions
to their Ambassadors, the statements of
their public men, have always been ex-
Press upon this point.- They come ag
squarely to the front as possible, and
say they are ready to do battle for the right
to pursue the fisheries in our waters, so that
it is difficult to see what other issue there
can be than war, unless they concede
to us some equally valuable privilege,
such as free imports into the States, com-
bined with a total abrogation in our favor
of their navigation laws and shipping re-
gistry regulations, of which there are no in-
dication. Tighterand tighter every month
do they screw down their regulations against
us. Ata recent session of Congress they
prohibited the importation of even Ameri-
can caught fish in British bottoms, except
at the same rate of duty as British-caught
fish. And if they knew how, they would
make their duties and rules yet harsher.

This method of staving off the difficulty
being adopted, the Nova Scotia Govern-
ment stationed a steam-cruiser at the
mouth of the Gut of Canso, from whose
commander, as well asfrom the authorities
at Charlottetown, P. E, I, many of the
Yankee craft obtained their permits,—a
few having also been had from our well-
known Capt. Fortin, then of La Canadienne,
now M.P. for Gaspé. Some vessels neglect-
ed to obtain a permit at all, and many
understated their tonnage one-half, but
most of them preferred paying so small a
Sam as was required, in no case equalling
$100, to running the risk of confiscation.
; Perhaps this is the time when I should
give the statistiés of the American mackerel
fishery ; for of course, since no paper on
any social subject is now-a-days thought
at all complete without its quantum
of figures, I must ask those to whom
they are dry to bear with me, while I
triefly run through them.

From the table on page 107, Kennedy’s
Report on the U. 8. Census, it appears that
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some 150 schooners are built each average
year in Maine and Massachusetts, of which
certainly 2 hundred are for the mackerel
fishery,

A1l the accounts agree that there are al-
together from 1200 to 1300 American ves-
sels engaged in the pursuit. At only 50
tons each, this would give a tonnage of
60,000 to 75,000 tons, whieh again appears
to check with official statements of the ton-
nage of the fishing districts. Reckoning about
seven men to each schooner, we have from
8,000 to 10,000 men employed. Estimat-
ing the average catch at ten barrels to the
ton, this would give from 600,000 to
750,000 barrels ayear; and at $12 per
barrel, this represents a value of from
$7,200,000 to $9.000,000.

This is more than the census returns of
fish taken would lead us to suppose ; but
from personal investigation in the localities
where information was best to be obtained,
I believe it to be very little, if at.all, over
the mark.

In proof, we know that for one Nova
Scotia fisherman ten Americans are engag-
ed in fishing for mackerel ; yetin 1865 the
exports from Nova Scotia of mackerel, shad
and halibut—the two last-named being very
unimportant, and scarcely equal, I should
say, to the home consumption of* mackerel,

—amounted to $1,077,273.
(To be continued.)

“HOW RICH BEN ADAM I8.”

Ben Adam had a golden coin one day,
Which he put out at interest with a Jew:
Year after year awaiting him 1t lay
Until the doubled coin two pieces grew,
And these two, four,—so on, tiil all the people
. said,
« How rich Ben Adam is!” and bowed the
servile head.”
Ben Selim had a golden coin that day,
Which to a stranger asking alms he gave,
‘Who went rejoicing on his unknown way.
Ben Selim dled too poor to own a grave;
But when his soul reached Heaven, angels with
pride_
Showed him the wealth to which his coin haq

multiplied.
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Original.
TO THE COMMON PLANTAIN PLANT.

BY W. ARTHUR CALNEK,

‘“ Everywhere in the track of the whife man
we find European plants; the native plants
have disappeared before him, like the Indian.
Even along the railroads, we find few indige-
nous species. On the road between Boston and
Salem, although the ground is uncultivated, the
plants along the track and, in the ditches are
foreign,”'-—dgassiz.

ANNAPOLIS, X. 8

«The most generally interesting factinregard
to American plants is the influence which the
introduction of European races, and the fre-
quency of intercourse with European countries,
is said to have had upon the prevailing weeds,
especially of tlle Atlantic coasts and river-
borders of North America. The common plan-
tain— Plantago major—was called by, the Indians
the *white man’s foot.”—J. F, W. Johnson, in
Notes on North America.

Thou dost pursue the white man’s varying
fortune,
To every land his footsteps yet have sought;
And by thy presence seemest to importune
A passing thought.

Before the cottage-gate, by dusty highway,
By lake and river, and by flowing fouuntain;
Remote or near, or in the secret byeway
Of plain or mountain.

Where’er Caucasian form or foot hath travelled,
Or hand improved the fallow earth with toil,

Thy curious skein of being is unravelled

Upon the soil.

In times “ Colonial’—near to their beginning—
‘W hen laughter fled from Puritanic halls;
And witcheraft was the worst of sinner’ssinning,
In Salem’s walls;

Or when Rebellion, her striped flag unfurling,
Poured o'er earth’s bosom an ensanguined
flood; .
And Carnage, drunk with war’s continual whirl-
ing,
Sank down in blood ;

Or when the Royalist, on soil Acadian,
Sought refuge from the ra'te his acts incurred,
Or, with his brother leal, to wilds Canadian,
His home transferred ;

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

What meant the raging conflict of opinion
To thine or thee?

Yet evermore thou tellest the ‘proud story
Of Anglo-Saxon energy of hand
And heart, that clothes the name and race with
glory,
In everydand.

Thou carest not what flag unfoldeth o’er thee,—

Or “Stars and Stripes,” or old ‘‘Red, White,
" and Blue,”

Or “Tricolor,”"—so long as still before thee

Rise conquests new.

Thou under each and all of them dost flourish,
The one grand instinet all thy nature schools;
This knowledge is enough for thee to nourish,
“#The pale-face rules.”

- - * L] » » E ]

Asthey beheld thee in their pathway rising,
The timid “red man,” in his language, put
His seal upon thee—thee in fear baptizing—
The “white man’s foot.”

He flies before thee to the deep recesses
Of western wild, and distant mountain.
place,
Where Nature’s hand hath clothed vast wilder-
nesses
With choicest grace.

But with the pale-face thither still puréuing,
Thy hated presence, like a shadow, fills
His prairie path, prophetic fears renewing,
Of coming ills.

Taught by the cunning white man’s bold ex-
ample,
Thou bidd’st thy sister plants togive thee place,
Securing, for all time, possessions ample
Forall thy race.

Philosophy’s most plausible of preachings,

The * wherefore” of thy vonduct When they
tell,
Will end in this,—whate’er may be their teach-
ings—

«Pis so—'tis well.”

And so say we. No matter what thy mission,
Or good or ill to earth, to mine or me;

Thou sought’st but toextend thy wide dominion,
Unheeding witclzcraft, war, or loyalty;

Thou actest under God’s all-wise tuition—
He teacheth thee!




STORIES AROUND THE SHANTY FIRE.

A Original.
STORIES AROUND THE CHANTIER
(SHANTY) CAMBOOSE-FIRE.

BY A.J. L—(Continued )

[}

. [The preceding paper described a party of
lumbermen leaving Ottawa in the fall,
with their canoes and supplies, for the
shanty which was to be the scene of their
winter’'s labor. After proceeding some
distance, they camped for the night in the
vicinity of an Indian wigwam, and paid a
visit to it, when a raw hand was persuaded
that the Indians were cannibals who were
likely enough to kill and eat him.]

Only with the utmost difficulty could we
control our risibles, as Dennis delivered his
thundering philippie. It was a perfect
study to watch his countenance as the vary-
ing emotions chased each other over its
honest surface. First it would express
disgust ; again, indignation; next, anger;
then, vengeance; next, a combination of
all—the whole backgrounded by fear and
uncertainty—the fouf ensemble forming 2
picture most intensely ludicrous. As he
paused for breath, he eyed the subjects of
his tirade with no very friendly eye ; mis-
givings, meanwhile, ecvidently creeping
vaguely through his mind as to the wisdom
of the course he was pursuing—this feeling
being nothing lessened by the fun-loving
Murty whispering,

“ FPwhisht, ye omadhon, do you want us
all kil¢?”—and, as Dinny was going to
reply,—¢ hould yer tongue; fwhisht ! av ye
value yer life. Sure its only angerin’ thim
ye are; and ave they don’t murther uz all,
they will yirself, at laste.”

Dinny, it was clear to be seen, had about
reached this conclusion, himself. Never-
theless—like many another whose warmth
of feeling has got him into a false position—
he‘determined, in spite of the evident dan-
ger, to face all consvequences rather than
escape dishonorably. Refusing, therefore,
to lollew Murty’s advice, be replied, as-
suming an air of reckless bravade,

‘“Arrah, lave me alone, an ‘fwhisht’
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yerself, Murty. I'll not hould me tongue,
av I'm kilt the next minnit. I don’t care
that—spitting contemptuously on the ground
—for the murtherin’ haythins. It’s little
wud timpt me this blissid minnit to bate
the life out uv one uv the villyans.”

His looks, however, sorely belied his
tone, and betrayed but little of the valour
he so ostentatiously professed. The Indiang
happening just then to advance in the
direction where we stood, the younger
savage carrying in his hand a knife and
tomahawk, lately employed in the manu-
facture of the canoe, Murty—determined to
carry on the joke—took advantage of the
circumstance, and ejaculated,

« There now, feigs yi’v done it. Make
up your sowl, Dinnis, fur yer tims is short.
Ochone ! Ochone! that the day shud iver
come whin I shud hev' to sthand by an see
yir kilt, widout the power av raisin’ a han’
to save you, me poor gossoon! The saints
purtect you, me hrave boy!"

Saying this, with muck apparent emotion,
he stepped away from Dinny. The rest,
taking the cue, hurried to do the same, ag
though prompted by the fear of being iden-
tified with, and thus suffering the vengeance
about to be inflicted upon him by the
savages. This mancuvre apparently left
him a vietim to his fierce-locking enemies,
who were now rapidly approaching. As
Dinny saw this craven desertion of him to
his fate by his comrades, whom he had
hitherto never for a moment douhted would
not fail him in extremity, and asthe bloody
fate of the Beaver family floated vividly
before him, his assumed courage fairly gave
way. With a countenance full of imploring
terror, he turned, and with quivering voice
eagerly asked,

«Qch! boys, sure it’s not lavin’ me yez
are ? Och, murther! yir not desarting me,
are ye, boys?’ and his voice was piteously
full of supplicating entreaty.

Onward still came—as he believed—his
relentless foes. As the moment for his
terrible doom approached, a visihle tremor
was perceptible in his knees, and a look of
helpless resignation overspread his face,
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Just then, hope was once more raised in
his breast, by the voice of Tom, who called
ort in a vehement whisper,

“Your only chance, Dinny, is'to run.
Run, man, run!”—assuming an excited
air—*and if ever you scratched gravel in
your life, do it now Make a bee-line for
the camp, for, once there, you'resafe. None
of us here will dare raise a hand to protect
you. ’'Tis your only chance—run, man,
run !”’

At this moment, hearing the voice of the
Indians close by, with a yell of affright, off
he bounded towards the camp. One of the
men, who carried a gun, mischievously
discharged it just as Dinny neared a fallen
tree. The loud bang lent wings to the feet
of the fugitive—for, as he afterwards de-
elared, he ¢ heard the whiz uv the ball
wid’in a hair av his head,”—and, with a
spring that would have put to shame Javalli
himself, he cleared the tree-top at a bound,
landing on the opposite side on all-fours.
In an instant he recovered himself, and
dashing off at a tearing pace, soon disap-
peared midst a clump of treesin the direction
of our camp; his disappearance being the
sigrial for an uproarious burst of laughter,
which with the utmost difficulty we had
hitherto restrained.

As, with aching sides, we recovered from
our explosion of laughter, we could sce
that the Indian family viewed us with as
muchsurprise as their stoical natures would
permit them to display, seemingly utterly
unconscious of what could have provoked
it. We all felt that some explanation was
due them, for {to say the least) our boiste-
rous intrusion and invasion of the privacy
of their camp demanded such. So, calling
towards us the elder of the two Indians,
who we found could talk tolerable English,
we explained to him the occasion of our
laughter. He seemed to enjoy the thing
amazingly, although undemonstratively;
and in a little while we could hear him
talking in his native tongue to the other
members of the family—their subdued
laughter evidencing that the topic was our
Hibernian friend, Dinny; and—instead of
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taking offence at our conduct, as we feared,
—illustrated that human nature was the
same in the savage as in ourselves, by en-
joying the whole affair as well, apparently,
as we did.

Dinny’s adventure drew ouf a capital
story from one of the men, about a fright
an Irishman in his neighborhood received
from the same cause. It happened that a
party of painted warriors, all feathered and
bedizened, had occasion to visit a village
situated on the extreme verge of one of the
border-settlements. A newly-arrived son
of the Emerald Isle happening to stand at
the door of the only house of entertainment
the place boasted of, talking 1o the land-
lord, saw the savages approaching, and,
struek with the novelty of the sight, inno~
cently asked,

% Who are thim ?”

< Indians,” was the curt reply.

“ Fwhat'’s that 1’ was the next query.

The landlord, seeing a chanre to perpe-
trate a good joke, replied,

“Savages ; skulking villains that live in
the bush, and spend their time hunting and
thieving for a living. Their chief delight
is to kill a white man and secure his head.
This they carefully preserve.”

¢ Arrah! fwhat use hev they fur the
heads 7”7

“Why, they use them for pipe-bowls.
They are particularly partial to Irish ones,
and will run any risk (as one of their chiefs
told me in great confidence) to secure one
pertaining to an Irishman, as they are much
more durable, and take on a higher polish
than those of any other nationality.”

«“Marey on uz!’’ he exclaimed, in great
trepidation, ‘ will nothing sarve thim for
'hacey-pipes onny skulls, thin? Av so,
mﬂuy b2l

He was here interrupted by a wild whoop.
from the savages, who were new within a
few paces of him. This he interpreted
into designs npon himself, and, aceordingly,
without further parley, started up the street
on the run.

The Indians, on coming up, enquired the
cause of his hasty departure, and, being
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informed of it,—and entering into the spirit
of the joke,—with a blood-curdling war-
whoop, dashed off in pursnit. The roce for
a while was pretty even; but Mickey’s
wind commencing to fail, the Indians began
slowly to overhaul him. On looking
around, he observed a Titanicsavage within
a few paces of him, and gave up all as
lost. He therefore resolved, before being
canght, to put his cranium hors de service.
Accordingly, observing a huge rock some
distance ahead, he made superhuman
efforts to reach it, and just as the big Indian
was about to lay hold of him, Mickey roared
out exultingly,

“ Bad seran to ye fur vagabones, av yir
do get me skull it'ill be uv no sarviee to
yez, ye black villians. Av a cracked one
suits ye, yer intirely welcome to it, and
much good may it do ye,’” and, suiting the
action to the word, sprang head-foremost
at the big stone, striking fair against it, en
battering-ram, with a concussion that would
have felled an ox, falling back apparently
lifeless on the sward. Fortunately, however,
what might have been a fatal practical joke
to our over-credulous friend, resulted in
nothing more serious than a very sore
head.

When we got through ladghing at this
story, our attention was again turned
tewards the Indian camp, and specially
towards the ¢ papoose ’’ hanging suspended
from the tree, in its apparently uncomfort-
able cradle—if I may so designate the
board to which, after first being swaddled
like an Egyptian mummy, it was fastened,
o couple of hoops being attached to the
head of the board, over which was stretched
a piece of nicely-stitched birchen bark,
serving as a ecanopy to screen the face of
the infant from the rays of the sun. The
report of the gun had evidently disturbed
its slambers, and it was giving expression
to its feelings in a succession of howls and
yells, loud snough to be heard at our camp;
and, despite the old squaw’s erooning to it
and swaying it to and fro in its zrial cradle,
still refused to be comforted. The dog,
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also, upon hearing the cries of the child—
breaking through all restraint—made a
dash out of the wigwam towards us, stop-
ping, however, at a safe distance, from
whence he gave free expression to his
enmity in a8 perfect torrent of convulsive
barks and snarls.

As the sun had now fully set ; and seeing
that our prolonged stay was only rippling
the natural calm of the Indian camp, we
gtarted on our return towards our own
quarters. As we came within sight of our
camp, night had fairly set in and spread
her wantle o’er hill and vale. Nothing
could be more picturesque and wild-looking:
than the appearance of our camp with its
surroundings. A huge fire, of gigantic
proportions, threw its bright rays abroad,
illuminating all around—bringing into.
gharp relief the red rock towering up a
ghort distance off, and tinting with silver
the bark of the trees as its flashing light
darted into their midst, the curling smoke
assuming all shapes and forms as it ascended
in huge volumes, flitting its shadow from
time to time across the bright face of the
rock behind, till it mistily lost itself in the
darkness above, the bright, warm glow
rendering darker still, by contrast, those
spots where its brilliant rays did not pene-
trate.

There was an air of savage grdndeur
about the scene, which the wild aspect of”
the men, in their brigand-like costumes,
as they reclined or stood around the fire,
helped to enhance. The swash and sullen
roar of the river was distinctly audible
above t};e nqise of the men and crackling
of the fire; the strange sheen from the
bottoms of the bark eanoes as they reflected
{he firelight from where' they lay, bottom-
upward, near the camp; and the gleam ot
the white tents from amidst the gloom
added to the wildness and heauty of the
picture. TUpon a small ledge of rocks was.
perched the stump of a fallen tree, which,
under the fitful light of the fire, might
easily be mistaken for a bear, the occasional
flare of the blaze lending it the appearance
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of stealthily crouching and settling itself!
preparatory tospringing on the men beneath.
I could hardly disabuse my mind of the
idea that it was an animal, for at times it
seemed to raise its head and eautiously ex-
amine the situation below. The resem-
blance was so complete, and the delusion so
strong, that I felt that any lone traveller
would be excusable who, in a likely place,
would receive a fright from no greater
_eause.

For a time, T amused myself conjecturing
what effect would be produced, and the
immeasurable surprise of my companions,
should a bear really precipitate himself
from the ledge into the camp, where the
men were at present busily engaged eating
their suppers—old Franeis, the cook, with
his inseparable cutty-pipe, being the pro-
viding and presiding genius. I fancied the
wild panic and pell-mell scattering that
would ensue, on the appearance of the un-
weleome intruder so unexpectedly in their
midst, and the scrambling confusion ere
they had time to collect their theughts and
recover from their first surprise; and laughed
till the tears streamed down my cheeks as
I pictured to myself the effect it would have
on our friend Dinny, and his actions under
the circumstances—his vituperation of the
‘‘ murtherin country,” and fresh resolve to

4 lave it av he cud get away safe.” Then
again, the wild excitement of the men as,
recovering from their first surprise, 'they
hurriedly prepared to destroy their unwel-
come visitor—the cautious advance, the
exciting conflict, the vietory, and final
Jjubilant congratulation and rejoicing. All
this seemed to pass in rapid panorama
before me as, giving the reign to fancy, 1
Tesigned myself for the moment entirely
into her wayward hands, giving' myself
over completely to the surrounding in-
fluences of time and place, feeling an
indeseribable pleasure in wreathing with
all sorts of imaginary forms, and peopling
with nameless shapes, the scene spread out
before me.

(To be continued.)

Original,
; ODE TO APRIL.

BY J. BETTS,

The blust'ring winds of March have fled,
With many a fitful moan,

They have rung the knell of Old Winter, dead,
But his requiem was their own.

They have broken the chains the Ice-king wove,
And his legions have kept at bay ;

But spenttheirstrength as with him they strove,
And in murmurs have died away.

And now sweet, smiling April comes,
To rule with gentler air—

Ethereal April, robed in green,
And crowned with garlands fair,

She bids Earth’s fairest children rise
From where they long have lain;

For gentler bi‘eezes, sunnier skies,
Are following in her train.

The flowers of Spring to life awake,
Where’er her footsteps press;

And birds {he woodland voecal make,
‘With songs of tenderness.

The tiny snow-drop rears its head
From out its wintry tomb,

And soon will violets fragrance shed,
Primrose and crocus bloom,

Pale, opening buds burst forth to view,
On every branch and spray;

And grassy blades, of emerald hue,
Spring where the snow-drift lay.

The mountain-rill, and meandering stream,
From icy fetters freed,

Reflect the sunbeam’s gladsome gleam,
And seek the flowering mead.

Their sjver ripples onward flow,
With gentle murm'rings sweet,

And warble music, soft and low,
The zephyr winds to greet.

Hail! April—ﬁrs1;~born child of Spring,
We gladly own thy sway;

And feathered choirs thy praises sing,
And trill their sweetest lay.

Thy beaming sun, and glitt’ring showers,
The emblems of thy reign,

Restore anew Earth’s drooping powers,
All Nature smiles again.

H
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AN OLD U. E. LOYALIST.—A STORY"
OF THE EARLY SETTLEMENT
OF CANADA

BY J. A. H., LEEDS, MEGANTIC.

The autumn months of 1867 were spent
by me in the rich and prosperous county of
L——, Ontario, visiting an early friend,
who is owner of one of the most extensive
and well-tilled farms in the county. Tak-
ing a stroll one beautiful afternoon, over
the premises of my friend, I came to alittle
stream, which flowed through the farm.
Walking along its banks for a short dis-
tance, I came to a large and level field, one
side of which was bounded by the little
brook, which took a sudden turn (o the
right. Near the centre of the field, upon a
slight rise of the ground, a short distance
from the bank of the stream, a grove of tall,

thick spruce firs lifted their sombre heads ’

towards the clear autumn sky.

Their dark-green, gloomy folinge formed
a striking contrast to the lighter green of
the meadow, and the variegated edging
of the stream, and the clear blue sky, A
more careful examination convinced me
that they were not patt of the original fo-
rest, as they were limbed to within a short
distance of the ground, which would not
have been the case had they been native.
They were, besides, arranged too regularly
to be of Nature’s planting. Speculating on
what had induced the planter toselect such
a place for a grove, where it seemed to in-
terfere with the regularity of a beautiful
field, I retraced my steps, and sought my
friend, for an explanation. He recognized
the place before I had proceeded’ fax with
my description, and remarked, with 8
sigh,—

¢ Ah, that’s where the unfortunate Wool-
cot family are buried !”’

This, of course, excited my curiosity, and
I pressed him to satisfy it. He excused
himself by pointing to & quantity of com
which needed to be housed while the fine
weather lasted ; but, seeing my disappoirt-
ment, he added, that some years ago he had
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written out the history connecoted with
these very trees, and that his M.S. was at
my disposal. T eagerly aceepted the ofier;
and, returning to the shade of the spruce-
trees, I sat down in a natural arm-chair,
formed by the high roots of the largest, and,
leaning my back against the trunk, I read
the following story :
THE GROVE OF SPRUCE.

‘When the inhabitants of the English co-
Jonies in America threw off their allegiance
to the Mother-country, there was a respect-
able minority, whose loyalty to their king
and the country of their ancestors, not even
the oppressions complained of by their bro-
ther-colonists, could shake or diminish, but
who chose rather to forsake the eountry of
their adoption than to sacrifice their love
and duty to that dear old flag which has

“PBraved a‘thousand years the battle and the
breeze.”

Some of these returned to England, bat
the majority having received grants of land
from the British Government, settled in Ca-
nada, under the name of United Empire
Loyalists. Their descendants form a num-
erous and influential part of the present
population of Ontario. Many of the * fustes
families,” as old Tif would say, are proud
to trace their descent from these old Loyal-
ists. Not one of the least important of
these immigrants was a family by the name
of Woolcot. They boasted a deseent from
a branch of the old English aristocracy, and
they had distinguished themselves by their
zeal and attachment to the cause of the
king during the revolution. For their ger-
vices they were rewarded by a grant of
geveral hundreds of acres of ‘ bush-land
in the county of L——.

The Woolcot family consisted of seven,
persons. An old grandfather, eighty-two
years of age, much given to snuff and long
stories about the good Queen Anne, and the
splendid victories of Marlborough. Thig
old gentleman felt very indignant at the
result of the revolutionary war; hisire had
been kindled at the presumptiod of the co-
lonists for daring to dispute any of the com-
mands of the home government; but he
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was confident that an English army would
soon overrun the country, and reduce them
all to obedience and subjection ; but when
army . after army had been defeated, and
when England hadto confess herself beaten
by her children, and had to retire from the
contest, shorn of most of her possessionsin the
New World, his disgust knew no bounds.
He could not account for it. Hefirmly be-
lievel that England alone was more than a
match for the whole world, provided the
great Marlborough was at the head of his
country’s armies. He was a fine specimen
of an old English gentleman. Time had
silvered his once dark hair, bowed his once
straight shoulders, and stiffened his once
agile limbs; and, what was yet worse,
had left him to mourn over the departure
of the companion of his manhood. But
Time, with all its powers, could not wholly
guench his fiery spirit. It was subdued,
certainly, but ever and anon,

“Some high and haughty feature would betray
A soul impetnous once.”

But with his hasty and somewhat impe-
rious temper were united a quick percep-
tion, and a keen sense of justice. Ile not
only had a good memory, but also consider-
able talent, which rendered his gomewhat
long-winded stories more than endurable,
except when too often repeated. Such was
old Colonel Woolcot av the date of our
story.

The other members of the family may be
passed over with less notice. They were,
Mr. Charles Woolcot, eldest son of the old
Colonel, an honest, warm-hearted man, of
about fifty ; his wife, a polished and refined
lady, strangely out of place in the log cabin
which was their only home; their daugh-
ter Mary, a bright-eyed, pleasant, English-
faced girl of seventeen ; and two sons, aged
respectively thirteen and eleven.

There was also, as an inmate of the fam-
ily, a young Scoteh soldier, by the name of
MecIntosh. He had been a companion and
.friend of young Woolcot, an elder brother
of Mary’s, who served as a volunteer duiing
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the war, and who was one of the first vie-
tims of the revolution. MeIntosh, his
comrade, had brought home his last mes-
sage, and had ever since been considered
as one of the family. Repébrt sail that
Mary’s bright eyes had something to do
with his stay, and it is certain that all the
family treated him with the greatest confi-
dence and affection. He had a grant ad-
Joining that of the Wooleot’s, and although
he could count more ancestors than pounds
sterling, yet he had what was much better
in his case, a brave heart, a pair of strong
arms, and, what is better still, an object to
work for.

There had not been any ¢ chopping ”
done on the Wooleot farm when they took
possession of it. It was still densely covered
with trees, with the exception of a small
‘““clearing ’’ on the bank of a little stream
that intersected the farm, which had been
made by those pioneer laborers, the beavers,
and was two or three acres in extent. In
the centre of this opening they built their
log-house and, shortly after, a stable and
out-houses. In the fall of 1795, they took
possession of their new lhome ; and for the
second {ime, for the oll Colonel. at least,
proved the realities of the “ backwoods life !’
by “roughing it in the bush.” With axe
in hand, and rifle on the nearest log, did
Charles Wooleot, McIntosh, and their hired
man, endeavor to prepare for their nexi
year’s crop ; but they worked on in safety,
and—with the exception of o chance ghot
at a bear, wolf, or deer—had no use for
their weapons. The first winter passed
away, laboriously, it is true, hut cheerfully,
if not happily. The glorious Canadian
spring had come and gone, before our busy
workers eould stay {o mark it; summer
had brought with it plentiful fruits for their
winter’s toil ; and autumn found them stjll
unchanged,—a truly contented and happy
family,—experiencing, undoubtedly, many
of the discomforts and inconveniences of
backwoods life, but certainly none of jts
privations. A change—and a terrible one—
was impending.

One evening, late in the fall, when their
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summer’s work had been finished, and their
winter’s work had not yet begun, they were
all gathered round a pleasant fire which
blazed in the chimney. The old Colonel
sat in his old arm-chair which he had
brought from England with him, and all
the other members of the family were
seated round him. The old man com-
menced, as usual, to tell of the splendid
victories of Marlborough, and had just con-
cluded his introductory eulogy on the great
Duke, when he perceived the inattention
of his audience, over whom a shade of
sadness hagd fallen’

““ Whatisthe matter ? ’ said the old hero,
Who could forgive anything rather than a
Want of interest in any of his stories,
““ Charles, what is the matter with you all,
to-night ?

¢ Nothing, father,” returned Mr. Wool-
€ot, ¢“ but you seem to forget that MeIntosh
and I start for Montreal, to-morrow, and
Will not be hack for a fortnight.”

Why was it that the mention of the
Journey to Montreal made Mary's bright
€yes hide themselves hehind her lashes, and
made her face and neck become rosier than
her rosy cheeks? Amnother little log-hounse
had been put up a short distance from the
fizst, but on the farm belonging to McIntosh :
and part of the owner's business was to
brocure the simple furnishing necessary;
and the other part was to induce an old
Iinister, who had long been a friend of the
family, to return with them, and perform a
tertain ceremony which was to give him a
Mistress to his little castle, and Mary a new
home. The o1d man mused a little while,
and all were too busy with their thoughts to
break the silence. At last hesaid, asifspeak-
ingto himself, «It is a sad,sad thing, parting,
for who can tell when the meeting will be
again

His remark passed almost unheeded at
the time, but it came hack with bitter force
to the ‘minds of two of those present, when
they thought over the cvents of this sad
uight. To throw off the melancholy that
8eemed to oppress them all, Mrs- Woolcol
asked Mary to sing. She, glancing at
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Meclntosh, commenced the simple little
Seotch song, beginning « Thou hagt left me
ever, Jamie.” Unconsciously, Mary’s voice
chimed in with the sadness of the group
and died away intoa moan ; when, putting
her head on her mother’sshoulder, she sobbed
aloud. Hermother stroked her head fondly,
and spoke soothingly to her ; while the old
man, awakened out ofa painful revery, rose,
and took downthe old family-bible, another
relic of their English home, and without a
r-mark, opencd, as if mechanically, to the,
fifteenth of I. Corinthians, and read that
sublime chapter which is appropriately
Who will
say that a glimpse of the unseen future did
not come to those aged eyes? That that
mysterious communication from the spiric-
world did not come {o hissoul ? That which
foretells calamity, without providing an
cscape. That communication that none
can explain, and yet few attempt to deny.
« For it sounded,” to use the words of one
of the survivors, * as if he was reading for
his own funeral.” After finishing the
chapter, they all knelt down, while the old
father committed them all to the care of
him ¢ who doeth all things right.”

They then separated for the night, little
realizing, although all had felt a foreboding
of evil, that that was the last evening they
were to spend together.  Melntosh, in
speaking of it afterwards said: « Every-
thing connected with that night seemed
burned into my brain, and every incident ;
however trifling, came back to me with
terrible distinctness for many weary days
and lonely nights ; and assumed an impor-
tanece and significance which was perfectly
agonizing.”

The next morning came bright and clear;
and, forgetting all about their gloomy
thoughts of the night before, Chas. Woolcot
and Meclntosh left their forest home never
again to euter it. Few now can imagine
the difficulty and danger connected with
even short journeys, at the date of our story,
when, even in the oldest-settled parts of the
provinee, roads were a novelty, and paths
through the bush were their substitute, and
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these, in the fall and epring, were almost
impassible. Our travellers, therefore, found
that it took longer than they expected, and
ihey had been three weeks away when they
again entered the little settlement, composed
ofafewloghuts,which wasthonearest totheir
own litt. > clearing. Mere they left the mini-
ster to rest a while, and after engaging some
of the neighbors to come with him next day
MeclIntosh and his companion hurried on.
‘Wearied and almost worn out, bat kept up
by the thoughts of the welcome that awaited
them, they entered the confines of. the
‘Woolcot place. A change had come over
the appearance of the country. The night
before, a gentle but somewhat heavy fall of
snow had covered the ground to the depth
of about six inches; every tree and bush was
bent down wunder its white load, and
plentifully besprinkled our tired travellers
asthey passed underneath. The snow-storm
was succeeded by a calm, there was not a
breath of air to sway the huge trees, and
shake their drapery of snow to the ground.
There was that painful stillness sometimes
felt in the old forests where there is nothing
to break it. Woolcot and Mclntosh paused
under an immense birch which, from its
being blazed on both sides, showed that it
was the boundary of their farm.

¢« How quiet everything is,” said the
former; ¢ can it be thatsomething is wrong ?
Hark! whatisthat,” headded, agthe unearth-
ly stillness was broken by a strange sound
that echoed through the woods. They
listened for a few moments, and the stillness
became awful; when again itwas broken by
the same mournful sound, which came from
the direetion of the clearing.

¢ 'Tis the lowing of the oxen,”” said
McIntosh, ¢ What can be wrong 7’ Without
waiting for further conference, they push
on with quickened steps; the little stream
is reached, the bush gets lighter, and they
suddenly emerge into the clearance. Their
minds at first refuse to take in the evidence
of their sight. There stands the stable from
which the mournful low of the oxen igstill
heard, beside it is seen the haystack ; just as
they left it—but where is the house? the
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pure white covering of snow is unbroken,
sav > by the snow-capped stumps.

«“My God! My wife an dchildren!” burst
from thie lips of Chas. Wooleot as they both
rushed on, vainly endeavouring to imagine
what had caused the disappearance of the
house. The terrible truth flashed into their
minds as they passed the stable, which they
taw at o glancoe had not been entered since
the snow fell, and stumbled on the body of
their man, shot through the heart! and,
oh horror! scalped!

“The Indians,” gasped MelIntosh, and
hurried on towards the ruins of the house
which were now faintly visible, and where
fresh horrors awaited them. On the door-
step, partly sheltered by the fallen roof, lay
the body of the old Colonel. One frozen
hand still grasped an old musket, in the
other was a quantity of feathers and hair
from the top-knot of an Indian, showing how
the brave old soldier had fought in defence
of the dear ones. Overwhelmed by this
blow, Mr. Woolcot fell lifeless on the enow.
Melntosh, with a dreadful fear in his heaxt,
had strength to make further search, and,
without dwelling on the succeeding horrors,
suffice it to say that the mangled and half-
burned remains of Mrs. Wooleot and the
two boys were found and rescued from the
ruins of the house. MecIntosh, almost
mechanically carried the bodies out, and
placed them side by side on the snow, but,
that accomplished, his strength also failed
him. ¢I lost,” to use his exact words
again, ‘I lost all consciousness of my own
identity. I sat stupidly down wondering
who I was, and what I was doing here ; and
who those were sleeping over there and if
the stumps were British soldiers, dressed
in black, with white hats ; and how strange
1t was that the ground would not keep still.
At last my attention was fixed on the hay-
stack, which I took to be an old woman, and
I remember laughing with a sound that
even frightened myself when, as the ground
gave another more extraordinary hLeave,
she was sent up in the air; but I wagatthe
same time knooked down, and I remember
nothing more till T awoke with a feeling of
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intense pain, and fonnd myself lying in the
snow, the moon shining brightly into my
face. I started up, and that awful sight
met my gaze. I have started up from slecp
years after, and seen as distinetly the four
mangled bodies and experienced, again and
again, the anguish of that night.”

The next morning, when the minister and
friends arrived to assist at the wedding of
MeIntosh and Mary, they found Chas.
Woolcot sitting beside the dead bodies of
those he loved dearest on earth, in the deep
and silent anguish of despair. -

“The grief that does not speak.
“Whispers the o’erfranght heart and bids it
break.”

MelIntosh having brought him to life, and
vainly endeavoured to make him under-
stand that Mary might still be alive, left
him to try and trace the murderers. He
teturned in a few hours unsuccessful, not
the slightest trace was to be seen-—the spow
had obliterated every vestige.

They immediately set about preparing
for the melancholy funeral, and they buried
the five victims where they bad been
murdered. The minister took Wooleot, who
remained passive in his hands, to his home
in the city, but his mind was perfectly
shattered. »

In the spring, when McIntosh returned,
sfter an unremitting but fruitless search
for Mary, he found him a broken-spirited,
Prematurely old man, who prayed to be
taken back to the grave of his wife that he
might die. This McIntosh could not with-
stand, and he carefully conveyed the broken-
hearted man to the scene of the tragedy that
had fallen so heavily on them both. He
laid himself down on the grave of his wife,
Now green with the grass of the first spring,
and entreated MelIntosh to leave him for a
little while. This McIntosh did, although
unwillingly, for he saw the old man could
not live long. e went to make some
Dreparations for the comfort of his com-
Panion ; and when he returned, the spirit of
Chas. Wooleot had gone to join those of his
father, wife and sons. Another grave was
dug for this last vietim ; and before McIntosh
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left the place to renew again his search, he
planted twelve spruee trees, one at the head
and one at the foot of each grave. And
that melaneholy duty being done, he turned
his face towards the unknown West,

He fi:s: heard of Mary from a French
hunter who told him that he had seen a
party of Indians who had a captive white
girl, whom, however, he was not allowed {o
Thiswas far up the Ottawa, and the
hunter told him that the Indians spoke of
moving even further West.

Two years pass away and the scene
of our history opens on the thickly-
wooded shores of Lake Superior. Near
the Northern extremity of that Lake
might have been seen a youngman, dressed
in the garb of & hunter ; but with a heavy
step and hopeless look that contrasted with
his youth and apparent strength. He stops,
and leaning on his rifle, gazes with an
indefinite longing on the deep, clear waters
before him. Suddenly a sound reaches his
ear, he raises his head eagerly, and hope
seems struggling with despair. From the
midst of a little ¢ clump” of trees came the
sound of singing. e listens eagerly and
the sound comes clearer :

cee.

“Thou hast left me ever, Jamie.”

MeIntoshstarted up, sprung over the inter-
vening bushes, and Mary wasfound. Leay-
ing the lovers together for a short time, we
will go rapidly over Mary’s story. Every-
thing had gone on very quietly, till about
the time MeclIntosh and her father were
expected home. Early one morning they
were startled by a shot, which was followed
by the fearful war-whoop of the Indians.
Haurrying to the window, they were just in
time to see the man, who had just left the
house to fodder the cattle, killed und sealped.
The old colonel reached down his gun, and
endeavoured to bar the door, but before that
could be done a party of Indians rushed in,
The old man immediately commenced s
struggle with one of them, but he was soon
cut down by another of these wretches,
Mary had the anguish to see her mother and
brothers murdered before her eyes. She



32

herself was seized, and expected toshare the
game fate, when an old warrior interposed
and saved herlife. Sincethat time she had
remained with the old man, performing for
him all the duties of a daughter. The tribe
to which he belonged had been unfortunate
in an attempt to surprise another tribe; and
finding the defenceless Woolcot family on
thair return, they had murdered the inmates
to prevent tue disgrace of their going back
-without any scalps. They, in their turn,
had been surprised by a large band of hostile
Indians and nearly all massaered. A few
escaped, and among others was Mary’s
adopted father, who, seeingthe destruction of
his tribe, refused to join any other, choosing
rather to live by himgelf, with his squaw and
Mary. Melntosh had but little difliculty in
inducing the old Indian to release Mary,
and she and her deliverer retraced their
stepstowardscivilization. The old minister
was again called on to perform a marriage
ceremony, and this time nothing interfered,
for he had not to go out of the good city of
Montreal. In this city Melntosh made his
home, till the state of the country permitted
him again to take possession of his property,
without the slightest danger from the
Indians.

Heremy friend’s M. S. concluded. Laying
it down, I looked up and saw him standing
before me:

¢ MelIntosh was'’—I commenced.

“ My Grandfather,” he interrupted, *1
have heard the story from Lis own lips many
a time, more particularly since my grand-
mother died ; and at his death I committed
it to writing, that the early story of our
family might not be forgotten, and while
one of our name remaing, these trees will be
safe to mark ihe graves of the murdered
‘Wooleot family.”

Such is the history of one of the most
terrible tragedies which the annals of the
early settlement of America contain. My
friend gave me pérmission to transcribe it,
and the reader of the DominioNn MONTHLY
hus before him a faithful copy of a true
lustory.
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EASTER BELLS,

BY EATE SEYMOUR M‘L., INGERSOLL, ONT,
Oh! bells of Easter-morn!. Oh! solemn-sound-
ing bells!
Which fill the bollow cells
Ofthe blue April air with a most sweet refrain,
Ye fill my heart with pain,

For when, as from a thousand holy aitar fires,
A thousand ringing spires
Sent up the offering—the glad thanksgiving
strain,
¢ The Lord is risen again !

He went from us who shall return no’'more~ no
more;
I say the sad words o’er,
Apd they are mixed and blent with your
triumphal psalm,
. Like bitterness and balm.

‘We stood with him beside the black and silent
river,
Cold, cold, and soundless, ever!
But there our feet were stayed; unloosed our
clasping fond :
And he had pa.sse;i beyond,

And still that solemn hymn-—like gmoke and
sacrifice—
Clomb the blue April skies;
And on our apguish placed its sacramental
chrysm,
«#Behold ! the Lord is risen!”

Oh! bells of Easter-morn! your mighty voices
reach
A deeper depth than speech;
We heard, “ Because He liveth, they shall live
with Him,”—
This was our Easter hymn.

And while the slow vibrations swell, and sink,
and cease,
They bring divinest peace ;
For we commit our best beloved to the dust
¢In sure and certain trust.”
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Original.
A STORY OF LABRADOR.

[In the Mareh number of the New Dom1-
NION MONTHLY appeared an account of the
commencement of a mission to the fisher-
men of the Labrador coast, by Mr. C. C.
Carpenter, under the auspices of a com-
mittee in Montreal, composed of members
of the various Evangelical churches, and
we now give the second and concluding
part of the romantic story of that mission,

" premising that Mr Carpenter had studied
medicine for a winter in Boston, and been
ordained in spring in’ Moutreal as a
minister of the Gospel. He thus became
the pastor, and physician, and colpor-
teur of a long strefch of the Labrador
coast.—Eps. N. D. M.]

TEACHERS WANTED AND SENT.

Said a woman of the coast to Mr. Car-
penter, when offered a Bible, & O, sir!
'twont do me any good. I eanread ne’era
word of it.”” Most of her neighbors were,
in this respect, as she was. * There must
be a school,” said Mr. Carpenter, ¢ toteach
children, and, in many cases, parents, to
read.” A teacher,—a lady of missionary
spirit, and of years and experience enough
to instruct and influence the ¢ maidens
and mothers’’ of the coast was the ¢ missing
link” in the missgion ; and at the annual
meeting, in January, 1860, of the Canada
Foreign Missionary Society, which at that
time earried on the Labrador Mission, M.
Carpenter told the story of the coast.
Amongst the many hundreds at that meet-
ing, there was one whom the Lord had sent
thither with *“an ear tohear.” Long resi-
dent in Canada, though of Seotch birth,
Miss Brodie had for some years been ocei-
pied as a labor of love, in teaching and
in ‘missionary work around her home, in
the Chateauguay country. She had longed
and prayed for place and opportunity of
further usefulness; but duty to her aged
and honored father kept her mear him.
But he had died ; and with sorrowing heart,
and obedient spirit, she sat listening to
the story of the sad case of the women and
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children of Labrador. It was earried toher

heart, and at once the response was, ** thut

is the field and that is the work for me.”

Abraham, after Terah had died in Haran,

was ready to go on from Haran to Canaan,

as the Lord had before bidden him. 8o had

Miss Brodie been made ready to go to,
Labrador: ¢ Here I am! send me!”’

Such offer of service, under sugch cireum-
stances, the Committee gladly accepted.
It was the Lord’s own providing and op-
portunity—like all the previous steps of the
Micsion. In June, 1860, Miss Brodie went
forth—called thus of the Lord ; unsalaried,
for she had a competence of her own, but
commissioned and commended by the Com-
mittee—to the work. There was scant
eomfort on the voyage, in a schooner, from
Quebec to the Straits of Belle Isle; she
being the only woman on board, and the
sailors being of a different nationalily and
language ; but she recached the eoast in
safety and health. The winter of 1861-62
she remained alone in charge of the Mission,
and the frontispiece represents her hut
in a sheltered spot on the banks of the
Esquimaux river, backed by what the
people call ¢ Miss Brodie’s hill.” Thither
many eame to her from miles up and down
the coast, and thence she went out to the
homes around. But of her work—of the
hold she had upon the sympathies angd
affections of the people—of a journey of
some forty-five miles she took, alone, in one
of the short summers, down the coast, over
sea-beach and over rocks (for there were no
roads, and she could not man a Whaleboat),
visiting every dwelling, and seeking weary
ones to tell them of Jesus—of the trials and
dangers of a voyage home, and back again
to the Mission—of the sorrow of the people
and then of their joy; and of her return
home late in the fall of 1865, unable longer
to endure the work and the climate—of the
blessing she was to the people of the coast
during her five years’ stay—the story would
be too long to tell. No mission reeital
could be more interesting than Miss Brodie’s
Jetters from the coast; but suffice it to say
thatshe did her work there, and did it well.
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In 1863, there was need of a second lady| there will be further happyv tidings of them
missionary, and again the right one was| and their work.
found without seeking. Miss Margaret| Not less remarkable, nor less distinetly of
Macfarlane, 3 younger danghter of a Seoteh | God’s own doing, was the providing the
artist, and of a widowed mother, at her|necessary worker in this Mission in the
quiet home in Camden, Maine, had in|case of another missionary, the Rev. Mr.
purpose given herself to the Lord, for mis-| Butler. While astudent of Amherst College,
sionary work. A Boston paper had brought| Mass., he twice sailed to the northern waters
to her notice the Labrador mission, and that | as a member of scientific expeditions, and
pecame the field of her desire. This was: both times touched at Caribou Island. He
made known to Mr. Carpenter; but there had, also, a heart for mission work ; and the
were two years of waiting. Meanwhile| result was that when the Rev. Mr. Carpen-
faith had its trial, and when, in 1863, word : ter was obliged to leave, through feeble and
reached her that help wag needed, and t,hatE failing health, Mr. Butler eonsented to take
she,—as having offered,—was aeccepted, his place. He has-since then been or-
her heart was glad. She sailed from New-| dained, and isnow in eharge of the Mission.
burypert, for Labrador, in 1864. There she ; New England and Canada have thus been
is now—having gone backafter ashort visit happily united in this Mission. It is upon
to her home last year. Thoughtful and;territory which owns the British flag, is of
judicious beyond her years in counsel, Canadian management, and Miss Brodie
youthful and energetic, full of the love of and Miss Baylis are of this Provinee; while
Christ and of souls, she has worked diligently ; Mr. and Mrs. Carpenter, Miss Macfarlane,
in the Mission. Her letters—for she is an ' and Mr. Butler are all natives of New
able correspondent—to the Committee, and l England. The work has been 1arge1y for
to the religious press, and letters of mothers" American fishermen as well as for the
and children of the coast, to herself, would% shoresmen or dwellers on the coast, so that
be an interesting little volume, and would | it is a sort of internatjonal work.
of themselves be a story of Labrador which| Flowers and fruits—the best their barren
could not fail to be read with profit. But land affords,—letters and messages, pieces
upon these we oamnot now touch; her|of Indian work, shells, etc., have come
labors have, we believe, been much from the kind-hearted people of the coast,
blessed. : in token of their appreciation of the Gospel

A third offer of service in this Mission message sent to them; and the children of
was from Miss Emma Baylis, of Montreal— | the mission school more than once sent
moved thereto, as in the former cases, by | berries they had collected among their bar-
what was felt to be a call from above. The|ren rocks to New England for sale for
purpose had been in her heart for some|the missionary cause. More than this, too,
years; last year it was a second time de-|Labrador has given. A young woman, a
clared, just at the very time when Miss| convert of the Mission, is now usefully
Macfarlane had said she could not go back|employed in the family of Mr. Carpenter,
without a companion and helper. They|at the Edueational Institution on Lookout
had never met. Miss Baylis was accepted, | Mountain, Tennessee ; and a young Labra-
as of the Lord’s providing, and, aecompa-|dorian, also a convert of the Mission, is
nying Miss Macfarlane, sailed for Forteau | now engaged and well advanced in studies
Bay, in the Government steamship, ¢¢ Na-|at a New England Institution, with a view
poleon,” last autumn. There have been]|to life-engagement in Missionary work,
tidings of their arrival at the Mission-|either in Labrador or some foreign field.
house, early in November, and it is hoped| With these brief outlinesof a singularly
that by June next, when their long winter | providentially-directed work, we close this
of eight months’ isolation shall have passed, ! story of Labrador.




THE DISCOVERY OF POMPEII

DISCOVERY OF POMPEIL

During a period of sixteen hundred and
sixty-nine years Pompeii remained buried
and forgotten. In the year 1502, an archi-
teet, named Dominica Fontana, cut a
subterranean canal under the site of the
city for the purpose cof conveying water
from the river Sarno to the town of Torre
dell’ Annunziata. In constructing this
canal, the workmen came often uron the
basements of buildings; but no curiosity
appears to have been excited, and no steps
taken to prosecute further researches,
Nearly a hundred years later, fresh ruins
were discovered, and an inseription with
the word Pompeii. But even this failed to
awaken any practical interest. At length,
when the accidental discovery of Hercu-
laneum had drawn the aitention of learned
and scientific men to the subject, Alcubierre,
a Spanish colonel of engineers, who had
been employed to examine the subterranean
canal, was led, by the discovery of a house,
with statues and other objects, * to con-
jecture that some ancient city Zay buried
there, overwhelmed by the great eruption
of Vesuvius in 79.” Having obtained per-
mission from Charles III, the king of
Napleg, he commenced early in ihe year
1748 the excavations of the street afterward
called the Strada della Fortuna. islabors
were soon rewarded, for in a few days he
discovered ¢ apicture, eleven palms longby
four and a half palms high, containing
festoons of eggs, fruits, and flowers, the
head of 3 man, large, and in a good style,
2 helmet, an owl, various small birds, and
other objects.”” The next discovery of im-
portance was the skeleton of a man, covered
wiih the lava mud. By hisside were found
eighteen brass coinsg, and one of silver.
Before the end of the first year of the exca-
vations, the amphitheater, which is capable
of holding ten thousand persons, was laid
bare. The operations, however, were
carried on with deplorable dilatoriness, and
the royal exchequer was by no means
liberal. The excavators, who worked in
chains, were chiefly condemned felons, or
Mohammedan slaves. No stranger was
permitted in the ruins. Accurate records
of the discoveries were kept; the most
important pictures were detached from
the walls after copies of them had been
taken ; and the buildings in which they
were found were again covered with the
rubbish. When some progress had been
made in the excavations, strangers were
admitted on the payment of an exorbitant
fee; but all attempts to take copies of
Mosaics were rigorously discouraged.
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The short period during which the French
occupied Naples was distinguished by a
more liberal and  enlightened policy.
Under the patronage of Caroline, the wife
of Murat, the works were carried on with
great vigor, and many remarkable discov-
eries were made. The amphitheater, which
had been filled up again, was recleared ;
the forum was laid open; and the greater
portion of the Street of Tombs was un-
covered. The return of the Bourbons to
favor was not conducive to the progress of
the excavations. The revolution which
drove them finally from Naples gave Pompeii
another chance. Garibaldi was appointed
dictator. DBut, however brave and patriotic
as a general, he was scarcely fitted for the
functions of administration. He gave the
directorship of museums and excavations
to Alexandre Dumas the French novelist !
The new director was quite alive to the
dignity of his position, and kept it up with
princely magnificence. But he had no
notion of its responsibilities. It is said that
he paid but one #isit to the ruins. His
rule was happily short-lived ; for, on the
gecession of Vietor Emanuel to the throne
of Italy, Giuseppe Fiorelli, a distingnished
antiquarian scholar, was appointed director-
general of the works. The appointment
has proved mort judicious. Pursuing a
regular system, noting ¢ every appearance
or fragment which might afford or suggest
o restoration of any part of the buried
edifice, replacing with fresh timber every
charred beam, propping every tottering wall
or portion of brick-work,”” the new com-
mendatore has succeeded in exhibiting not
a confused and undefined mass of ecrumbling
ruins, but a town, in the integrity of its
outlines and the order of its arrangements.
Street after street has been uncovered.
Temples, baths, markets, tombs, stand out
just as they stood eighteen hundred years
ago. The villa of the poet, the forum, the
counting-house, the baker’s shop, the school
room, the kitehen, carry us into the very
heart of Roman life in the brightest days of
the empire. The jewelry of beauty, the
spade of the laborer, the fetter of the pri-
coner, and the weapon of the soldier, are all
there, reproducing and realizing the past
with a vividness that can scarcely he con-
ceived.

Pompeii, overwhelmed, and, as it were,
hermetically sealed in the very height of
its prosperity, preserved from the ravages
with which Goths and Vandals visited the
ancient glories of Italy, and from the
sacrilegious and almost as destructive
pillagings of modern hands, brings the past
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to our very doors. Within its silent streets
are “buildings as they were originally de-
signed, net altered and patched to meet the
exigencies of newer fashions ; the paintings
undimmed by the leaden touch of time;
household furniture left in the confusion of
use ; articles, even of intrinsic value,
abandoned in the hurry of escape, yet safe
from the robber, or scattered about as they
fell from the trembling hand, which could
not pause or stoop for its most valuable
possessions; and in some instances, the
bones of the inhabitants. bearing sad testi-
mony to the suddenness and cgmpleteness
of the calamity which overwhelmed them.”
There are the very ruts which were made
by the wheels of chariots, flying, perhaps,
from the impending ruin; there are water-
pipes, in the cavities of which, sealed by
the hand of time, the splashing fluid can
still be heard ; there are rude and grotesque
inseriptions, seratched by some loiterer on
the stncco, and as fresh as when they ex-
sited the mirth of the passer by; there are
egg-shells, bones of fish and chickens, and
other fragments of a repast of which the
people whose skeletons lie near them were
partaking when the catastrophe over-
whelmed them; there is fuel ready to be
supplied to furnaces for heating the baths;
there are the stains left upon the counters
of drinking-shops by wet glasses ; thereare
the phials of the apothecary, still contain-
ing the fluids which he was wont to dis-
pense ; there are ovens, in which loaves of
bread, carbonized, but otherwise perfect,
may yet be seen; there are vases with
olives still swimming in oil, the fruit
retaining its flavor, and the oil burning
readily when submitted to the flame; there
are shelves, on which are piled stores of
figs, raising, and chestnuts; and there are
amphore, containing the rare wines for
which Campania was famous.

About one third of the city has been disin-
terred. In this portion some six or seven
hundred skeletons have been found. It is
reasonable to assume that if the whole eity
‘were uncovered the number of skeletons
would be about two thousand. But Pompeii
contained at least twenty thousand inhabi-
tants.— London Quarterly Review.

TWO DUMB SATIRISTS.;

In England, when the working-classes are
dissatlisfied with their lords and govermors,
they call a meeting in Trafalgar Square,
and, amid much hooting, vote resolutions.
In France, if the government be wealk, they
raise barricades; if it be strong, they give
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vent to their discontent in songs ; the short,
spiced, epigraiAmatic stanzas of Béranger,
Désaugiers, or Nadaud, which are printed
no one knows where, and circulated nobody
knows how, but which, spite of gendarmes
and police, make their way, are hummed by
day and sung by night, and often strike loud
and very unwelcome echoes at court. In
Germany, the workmen are of very much
the same grain as the English; when
aggrieved, they call meetings, with this
difference, however, that instead of hooting,
they argue, and, in place of voling resolu-
tions, separate at bitter variance, having
totally disagreed upon all the points in
discussion. At Rome, of which we have
heard so much of late, and of which we
shall hear so much more before that unhappy
papal question be settled,—at Rome the
descendants of the Julii, of the Gracchi, of
the Rienzis, have a peculiar and altogether
indigenous way of making known their
feelings : they compose pasquinades, that is,
lampoons which they attribute to their statue
Pasquino, and satiric dialogues supposed to
tako place between this same Pasquino and
afellow-statue nicknamed Marforio.

What are these two? Unde nomina? And
whence so great a fame that for three
centuries and more, all visitors to Rome
have asked to see Pasquino, have heard of
his sayings, have laughed at his jokes, and
have only wondered as to whether he or his
compeer Marforio were the greater wag.

“In Rome, at the commencement of the
sixteenth century, there lived a young tailor
of great cleverness and renown, whose shop
was gituate in the Pasione, and whose name
was Maestro Pasquino. This tailor made
clothes for a great many people at court; he
employed a large number of workmen and
spoke fearlessly and freely with them upon
all that happened in town. Pope, cardinals,
nobles, all in turn were mocked, praised,
censured, according as their actions de-
served, by this merry man and his
apprentices; but as the epigrams uttered
were those of plebeian mouths and spoken
in a vulgar tongue, it never occurred to any
one to take vengeance of them, or in any
way to molest the tailor. When, therefore,
any nobleman, or doctor, or other consider-
able personage wished to relate an injurious
anecdote upon some one in power, Pasquino
and his men were quoted as the authors, and
so made to serve as shields against the wrath
and vindictiveness of the offended. Hence
it became customary, and, so to say,
proverbial, to attribute to Maestro Pasquino
all the lampoons and satires that were daily
bruited upon the impolitic and unpopular
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measures of the court, as also upon the vices
ofthe prelates and ministers. But Pasquino
died, and with him fell the veil which fora
long time had hidden from the pontifical
police the prudent eriticisms of the Roman
Deople ; it was only for a time, however.
In front of the caustic tailor's shop was a
Stone which in the rainy seasons, served
asquine’s customers for crossing the gutter
that flowed before his door. Some workmen
Who were levelling the Via Pasione took up
this stone, and it turned out to be the back
of an antique statue of marble, in part
mutilated. They lifted it, and leaned it
3gainst the Pamphili Palace opposite the
shop, and the people at once gave it the
Rame of Pasquino. The courtiers and poets
did not 1let slip- this occasion of once more
veiling their satires under this consecrated
fame: they endowed the statue with the
sharp biting character of the tailor, and
3acribed to-it all the jokes they thought good
to publish. At the same time, they took
care that these lampoons should retain the
Unvarnished style of people without edu-
Cation, and, without being less witty or
Subtle, be couched in plebeian language.
Thus it came that soon Pasquino was daily
Covered with a thousand concetti which have
Slnce taken the name of pasquinades.”

Thus speaks an old Italian writer, Antonio
arotti; and what he says is true, for it is
confirmeqd by other writers of the same date.
It was in tho year 1503 that the statue of
asquino was discovered near one of the
ontranees of the ancient amphitheatre of
lexander Severus. Its apparition caused
& great stir amongst antiquaries, for, as the
Statue had but half its legs, no arms, and no
Istinctive insignia about it, there was great
difficulty in determining for what it could
3ve been intended. Some said it was a
F‘ghting Gladiator, some a Hercules, others
an Ajax, and others, again, a Patroclus
€aring up a Menelaus. because beside the
Btatue had been discovered another trunk,
Which, to all seeming, had been formerly
8rouped with it. Thissecond trunk, by the
Way, was bought in 1569 for five hundred
Crowns by Cosmo of Medici, who had come
- o Rome to receive the ducal crown of
Uscany; and it stood for a long time at
Florence opposite a statue found at the same
beriod near the mausoleum of Augustus,
The Pasquino began to be appreciated as
& work of great artistic merit very soon aftgr
Us discovery. Its reputation increased in
the seventeenth century, and the sculptor
and architect Bernino valued it as superior
to the most celobrated extant productions of
antiquity, not excepting the Laocoon and
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the torso of the Belvedere. It ig even
related that a German nobleman, having
agked of him which he thought the finest
statue in Rome, Bernino answered un-
hesitatingly that it was Pasquino, a reply
which so much astonished the stranger, that
he made up his mind he wasg being trifled
with, and was with great difficulty restrain-
ed from proceeding to blows.

Up to 1791, this mutilated trunk, which
Lorenzo Scoti termed jestingly the ¢« gop of
Momus and Satire,” remained in its place
near the Pamphili Palace. This mansion
then made way for the ncw constructions of
the Orsini Palace, the whieh, soon changing
its name, assumed the title of Palazzo
Pasquino. It is there that the statue stands
now.

Pasquino has more than once had the
honor of being rhymed to by poets. Here
is the translation-—as literal as possible— of
some verses addressed to this last represent-
ative of Roman liberty by the famous John
Miehael Silos :— .

Pasquino, thou who rank’st beside

The works which Rome beholds with pride,
None but a first-rate artist’s hand

Could bid thee thus unrivalled stand,

But Envy, vice of barbarous time,

Would slur thee with its poisoned slime;
Detractors, too, who wish to pester,
Are'christ'ning thee “the Forum’s jester.”

What shame, Pasquino! Whet thy darts;

And aim at their unreverent hearts ;

With satire, malice, jibe, and pun,

Shoot at them all, and spare not one.
Pasquino was not always, however, made
to do duty as a mere buffoon ; at times, he
was selected to be the interpreter of popular
joy, on the occasion of the political or
military successes achieved by the govern-
ment. Under such circumstances, they
dressed him up in a costume appropriate to
the words he was supposed to utter. Thus,
on the 13tk December, 1590, at the moment
when the newly elected Gregory XIV. wagq
going in state to the Church of St. John of
Lateran, he saw Pasquino with a new nose
and new arms on, and wearing s gilt
helmet. In his right hand was a drawn
sword, and in the left a pair of scales, a
cornucopia, and three loaves, emblems of
what the Remans always hoped to find on
the accession of a new pontiff,—that ig
justice and plenty. The three loaves, how:
ever, had a distinet and specijal signification
for Rome was suffering from famine at tha.t’;
time ; and Gregory XIV., to solemnize his
election, had, out of his own purse, supplied
all the markets with bread, that was bej
sold at a third below the usual price.
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In 1644, at the termination of the
conclave that had elected Innocent X.,
Pasquino, with a crown on his head and
wearing a long beard, appeared as Nep-
tane, carrying a trident in his hand, and
being drawn in a gilt shell by silver
dolphins. This allegorical composition was
completed by the family escuicheon of the
Pamphili (the name of the new pope), and
a hyperbolical inseription set forth the
glory that the new pontiff had already
acquired before his election. The admirers
of Pasquino were amazed Lo see the railing
satirist become, of a sudden, a flatterer.

Leo X, Clement VII., Paul 1II., Paul IV,
and Gregory XII., all underwent the lash of
Pasquino’s satire; but it was the famous
and terrible Sixtus V. who was most
frequently and most tartly pasquinaded.
His iron stubbornness and brutal severity
were the causes of this; he was o strange
man for a priest, and Rome groaned under
him very muech as England did under Henry
VIII., and France under Cardinal Riche-
lieu.

On one oceasion he had ordered a new
fast: Marforio (of whom we shall speak
presently) hereupon asked Pasquine in
honor of what saint this edict had been
published. ¢ Itisin honor of the new tax,”
answered Pasquino; ‘‘the Romans having
no longer anything to cat, the ysupreme
council wishes to force them to make 2
virtue of necessity.”

Sixtus V.—a sort of Baron Haussmann
in his way—had a great mania for build-
ing; and of all the things he most loved to
build, the first were fountains. It was he
who creeted the fountain of Monte Cavallo
and the Fontana Felice. TPasquino parodied
the inseription, ¢ Pontifex mazimus,” placed
upon all these constructions, and made of it
¢« Fontifex maximus” (great builder of
fountains) :

A soldier of the Swiss papal guard having
once, in the Cathedral of St. Peter, struck
a Spanish nobleman with his halberd, the
latter in indignation returned the blow
with his stick, but so ronghly that the Swiss
died of the wound the same morning. The
pope at once sent {o the governor of Rome,
and told him that he expected to see justice
done that very afternoon, ¢ before Isitdown
to dinner,” he added, ¢ and Iintend dining
early.” The Spanish ambassador and four
cardinals shortly after arrived at the
Vatican to sue for the pardon of the culprit,
on the ground of the provocation he had
received ; but Sixtus was inflexible.
« Grant at least, Holy Father,”’ then asked
the ambassador, ¢ that the unhappy man be
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beheaded and not hanged, for he is of gentle
blood.”” ¢ He shall be hanged, he shall be
hanged,” eried the pope ; ““but if theshame
of this mode of death can in any way be
alleviated by my attendance at the execu-
tion, the man shall die in my presence.”
The gibbet was accordingly erected in front
of the pontifical windows. Sixtus V. came
out upon the balcony, witnessed without
wineing the whole of the revolting scene;
and when it was over, said grimly to his
attendants : ¢ And now bring me to eat;
this act of justice has given me an ap-
petite.”

The next day, Marforio asked of Pasquino
whither he was hurrying, thus loaded with
gibbets, wheels, whips, and axes. “ 0O, it's
nothing,” answered Pasquino: ¢TI am only
earrying a stew to stimulate the Holy
Father’s appetite.”’

Onee, however, Pasquino gave praise to
this terrific pope, and under the following
circumstances.

Sixtus, as one may remember, helonged
to the order of Cordeliers. A chapter of the
order having heen convoked during his
reign, he consented to appear at it; eat in
the convent refectory, and drank with his
old companions to the health of their
patron, St. Francis. When the chapter
was over, Sixtus ordered that, two days
after, the monks should come to the Vatican
to kiss his foot, and each ask him a favor.
At this, the joy of the Cordeliers was
delirious; for the next forty-eight hours
they were beside themselves; the other
monastic orders, apprised of what was to
take place, growled with jealousy! and
even the cardinals themselves, who were
not overloaded with papal favors bit their
lips with envy, and felt by no means
disposed to langh, when Pasquino observed
that hitherto he had aspired to be a cardinal,
but that now he should go and order the
cowl of a Cordeljer.

On the appointed day, Sixtus V. appeared
on his throne with his tiara upon his head,
and surrounded by a dense crowd of cardi-
nals and courtiers, all burning to see the
strange sight of a distribution of six hundred
favors. For there were six hundred monks,
and all came up one after another, each as
he passed kissing the pontiff’s foot, and then
uttering his request. One asked for two
cells in his convent, and for emancipation
from monastic regulations; othersasked for
pensions, abbeys, bishopries, and even
cardinals’ hats. A great many merely
requested permission to leave the convent ;
and a few quarrelsome and vindictive
monks asked for bulls of excommuniecation
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against their personal enemies. Not one of | ¢ we know well enough how to gag men in

the six huadred bhut petitioned to some
selfish end, until at last,—solitary excep-
tion,—there came an old friar who reminded
the pope that the monastery had often
suffered from drouzht of water, and hegged
him in consequence to erect a fountain
there. Profoundly disgusted with them all,
Sixtus then called them back, and after a
speech of hitter inveetive against the folly
and worldliness of their wishes, sent them
individually and collectively about their
business. To the old {riar alone, he spoke
with benevolence : ¢ You, my friend,”” he
said, “ you hLave thought of your brothers
whilst thinking of yourself: you shall have
your fountain, and you shall also have a
benefice which has just become vacant in
one of the ecity churches.” Dasquino,
delighted, remarked that nothing was s0
pleasing to him as io sce six hundred foxes
caught in the same trap.

Sixtus, brutal as he usually was, yet put
up as a rule with the jokes and eriticisms of
Pasquino. On one occasion only did he
seek revenge. He had a sister, whom he
dearly loved, named Camilla Peretti; but
amongst other loose things that were said
of her, it was reported that, at the time
when ler brother had been a poor monk,
she had washed limen to earn her living.
One morning, Pasquino appeared wi'th a
very dirty shirt on. ¢ ITollo! " exclaimed
Marforio; * why such unclean linen, Pas-
quino?” «1 have wo laundress,” was the
Piteous answer, ¢ ever since the pope has
made a princess of mine.”” After useless
endeavors to discover the author of this
pitiless joke, Sixtus offered 2 thpusa.pd
crowns and a promise that ihe culpnt.’s life
would be spared, if he would give himself
up at once. Tempted out of prudence by
the magnitude of the reward, the author
revealed himself. ¢ You shall not be
hanged,” said the pope to him in fury,
““and you shall have your reward too; but
we are going to pluck out your tongue, and
to cut off your hands, to teach you how to
moderale yourself for the future’’—and this
inhuman order was executed.

It would be impossible to relate the whaole
or even the principal of Pasquino’s in-
numerable concetti; for every day and
every hour sométhing new was written,
carved, or chalked upon his pedestal. If
political topies failed, there were always
social scandals and gossipings in plenty ;
and it was not only the rich and powerful
who dreaded his sting. Adrian VI. at last
conceived ihe idea of destroying this dumb
but talkative critic. * What!’ he cried,

this ecity, and shall we find no means of
silencing a block of marble ’ and he gave
orders to throw Pasquino into the Tiber :
but a courtier induced him to chanee his
mind by this adroit reflection, that if
Pasquino were destroyed, another wounld
goon take his place, his name, and his
reputation for waggery. ¢ One can kill
flesh, your holiness, but not stone,’” he add-
ed; and so Pasquino was spared. For a
time, however, he became more prudent,
and, for 2 while, even silent; but on being
asked the reason of this Ly Marforio, he
replied shrewdly : ‘It is useless to eriticize
just now, for all the deings of our pope are
so bad that they may be said to be self-
satires enough in themseclves.”

A few words now about Marforio. Like
his ecompeer Pasquino, he has only his trunk,
and arch®olozists still wonder whether he
was meant for a Jupiter, a Neptune, an
Oceanus, a Vertumnus, or for the Rhine,
the Danube, the Tigris, or the Tiber. His
name of Marforio comes from his having
been found near the Forum of Mars. It
was in the sixteenth century that he was
diseovered close by the arch of Septimus
Severus, whilst excavations were being
made in the Forum.

As a work of art, Marforio is scarcely
inferior to Pasquino. In support of this
asgertion, one may quote the opinion of
Vasari, the celebrated artist and writer,
who says that Marforio can rival the statues
of the Tiber and the Nile at the Belvedere,
as also those of the well-known giants on
the Monte Cavallo. Frederico Zuccaro also
says that Marforio is one of the finest
models of sculptural perfection.

The dialognes between Marforio and
Pasquino had a much greater influence than
one might suppose upon the conduect of the
nobles and prelates of Rome. If the fear of
gatire did not positively prevent them from
acting ill, it at all events made them care-
ful to keep a veil upon their misdoings. In
a book of Monsignor Sabba di Castiglione,
published in the last century, and entitled
«« Manual of Gentlemanlike virtues,” az we
should say,—it is written; “Try and bhe
virtuous, O noblemen, in order to stop the
tongues of thogse two sharp old Romans
come originally from Carmra,—‘\laste;
Pasquino and Master Marforio.”’

In 1808, when the TFrencli troops entered
Rome to garrison it, after the imprisonment
by Napoleon of Pins VII., Pasquino asked
Marforio whether the French were not g
horde of brigands. On the nextday Marforio
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answered : “ Buonaparte” (the better part
of them,—buona-parte).

When the Garibaldians invaded the
Papal Siates, Pasquino remarked that
Cardinal Antonelli was packing up his
trunks, and asked whether it was that he
was afraid of being shot. ¢ No,” replied
Marforio, “but he is in a blue fright of
Menotti”’ —Menotti is thename of Garibaldi’s
gon, but it also means feffers or handeufis,
in Italian.—Chamber’s Journal. =

TURKISH WOMEN

—

BY EDNA DEAN PROCTOR.

The most striking and painful feature of
Mohammedan countries ig the degraded
position of the women. 'The lower classes
wear out their lives in the most menial
drudgery ; in proportion as they rise in the
scale of rank and beauty (beauty makes rank
here) they are petted and caressed, but at the
same time guarded with the most jealous carc.
Any woman in the Sultan’s dominions, no
matter what her birth and circumstances, may
aspire to Lecome an inmate of his harem
provided she has the requisite perfection of
face and figure; and,.what is yet stranger,
after remaining there for a time, she may
often anticipate being given in recognized
marriage to some one of his chief officers.
Yet there is no respect for a woman because
of her nature, her character, or her sphere.
She is admirable only so far as she contributes
to the pleasure of man; and, in all stations,
whatever influence she has is due to her fleet-
ing personal charms. Alas for the one who
Las no cnchantments of face or form ! accord-
ing to Moslem creed her heritage is doubtful
even in the world to come.

It is a mistake to suppose that Moham-
medan women never go abroad. You meet
them in cvery street and bazaar, but always
veiled according to the peculiar fashion of the
place they inhabit, and watched and attended
just in proportion as they are valued, so that
the more restricted they are the more eom-
plimented they must feel. Their indoor dress
is everywhere much the same-loose full
trowsers, confined at the ankle, a flowing robe
with a girdle about the waist, and jewels
proportioned to the wealth of the wearer—a
style much more graceful and desirable than
many modes which Paris dictates. At Cairo,
the women of the better classes wear usually
in the street a black silk mantle which
envelopes them from head to foot, and &
thick veil or screen which entirely conceals
tho fuce, except the eyes. The dress of the
poor is similar, but the material is a coarse
Diue cotton. Hundreds of women of this
latter cless in Cairo sit all day upon the
ground, with a little pile of bread, or fruit, or
vegetables by their side for sdle ; and through
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all the oppressive heat never lift their veils,
considering it a disgrace, which only the
lowest will incur, to have their faces exposed
to view, while at the same time perhaps neck
and bosom are wholly bare. The young girls
at eight or nine years of age assume this veil.
In Damascus a thin bright-figured handker-
chief of silk or cotton is drawn over the face
and fastened behind. The shrouding mantle
here is of white cloth, sometimes of embroi-
dered muslin, and, with the wealthy, of those
rich silk fabrics for which Damascus is re-
nowned. Nowhere, except in sea-shells and
sunset skies, have I seen such tints as there—
yellow pinks, rosy purples, orange blues,
crimson greens, maroon browns, all shot
through with gold and silver threads, a blend-
ing that pleases and yet bewilders the eye.
The native dyers of Cashmere boast of having
more than forty distinct and peculiar hues.
I think there cannot be less at Damascus. In
Constantinople the veil gives place to the
yachmae, a scarf of the finest and most
delicate white muslin, which is folded across
the head and face, leaving the cyes and a part
of the forehead uncovered, and pinned or
gathered into a knot at the back. Nothing
could be more becoming than this gauzy
muslin, giving a transparent look to the
complexion, cnhancing the brilliancy of the
soft black or brown ¢yes which glance from
between its folds, and only half hiding the
luxuriant hair. I noticed that the prettier the
woman the thinner wasits texture ; and there
were some blooming faces to which it was
only such drapery as the moss is to the rose-
bud. Often it was caught back with pearl-
headed pins, while pearls hung in the ears, or
gleamed in a bandeau along the brow. The
outer garment, the feridjee, is more graceful
in shape than those worn clsewhere, and falls
from the shoulders like a cloak or shawl. Its
common material is merino or poplin, of &
plain light color—gray, fawn, lilac, maize, and
sometimes crimson or green. Rings, set with
turquoises and diamonds, sparkle upon the
fingers; but gloves and black shoes are rarely
seen, the slippered feet being encased for
walking in loose boots of red or yellow
morocco. It is said that many of the Turkish
women arc wearying of their present pre-
scribed attire, and getting a taste for Western
fashions ; indeed, some of them have carried
their discontent and cnvy so far as to spit
upon and push down Europeans passing them
in & fresh Paris costume. An elegant English
iady, residing in Constantinople, told me that
she had twice been thus rudely treated in the
bazaars of Stamboul. 'Their own dress, how-
ever, is very pleasing, from its simplicity of
form and color; and, if they did but know it,
unless they could be guided by a faultless
taste, they would lose, rather than gain, by the
change.

The alabaster smoothness and clearness of
skin which many of them possess is doubtless
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owing in a great measure to their frequent
use of the bath—the first and most important
part of their toilette. It subserves also
another purpose for them which is wholly
Eastern. It is a kind of a matrimonial
market, and the brokers are the attendants.
The customs of society make it so difficult for
young men to see young women, and to
judge of their attractions at first hand, that
they often go to the matrons of the baths
to hear of sorae one captivating to their
fancy; and when such an one is described, if
there is no obstacle, negotiations are com-
menced. In this way, I am told, many
marriages are brought about. But not to
them only, to all Orientals, the bath is tho
primal luxury of life. In order to appreciate
the delight 1t has for them one should look
into some of the cool, vaulted apartments
where they rest after the earlier processes are
over. In the centre a fountain falls in perpe-
tual spray, and all around they recline upon
couches and divans, sipping coffee, smoking
narghiles or chibouks, and abandoned te that
dreamy, delicious repose which is for them
the nearcst approach to Paradise. I recall
here a courtly Arab, a native of Cairo, a man
of some fortune, but who, nevertheless, for a
sufficient consideration, would occasiona}ly
deign to act as dragoman, and in that capacity
had accompanied a party whom we knew 10
Syria. I remember his bright, satisfied face
a8 he sauntered into the court of the Hotel
Demetri, at Damascus, on a sunny morning
last April, clad in spotless linen, a gay turban
on his head, roses in his hand, and depending
from a heavy gold chain he wore 8 seal, en-

graved with a sentence from the Koran. 1
said, “You look radiant this mormngI,

Mahmoud.” ¢ O, yes,” was his repy ; “for
am just come from the bath.” -

There i for me an irresistible charm in the

astern countenance and manner. The
people of the West throw themselves into life
a3 if they faared the present were all; the
Orientals take it as but a single phase of
existence. They are in league with Fate,
and carry in their faces the screnity akin_to
sadness of those to whom all events are alike
welcome. I have no desire to see the Asiatic
tribes crushed and driven out before the
advance of Europe. They spring from carth’s
primeval inhabitants, in her first ocenpied
lands, Many of their customs and modes of
thought date back to the infancy of the race.

hey have some clements of character grander
than ours, and they need only to be developed
and enlightened in order to add immensely to
the riches of our civilization. It i8 the part
of the West to seck to win them to a purer
faith and a nobler worship, and to show them
that they cannot reach their best estate unt:d
throngh all their realms woman i8 elevated in
the social scale, and made what she ¥Was meant

o be——the equal and companion of man.—
N. Y. Independent.
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ITALIAN BRIGANDAGE,

The following is an account o i
nious method by whieh Fra Diafvtcill% 1115;:
celebrated robber, escaped for a time,from
the hands of Colonel Hugo, the father
of Vietor Hugo, who was in pursuit
with a large force of soldiery:

Escape seemed absolutely impossible.
On one side of the- road was a precipice
which no man could scale ; on the other,
Hugo was advancing toward the road.
Flight toward Apulia would throw him into
the toils of his unwearied hunter. His
inventive genius supplied a remedy for this
net of difficulties.

He turned to his men and said :

« Tie my handsbehind my back. ‘Do the
same to my Lieutenant.”

The men were astonished, but obeyed in
silence, using handkerchiefs in the absence
of cords.

« Now," said Fra Diavolo, ¢ let us move
down the road and meet this cavalry. They
will ask you who we are. You will answer :
These are two brigands of the band of Fra
Diavolo whom we have taken and are con-
dueting to Naples in order to obtain the pre-
mium.”

« But suppose they should wish to take you
themselves "'

« Then you will retire, protesting against
the injustice which they do you. You, at
least, will be safe.”

The stratagem was excelient. Fra Dia-
volo’s men figured as militia of the district.
The premium offered for brigands at Naples
was a capital pretext for asking permission
to pass on their way, and 8o gain the rear
of the cavalry. The artifice succeeded.

Whoever has heard a Neapolitan impro-
visatore can imagine the affected sadness of
Fra Diavolo and his Lieutenant, the serious
and solemn vivacity of the spokesman for
the false miltia. A story of the capture
was invented on the instant, so probable,
and so perfectly consistent in all its details,
that one must have been dead to the voice
of truth and innocence to distrust it. Fra
Diavolo gained the rear of the cavalry. Hig
false enemies bade good-by to their new
friends, and moved oft three hundred paces.
Here the two leaders slipped off their hand-
kerchiefs, and shot into the woeds; the pre-
tended militia fired their muskets into the
air, and all went off pell-mell into the
depths of the forest.

The cavalry saw the affair, but they did
not know the importance of the escaped
prisoners ; they were unacquainted with
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the roads, and naturally left the pretended
militiamen to make the pursuit.
THE TABLES TURNED.

On one occasion, a batalion was sent
from Naples to assist in the capture of the
Vardarelli. The officer in command was
foolish encugh to boast that he would mareh
Gaetano Vardarelli and his scoundrels
throngh the Toledo with their hands tied
behind their backs. Brizandsfind out nearly
everything ihat happens in the capital, and
Vardarelli heard of this hombast. ke re-
tolved to teach the young man a lesson. He
put himself in the way of the troops, and
then withdrew wuntil he had led the batial-
ion into a narrow defile, with high rocks
frowning on cither side. The roldiers
rushed along in cager pursuit of their sup-
posed prey; but suddenly the path ceased,
and the rocks frowned in their faces. They
were in Vardarelli’s trap. Ie now gprung
it. Suddenly a loud voiee cried: “Lay
down your arms, or you are dead men 1”

The soldiers raised their eyes, and =aw
the band posted out of the reach of attack,
with their guns cocked and levelled to fire.

The cup was bitter, but young Bombastes
had {o drain it to the dregs. The roldiers
stacked their arms in the place designated
by Vardarelli. Then the chief descended
with part of his men, and contemplated the
humbled officer with a look of satisfaction,
not unmingled with patronizing pity. The
brigands were ordered to wet the guns of
the soldiers.

When the guns of the soldiers had been
rendered harmless by this process, Vardar-
elli ordered the soldiers fo retake their arms,
and having put them through their military
evolutions, and stationed them with their
faces toward,Naples, he returned the young
officer his sword, saying :

«1 have a bit ofadvice to give you. For
the future, be less boastful in the city, and
more cautious in the country.”

One cannot help thinking that, if it were
necessary 1o choose to act one or the other
part of this ridiculous piece of comedy, the
part of the brigands must be preferred.

CRUELTY OF BRIGANDS.

A band of brigands, having received as
ransom-money for a prisoner considerably
less than they had demanded, said that it
'was not the price for a whole man, nor
should a whole man be restored forit. With
infernal barbarity, they cut off their prison-
er’s nose and one of his hands.

Such cases have been frequent since 1860.
In 1861, a man, whose friends were in
Naples, was carried off in one of the provin-
ces. The brigand sent a demand for one
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thousand ducats ; the friends of the captive
offered a third part of this sum. The mes-
senger returned with one ear of the prison-
er, and a threat that the other would be mu-
tilated if a third summons became neces-
sary. The friends paid all, and reduced
themselves to beggary. The story was pub-
lished in the principal journals of Naples.

With such secure retreats, and the power
of such terrible vengeance, one man terri-
fies a whole community. Domestic affec-
tions, as well as the love of property and
peace, become the alliesof brizandage : no
one dares to denounce those who bear mes-
sages demanding ransoms, The unseen
cnemy way lay the informer under tribute,
or even smite him in open day.

Mare Monnier says: ¢ I have myself scen
a man who had killed his employer; he
walked tranquilly, with uplifted face. in
the presence of an entire village ; the syndie
did not date to cause his arrest.” — Exfra-is
from ¥ Italian Brigandage,” by David Hil-
ton.

A JOURNEY THROUGH SIBERIA.

BY THOMAS W, KNOX.

A preat many people have been to Siberia
who did not ‘wish to go there, and some who
had the desire have never found the cppor-
tunity. Of the two classes, I presume the
first is in the majority. The mention of
Siberia to most people has the effeet of pie-
Auring wide field of enow, icy mountains
and stunted forests, where the summers are
almost 100 short to deserved mention, and
ihe winters long and severe. A Russian
geography describes the population of Si-
beria as consisting of voluntdry and invol-
untary emigrants and their g'leseendams,
and speaks of the country as little known
{o ithe outside world. Few countries, cer-
tainly no eivilized ones, are so little known
as this, and it was on account of the searcity
of knowledge concerning it that I was led
{0 make o journey there.

To reach Siberia, I went by way of San-
Francisco to Kamchatka and entered the
Russian Empire, cizht thousand miles from
its eapital. Kamchatka possesses one of
the most beaatiful hays in the world, and 1
think it is not even rivaled by the cele,
brated Day of Naples. It has volcanoes
much higler, though less violent, than
Vesuvius, and it had at the time of my visit,
a midsummer Lieat and a luxuriant verdure
on the lowlands within a few miles of
rozied and snow-clad peaks, that are never
quite uncovered during the entire year. It




A JOURNEY THROUGH SIBERIA.

is a land of deep snows and long winters,
and is famous for its dog-teams and sable
furs. TEach iz rclated to the other, for
should the trade in the latter come to an
ead, the former would find little employ-
ment. The capital and prineipal town of
the peninsula of Kamechatka, with its popu-
lation of between three and four hundred, is
quite as much Russian in character and a8
thoroughly devoted to its Emperor, a8 the
cities of St. Petersburg and Moscow.

Though under the government of East-
ern Siberia, Kamchatka is not usually con-
sidered a part of Siberia proper. The east-
ern gate of Siberia is more convenie.ntlY
placed at the mouth of the Amoor river,
which has been but a few years.subject 1o
Russian control. During the Crimean warT,
the river -was taken by the Russians as &
route for supplies to their military an
naval forces in the Ohotsk Sea. Before
that time it was subject to China. Once
obtaining it, Russia did not relinquish her
grasp, and by a treaty signed in 1860 the
right to navigate the Amoor, Was fully es-
tablished. Thus this great river was opene
to commerce and colonization. At present
there is a city of five thousand inhabitants
at its mouth, and one may ride in winter
from one end of the Amoor to the other,
and change horses every twenty or ihirty
miles at a Russian village.

In summer there are steamers belonging
to the government and to private merchants,
and the amount of traffic has already
reached a cousiderable figure. The valley
of the Amoor is generally fertile, and
though agriculture is quite in its infancY,
enough has been done to give good promise
for the future. Some of the villages are
large and appear so prosperous that one
can hardly realize that the colonization 18
less than a decade old.

I agcended the Amoor late in the autamn,
in the season corresponding to our Indian
summer, and found it one of the most b'eau-
tiful rivers of the world. It hasthe majesty
and volume of the Mississipi, the rough
shores of the St. Lawrence, the beauty ©
the Hudson and the picturesqueness of the
Rhine. Ithasmore than a thousand, 3111(1,
believe, ten thousand islands, and at timesI
found it spreading into @ labyrinth of chan-
nels where one could easily become bewil-
dered. At times it was bounded on hoth
sides by mountains covered to their very
tops with a wealth of forest trees of every
autumnal hue. Sometimes onl
were visible—some fo ¢
others bore only bushes and a heavy carp?
of grass. In the early summer these mead-

d | their employees could reside.

1| the steppes.
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ows, from one extremity to the other, are
covered with flowers so dense that one can
hardly rest the foot on the ground without
erushing them. The forests are full ot
wild beasts, and at nearly every village I
gaw trophies of the chase.

The valley of the Amoor is the only
place in the world where the tiger and the
reindeer inhabit natnrally the same regions.
The one belonging to the tropies, and the
other to the arctic zone, both are aceommo-
dated on the Amoor. The reindeer finds
the mosses which form his food, and the
long winters are adapted to his tastes. The
{iger i3 satisfied with the profusion of ani-
mal life and the dense forests where he can
fix his retreat.

After two thousand miles on this river, I
travelled over land toIrkutsk, the eapital of
Eastern Siberia, visiting on my route the
Russian-Mongol _eity of Kiachta. Here,
nearly two hundred years ago, China first
consented to carry on commerce with out-
side barbarians, and erected a town on her
northern borders where only merchants and
To this day,
10 Chinese woman is allowed fo enter it, and
the merchants do not call themselves resi-
dents, though many pass their whole lives
there. The Russian merchants at Kiachta
live in a most sumptuous manner, and their
houses cannot be excelled in any part of
Russia for elegance and comfort. Of costly
wines, they are prodigal, and their dinners
are works of great art. On one table I saw
apples that came overland in carts from Ka-
zan, 3,000 miles away, and grapes brought
on camel’s backs 1,000 miles from Pekin
The wines were from the best vineyards of
France and Germany, and the eigars were
the genuine product of Cuba. *

Before Russia opened her seaports in
1860, all the tea-trade between China and
Russia passed ihrough Kiachta. Long car-
avans of camels came there from China,
and their loads were then transferred to
carts, or sleds, and made their slow way 1o
Western Russia. I passed many of thege
tea caravans between Kiachta and Irkutsk,
and many more on My long journey over
When Kiachta possessed the
monopoly of the tea trade, her merchants
made enormous fortunes, and they were still
enjoying heavy profits, though mourning
for the good old times.

I crossed Lake Baikal on a steamboat
propelled by engines, constructed in the
Ural mountains, and hauled over land 2,500
miles. 1 was fortunate in making the voy-
age in twelve hours. On the following trip
ibe same boat was eight days on ihe lake;
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a storm preventing her coming toland. At
Irkutsk I rested a month, waiting for snow
to fall, and preparing myself for a winter
journey. While in this town, as elsewhere,
I bad many opportunities of seeing the
Polish and other exiles that have been sent
to Siberia. A great many of the inhabi-
tants, laborers, and others are exiles, either
for political or other offences. The eclerk in
the hotel where I occasionally dined, was a
political exile, and the coachman, who took
me about the city, was a civil one. There
are all grades of punishment for exiles, just
ag there are all grades of erime. Some are
banished to Siberia for a term of years, and
can employ themselves in any way they
choose. Others are confined to particnlar
limits and are prohibited doing certain
things; others are lodged in prison and
others go to labor in the mines, or on the
public roads. The condition of a prisoner
is unpleasant in any part of the world, and
I presume that his sufferings are just as
great elsewhere as here, Except that the
cold is greater in Siberia, I cannot see any
difference in being shut up in the Tower of
London or in the chief prison at Irkutsk.

The number of prisoners has greatly di-
minished in the past ten years, owing to the
leniency of the present Emperor in contrast
with the severity of the former one. Some
of the exiles of 1825, are still living in
Siberia. One was pointed out to me at
Irkutsk., Atthetime of hiscoronation Alex-
ander granted pardon to all concerned in
that unhappy revolution. The number liv-
ing was not large, and several preferred
remaining in Siberia rather than goback to
a society where they would be strangers.
At one time the exiles of 1825 formed the
best society of Siberia, and their influence
upon the present manners of the people is
easily perceived. A political exile is in no
way looked upon as a criminal, and the
children of all exiles are not affected by the
offenses of their parenis. Some of the
wealthiest and most enterprising merchants
in Siberia, are the children of exiles, and I
know one who was himself exiled when
twenty years old for some little misdemeanor,
who is now the owner of an immense
fortune.

Some of the exiles prefer to remain in
Siberia when their term of service is ended.
They enjoy a more quiet life, and are better
paid for their labor. Some of the political
prisoners say that they may be drawn into
fresh revolutions if they go back to Enrope,
while they will be entirely free from such
¢omplications if they remain where they
are. On the other hand many exiles look
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upon Siberia with horror, and embrace the
first, opportunity to return.

‘When the winter roads became good I
bought a sleigh and started westward. Dur-
ing my stay at Irkutsk I was (reated with
every kindness by the people, and had an
excellent opportunity of learning how the
Russians live. All my friends came to the
edge of the town to see me off, just at sun-
set of a clear frosty day. In Siberia it is
the custom to start on a journey in the latter
part of the day or first half of the night.
The day is generally spent in making
farewell visits, and it is thought better to
enter your vehicle when the day is ended
and go to sleep, than to rouse out on a
frosty morning and begin your journey with
a hasty toilet and half eaten breakfast. 1
darted over the snowy road and was nearly
a hundred miles from Irkutsk by sunrise on
the following morning.

The winter is the best season for Siberian
travel. Insummer, the roads are frequently
bad; they are dusty and muddy, there are
elouds of mosquitoes and flies, and the riv-
ers, which are numerous, must be crossed
in ferry-boats. In winter the snow covers
dust, mud, flies, and mosquitoes, and
bridges the rivers with ice. One can carry
all the provision he desires, and for any
time, in a frozen condition, while in sum-
mer heean only be supplied for a day or
two. Horses run faster, and drivers are
more expert with their whips when every-
thing is frosty.” After an experience of
both kinds of journeying, I have a decided
preference for winter.

My sleigh was comfortable and commo-
dious. I can Lest describe it by saying it
was like a New England chaise drawn out
to a length of seven feet, and placed on
runners. It had a boot that could be fast-
ened to the hood to shut out storms and
cold. There was no seat, but a bed was
formed of baggage, blankets, furs, and hay.
My companion and myself sat on this bed
in a reclining position, and had each a cou-
ple of pillows to ward off concussions. To
sleep we took this reclining position, or lay
at full length at our option. I used to sleep
quite soundly, when the sleigh wag moving
ten or twelve miles an hour notwithstand-
ing occasional blows from bad placesin the
road. I was guarded against cold by a
liberal amount of fur. I had fur socks
reaching to my ankles, fur stockings that
came to my knees and fur boots that came
as high as boots possibly could. Ihad a
for cap with ear lappets, a fur overcoaty
and then a fur over-overcoat. Besides this
I had a sleigh-robe of sheepskin, fur gloves

~
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and mittens, and then one or two extra ar-
ticles in fur in case of necessity. I did not
suffer an hour from cold.

Travelers carry tickets, purchased from
the authorities, and with these tickets they
can hire horses at the stations. These are
from ten to twenty miles apart, and at
every station horses and drivers are
changed. I generally had three horses har-
nessed abreast, and sometimes when the
road was bad I had five or six. The dri-
ver’s place was on the iront of the sleigh,
with his legs hanging over the side,—a very
insecure perch. ¢ Why don’t yon have a
better place for the driver "’ I asked one
day of a Russian. ¢ Oh,” he replied, ¢ if
he had a good seat, he would go tc sleep and
drive slow. Ilere he must keep awake or
fall from the sleigh.”

When the road was good and level Isome-
times traveled at a very fair rate. It was
an ordinary occurrence to go ten miles an
hour, and hardly a day passed when we
were not driven twelve miles in the same
time. Occasionally we made thirteen
miles, and once I held my watch and found
we went fourteen and a half miles in sixty
minutes. The government couriers travel
at the fastest possible rate, and I have
known an instance when a courier made
two' hundred and eighty miles in twenty-
four hours including all stoppages. I was
told that on one occasion the governor-gene-
ral of Western Siberia traveled four hun-
dred miles in forty hours. At the stations
where we wished to take meals we had
only to thaw out some of our provisions,
while tea was being made. We eould get
bread, eggs and hot water at the stations,
but all other things we carried with us.
Tea is 2 most important and weleome ar-
ticle in these long sleigh-rides, and there is
no country, not even including China,
where one can drink more tea than in Rus-
sia. Nothing could create an insurrection
and revolution in the empire quicker than
an imperial ediet against the further use
of tea.

I traveled day and night, and the actual
time of my journey in a sleigh-ride of 3,600
miles was twenty-four days. I changed
horses and drivers 200 times, and rode in
the same sleigh the entire distance, from
one end of the route to the otner. In gene-
ral the way was good, but there were some
places after crossing the Ural mountaing
that were far from pleasant. My first view
of Europe was about twelve ofc;ogk on a
cold night in January. The dividing line

s at'the ridge of the Ural mountains, and
a granite monument has been erected to
mark the spot. When the emperor Alex-
ander the First visited the Urals, he set two
small irees at this point, and they are now
grown to a large size. Shaking off my fur
covering, and emerging into the erisp,
frosty air, I waded through the snow-drift
to the foot of the monument, where I stood,
as I presume few Americans have ever
stood, with one foot in Europe and the
other in Asia at the same moment.

My sleigh-ride was ended at Nijne Nov-
gorod, the scene of the annual fair, where
two hundred and fifty thousand people are
gathered from all parts of Europe and
Asia. When I reached the town it was
midwinter, and the point of land between
the Oka and the Volga where the fair is
held, was almost entirely deserted. From
Nijne, the railway took me to Moscow and
St. Petersburg. When I alighted in the
latter city, the first American I saw for five
months was an old acquaintance and friend
from New York. Between us we had tra-
veled around the world.

WRITING FOR THE PusLIC.—Although a
little extravagance is used in the following
stanza to give emphasis to the thought, there
is wisdom in the suggestion that those who
write for the benefit of others should impart
their best and maturest thoughts, not diluted
and spread over the wildest possible surface,
but condensed and tersely expresse(_l. A
composition is not to be judged by 1ts'd1-
mensions, but its intrinsie value and point.
Gold is seldom found in large nuggets—its
minute particles reveal their presence by
sure indication, and attract attention.
Think deeply, digest carefully, communi-
cate briefly, if you would impress others,
This is the stanza :

«If thou wouldst fain be thought a sage,
Think & volume, write a page ;
Then from every page of thine,
Publish but a single line.”

It is a curious fact that Napoleon III. hag
preserved all the furniture used by him
during his exile, and that the cabinet du
travail of the Emperor at the Tuileries is a
small room with a gingle window, contain-
ing a shabby bookease without glass-doors,
on the shelves of which may be seen
the old books which Prince Napoleon
carried about with him wherever he
went.
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EARLY RECOLLECTIONS

BY NELL GWYNNE.

School had been re-opened in the mean-
time by a Mr. Letie, who carried it on ina
far more magnificent seale than poor old
Mr. McCord had everdone. Theschool-house
was crowded to the utlermost corner, with
all sorts, and sizes, and complexions; and
though all of ol Mr. MeCord’s scholars went
there as well as myself, I don’t remember
ever seeing any of them there. Mr. Lette
was assisted by three or four of his own
children, who were almost grown up, and
by his wife, who came in every morningat
ten o’clock, and stayed until twelve, during
which time the girls worked at their knit-
ting, or sewing, or embroidery, as the case
might be ; but the predominant occupation
appeared to be knitting dirty edging, which
they carried about, rolled wup into little
balls. Together with this assistance, Mr.
Lette made one half the school teach the
other half, which kepi np a constantscene of
confusion, activity and excitement all day
long. The first day I came to school, I was
called up almost the moment I ecame in, to
spell off a card on the wall, with a crowd
of other children, who all spoke together,
and as loud as they could bawl, spelling
to a kind of tune, to which they kept time
by swaying their bodies back and 'forward.
‘Wa had scarcely got through with this per-
formance, when we were again called up
to say tables off another card, which were
likewise roared out {o 2 kind of sing-song
tune, to which they kept time as before.
We were again called up in about ten mi-
nutes (o say the countries off a map of the
world, which was done precisely the same
as the spelling and tables. I began to like
the excitement, and wonder what we would

ance, which was 2 signal for all the girls to
rush up to the desk to try who would get
her work first. The girls were allowed to
talk while they were at their work; and
such a Babel never was heard. Mr. Lette,
who was a very large man, walked about
continually, making a great flourishing with
a formidable pair of tawse, but he never
seemed to hurt any one with them.

No person noticed me, or seemed to know
I had never been there before. I had been
sitting idly on the end of a bench for some
time, amusing myself hy watching what
was going on about me, when a little girl,
in a pink pinafore, came up to the end of
the desk I was sitting at, where there were
a number of little printed calico bags hang-
ing, from among which she selected a pink
one, like her pinafore, and proceeded to
search its contents for something that turn-
ed out to be a knitting needle, which was
carefully wrapped up in a piece of stiff
brown paper. Looking at me coolly asshe
broke her needle in two, she said:

“See, here!  You had better go and get
your work, if you don’t want to get the
tawse.”

Replying confusedly to this friendly ob-
servation, that I had no work, she said,

«Oh! you are a new scholar,”” and,
without waiting for a reply, went up and
spoke to Mrs. Lette, who beckoned me to
her and reassured me by saying, kindly,

o you have no work, my dear. Well,
we must try and find some for you, to-day ;
but to-morrow you must bring a needle and
spool, and get some set up for yourself.”

After poking about through her desk,
she took out a liitle white cotton sock,
with the toc cuf off, which she instructed
me to rip, giving me a spool to wind the
cotton on, and desiring me to sit down on
the steps that led up to her desk, where

do next, when Mrs. Lette made her appear- |there Were a number of little girls all
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working and chattering away for dear life,
and who took my presence in their midst
as the most natural thing in the world. A
pretty, merry-looking little Irish girl, whom
the others called “ Johan,” was telling a
story; but a little girl in a braided apron
with pockets in if, and her hair hanging
down on her back in long braids, having
occasion to go up to Mrs. Lette, the story
was suspended till she came back. A litile
girl that sat beside me—giving me a nudge
with her elbow—said,

¢« Say, did you ever go to Wilson’s?”

On my replying in the negative, she pui
her head down underneath her pinafore,
and taking a bite out of a very green-lobking
green apple that she had in her pocket
passed it to the girl next to her, who, after
going through the same performanee, passed
it to Johan, who also took a ¢ bite,’”’ and
passed it to her next-door neighbor, when a
small piece of thé core was returned to the
owner, which seemed to amuse Johan ex-
cessively, causing her to laugh in a sweet
little merry way peculiariy her own, but
on seeing that the owner of the apple did
not appear to relish the joke, she said,

¢« Never mind, Jin,—Aggy McPherson is
going to bring me a lot this afternoon, for
doing her sums for her, and I will give you
some.” .

The little girl with the braided apron,

" and pockets, and long braids, having re-

sumed her place, Johan went on with her
story, which was about a certain Mr. Fox,
or Mr. King—1I forget which, but think it
was one of the two—who lived in a mag-
nificent mansion, surrounded by a high
wall, into which no person was ever known
to penetrate, having paid his addresses toa
certain beautiful young lady, who favoring
his suit, the day was fixed for their mar-
riage, and everything was ¢ in readiness.”
Unfortunately for himself, as will be seen,
he promised to pay her a visit on a certain
day, in the meantime, and not being forth-
coming at the appointed hour, she put on
her bonnet and strolled out to meet him,
going “ along and along " till she came to
his own gate, which, to her astonishment,

47

she found slightly ajar—such a thing never
having been heard of in the memory of
man. Presuming, no doubt, on her future
proprietresship, she entered the gate, and
found herself in the most beautiful garden
that ever was seen, full of birds and flowers
and winding, shady walks, through which
she wound in and out till she came to the
hall-door, where she '_a,seended a flight of
marble steps as white as snow—the hall-
door was also slightly open ; entering, she
found herself in a long hall, at the further
end of which there was a door, and over
this door was written, in large gold letters,
the awful words, ‘“Be Bould!” Taking
the hint, she opened the door and found
herselfin asecond hall, at the further end of
which was a second door, and over it,
written in the same gold letter, ¢ Be Bould i
Be Bould !’  Opening this door, she found
herself in a third ball, at the further end of
which was a third door, and over it written
—always in the same gold letters,—¢‘ Be
Bould! Be Bould!! but not too Bould!”
Here, glancing out of a window, what was
her horror to see her fature husband
dragging a beautiful lady along the garden-
walk, by the hair, and flourishing a glitter-
ing scimitar in the air. Evidently having
her own reasons for coming to the conclu-
gion that she had been quite ¢ hould ”
enough, she beat a precipitate retreat ; and
telling her story to her brothers when she
got kome, they immediately repaired to the
magnificent mansion, accompanied by a
band of soldiers with ¢big, long soords,”
who ¢ coot”” Mr. Fox, or Mr. King, or what-
ever his name was, all up to “little bits”
—releasing no end of beautiful young
ladies whom he kept in captivity under-
neath his house; and breaking into the
<t Be Bould! Be Bould ! ! but not too Bould,’’
they found it led into a closet full of blood,
and bones, and skulls.

I brought a knitting-needle and spool the
next day, and Mrs. Lette—after breaking
the needle in two to make a pair of it—
commenced some edging for me, which I
very soon learnt ito kmit. She, however,
put me under the guardianship of the little
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girl in the pink pinafore, whose name was
Susie Carter, lest' I might go wrong; but I
soon became as great an adept at knitting
dirty edging as any of the rest. Susie
Carter and I became very great friends
indeed. She was, or considered herself to
be, what she called ¢ very pious,”’ and was
always telling stories about good, pious
little boys and girls that always died and
went to “’eaven’ and turned out to be
little «“hangels.” A tall Irish girl that
sat opposite to us, who was very pretty, and
whose name was Ellen, was an indefatiga-
ble story-teller. She kept the attention of
the whole desk chained, morning after
morning, with the most wonderful taleg of
giants, and charms, and fairies,
¢ butee-ful prin-cesses,”” but as there were
none of them ¢ pious,” Susie Carter did not
pay any attention to her, and advised me
not to either ; but I did. Susie Carter had
the oddest way of eating her lunch, ‘or
“dinner” as we always called it here.

and

She always carried it wrapped up in a
little red handkerchief; and this handker-
chief she never opened, but—holding it
down beside her-—would put her fingers
into a little hole, taking out whatever she
had inside in little pieces, each one only
large enough for a mouthful—always keep-
ing some distance away from the other
girls, and moving off if any one came near
her. Ihad watched these proceedings for
some time with a good deal of curiosity,
and after making several unsuccessful
attempts to see what she could be guarding
so carefully, I said to her, one day, at noon,

 Susie, what have you got in that little
handkerchief ¥ I always think you eat
your dinner so funny.”’

Whereupon, after looking carefully about
to see that no one else observed her, she
unwrapped the little handkerchief and
produced what I took to be a little, fat-
looking pie, or turn-over, but which, she
informed me, was a ¢ titty passy, mixed
with hoongions,”~—meaning a potatoe pas-
ty, mixed with onions; and telling me
confidentially that the girls at ¢ Wilson’s ”
never called her anything but «Titty
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Passy,”” which explained her reason for
wishing to keep her dinner such a profound
secret. Henceforward, she ate her ¢ titty
passy, mixed with hoongions, ’ unmolested
by me ; and I don’t think any of the other
airls ever had any curiosity to know what
she had.

‘We had a holiday one afternoon, for some
reason—I1 forget what—and Susie Cartex
took me home with her. She lived at the
other end of the town, and I think we must
have gone a back way, for I remember
zoing across o great deal of commons.. As
we were going nlong, we came (o a pile of
rubbish that had been thrown out of some
aarden, in the midst of which there was a
beautiful searlet poppy with a white edge,
in full bloom ; but which Susie Carter said
it would be very wicked of either of us to
pick, as it had been planted there by the
hand of God for some person that was too
poor to keep & garden, and He intended it
to be left there until such an individual
should pass that way,—so we leftit ¢ bloom-
ing alone,” like the ¢ last rose of summer.”
Before we had gone much further, we came
to a bunch of thistles, where there were
two little boys amusing themselves by
catching bees and squeezing them to death.
Susie Carter stopped, and began to lecture
them on their cruelty, asking them ¢’eow
they wonld like it, if some big giants were
to come and squeeze them to death, for
fun.”” This view of the case seemed to
amuse them prodigiously, for they laughed
uproariously, and said they * would like it
first-rate, if they went buzzin’ round on
thistles all the time;”’ whereupon, putting
her hands on the shoulders of the smallest
boy, she squeezed them together with.all
her might—he yelling as if he were being
killed, but laughing louder than ever as
soon as she let him go, the other boy laugh-
ing very much all the time. Finding them
so incorrigible, we were forced to £0 on our
way, leaving them to their interesting em-
ployment. I don’t remember what Susie
Carter’s house was like, only that the door-
steps were very clean, and that there was
a well-kept but very little garden in front
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of it, where there were sunflowers and
scarlet-runners growing; but it struck me
that her mother was a very funny old
woman—though I don’t suppose she was
so very oid either. She wore her dress very
short, showing a pair of blue stockings,
and stout leather shoes, and had a blue and
white checked apron on; a bright-colored
handkerchief about her shoulders, and a
black silk bonnet on her head, which she
appeared to be in the habit of wearing all
the time. She was very. kind, however,
and gave us some very nice bread and
cream, and a bowl of milk apiece, which
is all I remember akout the visit.

Aggy MecPherson, whose name I had
heard mentioned the first morning I came
to the school, was a fine, handsome, well-
grown girl, two or three years older than
myself, with a broad Scotch accent,—the
only drawbaok to her personal appearance
being a sliglit cast in one of her eyes, that
were otherwise particularly fine, which
gave her, when she laughed or was amused,
a very comical look. Ier way home lay
the same as mine, which was the causc of
our becoming very great friends; and she
brought me home with her very. often,
which I enjoyed above all carthly things.
The MecPhersons, who lived about a mile
from town, were Scotch farmers, and they
lived in a style of munificence and dirt I
have never seen equalled. They kept a
great many cows, and were renowned for
their bad butter, which no person that ever
saw their milk-pans or cans—which Idon’t
think they ever washed—would wonder at.
But their kitchen-floor was a sight to be-
hold. I have heard people talk of writing
their names in dust; but, dear me,
you could have carved your name with the
poker on any part of the MePherson’s
kitchen-floor, which trifling circumstance,
as it may naturally be supposed, gave the
house a particularly disagreeable smell, or
a smell that I have heard called particu-
larly disagreeable, but which to me, in
those days, was more grateful than the
most delicious perfume. They kept about
a dozen men, and I don’t know how many
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girls; but I know one—whom they called
‘ Mera Onn "’—was in the habit of washing
the potatoes for dinner with 2 broom. Mr.
McPherson was a great, big, good-natured-
looking man, with sandy whiskers; and
was, as were the whole family, kind and
hospitable to the last degree. He always
called me the ¢ wee lassie,” and would
sometimes take me on his knee while he
sang “If a body meet a body, coming
through the rye.”” The mother was a little
woman, and talked a great deal in a funny
little gabbling way, but I never understood
only two or three words she ever said, one
of which was milk, which she called
“mubk;’” and another, skimmed milk,
which she called “skump mulk;” and
another, chickens, which she called ¢ little
besties,”” about forty of which were gene-
rally going chirping about the kitchen,
which was likewise seldom inhabited by
less than seven or eight dogs. The barn-
yard swarmed with great, fat, lazy-looking
fowlsof all descriptions ; and in the granary
were great bins of peas, and oats, and
wheat, with which Aggy, or “Ogg ' as she
was called at home—and as I afterwards
got into the habit of calling her—would
“while the weary hours away ' by pitch-
ing me into them, head-foremost, as if I
were a kitten, and trying to cover me up.
Ogg had a twin-brother, named Jock, who
was not nearly so large as she was, Joek
had been ill of a fever for some months,
and having become convalescent, the doctor
had ordered him {o be taken out for an
airing every day, and as we now had our
summer-holidays, Ogg and I took him out
for a drive in the donkey-cart, every morn-
ing—he lying in the back on a feather-bed,
underneath a blue cotton umbrella, while
we sat in the front. I think Joek must
have been a very sullen boy, for I don’t
remember ever hearing him speak, though
he might not have felt well enough, poor
fellow ; and, indeed, his feelings were
treated with precious little ceremony by
Ogg and me. Ogg would go into every
orchard wé came to—swhich were 'a good
many—to steal apples, though they hag
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them as plentifally at home as they had |not help thinking, involuntarily, of little

everything else. We never thought of such
a thing as eating any of them however, but
would amuse ourselves by pelting them
along the road. But Ogg’s great delight
was to get “hunted,” as she called it,
which I think I enjoyed quite as much as
herself,~—her style of proceeding being to
steal slyly into an orchard, and, after she
had helped herself to all the apples she
wanted, commence to hoot and halloa,
until she succeeded in attracling some per-
son’s attention about the place, who would
of course give her chase, when she would

fly for her life—sometimes losing her apples |

in her mad eareer ; but she generally Jield
on to them through thick and thin, till she
got into the cart, when she would belabor
the poor old donkey most unmercifully
with a ponderous stick she kept for the
purpose, and then look back with such a
droll look in her funny eye that it made me
laugh very much; but I took care not to
let her know what I was laughing at.

CACKY DOWDLE.

BY DATE THORNE.

The arithmetic class had just finished
reciting, and were filing to their seats,
when Jane Grey stepped up to her teacher,
and whispered : . .

¢t Please, Miss Murray, there are two new
scholars at the door, and I guess they are
afraid to come in.”

Miss Murraylooked towards the half-open
door, and there, upon the threshold, stood
two litile girly, apparently eight and nine
yoears of age. The elder was glancing bash-
fully around, and blushing at the many
strange eyes that werebentuponher, butthe
other stood making grimaces at a boy, who
wag sitting near by. Miss Murray stepped
up with a pleasant ¢ Good morning, little
girls,” took off their bonnets and led them
up to her desk.

“What is your name, dear I’ she asked
of the elder, a dark eyed child, with a not
unpleasing face, and a timid air.

¢ Jane Dowdle, ma’am,’’ was the answer.

« And yours ?” she asked of the other.

For reply, the child looked up in her
fice with a grin, which showed her teeth
almost from ear to ear. Miss Murray could

Red Riding Hood and the wolf—¢ Why,
Grandma, what a great mouth you’ve got
—what great teeth you've got?’ And the
wolf answered—¢ the Letter to eat you, my
dear,”’—and as she took in the child's
wlole appearance, the tanned face and
stiff, sunburnt hair, pushed back {rom the
high, retreating forehead, the small, dull,
blue eyes, the great mouth, disclosing {wo
whole rows of great teeth; the narrow
shoulders, projecting far backward, and the
large waist, projecting-as far forward, as if
to restore the equilibrium, she thought
that she had never, in all her life, seen so
impish and uneouth a looking child, She
asked again:

“Can’t you tell me your name? You
have one, haven’t you ?’

Another grin, and the teeth opened and
shut like the shell of an oyster, but between
the opening and shutting, there came out
the words, ¢ Cacky Dowlle."”

‘¢ Wha-a-t? »’ asked the teacher, in sur-
prise.

¢ Cacky Dowdle,” with another quick
clack of the jaws.

¢ What is her name ?#’ she asked, turning
to Jane.

« I er name’s Car’line, but we call her
Cacky,” was the answer, and Miss Murray
sent them to their seats.

In the course of the forenoon, she called
for Jane and Caroline Dowdle 1o come and
read. Jane instantly got up, but her sister
sat still, with that same elfish grin upon her
face, and leer from her eyes.

“Come, Caroline,”” the teacher ealled
again. Jane took hold of her arm and tried
to pull her up, but she drew back with a
jerk. Miss Murray went up to her with a
picture book in her hand.

¢ Come, Caroline, I want to show yon
these pictures, and sce how many leuers
you can tell me.”

« My name’s Cacky, call me Cacky, and
I'il come.”

«I would rather call you Caroline, I
think it’s much prettier than Caeky.”

«7 don’t,”” way the short answer.

Jane’s face, meantime, was lot with
blushes, far the whole school were looking,
and listening, and laughing. Come, Cacky,
come,” she whispered anxiously, but the
child would not stir, Miss Murray thought
it was best Lo humor the whim, so she said,

< Well, Cacky, now come with yoursister,
and read.”

She immediately rose and followed Jane,
and stood by her side, looking round and
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making faces, while her sister was patiently
learning a and o, and u.

At the noon recess, some of the rudest of
the children gathered round and began to
tease her. Some of them cackled like a
hen, some crowed out ¢‘ cock-a-doodle-doo,”
some ran up and twitched her sleeve, and
then ran away again. At first she did not
comprehend that they were making fun of
her, but when she did, the dull eyes flashed,
and she made a clutch at the nearest boy,
who was glad to get away, leaving a hand-
ful of hair behind him. Just then Miss
Murray eame up, and that sort of sport on
both sides was put a stop to, at once and
forever.

The weexs went by, and the two little
girls were at school punctually every day.
Jane was a shy, sensitive child, evidently
afraid of her sister, giving up to her always,
and always following her about and trying
to undo the mischief she had done. But,
Cacky! Never in all the years of her
teaching, had Miss Murray found her
patience and her temper so tried as with
this child. Her chief delight seemed to be
in annoying and tormenting others. A
suppressed scream from one, or tears in the
eyes of another, was the signal that she had
been at her pranks again, giving a sly
pineh, or grip of her nails, or a twiteh of
the arm to any unlucky child within reach.

Punishment made not the slightest im-
pression upon her. If made to stand upon
the floor or deprived of her play-time, she
received it with the same unfailing grimace.
Praises for doing well, at the rare times
when she did do well, were received in like
manner.

All efforts to win her confidence or her
affection had been unavailing; all kind-
nesses had seemed thrown away. Thechild
learned—how, her teacher could never tell
—for she could never catch her looking
upon her book two minutes at a time. And
atrecitation, her attention seemed anywhere
else rather than upon her lesson; but,
nevertheless, she did learn much faster
than her sister. It was ewident enough
that she had an intellect, but Miss Murray
wondered sometimes if she really had a
heart, and if she had, whether there was
any possible way to reach it. She was
fairly baflled. Meantime, the child’s in-
fluence upon the other chiidren was so bad,
that it began to be a serious question with
her teacher whether the good she was
receiving was sufficient to overbalance the
evil, she wags doing, and whether the good
of the school did not require that she should
Le sant away entircly.
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Miss Murray herself felt an unaccountable
repugnance to the child, as if she were
something more or less than human. She
never liked to go near her, never could
bear to touch her, and though she had tried
hard not to show the feeling, still it was
there. And it may be that Cacky's dull
eyes were sharper than they looked, and
that she felt instinetively that all the kind-
nesses her teacher had shown were given
from a sense of daty, and not out of love.
And so she would be revenged. At any
rate, she grew so reckless and obstinate, and
disobedient, that Miss Murray determined

' to see her parents and tell them that Cacky

must not come to school any longer. So
she called at the wrelched hovel which was
their home. Beside the little girls, the
family consisted of a drunken father, an
ignorant, passionate mother, and a baby
brother of two years old. Only the mother
was at home, and she began immediately
to talk of Cacky,—said she was the torment
of her life—that she couldn’t do anything
with her. She had whipped her and
whipped her, but the more she whipped,
the worse the child grew. Miss Murray did
not doubt this in the least, but suggested
that milder means would probably be quite
as effectual, though what these milder
means should be, she herself was at a loss
to know. The mother shook her head. and
muttered, ¢she’s a bad one, she is, but she
likes to go to school.” Her visitor did not
wonder that she should like to go to school,
or, indeed, anywhere, to get away from the
discomfort of her wretched home. And
seeing that home and mother, awoke a
feeling of pity for the abused and neglected
child, that she had never felt before, and
she determined to persevere a little longer,
to labor and pray yet more earnestly, to keep
sowing the good seed, and may be, after a
time, she might see it spring up and bear
fruit. So she went away without doing her
errand.

She had not walked far, when, as she was
passing a pile of boards, she heard from be-
hind it a voice so like, and yet so unlike
Cacky’s, that she stopped, and looking cau-
tiously over, saw that it was indeed she.
The child was sitting on the ground, with
her baby brother asleep in her arms. Tears
were on the little fellow’s cheeks, and he
sobbed in his sleep, while she rocked him
back and forth, erying, and kissing him,
and murmuring pet names and tender
words From her broken expressions, Miss
Murray gathered that the mother had
punished the little one, and that his sister
bad taken him out there to comfort him,
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and 8o he had fallen asleep in her arms.
But it was a new revelation of Cacky to her
teacher. She had never seen her shed a
tear before, nor show a particle of love for
any human being. She did not disturb
them, but went on her way saying exulting-
ly to herself, ‘I have found the key to
Cacky’s heart—it is love for her little
brother that shall open it for me.”

The next day Cacky was more than
usnally perverse and aggravating. Shehid
Mary Green’s book; tipped over Lottie
Day’sinkstand : caughtJohnny Moon’s neck
in a slip knot made of Carrie Grey’stippet ;
pinched one little girl’s arms till she
screamed, and made such a horrible face
at another that she cried. All day long the
perverse spirit within her acted itself out
like this, until her teacher’s unfailing
patience had rearly given way. After
school was dismissed Cacky was ealled up
to the desk. It was not the first time she
had been kept after school, by any means;
and as a group of little girls came up to kiss
Miss Murray good-night, she stood looking
on, sullen and defiant. When the children
were gone, and they two were alone, Miss
Murray, instead of putting the usualquestion,
«Cacky, what doesmake you be sonaughty ”’
said pleasantly, ¢ Cacky, you’ve got a liitle
brother at home havn’t you?’ The child
was s0 surprised at the unusual question
that she forgot her grimaces, and simply
stared at her teacher in astonishment. Miss
Murray went on, “I saw him last evening
when I was out walking, and he is such a
fine little fellow I should think yeu would
love him very much. What is his name "
The look of blank astonishment had given
place to a softer expression, and now she
was smiling—a genuine smile it was too, so
different from her usual sardonic grin that
it made her look like another child.

“His name’s my Sammy,”’ was the
answer.

¢ Can he talk ?”’

“ He can say ‘ Cacky,”” she replied glee-
fully.

“ And he can do a great many cunning
things, can’t he ?”

«0O yes'm,” and Cacky’s tongue was un-
loosed now, and she proceeded to give Miss
Murray an account of all Sammy’s varied
accomplishments.

“ Well, Cacky, you must bring him up to
my house and let me see him—Will you ?°
The child’s eyes sparkled.

“ And now when you go home give him
this kiss for me,” and the lady bent over
and left a kiss upon the child’s lips, ¢ And
to-morrow you will be my good little girl—
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I know you will—and I shall love you very
much.”

The child looked in her teacher’s face
doubtfully—the tears came into her eyes,
and she fairly sobbed out, ¢ There don’t
nobody love me only Sammy, and I don’t
love nobody but him.”

¢ But what makes you think I don’t love
you ?”’

“ Because—because’’—she
know you don’t.”

“But you know you have been naughty

a great many times, and Thave been obliged
to punish you.”
. “Yes'm, I know it—it made me naughty
to think you liked the other girls, and didn’t
like me. I'm sorry, Miss Murray, and I
will be a better girl.”

She drew the child close to her, and
smoothed back the rough hair, ¢ Yes dear,
I know you will.”” After a thoughtfal
pause she added, ¢ It is true Cacky, I have
not loved you much, but we will have
things different after this, I am going to
love you and you shall be my little girl,
and I will help you to do right, and I want
you to be such a good litile girl that Sammy
ean never learn anything naughty from
you, and that I shall always be proud of
you. And now, here’s a kiss for my little
Cacky and she must run home, for it is
getting late.”” The child tied on her bonnet
and went out. But she walked home as if
she had been in a dream. Miss Murray had
kissed her, and had sent a kiss to Sammy !—
two things which had never happened in
her life before. Indeed, save her little
brother, she could never remember that
anybody had kissed her, or that she had
kissed anybody before, and the happy tears
came into her eyes, as she walked slowly
home, saying over and over to herself, <1
will be a good girl, yes, I will.” Her
mother met her with uplified arm, to punish
her for loitering on the way, but she hardly
felt the blows, as they fell swift and heavy
upon her shoulders.

From that day Cacky was a changed
ehild. Not that she became altogether good
at once. Her habits were too strong, and
she knew too little the difference between
wrong and right for that. But the change
began from that time. She felt that there
was somebody in the world to care for and
love her—somebody who rejoiced when she
did right, and grieved when she did wrong ;
somebody who was hoping and expecting
her to grow up a pleasant and useful girl.
She had many and hard struggles with her
evil dispositions, she made many failures ;
but her teacher was her true friend, and

sobbed, «1
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-upheld her by her love, her patience, and
her prayers; and in return the child gave
her the full love and confidence of her hun-
gry heart, and strove to please her in all
things. A sweet sisterly love sprang up
between her and Jane, and the other
scholars, seeing the change, began to treat
her with more kindness than they had ever
donc before. By-and-by the uncouth name
of Cacky became Caroline, and afterwards,
as she grew in the affeetion of her friends
it was again transformed to Carrie, and
such it still remains.

But Miss Murray did not rest with this
outward change. She knew that the
turbulent, passionate heart would never
find rest until it found it in the bosom of
the Saviour. And so, day by day, she
prayed, and strove to lead her to that sure
refuge; and great was her joy, when after
months of patient laboring, she received the
fruit of her toil, and felt that she could
number her among the precious lambs of
the dear Saviour’s fold.

Carrie’s plain features will always be
plain, but they are lighted up by the patient,
hopeful, cheerful spirit within. Herfigure
is still awkward and ungraceful, but the
narrow shoulders are strong enough to bear
other burdens than her own. Bound
together by one faith, one hope, one aim,
the two sisters are walking hand in hand
the dark way appointed for them. Their
lot in life is not a pleasant one. Their
home trials are many and bitter, but their
softening influence is felt and acknowledged
even there. Their darling Sammy has
been laidin the grave, but they feel through
their tears that it is well.  And so, strong
in their Saviour’.s strength, cheered by the
love of a few steadfast friends, they are
trying to mako the most of themselves, and
to make the world better for their living
in it.

THREE POOR .LITTLE KITTENS.

A young lady of my aequaintance, who
has a special tenderness for pets, had a
fine cat who came to an untimely end just
when her motherly care was indispensable
to three little blind kittens, leaving her
helpless babies to the tender mercies of her
mistress. Every one else was dismayed,
and declared that the kittens must be sent
after their mother. But Miss Annie, no-
thing daunted, prepared some milk, and
actually fed the little things with a tea-
spoon, bringing them up by hand,” and
iraining them to all the proprieties of cat-
hood, until they scemed to have given her
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all the affection of their bereaved hearts.
One day, when the kittens were only old
enough to go tumbling about in the most
absurd way, a calico dress of Miss Annie’s
was washed and hung upon the line to dry.
Soon afterwards the family were called to
the windows, and there sat the three little
kittens, all in a row under the clothes line,
mewing in the most distressing manner to
the dress, which sailed back and forth in
the wind, and for the first time paid no at-
tention to them. Whether they were persua-
ded it was Miss Annie herself, hanging there
so uncomfortably, or whether they only con-
nected the dress in some way with their
daily food, I cannot undertake to deecide.
One thing I do know, my story is strictly
true.— Liitle Corporal.

Original.

THE SNOW-STORM.

BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL.

« Mamma,” said Herbert, as he came
running into the parlor, one cold winter
morning, followed by two or three brothers
and sisters, ‘ mamma, nurse says that a
poor habitunt was found frozen to death
on the Lorette road, this morning—horse
and all, stiff and dead. Can it be true do
you think—how could such a thing hap-
pen ¢

«Tam afraid it is too sadly true, my
dear,”” was the reply. ¢ Last night was
very stormy, and bitterly cold; and the
poor man may have been drinking, asis
too often the case, or may have lost his road
and got into & snow-drift, and, not being
able to get out again, perished. I was
nearly lost when young upon that very
road.”

¢ You, mamma, how ? Oh, tell us how

«T think it is too long a story to tell you
now, children,’”” said Mrs. A , looking
at her wateh, ¢¢ it is so near school-time."”’

¢ Oh, please don’t say so. See, we have
half-an-hour before Mrs. F—— comes, and
our books and slates are all ready upon the
table—and we know our lessons. You have
not told us a story since ¢ Old Cerb,” and
you promised you would next rainy day.”

“ Well, my son, if you remember, we
had snow immediately after that, and no

l”
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rainy day,” said mamma, laughing ; “butas
I suppose you will be wondering all school
time how I got lost in a snow-storm, I may
as well tell it to you in the half-hour, so
keep quiet.” ‘
“When I was a girl, about fifteen, the
winter after our return from New Jersey,
your grandmother was taken very ill, and
her recovery being slow, the doctors hlamed
the air of the homse for it, and ordered her
to have a litile change. A boarding-house
at Ancienne Lorette, ahout twelve miles
from Quebee, was chosen for her—Xkept by
people famed for their kindness and atten-
tion to their boarders. I was left in town,
in charge of the house, and my little brother
and sister. Of course, as often as I could,
I went out to see my mother, driven some-
times by a young eonnection, named Tom,
some five or six years older than myself,
who had a little red sleigh and a pretty
Canadian poney; and my visils always
seemed to cheer her up. The day of which
Tam going to speak, we had started off
e'a,rly, the roads being heavy, and the dis-
tance there and back being long—24 miles,
It was one of those treacherous pauses in
the weather, between storms, so often seen
in midwinter. The sun had tried to peep
out in the morning, for a while, but had
soon retired behind a bank of dark clouds,
leaving a raw, chilly damp after him ; and
gusts of wind ever and anon ecarried the
snow in blinding drifts before us. “I’e got
out comfortably, howéver, and had the snow
brushed off our clothes, and ourselves well
warmed by my mother, who was very glad
to see us and hear all ahout her little ones
at home. We had hardly got settled for an
early tea, when the landlady eame in to
say we had better hurry off, as her men
told her a heavy snow-siorm was brewing,
and unless we lost no time we would cateh
it before we got to town. At this, mamma
looked alarmed, and said ‘I think you had
better stay all night, Minnie.’ ¢Oh 10,
mother, there is not the slightest necessity
for it,” I replied, ‘you know the children
are alone with Norah, and would be dread-
fully frightened if I did not come back.

1 deed !’

Besides, I do not fear a snow-storm—do you,
Tom?’ This question was met with a
rather contemptuous whistle, and an indig-
nant reply of ‘I should think not, indeed R
why we are on the great high-road between
Quebec and Montreal, where there is plenty
of traffic ; and, with our light sleigh, Boh
will soon run before the storm—afraid in-
¢ Besides,” quictly put in the land-
lady, ¢ this is stage night, and if anything
gets wrong' you can stop and wait for it.”
In those days, children, there was no Grand
Trunk Railroad carrying people up and

down—or rather promising to do so—

between Quebee and Montreal, in twelve
hours ; a slow four-horse stage made the
toilsdme distance, by the north shore of the
St. Lawrence, in three days—changing
horses every twelve or fourteen miles, and
it was thought it did good work at that.
The house at which my mother wag staying
Was one of the stopping-places for the stage,
where, while the horses and driver were
being changed, the passengers stamped up
and down the parlor to stretch their cramped
limbs, got tea, and warmed themselves.
Somewhat comforted at the thought of our
being overtaken by the stage, your grand-

‘mamma consented to my going—putting

many extra wraps around me, and tying
over my dainty velvet bonnet a large,
warm hood. I remember how my rebel-
liousspirit chafed under what I looked upon
as unnecessary coddling, and how I yielded
with a very bad grace to what I could not
prevent; and so we started. We had not
gone more than a couple of mileg before the
storm was fairly ugon us—cold, bitter,
biting, howling wind, blinding us so that
we could hardly see before us., Ag long as
we went on the straight line of road we
had the wind at our backs, and poney
trotted famously, Justifying Tom’s boast
of running before the wind ; but when we
camo to a cross-road, called the Suede,
which joins the St. Foy with the Upper
Concession Road, our difficulties began.
The wind swept across instead of behind us,
and the clouds of drift and SNOW were so
thick that, in the rapidly-increasing dark-~
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ness, we could see nothing whatever; fences
were covered and the road completely lost
to sight. I knew my companion was
uneasy, for he stood up to drive, though he
said there was no danger, as he could trust
to poney’s keeping the road; and, once we
were out of the Suede, we had the broad
St. Foy before us. So we ploughed on for
a long time, in this way, often through

gnow-banks formed by the drifts—Tom’

getting out now and then to steady the
sleigh and prevent an upset—till at last,
getting into a bank larger than any we had
yet come to, we missed the road, poney
sank, and in his efforts to free himself
broke the shaft. Here was a plight {o be
in; a full half-mile in any direction from a
house, a terrible storm sweeping over us
threatening to bury us up in the rapidly-
aecumulating snow, and nothing but the
one pale gleam of the white landscape
visible in the darkness. Tom tried the
ground again and again, all round the
sleigh, but could find no sound bottom—
Bob's plunges had carried us so fax from the
road. He loosened the harness, and the
poor little animal sank quietly down—no
hope of getting him out without help. We
were both bitterly cold, the wind kept
lifting up the buffaloes and carrying drifts
into the sunken sleigh, and I shivered and
bent double under the blasts. How long
we were in this state—waiting in hope of
a sleigh passing—1 do not know; but at
last I eried out, ‘I cannot stand this much
longer, Tom, I am nearly perished as it is;
what is to be done?’ ¢ The only thing I
see,” was the reply, ‘is for you to cover
yourself well up in the sleigh, and wait
here while I try to find a house, though in
what direction to go I do not know, in this
storm.’” ¢ Oh, that won’t do,’ I exclaimed,
¢ you never would find me again. I should
be drifted over, and lost in the snow—you
must not leave me alone in this terrible
darkness, Oh, why did I not stay with my
mother ? I shall never see her again! " and
I burst into tears. My companion did his
best to rouse my sinking courage ; and when
1 complained of a dead, sleepy torpor creep-
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ing over me, made me jump up and‘down
in the sleigh to drive it off. But his efforts
were of little use ; the most bitter anguish
had taken possession of my mind. Isaw
no way of escape, and believed I should die
there ; and the feeling that I wasnot ready
1 had lived to
the world a gay, light-hearted girl—think-
ing it was time enough to attend to my
soul’s concerns when I grew older; and
now here I was, about to be called to render
up an account of slighted opportunities and
Oh! the
suffering of that bitter hour—I shall never
forget it. As the drowning man sees in a
few moments the phantasmagoria of a whole

wrung my soul with terror.

neglected helps and means.

life pass before him, so I remembered with
sorrow and remorse my sins, and above all,
the sting of slighting the offered mercy of
my Saviour—and now it was too late, too
late! I could not go as a stranger into
Heaven, unwashed by the precious blood of*
Jesus, not clothed in the robe of His
righteousness ; and from the depth of my
heart I eried out to the Lord to save me,
and He did. Almost exhausted with mental
and bodily suffering, I remembered how
selfish it was of me to keep my companion,
and thus prevent him saving his own
life, and was just urging him to leave me,
when he suddenly sprang upon the seat
and hallooed at the top of his voice, ¢ stage!
stage!’ I fell back, and heard no more.
When I came to myself, I found I was in a
large, comfortable, covered stage, with
three gentleman-passengers, and the object
of their kind care. One supported me,
another had propped my feet upon his lap
and was busy chafing them, while the
odor of brandy which filled the air, and
my burning mouth and throat, told what
the third had been about. I heard the
words, ¢ That will do, Mr. B— she has
had enough now, she is coming to—how do
you feel, young lady?’ A long-drawn
gigh and steady stare was for a few moments
my only reply—then I murmured, * better,
thank you ; where am It how did I come
here?’ and a voice answered, ‘In the
Montreal stage, now near Quebec. You
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have had a tough time of it, my poor child.
It wasa blessing the good lady, your mother,
at the last stage, worried herself so about
you, and made us all promise, driver in-
cluded, o be on the look-out for you. He
heard your companion call for help, and by
the aid of our big lanterns we fished you
out, and here you are; a little longer and
it would have been all over with you. Your
comfortable wraps and that warm hood
helped to keep life in you—here now, take
another drop out of my flagk, ’twill stop
that shivering ; brandy is a good servant,
but a bad master,’ said he, laughing at his
own joke. ‘Where are Tom and poney,’ I
inquired. ¢Oh! all right.  The lad was
made of stouter stuff than you, you see, and
is up on the box in front with the driver;
he whose place he took has followed closely
behind with the poney. We tied up the
shaft, and the poney is a good, tough little
bit of horseflesh, for the driver said not long
ago he was keeping up well with our four
large horses. Now put your head back
here, and try to sleep; I have daughters
older than you at home, so you need not be
shy of an old man’s shoulder.” I wag il
many days after this, from the effects of
the exposure, though my mother diq not
know it. Ah, children, what a blessed
thing it is to seek the Lord while young,
and then you have a refuge in any storm.

“But Ihear Mys. F 's voice in the
hall, and there is Hannah, the cook, stand-
ing a perfect monument ‘of patience at the
doo?, waiting for orders—so run off and say
your lessons well. »’

"*_.—\
THE TWO GOATS.

ToMMY and BrLLy Were two young goats,

With nice dark eyes, and with good brown coats;
And they both set off on one fine spring-day
To enjoy the smell of the new-mown hay;

To admire the flowers all wet with dew;

And to call, perhaps, on a friend or two.

And his well-sown acrog were in the west;
While Billy was dwelling with Mistress Wise,
And her cottage was where the sunbeams rise.
So they came from opposite quarters; yet,
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As they took their ramble, it chanced they met.

Yes, tney met; and I'll tell you exactly where :
They had left the lanes where the morning air
Is full of the scent, of flowers; had passed

The meadows where lambsshared arich repast;
And now, where the mill-stream rushed along,
They met on the bridge,

The bridge was strong,
But Narrow; so narrow, that only one
At a time could over it walk or run:
8o the goats, now standing face to face,
Must, one or the other, his steps retrace,
And politely. await his tu rn.

But then,
Goats can be awkward as well as men;
Ang Tommyand Billy alike declined
To yield their rights, and each spoke his mind,
‘“Go out of my Wway! make room for me 1’
Cried Tommy.

At which Bill laughed ; said he,
“I entered the bridge the first: and so
It is you, proud sir, who must backward go.”

Tom curled his lip with a scornful ajr:
““Give place to » fellow like you! How dare
You insult a goat of my rank and breeq?”

“ A fig for your rank ! I'take the lead;
For I am the elder, and age can claim
Far more respect than an empty name.”

Thus wrangled the foolish goats, till they—
Each being determined to gain his way,
And not give iu to his foe—began

To wrestle in deeds, not words : they ran
Thelr horns against each other, and tried
To clear their path.

Had the bridge been wide,
One might have conquered, and won the day :
But now the force of their wild affray
Upset the balance of each, and flung
Both off the bridge, to which botl had clung;
And into the rapid stream they rolled,
Where the water was deep and dark and cold.

In this sudden plunge they forgot their Btrife;

And all they were eager for now was life,

They struggled, and struggled: and justat length,

When they feared they mustsink through loss of
strength,

They managed to reach the shore ; but, oh,

What a plight they were in !

Now, I do not know
Whether they learned from this woeful mess

To curb their pride, and indulgs it less;
Whether in future they strove to be
Courteous and civil to all.

But we
May take the hint for ourselves, and seek,
In our daily walk, to be kind and meek ;
Gracefully yielding, when fit we should,
Our own desires tq, another's good :
For obstinate, self-willeq folks, I think,
Are as bad as the goats on the mill-stream’s

brink.—Chilg at Home,
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THE EFFECT OF SUNLIGHT ON GLASS.—Mr.
Gaflield, a glazier of New York, has made
an interesting series of experiments and
observations on the effect of sunlight on
glass, the results of which are published in
the leading scientific journal of the United
States. This effect is so marked, that
ordinary persous would be astonished on
being told that all glass changes color on
exposure to the sun; the change can be
seen from day to day by careful observa-
tion. Commonly, the original pale green
colour gives place to yellow or purple ; and
glass which contains manganese is aflected
throughout its entire thickness, so that after
polishing off an inscription which has been
years on the surface, it can still be read in
the substance of the glass. Photographers
who buy cheap glass for their skylights are
subject to serious loss by the change of
color, for yollow cuts off a large propor-
tion of the sun’s rays, and thus the eflects
they desire to produce are interfered with.
On this particular, Mr. Gaffield remarks:
¢The most pure glasses of light green or
bluish white colour are the best for photo-
graphers; and when I say pure glasses, I
mean those most free from oxide of iron or
manganese, but especially of the latter,
whieh, I think, is the cause of nearly all
the changes I have observed.” Any one
can easily make experiments for himself by
exposing pieces of glass to sunlight, and in
this way can ascertain which are the
manufacturers who make really pure glass.

REMARKABLE FIsH StTorY.—In a recent
lecture by Professor Agassiz on the agquatic
animals of the Amazon, he described one of
the fish, of which he said : * This fish is
remarkable for the faculty it enjoys of
leaving the water and walking a con-
siderable distance over the land. Sometimes
it is found three, four, and five miles from
the water, and specimexrs have been brought
to me which I have left on the ground for a
day, and afterward, when put back into
water, they were as lively as if they had
not been disturbed. That fish has another
peculiarity : it builds 2 nest—a lagge nest,
about the size of a man’s hat, with a hole
leading to the interior, in which it deposits
its eggs; and it is not only eapable of
creeping on even land, but it can creep on

an inclined plane, and I have been told by
very truslworthy persons that they are
frequently found many feet above the water,
on stumps of trees which have fallen down,
the trunks of which are so inclined that the
fish hag reached the branches of the tree to
such a height that the bird and the fish
have more than once been brought downby
the same shot.”

PowER OF A GrowING TREE.—Walton
Hall, England, had at one time its own
corn mill, and when that inconvenient ne-
cessity no longer existed, the mill-stone was
laid by in an orchard and forgotten. The
diameter of this eircular stone measured
five feet and a half, while its depth averaged
seven inches throughout; its centre hole
had a diameter of eleven inches. Bymere
accident some bird or squirrel had dropped
the fruit of the filbert tree through the hole
on the earth ; and in 1812 the seedling was
seen rising up through that unwonted chan-
nel, Asits trunk graduilly grew through
this aperture and increased, its power to
raise the ponderous mass of stone was spe-
culated upon by many. Would the filbert
tree die in the attempt? Would it burst
the mill-stone ¢ or would it lift it? In the
end the litile filbert tree lifted the mill-
stone, and in 1863 wore it like a crinoline
about its trunk ; and Mr. Waterton used to
sit upon it under the branching shade.—
Scientific American. .

It is an interesting scientific fact men-
tioned in some of the notices of the late
Lord Rosse, that his immense telescope—
with its tube 56 fi. in length, 7 ft. in
diameter, with its tin and copper reflector
6 ft. in diameter, all weighing 15 tons—
could only be used for the observation of
objects very near the meridian ; for as soon
as it was deflected beyond a certain angle
from the zenith, the weight of the immense
mass of metal in the speculum drew it out
of shape, and so distorted its reflection as to
make it useless. It proved impossible to
cure this defect ; and Saturn, as imaged in
this great mirror, was so blurred and
indistinet that it was impossible to tell that
it had moons or rings at all. So the too
great is practically as feeble as the too
small |
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> EERES <

LITTLE CARES,

THESE fall much within a woman's
sphere of duty, and are of almost daily
occurrence to her ; yet they are often of £o
trifling a nature, that one feels ashamed to
mention them, or even to allow that they
are cares. 1 would make a distinction be-
tween little cares and little annoyances;
for the latter, if disregarded and cheer-
fully borne, generally disappear; but our
little cares cannot so easily be dismissed,
and sometimes arise so much from consti-
tutional causes, that they require the exer-
cise of religious principle and trust, to keep
them within due bounds. To all who feel
the tendency io “be anxious and careful
about many things”—who have a Martha’s
spirit—the gentle rehuke of our Saviour
may still be applied ; for does not an ear-
nest heed to the one thing needful, make all
Tittle earthly cares take. their subordinate
place in our esteem ? But what I would
wish to impress apon my readers’ mind ix,
that wo are warranted, I think, by the word
of God, to carry all our cares, however tri-
fling, to Him, to cast all our burdens, how-
ever small, on Iim who has graciously
promised to sustain us if we do so. Our
great care must often seem small in the
eyes of Him who ¢ taketh up the isles as a
very little thing ;" and our small cares
will not be beneath the notice of Him, by
whom the * very hairs of our head are all
numbered.”

Along with this, I think that a method-
ical distribution of time, letting each duty
and occupation have its appointed time to
be attended to, does much to keep down
that absent, anxious spirit which little
cares are so apt to produce. We cannol
well seek for sympathy from others as a re-
source, for sometimes those trifling cares
would annoy those we wish to please ;
sometimes we feel that they would not be
cares at all, except to ourselves; but by
resolutely doing each duty as i(s time oc-
curg, by resolving that, except when neces-
sary, we will not let our minds dwell on
them, (for traly « sufficient for the day is
the evil thereof,”’) and by trustfully com-
mitting our way unto God, we may relieve
our minds of many of our little cares, and
in some cases get quit of them altogether.

T allude chiefly to such as are alinost insep-
arable from women'’s duties,—the eharge ot
servants, and the care of children or of the
sick ; and I would also include those cares
which may exist chiefly in our own over-
anxious ‘and nervous temperaments. But
there is a class of little annoyances, if I
may so call them, which I.would dispose of
in a different way ; I mean such aswe make
for ourselves by a fretful or fastidious spirit.
There are some who make such a fuss about
trifles, tormenting themselves and worrying
others by a perpetual fault-finding and dis-
content, that all pleasure is spoiled by
their presence, and every trifling evil mag-
nified to a mountain. 1t is a good rule in
litile things, as well as great, that ¢“ what
can’t be cured, should be endured,” and
endured cheerfully. I am not advocating
slovenly and careless endurance of little
annoyances that may be remedied. Letthem
be set right by all means, and the more
quietly, as well as guickly, the betier; but
I have observed pertons who took such
things easily enough, most ludicrously dis-
composed by trifles neither they nor any
one else could remedy, and which should
have been overlooked with a smile, if no-
ticed at all. I remember hearing of one
lady who professed great love for the coun-
try, and summer after summer left town
and established herself in country quarters.
It was remarked, however, by her friends,
that she never went twice to the same
place, and that though at first her praises
of new quarters were enthusiastic, yet when
she returned to town she had always some
reason against returning lo that place.
Never did any one seem to be so nnfor-
tunate in smoky chimneys, disagreeable
neighbors, and disobliging landladies, till
at last it was shrewdly suspected the fault
lay in the lady herself. One summer, how-
ever, a perfect place was found ; months
went on, and no fault seemed to be disco-
vered, and it was hoped that now the fasti-
dious lady was pleased, and that her seareh
for country quarters was at an end. But
what was the amazement and amusement
of her friends to find her, when winter
brought her back to town, as determined ag
usual not to return to her little paradise of
the preceding summer. What could be
the reason ?  Simply becausc a pea-hen
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used to come sometimes to the garden-wall.
and make such a noise! There are many
people, I fear, who find pea-hens every-
where.

It is really ludicrous to hear the gravity
with which some people will allude to the
fact of the road being dusty, even alleging
that as a reason for not going a walking;
others ara as much afraid of a shower;
others of sunshine ; some are terrified at
the idea of being overheated, while others
tremble at the notion of taking ecold.
There is no end to these idle fancies and
fears; if laughed at, they think you un-
feeling ; if sympathised with, they multi-
ply and increase. Let us all beware of
making mueh of little annoyances; let us
learn to laugh at them, remembering how
very annoying such freuks are to others, as
well as inconvenient to ourselves. A cheer-
ful spirit, that will not see trifles or be put
abont by them, soon ceases to feel them;
while to those who seem to find a perverse
pleasure in dwelling on and being daunted
by them, these little discomforts will ac-
tually become real cares, and will eat out
half the comfort of their lives.— From
¢ Little Things.”

HINTS TO HOUSEKEEPERS,

The art of keeping a good table, consists,
not in loading on a variety at each meal,
but rather in securing a successive variety,
a table neatly and tastefully set, and every-
thing that is on it cooked in the best man-
ner.

There are some families who provide an
abundance of the most expensive and choice
articles, and spare no expenses in any re-
spect, who yet have everything cooked in
such a miserable way, and a table set in so
slovenly a manner, that 4 person accus-
tomed to a really good table, can scarcely
taste a morsel with any enjoyment.

On the contrary, there are many tables
where the closest economy is practised, and
yet tle table-cloth i3 so white and smooth,
the dishes, silver, glass and other table ar-
ticles so bright, and arranged with such
propriety, the bread so white, light, and
sweet, the butter so beautiful, and every
other article of food so well cooked, and so
neatly and tastefully served, that every-
thing seems good, and pleases both the eye
and the palate.

A habit of doing everything in the best
manner, is of unspeakable importance to a
housekeeper, and every woman ought to
aim at it, however great the difficulties she
may have to meet. If a young housckeeper
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commences with a determination to #ry to
do everything in the best manner, and per-
severes in the effort, mecting all obstacles
with patient cheerfulness, not only the mo-
ral, but the intellectual tone of her mind i3
elevated hy the attempt. Although she
may meet many insuperable difficulties,
and may never reach the standard at which
she aims, the simple effort, persevered in,
will have an elevating influence on her
character, while at the same time she ac-
tually will reach a point of excellence far
ahead of those who, discouraged by many
obstacles, give up in despair, and resolve
to make no more efforts, and let things go
as they will. The grand distinction be-
tween a noble and an ignoble mind is, that
one will control eircumstances ; the other
yields, and allows circumstances to control
her.

It should be borne in mind, that the con-
stitution of man demands a variety of food,
and that it is just as cheap to keep on hand
a good variety of materials in the store-
closet, so as to make a frequent change, as
it is to buy one or two articles at once, and
live on them exelusively, till every person
is tired of them, and then buy two or three
more of another kind.

It is too frequently the case, that families
fall into a very limited round of articles,
and continue the same course from one
year to another, when there is a much
greater variety within reach, of articles
which are just as cheap and easily ob-
tained, and yet remain unthought of and
untouched.

A thrifty and generous provider will see
that her store-closet is furnished with such
a variety of articles, that successive changes
can be made, and for a good length of time.
In the first place, much can be eflected by
keeping on hand a good supply of the va-
rious breadstufis. Good raised bread, of
fine flour, must be the grand staple, but this
may every day be accompanied with varie-
ties of bread made of unbolted flour, or rye
and Indian, or Indian alone, or potato and
apple bread, or rice bread, or the various
bigeuits and rusk. It will be found that
these are all more acceptable, if there are
oceasional changes, than if any one is con-
tinued a long time.

All the dough of these different kinds of
bread, when light, can, with very little
trouble, be made into drop cakes, or griddle
cakes for breakfast or tea, by adding some
milk and eggs, and in some cases a little
melted lard.

Very fine common cake is also easily
made, at every baking, by taking some of
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the dough of bread and working in sugar,
butter, aml eggs. These can be made more
or less sweet and rich at pleasure.

The little relishes obtained in summer
from the garden are very serviceable in se-
curing varieties. Among these may be
mentioned cucumbers, radishes, ecabbage
sprouts, Jerusalem artichokes, and toma-
toes, all of which are very fine eaten with
salt and vinegar.

Mush, hominy, tapioea, and rice, cooked,
and then, when cold, fried on a griddle, are
great favorites. If salt pork rinds are
used to grease the griddle, there will be so
little fat used, that no injury to the most
delicate stomachs can result from this mode
of cooking.

In winter the breakfast-table and tea-table
can be supplied by a most inviting variety
of muffins, griddle cakes, drop cakes, and
waffles made of rice, corn meal, and un-
bolted flour, all of which are very healthful
and very agreeable to the palate.

One mode of securing a good variety, in
those months, in spring, when fruits and
vegetables fail, is by a wise providence in
drying and preserving fruits and vege-
tables.— Miss Beecher’s Receipt Book.

SELECTED RECIPES.

GrasaM BreEap.—Take one coffee.cup
of white flour, two of Graham flour, one of
water, half a cup of yeast, and a little mo-
lasses, a small teaspoonful of salt, and
half a teaspoonful of saleratus dissolved in
the water. It should be made as stiff ag
can be stirred with a spoon. If you prefer
to add a spoonful of Indian meal, it should
be scalded. Let it rise overnight, and
when it is very light, bake it about an hour
in moderate heat. The ahbove recipe will
make one loaf of bread.

SaLLy LUuNNs.—Mix two dessert-spoonfuls
of yeast and two pounds of fino flour with a
little warm water ; let it stand half an hour
to rise. Put two ounces of butter and the
yolk of an egg into as much milk as is want-
ed to make the dough of the required stiff-
ness, and mix all well up together. Put it
into cups ortins. When risen properly,
bake the Sally Lunns in a rather quiek
oven.

CHICKEN BrotH.—Cut up a chicken ; put
jt into an iron pot with two quarts of water,
one onion, two tablespoonfuls of rice, a
little salt, and boil it two hours; *then strain
it through a sieve. This will make one
quart.
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MacaroNT PUDDING, TO EAT WITH MEAT.
—Simmer a quarter of a pound of Macaroni
in plenty of water, until itis tender. Strain
off the water, and add a pint of milk or
cream, an ounce of grated cheese, and a tea-
spoonful of salt. Mix well together, and
strew over the top two ounces of grated
cheese and crumbs of bread. Brown it well,
in baking, on the top. It will bake in o
quick oven in half an hour. It is appropri-
ate to be eaien with boiled ham, or forms a
course by itself, after meat.

T QUEEN oF Puppings.—Take one
pint of nice bread crumbs, and one quart of
milk, one cup of sugar, the yolks of four
eggs, well beaten, the rind of a fresh lemon,
grated fine, a piece of butter the size of an
egg ; then bake until welldone. Now beat
the whites of the four eggs to a stiff froth,
adding a teacupful of powdered sugar in
which has been previously stirred the juice
of the lemon Spread over the pudding a
layer of jelly (any kind to the taste), then
pour the whites of the eggs over, and place
in the oven until lightly browned. Serve
with cream.

Rick Frour BrLanc-ManNge.—Four table-
spoonfuls of ground rice and a pinch of salt,
wet up with a little milk and stirred intoa
guart of boiling milk. Rub the rind of a
lemon with hard, refined sugar, till all the
oil is absorbed, and use the sugar to sweet-
en to your taste. Boil, stirring well, for
eight minutes ; then cool it, and add the
whites of three eggs cut to a froth. Put it
on to the fire, and stir constantly till boil-
ing hot, then turn it into moulds, or cups,
and let it stand till cold.

To CLEaAN GoLp ORNAMENTS.—Make a
good lather of fine white soap and warm
water, drop into it twelve or fifteen drops
of sal volatile, let the ornaments remain in
the water a minute or two, then brush them
with a very soft brush till clean, and dry
{hem with a silk or cambric handkers
chief.

To CLEAN TIN COVERS.—(iet the finest
whiting ; mix 2 little of it powdered with
the least drop of sweet oil, rub the covers
well with it, and wipe them clean; then
dust over them some dry whiting in a
muslin bag, and rub bright with dry leather.
This last is to prevent rust, which the cook
must guard against by wiping them dry
and putting them by the fire when they
come from the dining-room, for if but once
hung up damp, the inside will rust.
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Foam-SAUCE FOR PupDINGS.—One teacup
of sugar, two-thirds of a cup of butter, one
teaspoon of flour; beat all together until
smooth ; then place over the fire, and stir
in rapidly two gills of boiling water, season
with nutmeg, soda the size of a pea.

CLEANING MARBLE,—It may be of some
value to housekeepers who have marble-top
furniture, to know that the common solution
of gum arabic is an excellent absorbent, and
will remove dirt, ete., from marble.
1. Brush the dust off the piece to be cleaned,
then apply with a brush a good coat of gum
arabie, about the consistency of a thick
office mucilage, expose it to the sun or dry
wind, or both. Ina shorttime it will erack
and peel off. If all the gum should not
peel off, wash it with clean water and a
clean cloth. Of course, if the first applica-
tion does not have the desired effect, it
should be applied agam:. 2. Make a paste
with soft-soap and whiting. Wash the
marble first with it, and then leave a coat
of the paste upon it for two or three days.
Afterward wash off with warm (not hot)
water and soap.—Scientific American.

FrviNg.—In frying, too much care cannot
be taken to bave the fat hot enough. To
test it, put in a piece of bread ; if it sinks,
the fat is not hot enough. If the fat lacks
sufficient heat, the food fried in it will scak
up the fat and be indigestible.

Facts aBour CoLors.—There are many
little arts which may be used about colored
clothes when washing them, which tend to
keep a look of newness as long as they are
worn. These are some of them: A spoon-
ful of ox-gall to a gallon of water will set
the colors of almost any goods soaked in it
previously to washing. A teacup of lyein
a pail of water will improve the color of
black goods. Nankin should lie in lye
before being washed ; it sets the color. A
strong clean tea of common hay will
preserve the color of Frenchlinens. Vimegar
in the rinsing water, for pink or green
ealicoes, will brighten them. Soda answers
the same end for both purple and blue.

BartER CAKES.—Sift a quart of yellow
Indian meal into a large pan ; mix it with
two large tablespoonfuls of wheat flour, and
a salt-spoonful of salt. Warm a pint and a
half of rich milk in a small saucepan, but
do not let it come to a boil. When it begins
to simmer, take it off the fire, and put into
it two pieces of fresh butter, each about the
size of a hen’s egg. Stir the butter into the
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warm milk till it melts, and is well mixed.
Then stir in the meal, gradually, and set
the mixture to cool. Beat four eggs, very
light, and add them, by degrees, to the mix-
ture, stirring the whole very hard. If you
find it too thin, add a little more corn-meal.
Have ready a griddle heated over the fire,
and bake the batter on it, in the manner ot
buckwheat-cakes. Send them to table hot,
and eat them with butter, molusses, or
honey.

BeerF ESSENCE.—This valuable article
has become so extensively preseribed by
physicians, particularly in cases of low or
typhoid fevers, that it may not be unac-
ceptable to many of our readers to know
the best mode of preparing it. Take about
two pounds of beef, removing all the fat,
and cut in pieces about an inch square, put
it in a jar or bottle, and cork it tightly.
The best kind of a vessel is a glasg jar,
such as is used for canning fruit, with a lid
that screws or fastens close, as the beef is
more easily removed if the mouth of the
jar is large, but a common bottle will an-
swer the purpose. Place the jar in an iron
pot filled with eold water, tie a string
around the neck of the jar, leaving the
string long enough to slip through the iron
loop at the handle of the pot, and tying it
so that the jar may stand firmly in the
water. DPutstraw or a cloth at the bottom
of the pot, or anything that will prevent
the jar resting on the bottom and becoming
dry, thus risking its breaking. Let it boil
for two or three hours—Ilonger if conve-
nient ; shake the bottle well before pouring
out the essence; let it get cold, so that the
fat may be entirely removed; then season
it. It is more savory when warmed just
before giving it to the patient.

SaLr RisiNg, orR Yiast, ForR BREAD.—To
half a pint of soft water add a small piece
of butter and one teaspoonful of salt. Let
it stand in a warm place until it rises; it
will take about five hours. The bread
should be made as soon as the yeast
comes up.

Removing CORKS FROM BorTLEs.—Some-
times a cork is pushed down into the bottle
or vial which if is desirable to remove. A
very effectnal way to do it, is to insert a
strong twine in a loop, and engage the
cork in any direction most convenient. It
can then be withdrawn by a « strong pull,”
the cork generally yelding sufficiently to
pass through the neck.
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MAGAZINE LITERATURE.

The Magazine has quite a different mis-
sion from the Newspaper, having nothing to
do with news, and very little with the poli-
tical or polemical questions which from
{ime to time agitate men’s minds, and di-
vide society into adverse camps. Its objects
are to afford a pleasing recreation to culti-
vated minds, and to promots literary tastes.
Iis matter will be as interesting after a year
or ten years, as at present; and hence,
it becomes in a family & mine from which
each succeeding member of it may dig
treasure. The newspaper, however good,
is apt to be torn or lost,—the wagazine lies
on the parlor table or on the book-shelf from
month to month, and year to year, without
loss of value.

It has been, and still is, one of the speeci-
alities of the NEw DominioN MoNTHLY to
eollect and place on record the carly annals
of various parts of British America, which
annals will increase in value as years glide
on, so that a set of this magazine from the

" beginning will in future times he a treasure
altogether out of proportion to its cost.

With a view to the general promotion of
literary tastes, and the cullivation of an in-
terest in the records of the settlement of
British North America, and the hardships
which the founders of the Dominion have
gone through, the NEW DoMiNtoN MoNTHLY
has been put at a price lower than any
other magazine, so as to be within the reach
of almost every family in the land; and
with this same view, doubtless, it has been
gratuitously aided by many cxcellent con-
tributions from writers of ability in various
parts of the Dominion.

For these contributions the editors desire
to express their warmest thanks, whilst
they invite a continuation of them. We
have already inserted articles descriptive

of the Fur Traue sixly years ago; the Rise
and Progress of Steamboating on the St.
Lawrence ; Montreal in the Olden Time;
Shanty Life; Tales of French Canadian
Wars with the Indians and Americans, and
other purely Canadian subjects. And we
have received 2 Sketch of the Early His-
tory of the Iled River Seitlement; A
Story of the U. E. Loyalists, and some other
articles on British American topics. We
still desiderate artieles or stories deseriptive
of the following classes of our population :
The Acadians of Nova Scotia, and what
became of them ; tho Ilighlanders of Glen-
garry. where they came from, and what
has been their influence in Canada; the
United Empire Loyalists of Canada West,
and the Maritime Provinces; the Farly
Setilement of the Eastern Townships; the
Emigration of the TPaisley Weavers in
the Radical Times, where they settled,
how they got on, and what influence they
have exerted on Canu: ; Sketches of Little
York, now Toronto— of Bytown, now Otla-
wa; Stories of Quebee in the Olden Time;
Accounts of the Dutch and German Settle-
ments of Canada ; Annals of the various In-
dian Tribes of Canada, and the cflorts that
have been made for their civilization, and
other kindred subjects. Well writlen, con-
densed, and lively sketches on any of these
subjeets will be very welcome,

NOTICES TO CONTRIBUTORS.

Of contributions received, the following
are accepted with thanks :—

¢ Fishing in Canada.”

“Two Evenings in a Life’

¢ Lament of the Birds of Passage.”

«The Unseen.”

« The Red River Settlement.”

« Whippoorwill.”

—Wae have received some Acrosties and
Puzzles founded on the name of this ma-
gazine for which we cannot muke room.
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~—Just published, a few copies of the
first volume of the NEw DomiNioN MONTHLY,
(from October, 1867, to March, 1868, inclu-
sive,) bound in muslir, pp. 384, with maps
and pietorial illustrations. Sent post-free
{or One Dollar.

(For the New Dominion Monthly.)
HOUSE BUILDING.

Iouse building is a subject which comes
home toevery man’s ¢ business and bosom,”
inasmuch ag every man has either built, or
intends at some time in the indefinite fu-
ture, to build a house for himself and fam-
ily. And the ambition so to do is most
laudable. In no other way can the people
be rendered so stable, law-abiding, pa-
triotic and contented, as by each family,
so far as possible, dwelling in its own house.
The best of all saving’s banks for a father
to put his money in, is a snug dwelling;
and this, also, i3 by far the best life-assur-
ance policy hecan leave tohis family. Itis
necessary that the relation of landlord and
tenant should exist, for many men have ac-
quired wealth, which they like to invest in
dwelling-houses ; and many others never
can, or, at all events, never do have any
means ahead of their actual wants; but it
is an abnormal relation, as is manifested by
the frequent jars and controversies whilst it
lasts, and a very general desire to change
it. Hence the constant moving about on
May-day, in the, generally, vain hope of do-
ing better. Many must dwell in hired
houses, as many must board out, but the
true result to aim at, bolth on the part of
individuals and society, is foreach family to
dwell in its own house. And if it has a
liitle garden attached, so much the better.

In Britain, anartizan or mechanic, when
he made good wages, generally speaking, if
well-doing, endeavored to acquire a lot and
build a house, which, however humble, was
his own ; and which he could regard with
complaceney as a shelter for his wife and
children, even if he were called away from
them. Inthe yards, or gardens, attached to
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these houses were raised the peas, cabbages,
turnips, &ec., which materially contributed
to the table of the family; and it was a
pleasant sight, on a fine spring afternoon, to
sce all the owners of houses, in a suburban
row, out working in their gordens, with
their boys and girls helping them. It was
in such nmmble gardens, also, that the au-
riculas and polyanthus, and tualips, and
carnationsand gooseberries were raised—by
men who gave their mind to one thing—
which took the first prizes at flower and
fruit shows. Others turned tiheir atten-
tion (o birds, or animals; and mau-y of
them attained such excellence in their re-
spective pursuits, that sales formed a respeet-
able little item of income. These proprie-
tors, delighted to add from time to time to
their properties everything that was con-
venient, and beautiful, and profitable, so far
as they eonld ; and this very pursuit contri-
buted totheir health and happiness, and that
of their familics. There was another great
advantage to the artizan, in sceuring a cot-
tage of his own. So long as it was to pay
for by instalments, he had no time or
money to waste in gloth, drinking, or folly.
He had a high and holy purpose before
him—the providing a domicile for his fa-
mily+~which overbore all petty tempta-
tions to idleness or wasteful expenditure ;
and, by the-time his house was paid for,
habits of prudence and sobriety were form-
ed. And there was always this addi-
tion or that improvement to be made,
which required still further diligence and
economy.

But it was about house-building that I
intended to write, and not the general
prineiple that every family should have its
own house ; and my object is to call the
attention of parties intending {o build, to a
few principles, the neglect or violation of
whicl, in building, will work them mickle
woe in all their after experience.

The first of these is, that a house should
be secured against wet and damp. Every
one knows that the roof of a house should be
water-tight ; and if even a nail-hole lets in
a few drops, the landlord must be warned
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to stop it up. But few reflect upon the
immense amount of water that comes up
from the ground, or through the sunk walls
of a house. In basements and cellars the
idea of keeping out water is oo often lost
gight of ; though water constantly scaking
in there is far more injurious, in a sanitary
point of view, than a little coming through
a roof occasionally when it rains. This
daxhpness of basements and cellars is the
less pardonable, inasmuch as it ean be easily
remedied. In digging for the foundations of
a house, the trench in which they are to be
laid is necessarily wider than the walls,
and as deep. Let, then, a small tile-
drain be laid outside of the foundation, at
the very bottom, and let the vacuum above
it be filled up with stone-shivers to the top.
In this way the earth, which is continually
cineulating moisture, will not touch the
walls anywhere, and any water in it will
run off by the tile-drains, which should con-
nect with the drain in the street. To prevent
damp from rising up through the wall it-
self, as it will certainly do otherwise,
a course near the bottom should be laid with
water-lime, through which no water can
penetrate. The basement rooms should be
covered with gravel or shivers between
sleepers of small cedar or tamarac scant-
ling, rising about half an inch above the
gravel ; and the whole should be covered
with water-lime up to the level of the
scantling. The flooring should then be laid
down so as to touch the water lime every-
where, and be nailed to the sleepers. This
floor is completely water and rat-proof.

The stone wall of the basement, instead of
being two feet thick, should only be eigh-
teen or twenty inches thick, with acourse of
brick inside, bonded to the stone at regular
intervals. This course of brick, if neatly
pointed, requires no plastering.

This is incomparably better than lath and
plaster, as it is hoth fire and rat-proof, and
serves the same purpose, for breaking the
connection with the outer temperature.

The other great point to whioh I wish to
draw attention is just a continuation of this
last precaution. If the house be of stone,

.
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the same brick lining, with a vacuum,
should be earyied up throughout ; but it is
much more economical to make the walls
above the basement of brick, in which
case o wall 14 inches thick will be found
sufficient for any ordinary house—namely,
eight-inch brick-work outside, and four-
inch brick-work inside, with a vacuum of
two inches between ; the two walls being
bonded together. The inside wall may be
of the cheapest soft brick, and plastered ;
the exterior wall should be of good, hard-
burned brick,

A house built in this way has al] the ad-
vantages of a solid brick wall of 12 inches
lathed and plastered, while it is somewhat
cheaper, occupies rather less space, and is
entirely fire and rat-proof. The partitions
in a house should in like manner be of brick
from top to bottom ; the bearing partition-
walls being eight inches, and the others
four inches thick.

An adherence to these simple and inex-
pensive rules would secure the following
advantages :—

1. Entire freedom from damp and mounl-
diness, anpd consequent economy in keeping
stores, and especially improvement
health.

2, Entire immunity from rats, which are
no-small nuisance in most cities and towns,

in

3. Great security against fire—for, even
though a fire did take in one apartment, it
could not, as in houses built in the ordi-
nary way, run up inside the laths to all the
other floors; nor penetrate from one apart-
ment to another, except very slowly. Thus
there would always be time to save nearly
all effects, even if the fire was not extin-
guished in the room where it originated.

A much cheaper way of building is to
erect a frame of strong scantling, upon 9 x
6 inch sills, boarding this frame with rough
boards, lined outside with four-inch brick-
work, attached to the boards by strong nails
or pieces of sheet-iron. Each story should
be built up about a foot high between the
studs with solid brick-work, so as to leave
no passage for rats, and the whole should
be finished with lath and plaster inside. '




PHOTOGRAPHS,

Large or small, you will not be disappointed at

J. GC. PARKS?’
IROTOHBRINLE BOOWS:

No. 1 Bleury Street,

*

HOMNTREAL.
Amusement Home Pleasures
AND ' POR

INSTRUCTION WINTER
SOMBINED. EVENINGS.

for Magic Lanterns and Slides, Microseo Stereoscopes and Views, and ev
& desm-ieption of Opgggi Goods, gc? to ' o

C. HEARN, OPTICIAN,

242 & 244 NOTRE BAME STREET,
MONTREAL.

N.B.~Lanterns and Slides lent out for the evening, Call and get price ligt.



Are the only Kinds that should be planted in Gardens. A few Standard Apple and Pear tree$,
will soon occupy & small garden, overshadowing and destroying everything else; whilst moré”
than double the number of Dwarf trees can be planted in the same space without interfering
with other crops.

The cultivation of the Dwarf Pear and Dwart Apple, on suitable stocks for this cumate, haSi
been.made & speciality at the

WINDSOR NURSERIES,

and great attention has been paid {0 ascertain what varieties are the most bardy and suitable fof
the different parts of Canada.

A very fine stogk of these Dwarf trees of all the best varieties, principally in abearing state—}

" and which can be removed with safety--are now ready for sale. Also, Standard Apples, Pears,
Plums, Cherries, Grape-Vines, and nearly everything else in the Nursery Line, at very low §
prices for cash, '

Partiea unacquainted with the most suitable varieties for their locality would do well to leave |
the selection to the subseriber, who would in all cases send the best varieties and trees. Ordersj
should also be sent immediately, as they will be fllled according to the priority of their receipt.

Every person intending to plant Fruit trees should at once send twenty-five-cents in postage
stamps to the subscriber—or to John Dougall & Son, Publishers, Montreal,~for acopy (wﬁich will
bo mailed free,) of the “CANADIAN FRUIT CULTURIST,” giving full descriptions of all the
best varieties of Fruits of every kind suitable for the dQifferent parts of Canada, with the best
way to plant and cultivate them.

GATALOCTE AXD PRIGE LIST JEXT FREX

ON AFPPLICATION TO

JAMES DOUGCALL,
WINDSOR NURSERIES,

WINDSOR, ONTARIO.



SECOND CIRCULAR 'TO ADVERTISERS.

THE

NEW DoOMINTON MONTHLY.

MONTREAL, CANADA: JOHN DOUGALL & SON, PUBLISHERS.

In our first Cireular, issued in November, we sald :— .

“This Magazine, the first number of whigh was issued in*October last, has at present date
a circulation of 3,000 copies, and by the end of the first year the publishers hope to have a sub-
scription list of 8,000 to 10,000.”

The March number~—the 6th—required an edition of 7,500. The April number will require
at least §,000; and we now hope to see an issue much beyond 10,000 by October,

In commencing ¥ The New Dominion Monthly,” the desire of the proprietors has been to
make it the national magazine of the Confederated Provinces of British North Ameriea, and
it is the only magazine of a general literary character in the Dominion, with its population
of 4,000,000

We confidently commend this new publication to the favor of advertising firms through-
out Canadsa; the United States, and Great Britain, and solicit your patronage for it; atthe
same time inviting attention to a few opinions of the Colonial press, on adjoining page, as
indicative of the spirit in which ¢ The New Dominion Monthiy'’ has been received, as well as
the note from a firm of considerable experience in advertising, in the Sewing Machine busi«
ness, on the other side of this leat,

Until farther notice, the following will be the rates of advertising:—

Fly-leaves, per page, - - - - $10.00 per month.
“ “ half-page, - - . X1 ] «“
«“ “ four lines, double eolumn, L00 «
¢ “ additional lines, - - - A2k 0 o«
Printed leaves bound in, - - - - 1.06 per 1,000,

For pages of cover, and firsy page of fly-leaves after reading-matter,
speclal rates are charged. ’

To advertisers for three months, a discount of 12§ per cent. will be made ; for six moixths,
20 per cent.; and for 12 months, 334 per cent. on the above rates.

British advertisers will please caleulate five dollars to the pound sterling; and advertisers
in the United States witl remit in gold or its value.

Partles at a distarce who may doubt the above statements with regard to figures, would
do well to intorm themselves of their correctness, through their friends here, or through ads
vertising agents, to wihom every tacility for verifying our elrculation will be afforded.

No advertisement can be inserted of bad or doubtful character.

Ail communications or remittances {0 be addressed (post-paid) to

JOHN DOUCALL & SON,

Pusuissers, MonTeEAL, CANADA,
Montreal, March, 1868
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Norice.—Any Subseriber wishing to have the first volume of the New Domixion
MonTHLY bound, may forward his fyle, post-paid, to us, with 30 cents, and we will get
it bound in cloth, and return it post-paid. If any number is awanting, except January,
we can supply it for 10 cents more.

NoTicE To CaNVASSERS FOR NEW DoMINION MONTHLY.—All parties who applied,
with {proper recommendations, for authority to canvass, have been furnished with such
authority and specimen copies. We have not assigned any territorial limit to any one,
nor taken any note whether more than one application came from one place. All are
 free (o do the best they  can, and wherever they can. Cities and towns, not yet can
vassed, should present a good field. In country neighborhoods, also, évery well-to-de
farmer would probably like to have the New DomNion MonthLy for his family.
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“THE CANADIAN FRUIT-CULTURIST,”

BY JAMES DOUGALL, WINDSOR.
PUBLISHED BY JOHN DOUGALL & SON, MONTREAL

Price 25 cents, with a discount to Booksellers and Agents.

(Four Coples gent free by mall for ONE DOLLAR.)

el

,OPINIONS OF

UPPER CANADA.

This very clear and very useful little work is the
roduction of Mr, James Dougall, of the Windsor
Yurseries, and is the result of a 1ong life devoted to
the culture of fruit in Canada. We could not say
enough in its praise were we to write for a meorth,
and the best thing we can.do is toadviseall our coun-
try friends to get the book and etudy itas fastas they
can. Upper Canada is peculiarly ‘well adapted for
rowing fruit of all kinds, and all'that is required to
go 80 sucoessﬁxll{)is to know how, Hereistheknow-
ledge—1let it not be neglected.— British Whig, King-
ston,

The authot has adopted the form of letters to a
friend, and in tids way communicates what he has to
say in an easy and pléasant manner. And he has a

ood deal to say that is very vaJuable and interest-

ng to the fruit-growers, a class that should comprise
almost cvery one who has a home of his own., The
letters treat of proper location, sofl, preparation, and
after-cultivation of orchards, vineyards, and gardens,
and what will prove very useful are the lists given of
the best varicties of the several fruits, Those of our
readers who have a spare patch of ground even would
do well to procure a copy, from the perusal of which
they may profit in many ways.—London Free Prese.

The * Canadian Fruit-Culturist” will supply a want
that has long been felt of a work on fruit-culture, ex-
pressly written for the climate of Canada,and at a
price {hat every persou can afford to purchase, 'The
well-known, long, and varied ex&iﬁence oftheauthor
in the cultivation of fruits, is sufficient guarantee that
the information therein coutained is exactly what fs
at present required by all intending.to raise frait,
either for themselves or the market. ~ All persons in-
tending to plant orchards, vineyards, or gardens, and
in fact every farmer, owner, 0r occupier of land,
however small should at once procure a cOpy.— Lesex
Record, Windsor,

It contains a vast amount of valuable information
to fruit-growers, in twelve letters, on * sites, soils,
&¢., most suitable for culture”; on planting and fu-
ture care of orchards; on the ap&le, pear, plum, cher-
ry, peach, nectarine, apricot, quince, grape, gooseber-
1y, currant, raspberry, and strawberry; and on the
profits of fruit_culture, marketing, &ec.; and general
remarks on Canada a8 & fruit-growing country,—
Woodstock Sentinel.

Tts author fs Mr. James Dougall, of the celebrated
nurserics of Windsor, Theinterest which theauthor
has taken in this subject, and his experience and re
putation as a successtul grower, is a guarantee of the
excellence of the work,—QOehawa Vindcator.

The work is from the pen of Mr, James Dougall
Windsor, and dwells in wnderstandable lan%g:ggeg,'éxi
the proper location, +oil, preparation, planting, and
after-cultivation of orchards, vineyards, and gardens,
with directions for the best mode of culture ot each
varicty of Fruit,—Chatham Planet.
. JIRN

Tt is an admirable work of its kind, amd ocontains
much useful information that would be found of fn-
calculable value to intending fruit-growers.—2Lor(
AN

THE PRESS.,

This little work will be found of great-use to Cana-
dian agriculturists, and ought to bein the hands of
every farmer and gardener from Sandwich to Gaspe,
—London Evening Advertiser.

_ This is a little book which will prove invaluable to
inexperienced fruit-growers, and profitabie to all.~

Beriwn, C.W., T'elegraph.

It contains a large amount of informatfon the most
indispensable to person - interested in gardens, or-
clmnfs, or vineyarde.— Peterborough Review.

The production of Mr, James Dougall, of the cele-
b ated Windsor Nurseries, - Send for a copy at once,
— Ferpus News Record.

LOWER CANADA.

A pamphlet written by Mr. James Dougall, 30 well
knownas a practical fru t-grower in connection with
the Windsor Nurseries. ‘We havefrequently, in these
columns, inculcated the importance cconomically. to
Canada of the fruit crops which might be raised, and
we are glad to see the public placed in possession of
information which every farmer or owner of land may
make exceedingly valuable to himself.— T'rade Re-
VieW. )

On y trouve des preceptes utiles et precieux sur Ia
culture qu jardin et des vergers et les soins qu’il y
faut prodigucr suivant les circonstances, . M. James
Dougall eorit en homme consomme dans 'expericnce
et en observateur exact et nul doute quePhorticulture
ne profite beaucoup de ¢es conseils ages et raisonnes,
—Minerve, Monireal.

A perusal of these will give ail the directioneabso
lutely necessary to plant trees successfully, and also
show the best varieties of fruit suitable for the differ-
ent sections of this country.~—Quebec Gazette.

Werecommend all persons in this section of the
country, who are in any way interested in the culti-
vation of frait, to subscribe for the Fruit-Culturist at
once,—Huntingdon, C. L., Journal.

These Jetters are compiled by Mr., James Dougall
of the Windsor (C.W") Nurseries, and will be foun
highly interesting: and useful to those in quest of
fruit-culture knowledge. The writer says:

¢ From an extensive correspondence with all sec-
tions of the country on this subject, it has greatly sur-
prised me to find Low very few, even of inteu’l' ent
and educated persons, are acquainted with the tirst
princi {)Iea of the planting and culture of fruit trees ;
and all the works on the subject are so voluminous,
that to those whoge time is fully occupied in other
pursuits, it is almost a task to read them, whiletheir
cost generally is so high as to dcbar the great mass
of the people from procuring them.” ’

* This is true, and we are glad to see that Mr. Dou-
has brought out the Jittle work before us, which
a concise, plain, and within the resch of all to pur-

chase,~Grandy 0.k, Gazeite,
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CANADA TRUSS FACTORY.

F. GROSS,
SURGICAL MACHINIST,

AND

Elastic Spring Truss Maker,
INVENTOR AND MANUFACTURER OF ALL KINDS OF

INSTRUMENTS for PHYSICAL DEFORMITIES,

WCRKER IN

1ASS, STELL ALK

OF EVERY DESCRIFTION,

36 VICTORIA SQUARE,

Montreal.

B!

' F. GROSS’S ARTIFICIAL LEGS,

Distinguished in their superiority for combining in the hizhest deeree Scientide and
Anatomical prineiples with the articdlation of the natural limb, and bossessing great strongth,
with lightness and durability. They are perfeetly adapted toall forms of amputation., FEvery
1imb is made first-class, of the best material, and fullv warranted. They are recommended by

the leading Surgeons, and universally approved and recommended,

- F. Gross’s Chest-Expanding Steel Shoulder Braces.

Manufactured at the Canada Truss Factory, 36 Victoria Square, Montreal. This is an entiral ¥
new and superior article for Ladies and Gentlemen who have acquired a habit of stooping.
This Brace is certain to answer the purposo of keeping the Chest expanded and the body uprignt;
the twoSteels on the back running over the shoulder-blades, giving a gentlo and even pressure,
they will prove conducive to headth and gracefulness; and being strong and well made, will last
along time and always feel comfortable. For Gentlemen, this Chest-Expander will enable
them to doaway with tha common Snspenders (which are injurious to health) by simply cutting
holes in the leather of the Belt around {)he waist, and thereby keeping dp the pants,

CAUTION TO PARENTS.—Parents, look to your children! Gross’s newly-invented Steel
Shoulder-Braces aro almost indispensable for children, as they are liable to contract, the habit of
stooping an«d shrugging their shoulders at school, causing them to grow harrow-chested, and
laying the foundation for consumption and lung-diseades. Parents should bear this in mind, as
wearing our Braces will counteract this bad habit.

I beg to call particular atiention to the London Belt Truss. This Truss—forthe cure and
relief of every species of Hernia admitting of o reduction within its natural limits—will bs
found to afford to those laboring under this common bodily infirmity instantaneous relief, and i9

il §

sosimple acontrivance that it may be worn with ease in any posture of the body, during sleep,
or when taking violent exercise, and, when roperly fixed on, i3 not perceptible.” The pressure
obtained is gentle and contirtuous, and may be increased or diminished at pleasure. -

F, Gross can produce a great number of certificates from doctors and others to show that in
all cases this Truss has given great satisfaction, and been applied with complete success,

ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO.

é




LIST OF ARTICLES

ALWAYS ©N HAND, ©R MADE TO ORDER.

Avdominal Belts
“ Supporters
u“ Accouching Belts
Adhesive Plaster
Air Pillows
‘“ Qushions
Ankle Supporters
Anatomical Syringes
Artificial Limbs
Arm Slings
“  Bandages
4 Splints
Bathing Caps
Bandages for Fractured Clavi-
cle, made of leather to lace up
for fractured Platela
Bandages of every description
Bed Pans
Beds;lt,eads expressly for water

Belts of every description

Braces, improved style for boys

Breast Drawers

Bottles for inflating Pessaries

Catheters

Carriages for invalids of every
description made to order

" Chamois -

Chairs—Self-propelling chairs,
upon the newest and most sci-
entific principles

Chairs for exercise

# which can be converted
into couches

¢ for Spinal and Lounging
purposes

«  for carrying invalids up
and down stairs

Chest Expander.s

for gymnastic
exercise
“ Buyporters
bhll(h@n’s rruases

Clubs for gymnastic exercise

(‘onversation Tube

Couches and Beds with all the
latest improvements for in-
valids

Couches

Cupping Instruments

Davidson’s Syringes

Dumb Bells X
Ear l‘;‘ljumpet.s of every desecryip-
ion
“ Cornets
“ Syringes
Elastic Sheéeti’i\rgs, silk, sotton,
“ Leggings, (L u “

«  RnesCaps « « «
«  Anklets, ¢ 4.«
«  TThigh Pieces, *  «
“  Arm Bands, oo
“ . Webbing t’rom quarter
of an inch toone yard wide
Electro-Magnetic Machiues
Enemas
“  Apparatus
“ Bottles
¥ixtension Instrument for con-
iraction of Knee

Extension Bandages for hip-
Joint disease
};}6 %’)u(i:hes
ye Syringes
Eye 8 Krdes
Eye Bhields
Feeding Dottles }
Fenwick’s, George, M.D,, im-~
proved Truss
Flesh Brushes
“  Gloves
“  Towels
Fracture ﬁpparatus

meeﬂ for 1emovingrpressure
of bed clothes from Fractured
Limbs
Gross’s newly improved Trusses
Night Trusses
Chest Exganders
Shoulder Braces
Abdominal Belts
“Bua portors
Double- &gx ing Bed
Brass Pad Rachet Truss ;
London Belt Truss, mocmain
rinc1p
Children’s Radical Cure Truss
Umbilical T
Universal Screw
“ Splint
Instrument for weak ankles
¢« for crooked legs
Riding Belts
Trugses for Scrotal Herma
Soft Arm Slings
Gutta Percha for Sphnts
Hand and Arm
Hard Rubber Syringes of every
description
Hernia Trusses of every des-

India. Rubber Sheeting
Rings
u 4 Tubing
Infants’ Trusses
Umbmca.l Bands

s T!"JSSEE
“ . «

Bel
.| Invisible Crutchesfor Curvatm‘e

of the Spine

Injection Bottles

Instrnments for bent ankles

Iron Splints, improved japan-
ned,  with regulating back
scre’%v and sliding plate for

thi

Keangedy’s Syringes
Drab Ball Enemas

Leather Syraps of all sizes
Life Preservers
Leg Splints
London Supnorters
Machine for Rolling Bandages
Mather's Feeding Botiles

Morey Belts

Ni;ht Trusses
Uriuals

Nipple Shields

rass A

Ody’s Trusses

Oil 8ilk

Orchitis Ba

Operating Tables

Pads, extrasize, for Trusses

Patent Gas Tubl ing

Patella Knee Caps

Pessaries, Rmewood all shapes

and sizes

“ Indig Rubber, “ ¢
“ Ivos vOry, “ «“
o Inﬂating “oow

“ Berew pranding, €

Long Tubes with valve.

differentshapes . . gizes

¢ Hard Rubber W

Pure Rubber Sheeting

Rectum Plugs for Piles

' Respirators

Rheumatic Belts
i Bands
Riding Belts
Rubber, Paste
ggal: a Shoes for club feet
Shoulder Bmces, Dr. Cutter’s
Leather, new
improved
“ o Satin Jean
Splints of every description .
Sponge Pags
Spinal Bupports
Stethescopes
Stecl Springs
Straight \Vuistcoats
Steel Busks
Swimming Beltls
Su spensory Bzmdages, si};k
©

ton
“ “ thread
w“ “ chamois
“ Bags, silk, cotton
Syri b and thread
yringes, brass
DYTIRE Clastic
o anatomiecal
" glass
“ mctal
Trusses, Salmon & Ody's
Marshes
¥ Cominon Circular
Y Cole's
‘“  Lindsa:

“ - Dr Fenwiok’s improv'd -
Twine Boxes
Umbx]ical Tmsses, adults
c¢hildren
“  Ban ds “
Urma,ls for day or night use
male or female
Waxst Be]ts
Walki lfSticks
‘Water
«° Cushiong
#  Toot Pans
‘Waterproof Sbeeting
Wax Bougies
Wooden Legs
‘Wristlets
Wool and fine Wadding
Wt(imd Splints of every desorip-



WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN
Maglc Lanterns and Slides, Telescos)ec, Microscopes, Opera, Field, and Marine Glasses, Stereo-
geopes and Slides, Model Telegraph, the Electric_Light, Sl.w‘cumleq Eye-glasses,
Readin, gln.sses, Barometers, Thermometers, Mathematical Instmmentﬁ,
Gkﬁaes, Tool-Chests, Water-Color Paints, &c., Croguet, and all
kinds of out-door and in-door Games, &ec.

Elegant, Useful and, Instructive Presents,

STEAM STEAMERS AND
ENGINES, SAILING YACHTS,

‘Ca.ta,logue Free on Application,

GEORGE RICHARDSON & CO,,

CENTRAL CHAMBERS,
17 SOUTH CASTLE STREET, LIVERPOOL, ENGLAND.

TESTIMONIALS.

From LORD BROUGHAM.
“J think very highly of your Telescope as a Qowerful instrument, and am quite astonished
at the very moderate price you have put upon it.’

From D. CRIGHTON, Esq., FORFAR, N. B.
“Y have thoroughly tested your £2 2s. Model Steam Engine, with which my boys are highly
delighted ; the material and workmanship are excellent, and being guite safe, I don’t know of a
more useful and instructive mechanical gift for young lads.”

From the Hon. F. G. WYNNE,
“The Hon. F, G.Wynne is higH leased with the 17s, 6d, Vertical En; ine. 1t is remarkably
cheap, and well worth its price, o gives Mr. Richardson great credit for it.”

From F. W. CQOK, Esq., SYDNEY, NEW SOUTH WALES.
“I have received my Telescope (Lord onu%ham) all safe, by lagt Panama mail; and ITam
much pleased, and could hardly believe you could send so good an article for so small a sum. It
is all you represent it i3 and I'have been several times offered .£3 for it, but I find it too ugeful

now to part with i.”
SAILING YACHTS,
Complete, with sails and rigging.

) £8 4.
No. 1. M in. long, 8} in., wide.......oveuv.s . ..0.8 86
“ 2, 2 ¢ 4 “ . 913 0
%3 18 ¢ 6 «“ 018 0
“ o4, 20 « 4 ¢ 013 0
“ 5 A 4 “ 016 0
“« g 92 i 53 “ 110

Owing to the very large demand for their Engines, G. R. & Co. have arranged for the more
extensive manufacture of their well-known Models, and have further increased their Manufac-
tor%g)y adding a branch for t.he roduction of METALLIC MODEL SCREW and PADDLE

MERS and SAILIN 'FS These Models are, in miniature, the counterparts of the
most beautiful specimens oi Naval Architecture; and for d’umbmty, strength, lightness, elegance,
and graceful dnigh, cannot be surpassed.

STEAM ENGINES,

' £ 8, d.
1. Vemcal Engine Oseﬂlating Cylinder Boiler, -W heel Ctank Lam; e e 6 6
2, * With smig“ %ting g llndgg !B { Sm-ew-l’iece, andP“l ey a.ndo o 6

on MNP, BB s eviserrratirir i
3. « « Supaﬁoa%olg&t;& h{g ﬂnxshed,pwith Bmgé Fly-Wheel, on Brasg Cir- 56
4. Ditto Ditto, with two upright Dillars, Safety-Vaive, 6. (all brass). . 7 6
5. 4 " axtra large size, of superiorquality......vivvieieieniiniy e . 5 0
6. “ “ with the addition of Brick-work Stand....ocvvvrreiniiioneiiiiiiiaiinn, veesrl 8 8
08, 5 and 6 ecan have & Brass Water-Tap if required H prlce 2s. 6d. extra;)

7. Ditto, Dit.t,o on Brasg O G Stand, with Water-Ta) v? ......... e eerebaeeanne s senns pervaen 1116
8. Hmzontazsw i ine, with Brass fall -Wheel, Cylinder, and Eccentric Copper Steam-Pipe 0
OTUSBEATIA 1 e ves s oernueseserenessssassarontonmeoansssssssatoessnssnemennyesnnesessseoess
9. Horizontal ine, with Bruss Boiler, raised on two Brass Su Igpong sstgp.cmks to

Bteam-Pipes, large Fl -Wheel, with Eccentric and Three leg ty-Valve,

Waste Steam-Pige, 158 in Gylinder, with adjustment, Brass Bod-Plate, slevated

g;z{]our Bra%a Pii ars, Brags Spiri¢-Lamp, &c., the whole mounted on polished
ANOZANY BEANM. L i vui i iiie ety irngssoroeretotseesetiutsetnriariesass

10. Lecomotive Engine, mth Boller and Brass Cmmn%y , Bafety-Valte, two Brass Cylinders
with St.eam-ﬁoxes, Water-Tap and Pipe. ender, Spint-Lamp, with t.wo jets
moynted on six Brass, flanged Wheels....civiertiiiiiiiiniiiiiisiisasisssssananines 210 0




£s.
11. Ditto, Ditto, very superlor, with solid Brass Frame and Protecting Bars, eight Brass
hee!s inside frame, Brass Dome to Boiler, Cranks to Piston-Rods, &e........... 315 0
12, Marive Engine, for Boat, with two Paddle-Wheels, separate Boiler, with Water-Tap
and Spirit-Lamp, steama Connecting<Pipe, with Tap, Waste Steam-Pipe, Safety-
Valve, two Brassg Oscillating Cylinders, Brass Steam-Box, Crank-Shaft on Brass
Supports, Cylinder Regulators, the whole mounted on Brass Bed-Plate, supported
by four Brass Pillars on Mahogany Stand. -.....ovovis cunrivieiiiniienns PR T TR 3
,GD:‘tto, double size of ditto, very superior, with two Taps to Boilers, and Reversmg5 5 0
{7+ ¥ SR e retiaiae seas e vt iens vt saet it ene i e s te e
The whole of the engines have printed instructions, and are warranted to be in perfect work-
ing order, being thoroughly tested by steam, previously to leaving the manufactory.

OPERA-GLASSES,

The ¥ Duchess.””—A highly Magnifying, Achromatic, Binocular, Opera-Glass—Iis the li%hbest
made; it {s very flat, and will not'strain or tire the eye, unites great Definary and Magn fymg
Power with clearness and effeet, and is first-class for Theatre, Sea or Field. This is the best aun
cheupest Glass ever offered to the public. In Spring Leather Case, complete, price 12s, 6d.

A very Superior Glass, with Ivor{ Body and Gilt Mounts, complete, 2Is.

For partiealars of about Forty other varieties of Opera, f“ield, and Marine Glasses, see Cata~
logue, sent post-free.

13. 4

MAGIC LANTERNS.

£ 8. d.
1. Magic Lantern, with 11-2 inch Condensing-Lens, Brass Adjusting-Tube, Lamp and Re~
flector, one dozen Comiec Slides, 6 inches long, containing 36 subjects..... vierennld 7T 8
2, Ditto, Ditto, with 1 3-1 inch Lens, &c., and one dozen Comic Slides, 8 inches long, con-
taining 48 subjects. ......ovvivenn s [P TTIE TN Cereererarareras e errenaun s eanned
3. Ditto, Ditto, with 21-2 inch Lens, &e., and 12 8lides mounted in mahogany frames,
contalning 48 subjects........ P daeeianeraan aiieareians [ Ceareseieresanas
4. Ditto, Ditto, with 25-8 inch Lens, and 12 Slides, mounted in mahogany frames, 10
inches long, containing 50 subjects.................. tevsrrrareeanae Ceesee e
5. Ditto, Ditto, 8 inch Lens, and 12 Slides, mounted in mahogany frames, 12 inches long,
containing 50 subjects. ... .
6, Superior ditto, ditto, with 3 inch Lens, Solar-Lamp, Reflector, Glass and Mandril, Plano-
Convex Lens in Adjusting-Tube, and 12 Slides, 13 inches long, mounted in
mahogany frames, containing 50 subjects................... P, Cees
7. Phantasmuagoria Lantern, of best construction, “fitted with pair of 8 inch Condensing-
Lenses, mounted in Brass cell, pair of Focusing Lenses, in Brass sliding-tube,
Solar-Lamp, with Reflector, Glass, and Mandril, and 12 Siides 14 inches long,
mounted in mahogany frames, containing 50 subjects. ....ovviiiariiieiiiiiniiaa. 315 0
8. Phantasmagoria Lantern, of highest quality, fitted with pair of 3 1-2 inch Condensing-
Lenses, mounted in Brass cell, pair of Focusing Lenses, in Brass Tube, superior
Solar Fountain-Lamp, Reflector, Glass and Mandril, and one dozen Slides, 4
inches long, mounted in mahogany frames, containing 50 views illustrating fairy
tales, painted in & Very SUPErior MIANIEr. .. . vveeeocissassssssssresssssernc.ssarescssd D 0

o D N @

Screw Steamers, with pair of Brass Oscillating Engines, Upright Boller, Brass Funnels, Spirit
Fountain, Atrand Wacer—'l‘light Compartments, to prevent sinking, Patent Steering-Gear, Brass
Serew, &e., &c., in 10 sizes, from 36 inches long by 4 1-2 broad, £65 10s., to 84 inches long by 8 broad,
£17. Paddle Meamers, with pair Brass Oscillating Engines, Upright Boiler, Brass Funnel, Paddle
Wheelsand Boxes, S8pirit-Fountain, Alr and Water-tight Compartments, Patent Steering-Gear,
Hrrieane Deck, Japanned Black and Gold Upperworks and Copper-bronzed bottom, &c., &e., in
10 sizes from 36 inches long by 41-2 inches broad, £7, to 84 inches long by 8 inches broad, £20.
HuLsg, Paddle-Boxes, Engines, or any other part may be had separately. For Drawings and every
other particular, see Catalogue.

G. R, & Co. are prepared to supply Magic Lanterns and Silides in every variety. An immense
stock to select from, Dissolving-Views with Stides, Chronfhtropes with Brass Racks, Rackwork
Slides, Nursery Tales, Moving Flgures, Panoramas, Snowstorms, Lightnings, and Ralnbows,
Rackwork Astronomy, Moving Waters, Views in Holy Land and China (plain and colored),
European and American Scenery, Crystal Palace Statnary, Natural Phenomena, &c. The prices
vary from 7s. 6d. to £30. See Catalogue for full particulars,

The ¢ Lord Brougham Telescope.”—Lord Brougham thinks so highly of this cheap and power-
ful instrument that he has given G. R. full permission to call it ““The Lord Brougham Telescope.’
This splendid glass will distinguish the time by a church-clock five miles, a flag-staff ten miles,
windows ten miles off;, landscapes thirty miles off, and will define the satellites o% Jupiter and the
phases of Venus, &o. This extraordinary cheap and powerful glass is of the best make, and
g)ssesses Achromatic Lenses, and is equal to a telescope that costs £5. Price 7s. 6d. For about

other varieties see Illustrated Catalogue.

The New Microscope.~This highly-finished Microscope is warranted to show the animalculms

in water, eels in paste, &c., magnifying several hundred times. ';‘Fe Mleroseoge is mounted on a

Brass stand, and has a compound body with Achromatic Lenses, Test Object, Forceps, and sparve

ilasses for mounting objects, &ec., &c.” The whole contained in a higuly-poushed mahogany case.
rice, 7s. 6d. For about 12 other varieties see Illustrated Catalogue. .

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE.

G, RICHARDSON & Co. have published a Catalogue of 90 Fages, Hlustrated with 18 full-page
engravings of Steam Engines, 8 Lithegraphed Drawinugs, beautifully printed in colors, of Screw
and Paddle Steamers and Snifing Yachts, and 12 views of Magic Lanterns and Slides, descrlbmg
upwards of 1,500 Siides, embracing every subject; also full particulas of Microscopes, Telescopes,
&c., &e. G. R. & Co. earnestly invite every one to procure a copy, as it gives an extended view of
g;e various articles which cannot be put into an advertisement. It will be sent free on applica-

o1,

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

payabls o CEO. RICHARDSON & CO.,

LIVERPOOI.
N. B.—~The Telescopes can be sent per sample post, at a cost of 11s, 6d. extra.



DR. COLBY’S -
Antl-Oostwe and Tonic Pills,

Arve asafoand renable remndy ln ol diseases of the Stomach, Liver and Bowels. They are no
tiuack Medicine, pufted up by high-sounding testimonials from imaginary people, but are the
reault of forty years” experience of a fivsat-class physician, and their extraordinary success is due
tirthe fact that they answer exuctly thetr name. . The formula from which they are‘prepared is
hased on sound, scientdfic principles, and hag recelved the unqualitied approbation of the medi~
el profession.  They 4o not profess to be a cure for all; but for all diseasts avising from any de-
rangeyients of the meaeh,Liver ‘and Boweis, they furnish an effectual remedy. We have in
i pussession over ‘one hundred testimonials from phykielans who have used them in thei
vm\,uce aud highly approve of them, among which are the following— -

The undersigned physicians cheerfully certify to the high professional standing of Dr; Colby,
of Btanstead, one of the oldostand best pliyricians, and to the excelient qaalities of bis “ ANTI.
GASTIVE.AND TONIC PILLS,” Wwhich we have used in onr praciice, and highly approve,

J. H. Gibson;, M. D, Duanharm, ¢, F. C. B. Cotton, M.D., Cowansville.
harles rmv 1, M. ]) (nw(mbn!h*. . M8, Foster, M. D, ‘Rrome -
. U, But ex. DLW terloo. John Erskine, M. D., Witerloo,
. Normau( m«c‘lmnl, M. D, Barngton, : N. Jenks, M.f) Barnston.
£.W. Cowles, M.D., Stanstead, John Meigs, M. D Rinnstead.
L Jmeph Breadi on. M D ., Surgeon, R, N, Benjumin ﬁmuon, M. D., Contteook,

Leinuel Richmond, M.D., Derby Line:’

ey FOSR & (‘O S8herhrooke, P. (., sole proprietors. HEN RY, SIMPSON a C4., Montreal,
thleﬁa,le Agents,

JACOB'S RHEUMATIC LIQUID

For the immediate relief and permanent cure of Rheumamm, Sprains, Brn&!et, Burns, Frogt
Bites, Lame Back, Bide, {simbs, or Stomaeh, Crmp, Rumbnul ot Limby, Bwelling of Jomts,
8Sudden Colds, Dipthevia, Bore Throas, eto,.. | . “

TACORS nm@u\&mxo LIQUID

Has been before the public for npwards of mmy ;*bars, and such are itz meriis that it 18 now
justly considered as an indispensible article in every lamily where it Is known.,

Tt has never been forced on publie attention hy flaming advertisements of remarkable cures
that never had any existence; but, by its awn peecnliar value as an unfailing remedy, it bas
“worked ita way into public fuvor.

. Having n-wonderful effect when ta%en internally, tn quening the cireulation of the blood,
it is invaluable to persons predisposed to Paralysis, or 't to ikttacks of Heart-Disease, In
cases of Dyspepsia, where food mstrees«, tt-affords pvommmﬁe(, md cemt.inned for ashort thme.
sets everything right,

_ The ngme of il medicina is blown In each bottls of the gcnuine, and the xmrpouﬁmr Whloh
_itis intended, a% well as the mode of using, attached. :

. "HENRY, SIMPSON & C0,, Montreal, Whotesale nf S., 3, FOS8 & CO, Sherbronke, P,
Q. sole proprietors, R s

HUNT'S EMPIRE HAIR GLOSS.

This P!Ciuut, sgressble, and seientifie preparation is an inaispensable article for the toilet. Iy
elennsos the agalp, renders the hair of a durker appearance, is easily applied, and will not stain
the finest liden. Those vaing.the Emplre Hair Gloss will ind that it renders the harshest and
coarsest hairvm gloasy, fine, and berutiful, disposing il o stay in any positlon in which it is -~
Paced. It prFS¥Esta the hair from falling out, fuvigorates and strengthens it, and often produces
a new growih ot Haje ‘!me;;,e it h@& already. disappeared, hy . invigorating and restoring the skin, |
nerves, muscles, blood-vemh, axid oots of the hair. PRICE 25 CRNTS.

8. J, FOSS &.C0. Proprieters and Sole. Mamufactlurers, Sherbrooke, Provinee of Quebee.
Hmmv, amrwu & Co., Montreal ; LYqu«m, BLiior & Co., Toronte, Wholesale Agents,

Y




