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THE LITTLE SISTERS.

OU were not
here yester-
day,” said the
gentle tcacher

Y of the village

{V school, as she

placed her hand

on the curly
head of one of
2>~ her pupils. It

was recess time, but
the litt'e girl address-
ed had not gone to
frolic away the fen
minutes, nor even
left her seat, hut sat ab-

sorbed in what seemed u

fruitless attempt to make

herself mistress of o sum
= in long division.

Her face and neck erimsoned at
the remark of her teacher, but
looking up, she seemed somewhat
re-assured by the kind glance that
met her and answered,“no, ma’am,
I was not, but sister Nelly was.”

“ T remember there was a little
girl who called herself Nelly Gray,
came in yesterday, but I did not
know she was your sister. But
why did not you come? You
seem to love study very much.”

“Tt was not because I did not
want to,”” was the earncst answer,
and then she paused and the deep
flush tinged that fair brow, « but,”

she continued dfter a moment of
painful embarrassment, “ mother
cannot spare both of us convenient-
ly, and so we are gouing tu tuke
turns.  Pm going to scheul one
day, and sister the next, and to-
night I’'m to teach Nelly all T have
learned to-day, and to-morrow
night ske will teach me all that
she learns while here. It's the
only way we can think of getting
along, and we want to study very
much, so as to sometime keep
schoul ourselves, and take care of
mother, because she has to work
very hard to take care of us.”

With genuine delicacy Miss
M {urbore to guestion the child
farther, but sat down beside her,
and in a moment explained the
rule over which she was puzzling
her young brain, so that the diffi-
cult sum was easily finished.

¢ You had better go out and take
the air a moment, you have studied
very hard to-day,” said the teacher,
as the little girl put aside her slate.

“ 1 had rather not— I might tear
my dress—I will stand by the win-
dow and watch the rest.”

There was a peculiar tone in the
voice of her pupil as she said, < 7
might tear my dress,” that Miss
M. was lead instinctively to
notice it. It was nothing but
ninepenny print of a deep hue, but
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it was neatly made and had never
yet been washed. And while
looking at it, she remembered that
during the whole previous fortnight
that Mary Gray had. attended
school regularly, she had never
seen her wear but one dress. ¢« She
is a thoughtful little girl,” said she
to herself, “and does not want to
make her mother any trouble. 1
wish I had more such scholars.”

The next morning Mary was ab-
sent, but her sister occupied her
seat. There was somethingso in-
teresting in the two little sisters,
the one eleven and the other
eighteen months younger, agreeing
to attend school by turns, that Miss
M could not forbear observing
them very closely. They: were
pretty faced children, of delicate
forms, and fairy-like hands and
feet—the elder with dark lustrous
eyes and chestnut curls, the
younger with orbs like the sky of
June, her white neck veiled by a
wreath of golden ringlets. She
observed in both, the same close
attertion to their studies, and as
Mary had tarried within during
play-time, so did Nelly ; and upon
speaking to her as she had to her
sister, she received, too, the same
answer, ‘“ £ meght tear my dress.”?

The reply caused Miss M
to notice the garb of her sister.
She saw at once that it was of the
same piece as Mary’s, and upon
serutinizing it very closely,she be-
came certain that it was the sarue
dress. It did not fit quite so pretty
on Nelly, and was too long for her,
and she was evidently ill at ease
when she noticed her teacher look-
ing at the bright pink flowers that
were so thickly set on the white
ground.

The discpvery was one that
could not biit interest a heart so
truly benevolent as that which
pulsated in the bosom of that vil-
Jage school teacher. She ascer-

tained the residence of their mo-
ther, and though sorely shortened
herself by a narrow purse, that
same night, having found at the
only store in the place a few yards
of the same material, purchased a
dress for little Nelly, and sent it to
her in sueh a way that the donor
could unot be detected.

Very bright and happy looked
Mary Gray on Friday morning, as
she entered the school at an early
hour. She wuiled only to place
her books in neat order in her desk,
ere she appronched Miss M ,
and whispered, in voice that laugh-
ed in spite of her efforts to make it
low and deferential, « After this
week sister Nelly is coming to
school every day, and oh, I am se
glad ”?

“That is very good rews,” re-
plied the teacher, kindly. ¢ Nelly
1s fond of her books, I see, and I
am happy to know that she can
have an opportunity to study her
books every day.” Then she con-
tinued, a little good-natured mis-
chiefencircling her eyes and dimp-
ling her sweet lips, “ But how can
your mother spare you both con-
veniently

“Q, yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am, she
can now. Something happened
she didn’t expect, and she is as
glad to have us come as we are to
do s0.” She hesitated a moment,
but her young hearl was filled to
the brim with joy, and when a
child is happy it is as nacural to tell
the cause, as it is for a bird to war-
ble when the sun shines. So ont
of the fulness ofher heart she spoke
and told her teacher this little
story.

She and her sister were the only
children of a very pcor widow,
whose health was so delicate that
it was almost impossible to support
herself and daughters. She was
obliged to keep them out of school
all winter, because they had no
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clothes to wear, but she told them
that if they could earn enough by
doing odd chores for the neighbors
to buy each of them a new dress,
they might goin the spring. Very
carnestly had the little girls im-
proved their stray chances, and
very carefully hoarded the copper
coins which usually repaid them.
They had each nearly saveu en-
ough to buy a calico dress, when
Nelly was taken sick, and as the
mother had no money heforehand,
her own treasure had to he expend-
ed in the purchase of medicine.

“0, I did feel so bad when
school opened and Nelly could not
go, because sh: had no dress,” said
Mary. “I told mother I wouldn’t
go either, but she said I had better,
for I could teach sister some, and
it would be better than no school-
ing. Istood it for a fortnight, but
Nelly’s little face seemed all the
time Jooking at me on the way to
school, and I couldn’t be happy a
bit, so I finally thought of a way
by which we could both go, and I
told mother I would come oi.e day,
and the next I would lend Nelly
my dress and she might come, and
that’s the way we have done this
week, DBut last night, don’t you
think, somehody sent sister a dress
just like mine, and now she can
come too. O, if I only knew who
it was, I would get down on my
knees and thank them, and so
would Nelly. Bat wedon’t know,
and so we’ve done all we could for
them—uwe’ve prayed for them—und
O, Miss M , we are all so glad
now. Ain’t you too?”

“Indeed I am,” was the em-
phatic answer. And when,on the
following Monday, little Nelly, in
the new pink dress, entered the
school-room, her face radiant as a
rose in sunshine, and approaching
the teacher’s table, exclaimed in
tones as musical as those of a freed
sountain, ‘TPm soming to school

every day, and O, fam so glad }”
Miss M—— felt as she had never
done before, that it is more blessed
to give than torcceive, No mil-
lionaire, when he saw his name in
public prints, lauded for his thou-
sand dollar charities, was ever so
happy as the poor school teacher
who wore her gloves half a sum-
mer longer than she ought, and
thereby saved enough to buy that
little fatherless girl a calico dress.

HOME.

( HERE is magic
3 in this word,
and whe has
not felt its in-
fluence ! We
may roam far
from our native
land, may roam
in foreign coun-
7 tries, and min-
> gle only with strang-
ers.

Various causes
may combine to ren-
der us forgetful of
home, its pleasures and
its sorrows. The many
cares and troubles of life
may engage our atlen-
tion, and the attractions
of society may spread their charms.
But in the calm powers of refiec-
tion, memory points to the past,
and recalls to our recollection the
scenes of our early years, of our
childhood’s home. Again in fancy
we listen to the greetings of those
dear familiar voices whi‘h long
ago were hushed in the silent
grave. Again we view each well
known spot, endeared to us by ten-
der recollections. Again the hills
and villages so dear to memory rise
before us. The dancing stream
glitters in the sun beams, as in
those by gone days when we play-
ed with its sparkling waters, and
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gathered the flowers on its mossy
banks.

Our childhood’s home !-——What
recollections do these words recall
—associated as they are with all
that our memory holds dear,—with
the remcmbrance of a father'’s
watchful care and a mother’s af-
fection.  Almost inseusibly we
forget the years which have rolled
away since we viewed these scenes
as happy thoughtless children.
But the delusion soon vanishes,
and the stern realities of life again
resume their sway.

C. M. A,

THE RIVER OF FREEDOM,
BY J. C. HAGEN,
2, . AIL, Mighty St. Law-
4 rence!
The pride of the
North!
As pure as the streams
That from Eden
i gushed forth;
o \With islands of beau-

Where angels may
dwell,
\ And man might mis-
take
For his home e’er he fell.

Oh ! many the rivers

) Thy beauty may share,
) ,v With waters as sparkling
And islands as fair!

Winle on their broad bo-

soms
g Exultingly ride
The rich-freighted navies,
Of Nations the pride.

Yet *tis not thy islands,
So fraught with delight ;
It is not thy waters,
So sparkling and bright;
For higher and holier
Thy glory shall be—
The slave that once touches
Thy bosom is free.

Yes, glorious river!
The chain of the slave
Dissolves at the magical
Touch of thy wave;
And bis ruthless pursuer
Caa reach him no more,
For the hand of Oppression
Falls dead on thy shore,

Blessed river of freedom !
Oh! long may thy wave
Be the dread of the tyrant,
The hope of the slave;
And Afric’s crushed children
Still hail with delight,
The moment thy waters
First gleaw on their sight !

And, oh! that some power
From heaven would fill,
Witk virtues like thine,
Every fountain and rill,
Till not a bread river
A country shall lave,
‘Where harbors a tyrant,
Where trembles a slave.
—Christian Inquirer.

THE SNOW FLAKE.

“ HERE art thou going, thou lit-
4 m tle snow-ilake,
~ J d Quivering, quivering, down
thesky ?
Wha;.] woulds’t be Jdoing, thou little snow-
ake,
Leaving thy home in the regions on high ?
Earth is no place fur a fair thing like thee,
Fragile as beautiful, graceful as white,—
Meet for an angel to place on his brow,
When he stands by the throne of the
Father of light”

“ T am but one of a sisterhood fair ;
We have a work to perform upon carth;
So we come quivering down through the
air,
Leaving the fleecy clouds where we
have birth,
We are commission'd to shelter and shield,
From the sharp frost and the keen nip-
ping wind,
The roots and the seeds in the garden and
fields,
That fruits in due season may grow for
mankind.”

But dost thou knoev, O! thou little snow-
flake,
Leaving thy lome in the regions of air,
That when brought low, O! then little
snow-flake,
Dark will tby lot be, and sad will thou
fare ?
Dashed into pieces, and whirkd to and fro,
Trod on, defiled, and soon lost in the

mire ;
Neler again to thy home shait thou go,
Never sce the clouds with their edges on
fire.” :

“Light hearted guestioner, we have no fear,
Ve hiave no care for whate’er may betide;

God hath commanded, our duty is clear,
What skell befall us ’tis He must decide,
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Although on carth we he melted, defiled,
Forms yet more beautiful we shall as-
sume;
E'en like the soul of a dut’fd child
By the Son of Salvation called out of the
tomb.”

«IF MY MOTHER HAD LIVED, 1
SHOULD NEVER HAVE BEEN
HERE.”

BY T. W. BROWN,
THIN sleet
was coating
thegside-walks,
and cutting
keenly intothe
face, as late at
night we left
our office and
turned home-
ward. The
sky was dark with
cold-looking clouds,
and the
ftared dimly out upon
thesolitude of the de-
serted streets. Livery
thing was desolate and
cold. The wind moan-
cd dismally as it swept
f15 in fitful gustsaround the
corners, and died away like the
spectre-whisperings of the lost.
Turning a corner, we stumbled
against some obstruction upon the
walk, and fell forward at full
length. As our right hand struck
out to save the severity of the fall,
it fell upon a human face. A
smothered curse greeted the act,
and we found ourself in the com-
pany of a miserable object, too
drank to rise from wlere he had
fallen. His hands were numb and
nearly frozen, while his bloated
face was burnicg with the accurs-
ed fever-flood which he had swal-
lowed. With much effort we
raised the poor fellow upon his
feet, drunk as he was. As the
lamp-light fcll upon our faces, he
knew us. “O Brown,” said he,
T unsteady yet touching tones,

gas-lamps

“if my mother had lived, T should
never have been here. Ged! fi-
ther,mother, sister—all dead ! wile

[and ehildren at the poor-house, and .

[drunk in the gutter! Tt wa'n’t
so once, belicve e, Sir., No, it
was not so once. We could be-
lieve the wretched slave, for we
knew he uttered but the truth.
Our own eyes were tlooded as were
the drunkard’s — the bardened
wept as a broken-hearted child
would weep.

Iis few words revcaled a bitter
history. Iis mother and sister
dead, his own family at the alms-
house, and he deserted in the
heart of the city. e had grasped
at the bubbles upon the breakers’
brim, and learned to love their sha-
dows. The deceitful tide of habit
had borne hiim on, until every bea-
con-light of hope and home had
faded out in the distance, and he
found himself without a friend on
ear‘h, a wrecek on the ocean waste.

The words of the drunken man
made a deep impression upon our
mind. They revealed the strength
and lasting influence of a mother’s
teachings and a mother’s memory.
Alone, houseless, homeless, and
hopeless, the wayward wanderer
of the winter’s night remembered
the fireside of his b..yhood, and the
guardian form which presided
there. The flames of the demon-
draught, through long years of de-
gradation, had not burned that
sacred vision from his heart, Like
a faint, lingering light of bliss for
ever lost, it clung to the broken
altars of his manhood. That holy
love-light which beamed over his
cradle did not die out when all
else that was good and pure was
forgotten. It lingered over the
wreck of all, like a bright, blessed
dream of the past. The heart-
shrine was cast down and broken ; |
vet, like the ivy upon the crum- |
bled ruin, the remembrance of a
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better dream was cherished to the | the ashes of the erring, for they
last. were your kinsmen and kinswo-
The mother little dreams of the men, and. with equal advantages,
lasting impress she casts upon a might have trod as high a path-
creature of immortality. She may way as yourselves.
pass away and leave her children; ¢ All that’s good in me I owe to
behind her. That circle may be my mother,” said the ¢ Old Man
scattered up and down the earth,' Eloquent,” a tear gathering in his
but the memory of a mother goes, eye, as he stood where he after-
with them. The death-cup and wards died —at his post. How
the maniac revel may for amo-leloquent the tribule to the influ-
ment obscure a mother’s memory,| ence of the mother from one of the
but the holy vision will live, and : greatest of earth! It stands proud-
in the still hours return like the|ly in the history of John Q. Adams.
spirit of a better angel. I Napoleon, while féted by the no-
‘We once addressed a few words! bility of conquered Austria, and
to the counvicts of the Prison, ' surrounded by the courtesans of a
in their chapel. We spoke of the I corrupt court, turned a deaf ear to
redeeming influence of home and |their seductive plots; for he re-
friends ; where wives, sistdrs, atd | membered his mother, her virtues,
mothers were quick to cheer andand her holy teachings. < How
comfort in trouble, and to adminis- | proud should a mother be of such

ter in sickness. 'We spoke of those
who were early thrown out upon
the world without the hlessed guide
of a mother’s counsel. How many
of them, clothed in the garb of in-
famy, and shut cut from society for
their crimes, who, had a mother
lived to counsel and guard their
unwary steppings, might have
been virtuous, usefvl, and henored !
We saw many a tear upon the
convict cheek. Iow many are
wretched, for the want of early
friends, and a good education at
home! How many wander from
a mother’s grave to a life of vice
and crime! How many are now
degraded, who, but for the greatest
of earthly losses, would have been
numbered among the good and the
true! How many now treading
in the pride of honorable manhood,
who, if subjected to the same early
loss, would have trod the pathway
of dishonor! How many a fair
one, now ‘beautiful and pure, but
for the existence of a mother and
a home, would have gone down to
the abodes of infamy! Think of]
these things, and tread lightly apon

a son !” once said a friend to one
of the most gifted of American or-
ators, at the conclusion of one of
those electric harangues which
have never been surpassed for fiery
and impetuons eloquence. The
eagle eye of the excited orator
melted into tenderness as he repli-
ed, “ Rather say, Sir, how proud a
son ought to be of such a mother ”’
The eloquent and soaring Prentiss
is in his grave; but kis tribute to
the memory of his mother gleams
like a jewel of deathless beauty in
the coronet of his fame.

No, the world moves on, un-
thinking of the silent, yet potent
agency around the hearth. It
hardly stops to ask the criminal if
he had an early home. ¢ Let me
make the ballads of a nation,” said
a writer,r “and I care not who
makes the lJaws.” All very true;
yet we would go down to a deeper
source of the greatness of a people,
and say, Let us select the mothers
of a mation, and its ballads and
laws shall both be right—the bal-
lads pure in sentiment, and the
laws obeyed.
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ANTI-TEMPERANCE REMEDY,
M &- £ presume none
2 of our readers
will object to
the application
of the vinous
poisor in the
following man-
ner as described
by the Paris
Journal :—

Mr. H— who
dwells in the coun-
try, on awakening
in the night, heard
some one attempt-
ing to force the blind of
his parlor window. Mr.
H—— was unarmed, but
his presence of mind did
not forsalke him. Ie
took a bottle of champagne, cut
the wire, and retaining the cork
with his thumb, and calmly await-
ing till the burglar having forced
the blind and introduced his head
into the room when Mr. H——let
the cork fly in his face. The re-
port was loud and the burglar al-
armed by it and supposing the
chanmpagne which covered his face
was his own blood, fell to the
ground crying for mercy. Mr.
H having assured himself that
the robber was alone, sprang from
the wirdow, bound him, carried
him to the village and delivered
hirm to the constable.

A PATCH ON THE COAT.

OST children
dislike to wear
patched gar-
ments. LEvil
habits may be
considered as
patches upon

A one’s character.
Every youth especially should
seek to put on a whole garment
.t least ofsincerity, integrily, so-

briety, and virtue. But, alas! so
far from all doing this, here isa
little boy with the patch of pro-
fanity on his character; another of
intemperance and tobacco extra-
vagence ;anotherof Sabbath break-
ing; another of bad behaviour in
the House of God and at the places
of public resort, and another of dis-
obedience to parents, &c., &c.

My young friend, if your char-
acter is patched up in this way,
let me advise you to get rid of
these patches as soon as possible.
You are exposed to public serutiny 3
people will know what youare;
and God will be justly angry with
you fot corrupting yourself and
others by wrong doing.

If parents would take as much
pains to prepare their children’s
characters for public admiration
and respectability as they do in
dressing up their bodies! how
many a vicious curse would be
renounced! how many gambling
and drinking victims would be
saved ! how much profanity would
be suppressed ! how much dishon-
esty and Sabbath breaking would
be avoided! How much happi-
ness would be the frnits of this
care and parental restraint.

J. T. D.

PreacH Smarn.— ¢ Mother,”
said a little girl seven years old,
«] could not understand our minis-
ter to-day, he said so many hard
words. I wish he could preach so
that little girls could understand
him.—~Won’t he, mother 2’ “ Yes
I think so, if we ask him.” Soon
after, her father saw her going to
the minister’s. “ Where are you
going, Emma?’ said he. “Tam
going over to Mr. ’s to ask
him to preach small.”’—Christian
Times.

Tt is a2 wonder when Eve went
out walking, what she did without
a parasol.

g g e
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ROBERT DAWSON;
THE BRAVE SPIRIT.

OR,

in the
third year of
my residence
with Mr. Simp-
son, that he en-
gaged to do a
large amount ot
work for a pub-
lishing house in
the city, in a
certain time. Bul
one evening to-
ward the- close of
¥ thejob, the publish-
$ ersuddeniy appear-
ed in the office. Ile
and Mry. Simpson iwere
closeted together some
time. When the office
was alone fur the even-
ing, Mr. Simpson told us that the
work must be finished in three
days at the farthest, and that we
must all bestir ourselves early en-
ough in the morning. It was my
duty to open the office and prepare
it for work.

“Tom P said Mr. Simpson, « |
want you to get up and do Robert’s
work to-morrow morning ; he looks
pretty sick to-night, and must not
come into the office until afier
breakfast.” I had taken a severe
cold.

The stranger saw and marked
us both, and heard Mr. Simpson’s
directions.

“ Robert, do you lie a bed to-
morrow morning, and Tom by all
means be up by four. Here! take
my alarm watch and hang it up
by your bed-side. Be up, sir, in
good scason.i’

“Yes sir,” answered Tom,
though in no willing toue.

When we went to bed a tre-
mendous snow storm was begin-
ning to rage and howl without.

The cold was extreme, and the

T was

wind a furious northeaster. Isocon
forgot the storm and sank intoa
peaceful slumber, with the agree-
ble expectation of lying as long as
I choose in the morning. Inan
incredible short time (as it seemed,
so profound were our slumbers)
Tom and I were aroused by the
alarm wateh, one, two, three, four!
—could it indeed be morning?

«It is time to get up, Tom?”?
shouted I; shaking hisarm. ¢ Get
up, then !’ he growled roughly.

“But T am sick, Tom, and you
remember what Mr. Simpsonsaid.”

No, Tom was not to be roused.
IIe was not going to get up such a
stormy morning so early—not he !
He was not going to do it for Mr.
Simy son, nor for me, nor any body
else—not he. Ie was not going
to get up, if he never did any
work.

How many arc like Tom, when
a demand is made upon them for
a little extra effort!  ‘they are not
goiug to work so—not they.

Now it was evident somebody
must get up;and it must be, cer-
tainly, one of us. I felt that I had
a right to slcep the night out that
time. DBesides I feared it might
be hazardous to get up, for I was
in a profuse perspiration, and the
storm was raging violently. But
my own personal consideration had
no more effect upon my bed-fellow
than had his master’s commands.

Well, it must be done. Make
up your mind to do it, and then
do it courageously, thought I. Out
of bed T jumped, and dressed my-
self rapidly, without suflering my-
self to regret the snug warny quar
ters I had left. In spite aof the
head-ache, sore throat and congh,
I went Lravely on. T ploughed
my way to the office through the
drifting snow, built the fire, and
got everything in readiness for the
workmen, long Lefore they began
toappear. Then tying the lantern.
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before me, to see the way, I fought
with the snow until I shovelled a
respectable path from the house to
the office. Some one beside my-
se!f was np in the house ; several
times hie appeared at the window
lovking out and watching my pro-
gress. While I was in the office,
o heavy step ascended the stuirs.
Not John’s, nor Tom’s, nor Mr.
Farley’s, nor Mr, Simpson’s. Lo!
the publisher bimself entered.
He, such a rich man! up and see-
ing about his business so early! 1
was armazed. Our office had mach
work for him, and we all respected
him greatly.

“1 thought you were the boy
that was not to get up this morn-
ing, Robert? A stormy morning
this and tough work you have had
of it.” #Only a few drops at a
time,” T added to myself.

“ Right, right!” exclaimed the
publisher, with great spirit. « You
have had a training that is worth
something ; yes worth more to be-
gin life with than thousands of
dollars. 1 see you can put your
hand to the piow and not look back.
The great fault of young men now-
a-days is, they are afraid to work,
they want to live too easy; while
the fact is, we cannot getanything
worth having, reputation, property,
or anything good without working,
aye, striving for it. I must keep
my eye on you, young man.”

Upon what apparently little in-
cidents hang the well-being of
men. 1 saw apparently little
chance-like incidents,and yet they
are neither littlenorby any chance;
they are a part of the great moral
wool which our habits weave into
destinies. o that what so many
call a lucky hit, or an unlucky
turn, is in fact the true result of
what the past hath wrought out.

To some it might have seemed
a lucky hit, that the great publisher
Jf ~—— and I, an obscure appren-

tice, should have happened to meet
just as we did, at half past four on
a stormy winter’'s morning, in Mr,
Simpson’s printing office, becaunse
from that time he became my fust
friend.

At twenty-one, I was free, with
a good trade thoroughly learned.

At twenty-two, I was master of
two hundred and ninty dollars.

At twenty-three a profitable pas
per and printing establishment in
a large neighboring town was for
sale.

“ How much money did vou
earn last yea , Robert,” asked the
publisher, who contrived to meet
me at the time.

“ "Pwo hundred and ninty dollars
sir, clear.”

“ Just what I expected. Ihave
bought the Journal office and fur-
niture, and am going to set you up
in business. I see you can take
care of your own, therefore I can
safely trust you with mmne. You
are not afraid of difficulties 7

Noj; it was not a lucky hit, or
any hit at all, if by this is meant a
chance event. The meeting was
the natural consequence of the
business habits of the man and the
boy. Aund now when poor Charles
Frazer, on beholding my comfor-
table home and pleasant lands the
cther day, called me a “ lucky dog »
and “one of fortune’s favorites,”
I would say toall, as Isaid to him
Success in life, success in any de-
partment of life, can only come
from, and is the legitimate result
of a firm, unflinching resolution to
work—to work honestly and in-
dustriously ; and these habits inust
be formed in boyhood, or they will
never be well formed. They must
be inwrought at home.

“ Nothing good ever turned up
for me I’ exclaimed poor Charley,
as he came the other day to talk
with me, for the hundredth time,
about some new prospect for busi-

J
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ness. Alas! they seemed always‘
to be prospeets, and very distant
ones tuu. 1 ] ever want to bor-
row a dollar of my richest neigh-!
bor, he never happers to have onei
just then, and now 1 do not care.”
" I looked at his shabby cont, and
thought of his wife and children,
pour, poor, very poor ! and asked,
“WWhy 1s it? Had not Charley
ability? Why, yes; but when
Charley was a small boy, his par-
ents always did his worle for him,
T had to do mine myself. Do not
his present inefficiency and fear of
work, and frequent complaints,
grow out of the too much aid, the
useless sympathy, the constant
gratification of his wishes, geudep
ed to him by his parents in boy-

HE sun shope
‘brightly on a clear
March meorning,
though cxisp snow
still lay glistening
on the earth, and
& light shower
falling on the pre-:

o ceeding evening’
had crusted the trees with ige,and]

hood? Children must engage in
some active service, labors, dung-
ers, fatigues, if they would have
healthy constitutions, a self-rely-
ing spirit, and ability to take care

'of themselves.

Then, boys, be not afraid of
work! Do not be afraid of cbsta-
cles in the pursuit of a good end.
A life lies before you. Itslength
you know not. It offers materials
for you to carve out your own des-
tiny, of course under the provi-
dence and with the blessing of God
our Creator. Carefully select your
craft or calling. Work at it skil-
fully, industriously, faithfully.
Then be sure it will yield you all
you need.—Eatract from new pub-
tication of Am. Sun. School Union.

eaves of the houses. Cheerfully
the rosy light slid through the half
drawn curtains of a pleasant room
where a row of little cots placed
side by side, indicated the sleeping
apartment of the younger mera-
bers of a thriving family. 1t was
very silent at that early hour, for
the genius of sleep had strewed his
poppies over every cot, and the

Ieft lopg icicles dreoping from the

little gniet faces that rested onthe
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pillows might each have person-
ated a cherub of innocence.

Presently a pair of bright dark
eyes slowly opened, and Emma,
the eldest, sat up, and leaning on
oue ellow, looked on her sleepy
sisters, while her baby brother,
who was just awake, very quiet,
trying to open Nurse’s eyelids, as
a hint, probably, that it was time
to prepare his breakfast. The
nursery was soon no longer silent ;
two or three elder children came
running in, exclaiming, *we are
going to the Maple Grove to-day,”
and directly all tumbled out of bed,
and began dressing as fast as pos-
sible. Then there was heard a
whistling on the stairs, and a rup
on the door as Jound again as was
necessary ; ift. was Ifarry, and he
called to them.

trees whose symmetrical forms
and rich foliage are the pride of
the Canadian woods, as the valu-
able sap is probably destined to
become an article of extensive
commerce to the country. They
stood as regularly, almost, as if
planted by the hand of art; the
smooth tall trunks, and their leaf-
less branches still encumbered
with the frozen rain which began
now to melt, and fell sparkling in
sudden showers upon the ernsted
snow. Two or three hnts or cebans
of the habitans were erected in the
midst of them, and a red bLlaze
flashing through the dense smoke
in sever.l places, showed grouyps
of persons busied in the simple
process of manufacturing the maple
Juice into sugar.

The scene was a novelty to the

“ Come Emma, Jauc und all of ;young pcople, who looked on it
you, dow’t keep papa waiting to-  with great interest, and Harry in.
day 1”? particular had many questious to

“ Oh, no,” they answered, “ for usk. Perhaps the observation and
then we should bLe left behind 3 remarks of that day mwy have
and very soon the family met to- suggested ideas to his nund wliuch
gether .n the breakfiast room at, time may muture and carry out to
their morning repast, and with sume groat practical results, us the
much animation talked over the falling of an apple svlved the luw
anticipated pleasurcs of the day., of gravitation to the mind of New-
The younger children kept running tou. They stood before a tree of
to the window to see if the horses lurge size, whose trunk bore the
were coming round, and the clock marks of many incisious, and from
seemed never to have moved sv which the sup was theu flowing in
slowly to them. Atthe appointed a plentiful stream, with a large
hour, the appearance of a fewvessel placed below to receive it.
friends who werc tu accompany, ¢ lshould think it would kill the
them put an end to their impati- tree, papa,” said Harry, “ to be cut
wence 3 they started off’ at a brisk;in this manuer.”
pace, the sleigh bells ringing mer-; ¢ The cut is not deep enough to
rily, and though the winter roads,effect it vitally,” said his father;
were beginning to break up,under “ just as in our own flesh we often
the influence ofapproaching spring, receive a severe cut or wound,
the carioles glided on with suffi-| which is healed by a kindly pro-
cient ease, and the ice-bridge still cess of nature, leaving only a.scar,
provided a safe passage across the,as in the tree before us. Itis a
river. The drive terminated at,peculiar property of the maple-tree,
the distance of several miles, where however, that it will bear such
spnme eurly ¢ clegring” hpdlefy un- severe treatment, which would be
disturbed a grove of Sugar Maplgs, l.fm; to.most trees, without recgiv-
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ing material injury. The gutta
percha tree, it is said can only be
tapped once, when it dies, and so
there is an immense less of thise
valuable trees ; but the maples ure
often tapped every year in succes-
sion, though it is best to leave them
each alternate year torecover their
vigor.”

“ Why is not this sap as good for
making sugar as the juice of the
sugar-cane ¥’ “It canunot be so
troublesome a process, for that has
to be crushed or ground to extract
the juice, and this flows freely by
only cutting the bark ¥

« This will undoubtedly, in time,
be brought to as great perfection
as the manufacture of West India
sugar,” he replied. ¢ Therg is u
flavor peculiar to the maple, which
is not agreeable for all purposes,
particularly tea and cofice; but
some remedy will undoubtedly be
discovered for that. Constant im-
provements are making in the art
of refining it, and there is no doubt
it will yet rival the produets of
warmer climates. There were
some specimens of white crushed
sugar made from the maple tree
somewhere about Cobourg, and
sent to the Great Exhibition held
in London, which excelled the
same kind of sugar made from the
cane, in brilliancy of particle, and
it was ulso free {rom any peculiar
taste.

“« Why don’t they get the sap,
all summer long, papa?’ asked
Emma.

« Becanse, Emma, it is only
when the sap begins to rise that
it can be thus drawn off; these
mild, spring-like days, when vege-
table life first revives, the juices
sirculate freely, but are checked
again by the frost at night. This
isconsidered the reason for tapping
the maple tree; later, the juices
become absorbed, and go to nourish
the branches, to form the leaves

and robe the beauntiful and useful
tree in its summer glory.”

‘There were many persons en-
eaged in” muking sugar in that
Maple Grove, and the town visitors
observed the process with much
interest and curiosity. There
were huge iron vessels, suspended
by cranes over the blazing fire, in
which the juice was boiled to the
required degree, either for syrop
or for sugar of different qualities.
"These fires were kept up constantly
during the season of the sugar
boiling, and men watched the
kettles by day and might lest the
contents should be spoiled or wast-
ed.

Our little party had brought re-
freshments with them, and exer-
cise, and the pure air, gave them
excellent appetites. They obtain-
ed the use of a hut with a blazing
fire in it, and the sugar in its vari-
ous stages of progress was very
tempting te the young ones. The
hot fluid poured uj:on snow, formed
thin cakes, which, when cool, were
very crisp and palatable. The
children were allowed to covl some
of the liquid in this manner for
themselves, and really fincied
they were quite skilled in the art
of sugar-making. The day seem-
ed a very short one to them a:,
they had enjoyed so much and re-
ceived so many new ideas. Ahlove
all, they had learned to appreciate
the value of labour, and could un-
derstand more clearly how much
intelligence is required, to sccure
the comforts and luxuries of lfe.
Necessity compels the savage to
make the first rude experiments
in living ; but it is only Ly the ap-
plication of talent, and the energy
of will, that the arts of refined life
are matured and perfected.

LearNine will acenmulate won-
derfuliy if you add a litile every
day. K
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THE ROMANCE OF SLAVERY;
AN INCIDENT OF REAL LIFE,

T is probvable
that well-nigh
all our readers
arc familiar
with the char-
acter and ex-
perience of
GGeorge and
Eliza, i that
undying work,

“ Urcle Tom’s Ca-

bin?> The pure

and beautiful devo-

2 tion of those two
Y slaves to eachother

ccnstitutes one cof the

charms of that thrilling
story, while the troubled
history of their attach-
ment embodies so many
traits which all feel to be truthful,
that the episode in slave life thus
presented will never cease to in-
terest the careful stndent of human
natuare. In the course of o read-
ing lately, we have met with an
incidernt so similar in kind, and so
confirmatory of the verisimilitude
of Mrs, Stowe’s representations of
this phase of slave character, that
we hesitate not to transfer it to our
pages. It isto be found in a very
mstructive and valuable work on
the inhabitants of the African

Sahara, under the title of “ Even-

ings in my Tent,” by the Rev. N.

Davis—a gentleman of remarkable

powers of observation, accompani-

ed by an equal facility for commu-
nicating, in an agrecable manner,
the results of his intercourse with
the little known tribes of Northern

Africa. We have styled the affect-

ing incident which follows, « The

Romanee of Slavery ;” yet surely

it exhibits an aspect of slave life

full of painful and terrible interest,
and one which, it is probable, is of

..o unfrequent oceurrence.

¢ During my residence in this

part of the world,” (Northern
Africa) he says,* 1 have had many
opputtunities of forming an esti-
mate of the capabilities of that
race, and I have uno hesitation in
bearing my testimony in it favor,
in opposition to thuse who woald
plice the black man upon a level
with the brate, or regard him as
the link which forms the connec-
tion between the brute and man.
One of the finest logicians I ever
met with was a black man from
Soudan, who spoke the dialect of
his country, and -was, besides, a
most proficient scholar of that most
difficult of difficult languages, the
Arabic. Another I knew from
Damargo, whose poetry equalled
that of the Moalquaat, the seven
famous poems of Mecca. I have
known them, soon after their arri-
val {rom the interior, manifest
great mechanical ingenuity; and
many ministers of state, and offi-
cers in the army, priests and law-
yers of the same race, have proved
to the various Mohammedau coun-
tries, that their intellect was in
nothinginferior tothatof the white.
The love of country, the affection
for kindred, the attachment to
friends, the courage, the persever-
ance, the patience, the fidelity and
huminity exhibited by the poor
negrocs, even in their rude state,
as they are forced along the dreary
desert, by those who have cruclly
torn them from the places of their
birth and all they prized and loved,
might be illustrated by a number
of most interesting and authentic
anccdotes. But as there is every
probability of a volume of this
kind soon making its appearance
in ‘charming verse,” it would be
unfair in me to anticipate the fair
authoress, particularly as she is so
able for the task she has under-
taken. And as I shall have occa-
sion to return to the subject of sla-
very in a following chapter, I shall



62 THE LIF

E BOAT. [Vot.

here only introduce an anecdote
relating to an occurrence at Lripoli,
a number of years bac'i, and that
from the pen of the author of ¢ t'en
Years in that Regeney.”

“¢ As we were going one morn-
ing through the inner court-yard
to the harem of a Moorish house of
distinction, two remarkable fine
figures, among some newly-pur-
chased blacks, a beautiful woman
and a well-loocking man, arrested
our attention. By their gestures it
was easy to perceive that they
laboured under some very deep dis-
tress ; the momeut, therefore, our
first compliments on meeting the
family was over, we inquired the
history of these unhappy -people,
and the reason of their present ap-
parent despair. We were told,
they ‘had given a great deal of
trouble to the merchant’s family,
so that they -were obliged to be
watched day and night,and all in-
stroments put out of their way, as
they were at first continually en-
deavouring to destroy themselves,
and sometimes each other. Their
story will prove, that their isfriend-
ship and fidelity to be found even
amongsavages. The female, who
is certainly very beautiful for a
black, is about sixteen, her hair
long, full, and shining like jet, her
teeth beautifully even and small,
and their whiteness more wonder-
fully striking from the contrast of
her face, which is of the deepest
black complexion. Her stature is
tall, and fuller than that of the
blacks in general. She is esteem-
ed to be handsomer than any one
that hes been brought here for
years. This beauty (probably the
admiration of her own country)
had boestowed her heart and her
hand on the man who is now with
her. Their nuptials were going
to be celebrated, when her friends,
one morning, missing her, traced
her steps to-the corner of an adjac-

ent wood, and immediately appre-
hending she had been pursited and
that she had fled to the thicket for
shelter, (the common and lust re-
source of escape from those who
scoured the country for slaves,)
they went directiy to her lover, and
told him of their distress. e,
without losing time to search for
her in the woods, hastcned to the
sea-side, where his foreboding
heart told him he should find her,
in some vessels anchored there for
the purpose of carrying off slaves.
He was just easy enough in his
circumstances not to be dfraid of
being stolen himself, as it is in
general only the unprotected that
are carried off by these huniers of
the human race. His conjectures
were just. He saw, with destrac-
tion, his bettothed wife in the
hands of those who had stolen her.
He knelt to the robbers who now
had the disposul of her, to know
the price they demanded for her;
but all he was worth did not make
him rich enough to purchase his
female friend, un whom the high
price of two hundred mahboobs
(neara hundred ponnds) was fixed.
He, therefore, did not hesitate a
moment to sell his little flock of
sheep, and the small bit of ground
he was possessed: of, and then dis-
posed of himself to those who had
taken his companion. Happy that
they would -do him this last favour,
he cheerfully accompanied her,
and threw himself into slavery for
her sake. This faithful pair was
sold, with other slaves, to the Afri-
can whose house we werein. The
woman was to be sent off from this
place, with the rest of the mer-
chant’s slaves, to be sold again, she
having, from her figure and beauty,
cost too much money to be kept as
a servant. The merchant meant
10 keep the man, on whom a much
less price was fixed;as a domestic
in his:ownfamily.
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«¢This distressed pair, on hear-! power, he knew she would then
ing they were to be separated, be- be goune thither, and waiting for
caice {rantic. They threw them- him to jorn her. The merchant,
selves on the ground, in the way finding it impossible to persnade
of some of the ladies of the family, him by words to stay, would not
whom they saw passing by ; and detain him by force, but has left
finding one was the daughter of him at liberty to foliow the for-

their master, they could not he
prevented from clinging round her
to implore her assistance, and their
grief could only be moderated by
this lady’s humane assurance that
she would interfere with her father
not to part them. The master,too
compassionate in so hard a case to
make use of his right in keeping
either of these unfortunate slaves
by force, expostulated with the
man, showing him how easy his
own blacks lived, and telling him
that if he remained with him, and

was deserving, he should have’

many more indulgences.  But the
black fell at the merchant’s feet,
and entreated him ot to keep him,
if he sent his companion away,
suying, if he did, he would lose all
the money he had paid for them
both ; for that, though knives and
poison were kept out of the way,
no one could force them to eat, and
that no lituman meauns conld make
them break the oath they had al-
ready taken, in presence of the
Deity, never to live asunder. In
vain the merchant told this slave
that the beanty of his companion
had raised her far above the price
of those bought for menial servi-
tude, and that she must scon be-
come the property of some rich
Tuork, and consequently be sepa-
vated from him for ever. This bar-
barity, the slave replied, he ex-
pected, but still nothing should
make him voluntarily leave her;
adding, that when they were part-
ed by force, it would be time en-
ough for him to die,and go, accord-
ing to their implieit belief, to their
own countty, ta meet her, as, in
spite of those who had her in their

i tunes of his companion.

“¢<Among a number of these
newly purchased slaves, ordered
intu the apartmen where we were,
was the beautiful female black.
For scme time her attention was
taken up with us, but the novelty
of the sight did not keep her many
minutes from bursting into the
un.ost extravagent grief again at
the thought of her own situation.
She ran from wus, and, hiding her
(face with her hands, sat down in
a corner of the gullery, while the
rest of her companions, standing
'round her, frequently pulled her
I'violently to partake with them of
the sight of the Christians,at whom
they gazed with fear, amazement,
and admiration, while their more
polished country-women, who had
been longer in the family, laughed
at them for their surprise and terror.
But in these slaves, just dragged
away from their native soil, hunted
like wild animals from the woods,
where they had taken shelter, and
enticed from their dearest connex-
ions, the sight of white people
must naturally inspire every senti-
ment of disgust and horrer. How-
ever, by the time they were a little
convinced that their dread, at least
of the Christians’ presence, was
needless, some of them became
quite pacified, and were ordered
tomake upa dance. Abouttwenty
of them stood up. The ablest
amongst them took the lead, the
rest, touching the tip of each other’s
hand and foot, according to theix
mauner of dancing, formed a long
line, when each, with the greatest
exactness, and the utmost grace
imaginable. repeated the steps and

aeemena o Lo
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actions of their leader in perfect
time. But neither entreaties nor
threats could prevail ou the un-
happy black to join in this dance.
She sat inconsolable by herself,
and contibued many days in the
same sullen condition 5 and all we
could learn on leaving the house,
concearning this unfortunate fe-
male, lately so happy in her own
country, was, that she was des-
tined, with her husband, or rather
lover, to embark in a few days on
board a merchant vessel, the owner
of which had bought them both,
with several others, to sell them at
Counstantinople.’

“Well might these, and all ne-
gro captives, join in this dirge of
their own composition—

‘0 God! give us our liberty~
Where do they hurry us?

Tears rise on cvery side,

Drear is the world wide—
Where do they carry us?

‘0 God! free us from slavery—
Shall we, in happiness,

See our dear homes again—
‘Where once no care nor pain
Caused us vneasiness ?

£ 0 God! give us our liberty—
In dreadful drearmess

Natwre on every hand

Frowns in this borrid land!
We die of weariness—

O God! give us our liberty.

« This original piece (the word-
ing of which is only slightly alter-
ed) was handed to me, some .ew
years ago, by my late lamented
friend, James Richardson. Onthe
same paper on which it was pen-
ned, he says, ¢ It is not to be won-
dered at that these poor bondswo-
men and children cheer up their
hearts, in their lonely and painful
wanderings over the frightful de-
sert, with words and sentiments
like these. But T have often ob-
served that their fatigue and sufler-
ings were too great for them to
strike up this melancholy dirge,

and many, many days their mourn- i g,

ful strains never broke the horrid
silence of the African wilderness
of stone and sand. But when in
good health, and reposing at the
stations of the route, they sing from
morning to night.”” — Leisure
Hour.

CHARADES.

VI,

Tne name of a tree that in England
grows,
A river next that in Northampton flows,
A beautiful flover famihar to all,
A troublesvme insect exceedingly small 3
What miners will always contrive to
conceal,
And & delicate fruit which I shall not
© reveal;
The heads of these words will give that
which you
No doubt have been puzzled at times to
construe,

VIIL

My first makes all nature appear with one
face

At my second, is music, and beauty, and
rrace,

And if this charade is not casily said,

My whole you deserve to have thrown af
your head.

M. L., Drummondsville,—We bave re-
ceived the enigmas sent, and would have
mserted them this month, but we find they
are not coirectly got up. Please revise
them and send their answers, and they will
appear next month.

ANSWERS.
To Musical Instruments Enigmatically
expressed, in February number :—
1. Organ, 2. Violin, 3. Bagpipes,

4. Dulcimer, 5. Drum, 6. Piano,
7. Bugle, 8. Sackbut, 9. Harp,
10. Cornet, 11. Fife, 12. Accordion.

To Names of Poets Enigmatically ex-
pressed, in February number :—
1. Littleton, 2. Beaumont, 3. Campbell,
4. Wordsworth, 5. Landon,
6. Cunningham, 7. Dyer, 8. Broome,
9. Denham, 10. Moore, 11, Milton,
12. Beattie.

Printed by H. & G. M. Rose, and published ny
them onthe first of every month, at their Office,
44 Great S1. James strect, Montreal. Al orders
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era.,




