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 alter 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 géographiques en couleur

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

Vi 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 long de la
marge intérieure.

Additional comments /
Commentaires supplémentaires:

Canadiana.org a numérisé le meilleur exemplaire qu’il lui a
éte 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
numeérisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

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

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
v

Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées

v|  Showthrough / Transparence

NV Quality of print varies /

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

LW DOMINION

~

MONTHLY.

VoL. 1.

(From October, 1867, to March, 1868, inclusive.)

MONTREAL:

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

Price One Doliar per annum.






INDEX TO VOL 1.

Page.
A New-Years-Day in Canada.......Original. 285
Adolphe Thiers..........cooivi ittt 98
A RideinaBalloon.............covovvvenen e 38
Abyssinian Church, Curiositiesof............ 354

Autumnal Tints......
Bank-Note Library

Bachelor, Accounting for a. Original. 342
Bear-Stealkl . ..o iviiiir e i e e 17
Beads, The Three Bunches of Original. 56
Beethoven and the Blind Girl................ 144
Blind Robert. . 12
Bleeding Bread............ . 164
Blythe: a Story of Factory Life. . 131
Buckets, The Two 16
Cats....ooviii i P §
Christmas-eve in Brazil. .. .. Original. 221
Canada, Sketches in Upper.......... Original. 140
Canadian Scenes and Home ..Original. 257
Carpet: Household Fairies............... .. . 40
Canadian History, Jottings from...Original. 275
Cerb, Old.........coiiii i i Original. 238
Christmas, An Englhh Past and Present.
................................... Original. 166
Chureh, Early Records of. . 332
Conan’s Grave............. e Omgmaj 154
(0731110 ST FETTIN L 210
Crimean Story........ e o . 278
Decimal Currency................... Ongmal. 126
Devil-Fish, The. . . 827
Disraeli Family... e 48
Doonie’s Queer thtle Brain Lo 48
Donald McDougall, Adventures of.. Or:gmal 355
Doom, A Story of.. e .. 101
Emmet’s Insurrectlon. 48
Eyes.. 30
F&ther Mathew and his Work Ormmal 129 193
Fur-Trade of Montreal........ ..Original. 268
Gay and I called it ¢ Ouar Story” .............. 117
Gardening, Winter.................. Original. 127
Garibaldi......cooviiiiiiiiiin e Original. 217
Geological Theory. ........oooovvevvnr voiaenn. 358
Heroes, Cheap......ocovvevrrrereriiiaiiin 156
Horrible Story. oo vvveriimrenceianiniiiien e 27
Hopkins, The Poet, and lm Publisher....... 137
How I Dreamed the Old Year Out and the
New YearIn.................. vooneOriginal. 231
Holidays, Forty Years Ago.......... Original. 233
How Things are in “The Lews"....... veeens 19

Tceland, Adventurein.................
Indian Tribes in America...
Inventions of the Future....
Jamie’'s Home........... T
Languages, Study of..........
Labrador, Story of. .. «.....Original. 837
Legacy, The Old Man’s..... T

Page.
Leaves, Fallen..............ooii i 65
Louisburg, Captureof................ Original. 214
Musical Incapacity.....coooovviiiiiiiiiiien . 4
Mammoth Cave........ P 92
Mallow, The Wreath of .... veaes U5
Memory and the Final Judgment .......... .. 261
Mexicans and Indians...... e, 35
Mine Own People.....cocvviiiiiiein e nas 339
Money, Two Ways of Counting............... 33
Montreal in the Olden Time...Original.. .57, 158
Mosquito, The Life ofa.............

Muskoka Lake, A trip to

Northmen's Discovery of America........... 86
Nuremburg Castle, Horrors of..... e, 25
Pierre’s Pet Lamb..... e e e s 22
Pleasant Pictures of Olden Times............ a7
Plays at a Party...... TS NN 51, 113
Put a Good Face on it el 12
Punning Mottoes of the Aristocracy......... 100
Railway Adventure ........ccoieieenininiannne 88
Reading....... venenane . . Original, 282
Selections .oocovvenienne PR e 53, 107, 169

Snow-shoe Excursion.. «+.s . Original. 265
Stories Around the Shant) Flre. .. Originad.
.................................. .149,'295, 346
Sunday Morning’s Dream..........ooovavenens 146
Self-Education............

Suez Canal...
Telegraphy by Sound and Light .........

The Traitor.. covovienrrrieneeiorens Translated. 5
The TWinS.. . .ooeeeerroeesreiioiinns Original. 76
Window Plants, Methods for Killing Them.
.................................. Original. 291
Whittier’s Poetry................... Original. 332
Woman’s Wisdom..........oooviiieiiniannns 349
Where The Fault Was.......... vereeeraniseens 293
POETRY.
Bible Riddle.. ..oooovvveviiiininen e, 154
Bonnie Wee Blue-Bird.. .. c-veeooovess e 88
Brazil, Freedom in.......cooeeeiviiii,

Cherry Tree, Song of theé
Cold, In The....
Deliverance of David.

................ Original. 298

Drummer, The Little.. Oru}mal Translation. 353
Echoes from Far Away.. . 148
Enigma,. ccccrvverrraeneii,, . B0
Fanny's School.. . . 120
Habit....oo v ven e . 50
Heavenly Hope................. 106
How Happy I'libel...oov.iviniinnenies e 12
Jezebel. . .. e Original. 224
Knight to His Lady.... Original. 853
Lamp, The Faithful..... PP ceenns 202



1V,

Lilies of the Fleld...............c.oociii i
Little Children......... [N .
Move on, Little-Beggar............. Ortgmal. 96
Many Things are Growing Clear............. 158
Maniac, The.......coovniiiinininns Original. 27
Meteors, November. e iea . Original, 292
Midsummer.......oooviiiiiiiinii 6
Minister, The New..... ()mgmal. 39
Morning, New-Year’s-Day.. - Original. 253
Motherless Turkeys, The.............oovee 35
The White Mountains. .. Original, 100
The Difference................... 213
Old Washerwoman’s Song. Original Trans-
EON. .o e 345
Past, Who Would Forgetthe?....... Original, 72
Praxiteles and Phyrne.....oo.....oovivvniin, 21
Sea-Mews in Winter............ocoiiiiiinn 38
Shakespeare, 1Isit by ?..... R - i1
Snow-Bird, Toa.......... Original. 364
Soldier, The Dead......Original Translation. 281
Sonnets to the Clouds................ Original. 267
Treasures
They Say .
Under the Boughs................ Original. 94, 207
Weleome, from the Nations.. . .. Original, 260
Wee Wifey......ooo... «vs Original, 299
Wild Huntsman The. Ongmal Tmnslauon. 273
Winter.....ooiviii it e i Original. 136
Wolf Hall.......oooiivin o Original. 332
Music,
Angels’ Welcome. ..... [T Original. 311
Beyond the Smiling and the Weeping....... 373
Evening......oooiiiiviiiiieiiane, R .. 186
Gentle Words...........ooovii i 121
Hurrah for Canada!l. Original, 250
New-Year Song...c.cvoviivivraiirnarinnnann.. 251
Shining Way.......ovoiviviiiiiiii i .. 184

Shall We Meet Beyond the River.... Original. 185

INDEX.

Page.
Something in Heaven to do.....vcvvvcviiivis. 60
Whaiting by the River............. veriiseinees. 59
Winter SOng....c.ex ce sivanseienrensns e, 812

Youxne FoLgS,
Alice’s New-Year’s Present....

.+« Original. 236
Birthday Story.................. Original. 111, 172
Boy who was Ashamed to Pray.............. . 63
Buried Cities of the Old World............... 37
Careless, MISS.....cocvvviiniiiiiiiiii, 365
Christian’s Revenge.....covvvviiiiiiiiiian, .78
Dog Story, New..... v ceevenes 249
Early Recollections Original., 367
Fingal’s Cave......ocoorveriavennii i, . 64
Grumpibus and the Cereus........... cieeaes 800
Hero Small and Poor.........occvevnen PRTRRN 305
Little Ravageot..... Ceeraeeae 179, 242
Little Bird and Owl. ....ocivveeiiinininnnnn, 61
Phebe Bartlet.....oovvvreiiiiiiiniiieiniiinn., 369
The Rough-Shelled Oyster........... v 174
Talk with a Diver.. Cearatrresaaae PPN 308
William Henry’s Letters to hls Grand-~
mother, Illustrated...... eree it e, 177
What Shall The Children DoNext?.......... 8310
Wonderful Spinning-Machine............... 303

DomesTIC ECcoNoMY.

Pages. ...122, 187, 254, 255, 313, 315, 316, 375, 376, 377
EDITORIAL AND CORRESPONDENCE.
Pages. ..coooeieienn 125, 191, 192, 256, 317, 320, 378, 379
JLLUSTRATIONS,

Going toSt. Ives. ..o October.
Game of Lacrosse..................... November.
Map of Montreal in 1758 and 1801.. ... . December.
New-Year’s-Day in England,........... January,
Father Mathew......c.coveenin i, January,
February in Canada.......... PN February,
Map of Abyssinia....... e March,
Mission-House, Labrador..........c.oo.v, March,”



THE

NEW DOMINION

MONTHLY.

October, 1887.

MONTREAL:
PRINTED AND PUBLISHED BY Jomx DOUGALL & SON,

128 GREAT ST. JAMES STRFFT

PRI(,E, TEV C E\TS




THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY,

A Magazine of Original ang Selected Literature.

OCTOBER, 1gay,

”“\’\k .
CONTENT S
Page, Page.
The End of Emmet’s Insurrection, From Jamie’s Home........ e teai i eieaaas o 28
Allthe Year Round.................. . 1) our Eyes. From Hurper's Weekly............. 30
Musical Incapacity.................. """ 2 4 Two Ways of Counting Money................ 33
The Traitor. From the French of Woestine. 5| The Motherless Turkeys. Poetry............ 35
Midsummer. Poetry.........., Treeees . 6| Mexicans and Indians, ..................... 35
The 01d Man’s Legacy........ 7|Sea-Mews in Winter, Poetry................ 38
Uittle Children.  Poetry.. 10/ A Ride ina Balloon..................... . 38
Gats...........L T “trrreeree 11| The New Minister., Original Poet{-y ........ 39
Indian Tribes in Ameriea..,...... 11 The New Carpet.—Household Fairies. By
oy 8.800d Face on ... 11 ] Mrs. Harriet B. Stowe, in Atlantic Monthly 40
How Happy I'll be! Poetry...,, They Say. Poetry........................... . 45
Blind Robert. . .,

Doonie’s Queer Little Brain........ 46

Autumnal Tintg The Disraeli Family. By Parton . 48

Monthly......... .. An Enigma. Poetry,................. . 50
The Two Buckets..............00 Habit. Poetry......................... e 0
The Bear-Steat Plays at a Party.. .. 61
How Things are SeleCtions .« .. ivviii 53
Praxiteles and
Pierre’g Pet Lamp. By -+ 221 Campbell, Quebec......................... 56
Frecdom in Brag), Poetry. By Whistier. 25| Montreal in the Olden Time.. By an Old In. ;
Horrors of N aburg Castle, ..., 25 NABISANT..t.eiieen et eeine 29
The Maniac. Poetry, By Mrs. Street, Mon- Waiting by the River. Music.............,.,

treal....... *-++ 27|Something in Heaven to do. Music. .. ... ‘e 6(1)

27 | Children’s Department. Illustrated......... 6

N A A A A A A e

TERMS.

—One dollar Per g

SUBSCRIPTION.

DU in advance; and to clubs of eight one copy gratis,
Postage oy THE # MoNTrLY»

t each number,
—Maileq to any part of Canada, one cen

bayable by recejver. In large quan ties sent to one address, the rate is one cent for every 4 oz,
(or fraction thereof) in welght.

When matleq tothe Uniteq States, the Canadian postage must be pre-paid a8 above. To Bri-
1810 (pre-paid) the rate 18 two cents per Number, When postage has to be pre-paid, it is to be
added to the subseription,

ADVERTISEMENTS.—-N eatly displayed, the whole width of the page,
er 31 for five lines, Special terms arr.
large advertisers,

SPECIMEN

20c. per line, nonparell,
anged for speotal Pages. The usual discounts allowed to

NuMBERS 8ent upon application.
All communications and orders to be addressed to the Publishers,

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
No. 128 GREAT ST. JAMES STREET,
MONTREATL,

—_—
s advertisement on 1ge page of cover.“Gag

\‘\
. BEE™ See My Grafton

L




H

PROSP

“THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.”

ANADA has long felt the want of a; -

Monthly Periodical of a high literary char-
acter, and several attempts have been made to
supply it. These attempts, ﬁowever, have all
proved abortive hitherto, for want of sufficient
pitronage; and it is partly on account of the
wider field, resulting from the Confederation of
the British American Provinees, that success
may be hoped for the present enterprise.

The wealth, and still mnore the mental culture,
of Canada are also eonstantly advancing with
giant strides; ang, consequently, an enterprise
which was unguccessful a few years ago, may
succeed well now. Another diffiewlty in the
way of a Canadian Magazine has been, the idea
that 1t should be composed exelusively of origi-
nal matter; in consequence of which, and the
small number of writers in @anada accustomed
to compose articles for the periodieal press,
previous magazines had a somewhat heavy
chiaracter. The Fditors of the Nxw DoMIXIoN
MONTHLY are resolved not to err in this way;
and, unlessoriginal matter is both good and in-
teresting, they will prefer to cull from the most,
spirited and successful periodicals of Britain
and the United States, They, however, hope
that, by degrees, the proportion of original mat-
ter, of a really suitable kind, will increase in
each number; and so soon as the circulation of
the MONTHLY will afford it, they mean to pay a
fatr rate of remuneration for native talent.

Anpother cause of failure has been, the high
price, rendered necessary by paying for origin- !
al matter, and consequently small circulation
but the NEw DoMINTON MONTHLY aims at a’
very large circulation at a very low price, In
Tact, it is meant to give more,value for the mo-
ney than can be found elsewhere, and to leave
the enterprise with confidence to the patronage
of a discerning public,
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Publishers' Notice.---* The New Dominion Morithly.”

It is often said, “there are too many maga- |
zines,” but that cannot, be said of the Dominton
of Canaduy, which has only this one of a general
literary eharacter; and, as it is very cheap, and
ix intended to contain the cream of British and
American magazines, it s hoped that it will be !
liberally sustained. !

It will take about 6,000 subseribers, and a rea-
“ouable advertising patrouage, to render the
NEW DouLNIoN MoNTHLY self-supporting; and, !
When it reaches that point, there will be evm'.V,j
“Usposttich to pay for the highest elass of Cana- |
dien litérary tatent, Meantime, we can only |

¢

invite contributions, which, 1fsuﬂlclfmtly inter-
esting, will be thankfully inserted, and acknow-
ledged as aids to the establishment of this Cana-
dian magazine.

These explanations wiil set the character and
claimy of the NEW DoMINION MONTHLY clearly
betore the public of Canada; and.itis bopad that
a prompt and liberal support, in the way of sub-
seriptions, will be received from all parts of the
Dominion of Canada. -

JOHN DOUGALL & 80

September, 1867,
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As 1 was going to 8t. Lves,
I met seven wives.
Every wife had seven sacks,
Every sack had seven cats,
Every cat had seven kits.
Kits, cats, sacks, and wives,
How many were going to St. lves?
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THE END OF EMMET’S INSURRECTION,
(From Dickens® All the Year Round.)

The savage, half-drunken pikemen, with.
out commander,—for Emmet had no power
over them, and they were now split up into
parties by the goldiers,—murdered every
suspicious and obnoxious person they met.
A police-officer and John Hanlan, the
tower-keeper, were two of the victims. Col.
Brown, a man respected by all Dublin, was
also brutally assassinated as, misled by the
darkness, he was trying to join his regi-
ment. Ignorant of the precise movement
of the rebels, he got entangled in their
chief masses, was struek down by a shot
from a blunderbuss, and instantly chopped
to pieces. All enemies and neutrals, of
whatever rank, who were not murdered,
~ had pikes thrust in their hands, and were
compelled to follow the eruel madmen to
face the English soldiers.

Emmet, an hour ago confident of success,
now felt his utter powerlessness lo tame
the horrible Trankenstein which he had
invoked. His men were seattered ; an at-
tack on the Castle was jmpossible. The
people could not be rallied to it. They
were only intent on faurder in the strect,
and were beset by police and soldiers
wherever they colleeted. A few brave fel-
lows, staunch as bull-dogs, had flown at
them, and were holding grimly en till the
huntsmen eould arrive. Mr. Edward Wil-
son, a pelice-magistrate, with only eleven
constables, had the courage to push on to
Thomas street, where three hundred pike-
men instantly surrounded his small detach-
ment. Undismayed, Mr. Wilson called to
the rabble to lay down their arms, or he
“would fire. The'rebels wavered and mut-
tored together ; but one villain, savage at
the threat, advanced, and stabbed the ma-
gistrate with 2 pike.  Mr. Wilson instant-
Ty shot him dead, and his men fired a vol-
ley. The undiseiplined Celts are always
the same,—farious at the onset, without
fear and without thought; in the retreat
impatient, fickle, and headlong. The re-
bels fell back confuscd over their dead, and
opened right and left to let their men with !

fire-arms advance to the attack. Mr. Wil-
son then thought it time to retreat slowly
towards the Coombe.

Lieuntenant Brady was soon after equally
venturous with forty men of his regiment,
the 21st Fusiliers. e subdivided his
small force, and placed them in positions
useful for keeping up a cross-fire. The
soldiers were tormented by bottles and
stones from every window, and by random
sharpshooters from the alleys, yards, and
entries; but they kept up a rolling and in-
cessant fire till the pikemen at last broke,
shouted, and fled. Lieutenant Coltman, of
the 9th Foot, with only four soldiers and
twenty-four yeomanry from the barrack
division in colored clothes, also helped to
clear the strects and apprehend armed
men or rebels seen firing. Andnow horses
could be heard, sabres came waving down
the street, bayonets moved fast and close,
drums beat louder, and then the rebels
were charged fiercely, and shot down
wherever they resisted. Then they iled to
the suburbs and to the mountains. Before
{welve the insurrection was quelled.

Poor Emmet! so passed his dream away.
The bright bubble of his life’s hope had
melted into drops of human blood. Ilcand
ahout fourteen other armed men fled to the
Wicklow mountains, and skulked about
from farm-house to farm-house, from glen
to erag, from valley to village. As the
pursuit grew hotter, and the troops began
to come winding round the Sealp, and scat-
tering alcng the blue roeky mountain-roads,
the fugitives separated, each to look after
himself. Emmet could, it was said, have
escaped in & friendly fishing-boat to France,
but 2 wild impulse of love and reckless de-
spair seized him. He turned back from the
sea, and set his face towards Dublin, onee
more to clasp Sarah Curran in his arms,
and bid her farewell for ever. Ie regain-
ed the disturbed city safely, and look up
his quarters again in his old place of re-
fuge at Marold’s Cross, in the house of a
clerk, named Palmer. He was known
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there as Mr. Hewitt. He had planned a
mode of escape, if any attempt at arrest
should be made, by escaping from & parlor
window into an out-house, and from thence
getting into the fields. But an indefatiga-
ble pursuer was soon on Emmet’s track.
On the evening of the 25th of August, Ma-
jor Sirr rode up to the house, accompanied
by a man on foot. Mrs. Palmer’s daughter
opened the door, Sirr instantly darted into
the back parlor. There sat 8 tall young
man, in a brown coat, white waisteoat,
white pantaloons, and Hessian bootsat din-
ner with his landlady. Sirr instantly gave
him into the custody of his man, and took
the landlady into the next room to ask the
stranger’s name, as it was not in the list of
inhabitants wafered on the door of the
house according to law. While Sirr was
absent, Emmet tried to escape, and the ofi-
cer struck him down with the buti-end of
his pistol. Sirr then went to the canal-
bridge for a guard, placed sentries round
the house, while he searched it, and plant-
ed a seniry over the prisoner. Emmet
again escaping while Sirr was taking down
the landlady’s evidence, Sirr ran after him,
and shouted to the sentinel to fire. The
musket did not go off. NSirr then overtook
the prisoner, who surrendered quietly, and
on being apologized to for his rough treat-
ment, said, ¢ All is fair in war.” At the
Castle, Emumet at once acknowledged his
name,

On the 31st of August, Emmet was tried
and pleaded not guilty, but made no de-
fence. Curran had sternly refused to de-
fend his daughter’s unhappy lover.

Mr. Plunket, who prosecuted for the
Crown, said, in the opening of his speech :

‘“God and nature have made England
and Ireland essential to each other. Let
them cling to each otherto the end of time,
and their united affection and loyalty will
be proof against the machinations of the
world.

“ And how was this revolution to be ef-
fected ? The proclamation conveys an in-
sinuation that it was to be effected by their
own foree, entirely independent of foreign
assistance. Why ? Because it was well
known that there remained in this country
few so depraved, so lost to the welfare of
their native land, that would not shudder
at forming an alliance with France, and
therefore the people of Ireland arc told,
¢ The effort is to be entirely your own, inde-
pendent of foreign aid.” Butihow doesthis
tally with the time when the scheme was
first hatehed,—the very period of the com-
mencement of the war with France ? How
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does this tally with the fact of consulting
in the depot about co-operation with the
French, which has been proved in evi-
dence ?

« 8o much, gentlemen, for the nature of
this conspiracy, and the pretext upon which
it rests. Suoffer me for a moment to call
your attention to one or two of the edicts
published by the conspirators. They have
denounced, that if a single Irish soldier—
or, more faithful deseription, Irish rebel—
shall lose hislife after the battle is over,
quarter is neither to be given nor taken.
Observe the equality of the reasoning of
these promulgators of liberty and equality.
The distinction is this: English troops are
permitted to arm in defence of the govern-
ment and the constitution of the country,
and to maintain their allegiance; but if
an Irish soldier, yeoman, or other loyal per-
son, who shall not, within the space of four-
teen days from the date and issuing forth
of their sovereign proclamation, appear in
arms with them ; if he presumes to obey
the dictates of his conscience, his duty, and
his interest ; if he has the hardihood to e
loyal to his sovereign and his country,—~he
is proclaimed a traitor, his life is forfeited,
and his property is confiscated. A sacred
palladium is thrown over thg rebel cause,
while, in the same breath, undistinguish-
ing vengeance is denounced against those
who stand up in defence of the existing and
ancient laws of the country. For God’s
sake, to whom are we called upon to deli-
ver up, with only fourteen days to consider
of it, all the advantages we enjoy? Who
are they who claim the obedience? The
prisoner is the principal. I do not wish to
say anything harsh of him ; a young man
of considerable {alents, if used with precau-
tion, and of respectable rank in society, if
content to conform himself to its laws. But
when he assumes the manner and the tone
of a legislator, and calls upon all ranks of
people, the instant the provisional govern-
ment proclaim in the abstract a new go-
vernment, without specifying what the new
laws are to be, or how the people are to be
conducted and managed, but that the mo-
ment it is announced the whole constituted
majority is to yield to him,—it becomesan
extravagance bordering upon frenzy; this
is going beyond the example of all former
times. If a rightful sovereign were restor-
ed, he would forbear 1o inflict punishment
upon those who submitted to the king de
facto; but here there is no such forbear-
ance : we who have lived under a king,
not only de fucto, but de jure in posses-

sion of the throne, are called upon to sub-
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mit ourselves to the prisoner, to Dawdall,
the vagrant politician, to the brick-layer,
1o the baker, the old-clothes-man, the hod-
man, and the ostler. These are the persons
to whom this proclamation, in its majesty
and dignity, calls upon a great people to
yield obedience, and a powerful govern-
ment to give a ‘ prompt, manly, and saga-
cious acquiescence to their just and unal-
terable determination!” ‘We call upon the
British government not to be so mad as to
epypose us.’

¢ gtentlemen, I am anxious to suppose
that the mind of the prisoner recoiled at the
scenes of murder which he witnessed, and
I mention one circumstance with satisfae-
tion,—it appears he saved the life of Far-
rell; and may the recollection of that one
good action cheer him in his last moments.
But, though he may noi have planned indi-
vidual murders, that is no excuse to justify
his embarking in treason, which must be
followed by every species of crimes. It is
supported by the rabble of the country,
while the rank, the wealth, and the power
of the country are opposed to it. Lei loose
the rabble of the country from the salutary
restraints of the law, and who can take
upon him to limit their barbarities? Who
can say he will disturb the peace of the
world, and rule it when wildest ? Let
loose the winds of Heaven, and what
power less than omnipotent can control
them ? 7’

" Emmet bowed to the court with perfect
calmness, and addressed it with fervid and
impetuous eloguepnce. He said:

“ My lords,—What have I to say that
sentence of death should not be passed on
me aceording to law? I have nothing to
say that ean alter your predetermination,
nor that will become me to say, with any
view o the mitigation of that sentence
which you are here to pronounce, and I
must abide by. But I have that to say
which interests me more than life, and
which you have labored (as was necessari-
ly your office in the present circumstances
of this oppressed country) to destroy,—I
have mmuch to say why my reputation
should be rescued from the load of false ac-
_cusation and calumny which has been
heaped upon it. I do not imagine that,
.seated where you are, your minds can be
80 free from impurity as to receive the
least impression from what I am going to
utter. I have no hopes ihat I can anchor
my character in the breast of a court con-
stitated and trammelled as this is. Tonly
‘wish, and that is the utmost I expeet, that
your lordships may suffer it to float down

]

your memories untainied by the foul breath
of prejudice, until it finds some more hospi-
table harbor to shelter it from the storm by
which it is at present buffeted.

¢ Were I only to suffer death, after being
adjudged guilty by your tribunal, I should
bow in silence, and meet the fate that
awaits me without a murmur ; but the sen-
tence of the law, which delivers my body
to the executioner, will, through the minis-
try of #hat law, labor, in its own vindica-
tien, to consign my character to obloquy ;
for there must be guilt somewhere,—whe-
ther in the sentence of the court or in the
catastrophe, posterity must determine, A
man in my situation, my lords, has not
only to encounter the difficulties of fortune,
and the forces of power over minds whieh
it has corrupted or subjugated, but the dif-
fieulties of established prejudice. The man
dies, but his memory lives ; that mine may
not perish,—that it may live in the memory
of my countrymen,—Iseize upon this oppor-
tunity to vindicate myself from some of the
charges alleged against me. When my
spirit shall be wafted to a more friendly
port,—when my shade shall have joined
the bands of those martyred heroes who
have shed their blood on the seaffold and in
the field, in defence of their country and
virtue, this is my hope,—I wish that my
memory and name may animate those who
survive me, while I look down with com-
placency on the destruction of that perfidi-
ous government which upholds its domina-
tion byblasphemy of the Most High ; which
displays its power over man as over the
beasts of the forest; which sets man upon
his brother, and lifts his hand, in the name
of God, against the throat of his fellow who
believes or doubts a little more than the
government standard,—a government steel-
ed to barbarity by the eries of the orphans
and the tears of the widows which it has
made.”

[Here Lord Norbury interrupted Mr. Em-
met, observing that mean and wicked en-
thusiasts, who felt as he did, were not cqual
to the accomplishment of their wild de-
signs.

He then avowed his belief that there
were still union and strength enough left in
Ireland to one day accomplish her emanei-
pation. Ie sternly rebuked Lord Norbury
for his cruel and unjust cfforts to silence
him, and repudiated his calumnies. He
denied that he had gought aid from the
French except as from auxiliaries and al-
lies, not as from invaders or enemies.

“ I have been charged,” le said, ¢ with
that importanee in the effortsto cmaneipate
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my countrymen as 1o be eonsidered the key-
stone of the combination of Irishmex}, or, as
your lordship cxpresses it, ‘the life and
blood of the conspiracy.” You dome honor
over-much : you have given to thesubaltern
all the credit of a superior. There are men

.engaged in this conspiracy Who are not
only superior to me, but even to your own
computation of yourself, my lord; before
the splendor of whose genius and virtues I
shall bow with respectful defcrence, and
who would think themselves disgraced to
be called your friend, and who would not
disgrace themselves by shaking your blood-
stained hand. .

[Again the judge interrupted him.]

“ What, my lord! shall you tell me. on
the passage to that scaffold \vhleh.that ty-
ranny, of which you are only the interme-
diary executioner, has erccted for my mur-
der, that I am accountable forall the blood
that has and will be shed in this struggle
of the oppressed against the oppressor ; shall
you tell me this, and shall I be so very a
slave as not to repel it ?

T do not fear to approach the Omnipo-
tent Judge, to answer for the conduct of
my whole life; and am I to be appalled
and falsified by a mere remnant of mortali-
tyt By you, too, who, if it were possible
to collect all the innocent blood that you
have shed in your unhallowed ministry in
one great reservoir, your lordship might
swim in it.

[Here the judge interfered.]

‘“If the spirits of the illustrious dead par-
ticipate in the concerns and cares of those
who are dear to them in thistransitory life,
—O ever dear and venerable shade of my
departed father, look down with serutiny
upon the conduet of your suffering son, and
see if I have, even for a moment, deviated
from those prineciples of morality and pa-
triotism which it was your care to instil
into my youthful mind, and for which I am
now about to offer up my life.

“ My lords, you are impatient for the sa-
erifice. The blood which you seck is not
congealed by the artificial terrors that sur-
round your victim, it cirenlates warmly
and unrufiled through the channels which
God ercated for nobler purposes, but which
you are bent to destroy, for purposes so
gricvous thai they ery to Heaven. Be ye
patient! Ihave but a few words more to
say. I am going to my cold and silent
grave; my lamp qf life is nearly extin-
guished ; my race Is run; the grave opens
to receive me, and I sink into its bosom 1 T
have Dhut one request {o ask at my departure
{rom this world, it is the charity of its si-
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lence! Letnorman write my epitaph ; for,
as no man who knowsmy motives dare now
vindieate them, let not prejudices or igno-
rance asperse them. Let them and me re-
pose in obscurity and peace, and my tomb
remafn uninseribed, until other times a
other men can do justice to my character.
When my country takes her place among
the nations of the carth, then, and not till
then, let my cpitaph be written. I have
done!” )

The judge was remorseless and the go-
vernment was stern.  Emmet suffered the
penalty for high treagon in Thomasg street,
the very day after the trial. He ascended
the scaffold with a ealm resignation and an
unswerving courage. He avowed himself
a seeptic. To Dr. Dobbin, who importuned
him as they rode together in a hackney-
coach to the place of execution, he said ;

“Sir, I appreciate your motives, and
thank you for your kindness, but you mere-
ly disturb the last moments of a dying man
unnecessarily. Iam an infidel from con-
viction, and no reasoning can shake my un-
belief.”

Curran, when he defended Owen Kirwan,
the tailor of Plunket street, derided the re-
bellion of Emmet as a mere riot; but there
can be no doubt that if the first hundred
pikemen had made a rush at the Castle
they might have seized thatstronghold, and
drawn on themselves o later but an equally
certain destruction, afier much bloodshed
and murder. The Fenians now talk of
Emmet as ¢ rash and soft,” but Englishmen
can only pity a young and enthusiastic
genius, whose dirge Moore sung with such
pathos,—
¢She is far from the land where her young hero

sleeps,”
and lament that such a gallant spirit should
have squandered iiself on such mischievous
chimeras.

MUSICAL INCAPACITY.

How many young persons we see who spend a
vastamount of timelin the practice of music, but
who evince by their little progress that if they
were to pass their entire mortal existence at
their instrument they would never become good
musicians, At best, they inthe end can only
succeed inthe performance of a few pieces in o
third-rate manner, just to put their hearers in
mind how much better they have heard them
played elsewhere by others whohad real genius
for the science of harmony. The conversation,
too, of these misdirected ones is often g sad
commentary upon misspent time., So great has
been the sacrifice of their hours, that they have
devoted but little time to reading, and the po-
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~verty of their general information ison the same
‘plane with that of their skill in music. Yet, had
the minds of many of these young persons been
turned in another direction, they would have
been found to possess & capacity, a genius, as
eminent as their genius for music is defective.
Had they been supplied with books and encou-
raged in the work of storing their memories with
useful knowledge, until they had become habit-
ual readers, they might. have been brighter or-
naments to their social circle than any musical
talent could have made them. Musical prac-
tice, at best, is an alarming absorbent of time,
and at that period oflife when time is most va-
luable,—the years of youth when the character
and habits are in a process of formation,—the
precious moments cannot be too carefully spent.
We would say to every parent, weigh well the
capacity of your child, and the probability of his
success in the difficult science of music, before
making too great a sacrifice of time and money
in that direction.

THE TRAITOR.

The evil days came. It had been ne-
cessary to leave palaces and ecities; the
imperial party had had to fly, hunted like
bandits. One man alone remained to the
Emperor. Lopez had followed his mas-
ter ; with him he had left cities and pa-
laces. For three years the Emperor had
loved him, and in his flights, where
everything was wanting, Maximilian had
always divided with him the bread of the
fugitive, occasionally they had been hun-
gry together. Nevertheless, Lopez had
remained to him; what a friend, and
how Maximilian’s essentially loving na-
“ture must have loved him!

¢ Go,” the Emperor would say to him
at times, ¢ Go, Lopez; leave me, to fol-
low me is death. Save thyself, thy de-
votion is useless; go, that in dying I may
- .at least have the consolation that thou
livest happy in the midst of a beloved fa-
mily,” Yet Lopez remained. Ah! if
any one had raised his hand against him,
the Emperor would have thrown himself
before the blow, and allowed himself to
‘be killed for him.

But misfortunes grew daily more over-
“whelming, and the hour came when there
‘was no longer hope but in flight. The
Emperor, with a few faithful ones, shut
‘himself up in Queretaro ; the siege was

long, and in the meantime the Emperor,
abandoning the Empire which he had de-
fended step by step, might reach the
mountaing and the sea, where a vessel
awaited him. He told all this to him
from whom he hid nothing. The conver-
sation had been long, and the Emperor, be-
ing fatigued, went to sleep, his dream con-
ducting him, perhaps, to that beloved coun-
try where his childhood had been passed,
and which he hoped soon to see again. He
slept tranquilly, for he knew that a friend
watched,-—he had given him his band be-
fore closing his eyes.

It was then that this man, this traitor,
this monster, arose and looked around him.
What was he seeking? During the years
that he had been with the Emperor, and in,
his flights, he had enriched himself by rob-
bing his benefactor. He looked ; there .
was nothing more, no more gold, no more
jewels to be sold, nothing, nothing but the
Emperor himself. ¢TIt is time,’? he said,
and went out. As he went, he looked at
him who trusted in him so confidently, and
who would have died for him, but this look
was not one of regret, it was but to as-
sure himself that the poor fugitive slept
soundly. Then he ran without hesitating,
went right to the gate of the city, and sold
his master. How was the bargain made ?
no doubt they would try to beat down the
price ; then the ounces of gold were therg,
but he must count them, must assure hime
self that not one was wanting. All this
would take time, and during this time
might they not have assassinated this trai-
tor, and penetrated into the town without
him? No: he must have provided for
everything beforehand ; and then there are,
perhaps, in this couniry, delicate laws
which regulate treason, and protect the in-
terest of traitors. When the thousandth of
gold was counted, Lopez smiled, as one
gmiles in spite of himself, who thinks tha¢
he has made a good bargain. A thousand
ounces of gold, cight thousand franes for a
friend, was he not well paid ? Then the
assassins  entered into the town. Lopez
walked before them lightly and rapidly
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under his thirty kilogrammes of gold: he

opened the doors to them. ¢ He is there,” |

he said, and disappeared. They awoke the
Emperor. Maximilian opened his eyes and
at once comprehended that it was implaca~
ble death that disturbed his sleep. Then he
looked aroundhim. Whom was he seeking 7
Answer traitor.

“‘ Where is Lopez !’ he asked.

Then they told him all. Betrayed by
you, you, the only friend who remained to
him,—he could not restrain a sigh, the firg;
of his agony. Mechanically he followeq
the soldiers ; the rest mattered but little to
him; he commenced to die. What did
you do then ? what were you doing at the
time of the execution ? did the noise of the
gold, as you counted it, smother the soupng
of the fire-arms and the cries of {ho savages
as they mutilated the corpse ? you might
.at the last hour have rusheq into the midst
of the balls, and have died at the side of him
who had already pardoned you. * % % N,
you counted your gold. And now, traitor,
speak : Where will you go? What will
youdo? Do you hope for honor and con-
sideration from those to whom you sold the
martyr ! However base they may be, they
will despise yeu, they and the whole world ;
- in whatever country you may go, they will
point at you and say, ‘“Behold the traitor.”
Your wife, herself, will ly before such in-
famy ; and what will yoy say to your chil-
dren when they say, « Father, other chil-
dren send us from them ; they say that thou
hast killed the Emperor.” win you be
able to bear this continually ¢ No. Will
you kill yourself ! No ; traitors are afraid
of death ; they are cowards. No ; perhaps,
carried away some day in a moment of
anger, you willkill an accuser ; then, there
will be the galleys, where you will still be
alone ; for even the galley-slaves, who al-
ways combine together, will hunt you
from them. He is a trajtor. Go, pariah ;
go far from all, and let 1o one ever hear of
thee again, that we may forget that there
was, in this century, a soldier who solq his
[riend —Translated from the French of Iygn
de Woestine, for The New Dominion,

MIDSUMMER.

Past many a shady nook,
The babbling meadow brook,
"Twixt grass-grown banks with feathery fern .
abounding,
Glides on its devious way
Through all the livelong day;
While fields and woods with sammer songs are
sounding.

Far off across the vale,
Where the light vapors sail,
Veiled with thin mist the purple hitlg are sleep-
ing;
g:&nd in the ripened field,
Amid the summer’s yield,
The farmers now the golden grain are reaping,

Beside the cottage porch,
The sunflower’s shining toreh,
That marked with rings of flame the summer’s
coming,
Stands in proud splendor there,
‘Where all the noontide air A
Is drowsy with the sweet bee’s idle humming,

‘Within the garden blows
The fragrant summer rose,
‘Whose blushing leaves with Sweet perfumes are-
laden ;
And swaying gently there,
The lily, bassing fair,
Hangs her meek head, like some- retiring-
maiden,

Oh, glorious summer ! stay,
Nor hasten yet away
From the sweet fields with thy warm beauty
glowing ;
My life has reached its prime,
Its radiant sammer time,
And all my blood with added warmth is flow-
ing;

The day at last declines,
The west with splendor shines,
As slantwise now the sun’s last beams are
falling,
And all the dazzling air,
Bright with the sunset’s glare,
Is filled with myriad voiceg blithely calling.

—_—————

— Be not too slow in the breaking of a.
sinful custom ; a quick, courageous resolu-
tion is better than a gradual deliberation H
in such a combat he is the bravest soldier
that lays about him without fear or wit
Wit pleads; fear dishea.rten.s ; he that would_
kill Hydra, had better strike off one neck
than five heads; fell the tree, and the .
branches are soon cut 0" — Quqries.
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THE OLD MAN'S LEGACY.

Mr. Wilson—of the firm of Sandford &
Wilson, manufacturers, Stockton—sat alone
at his well-furnished breakfast table. Ap-
parently, he did not want more agreeable
companionsthan hisownthoughts,—at least,
if one might judge from his countenance,
which expressed a considerable degree of
self-gatisfaction and self-gratulation.

Mr. Wilson supposed he had reason to be
in a peculiarly happy and contented frame
of mind. He had that morning, early as
it was,—and it was not yet nine o’clock,
—made what he called an excellent
bargain. The manufacture in which he
was engaged, was one in which there
was considerable consumption of coal, and
of course it was an object to oblain supplies
of so necessary an article at as reasonable
a rate as possible. He had that morning
ridden over to the village of Thorley, a
distance of several miles, in order to see an
old man, the proprictor of a small field un-
der which ran a valauable vein of coal.

This field joined one of the mines be-
longingtothe firm,and theobject of Mr. Wil-
son’s visit was to inquire the terms upon
which they could obtain a leagse of the
ground for the purpose of excavation. It
was the very satisfactory result of this ne-
gotiation whichimpartedsomuch cheerful-
ness and buoyancy to the countenance and
manner of Mr. Wilson.

But there is no perfect happiness in this
world, and a doubt whieh he could not
entirely suppress—-as to what might be his
partner’s opinion on the subject of his bar-
gain—served to destroy the perfection of his.
However, it was impossible,—ashe proved
to his own satisfaction during his walk to
the manufactory,—quite impossiblethatany
man, not an absolute fool, could raise any
objection to an agreement so obviously for
their joint interest. Asitcertainly wasnot
3 failing of his own, it did not enter into
Mr. Wilson’s ealculations that a man, with-
out being an absolute fool, or indeed a fool
at all, might think that some consideration
was due to the interest of others as well as
his own ; and that the precept, to do as you
would be done by, was not quite so obsolete
-but that some might be found old-fashioned
enough to look upon it in the lightof a
-moral obligation.

No two persons could differ more in cha-
racter than those two partners. They were
both excellent men of business ; keen, indus-
trious, and energetic. But whilst Mr. Wil-
80n considered stratagem allowable in busi-
ness, as in love and war, and held the

7

doctrine that the end sanctifies the means
(and the end constantly before his eyes, that
of getting riches, sanetified many meansnot
strictly honorable or even honest, but allin
the way of business, of course), Mr. Sand-
ford would not, to promote the suceecss of
the most promising speculation, have taken
the advantage of the ignorance, or practised
on the eredulity, of the poorest or most sim-
ple person with whom he had to deal. To
render to every one that which was justly
his due, was his maxim in business.

On his arrival at the counting-house he
greeted his partner with a—

«Well, Sandford, I have seen old Rich-
ardson about that bit of land, and he is very
willing to let us have it. He says it has
never been anything but a plague to him,
and he shall be very glad to be rid of it.
"Tis a very fortunate thing Ithought of rid-
ing over this morning, for I understand
Morton has been thinking of getting it {rom
him, and sinking a shaft there ; but I have
made every arrangement, and we are to
have it for fifty popnds a year. It will be
a capital speculation.”

¢ The man must be entirely ignorant of
the value of his own property to agree to
such terms,’” said Mr. Sandford. ¢ Did you
tell him they purpose for which it was
wanted.”

« O yes; of course I told him we thought
there might be coal. I did not see the ne-
cessity of entering into particulars; he
knows nothing about mining, and he will,
upon these terms, make a deal more by his
land than he has ever r?one yet.”

¢ Perhaps so, but not so much as he
ought to make by it. If he does not know
its value, we do; and I cannot consent to
profit by what would, you know, be an im-
position upon him.”

¢ Nonsense ; you are so over-pariicnlar.
No one but yourself would think of making
the slightest objection to a thing so much
to your advantage, especially as the man is
perfectly satisfied. He would not know
what to do with more.” ’

“Do you think he will be perfectly satis-
fied when he learnsthat heis not reeeiving
more than half of what he has a right to
expect ? But even supbosing he were, that
does not alter the question ; so far as we are
concerned, we should be equally taking an
unfair, and, in my opinion, dishonest ad-
vantage, 10 bind him to such terms.”

“ Well, I don’t know how it is,” said Mr.
Wilson, who was losing his temper; but
it is impossible to do anything to please you.
I never makean arrangement that you have
not some objection to advance, some fault
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to find. If you might have your way in
everything, the concern would soon come to
nothing.”’

¢ Nay,” said Mr. Sandford, laughing,
‘“that is asserting more than you can Pprove,
I think. You know that I believe 1o one
loses in the long run by plain and straight-
forward dealing ; so that, setting aside a]]
but selfish motives, I act only in such a
manner as I think will best promote our in-
terest.”’

“ Well, if you can make out that it will

e for our interest to pay one hundred ip-
stead of fifty pounds a year for the right of
mining under that field, well and good, bug
I confess I cannot; and I must say, it will
be very absurd of you to make any alters-
tions in the terms agreed upon. They are
satisfactory to Richardson, and advantage-
ous to us, and what more would you haye 37

““I would have nothing more than justice
and common honesty dictate,” replieg Mr.
Sandford. «I would give Richardson,
what, were I in his place, I should expect
myself, as the rent of that land,—say one
hundred a year. Thig would be right
towards him, and still advantageous {o us;
and what I lost in money I should expect to
gain in kindly feeling and confidence in my
upright intentions,—capital w ichisalways
secure, and which brings la ger returns
than those who do not employ it can con-
ceive.” .

“Well,” said Mr. Wilson, greatly irri-
tated, ““it is no wuse arguing with you; I
willhave nothing more to o with the affair;
manage it as you 1ik®.”

So saying he sat down to his desk and
wrote lettors with great rapidity and energy.

Accordingly, that sameevening,Mr. Sand-
ford rode over to Thorley. He found the
old man at work in hig garden, busily en-
gaged in digging up Potatoes, in which oe-
cupation he scarcely paused to return Mr.
Sandford’s salutation.

‘ My partner was here this morning, Mr,
Richardson,” said that gentleman, «spegk-
ing to you about a piece of land of yours,
and I understand you partly made an agree-
ment with him to let us have a lease of it
at a rent of fifty pounds g year.”

“ Why, yes,” replied ke, “you ar'na far
wrong; there wag something o' the kind
talked on ’atween ug

“Well,” said My, Sandford, « perhaps
you do not quite understang for what purpose
we want that field of yours, and are not
aware of ils value to persons ip our busi-
ness. Itis worth mueh more to yg than
fifty pounds a year; and it wasg to make
what I consider an equitahle proposal fop

both parties that I came to gee you thig
evening. If you are willing to accept one
hundred a year for it, I shall be glad tohave
a lease of theland upon such terms, as it is
contiguous to one of my pits; but farther
than this I am not prepared to go.”

The old man paused from his digging,
and looking uwp at Mr. Sandford with an
admiring twinkle in hig eye, said, '

“I've always heard say, sir, as you wag-
a right down good un’; an’ now I helieve
it. You see, sir, I con’na, say as I under-
stand much about the vally of coal an’ such,
like; but I seed as Mester Wilson were
mighty anxious to get the field ; an atafter
he had gone, Iturned it over i’ my mind,
an’ I thought, as he seemed so willin’
to give fifty pounds, whichisabove the real
vally of the land, as land, he might be will-
ing to go alittle further if I hung back like,
Just as I were thinking i’ this way up
comes Mester Morton, an’ says he,—

¢ ‘T heerd as you was wantingto sell that
bit 0’ ground o’ yours as gines up to Mester
Sandford’s coal-pit.’

“So says I, ‘I rather think you heérd
wrong, sir, for I wasna thinking of selling
it at all.’

“ <0, says he, ¢ perhaps it wag letting it,
then, you was thinking of 7 It cou'na be
ofmuch use toyou ; an’ Idare say you would
make more by it that Way ; now, s'pose I
was inclined to make a bargain with you,
what would you let it me for ¢’

“‘Why,’ says I, « I've partly promiged it,
you see, to Mester Wilson for fifty pounds a
year;’ an’ then he fires up, and says,~—

‘¢ ¢ Well, what an imposition ; it's down-
right disgraceful; you mustn’t accept it,
Mester Richardson. I'm willin’ to give
you seventy or even eighty; so you'll con-
sider my offer, an’ let me know what you
decide on to-morrow ;7 an’ with that he
rode away.

‘“ But you see, sir, I did na like Mester
Morton’s offer no better than Mester Wil-
son’s ; for I thought they was hoth ¢ birds of
a feather.” I wasna quite so soft as they
thought me. But, sir, I think you are
honest (no offence) ; for you tell mo what
you want the land for, an’ make an offer
you're willin’ to stick by; an’ so, sir, you
shall have it, that you shall, even if they
offer me 2 hundred and fifty ; and you may
send a lawyer to draw out the lease as soon
as you like.”

“Very well; then I may consider the
matter settled ? The lease shall be drawn
out as quickly as possible, a{ld will, T hope,
be ready for your signature ina few days.”

So saying, and wishing the old man good



wvenmg, Mr. Sandford turned towards
home. Richardson stood some minutes

looking after him, spade in hand, then call-
ing to a neighbor who happened to be pass-
ing by, he said,—

<1 say, John, dost know who that gentle-
man is there upo’ the brown hoss ¥’

"t No," replied his friend, *1 canna say
as I do.”

¢« Well, then, I'l tell thee ; it’sthe honest-
est man i’ Stockton, let the other be who
he will; an’ that’s Mester Sandford. He’s
put fifty pounds a year i’ my pocket; an’
please God, he shanna lose by it i’ the end ;

for I'll leave him all I have when I'm
dead ; an’ it’s no so little, for I’ve naither
kith nor kin, an’ it’ll do some good that
way, more than I shall ever do with it, I
doubt ; for they say he’s as open-handed an’
kind-hearfed to the poor, as he’s honest and
straightforwaxd.”

+  In the meantime Mr. Sandford rode home,
ignorant of Richardson’s benevolent inten-
tiong towards him ; and though, in a few
days, what had been said was repeated to
him, it was no sooner heard than forgotten,
and, in the press of business, the whole af-
fair passed from his mind.

s © It ocecasioned little surprise in Stockton
when, in & short time after this event, it
became known that Messrs. Sandford and
‘Wilson were about to dissolve partnership.
The wonder was, how two persons differing
so much in their manner of condueting busi-
ness should have continued together for so
long a time.

! It now remaineg to be seen whether Mr.

‘Wilson was correct in his prediction as to
the probable fate of a business carried onin
strict accordance with the rules and prin-
ciples advocated by his late partner. It

!'would scarcely be justice to him to say that

,he wished for the accomplishment of his

:own prophecy, or that he would not, sup-

posing it in no way detrimental to his own
interest, have done anything in his power
‘to avert such a catastrophe ; but still, ashe
‘gaid, ¢ knowing Sandford’s Quixotic opi-
nions, such a thing would not have surpris-
_ed him in the least ;’ nor, at the bottom of
'his heart, have grieved him, either ; for it
/is rather 2 dangerous experiment to place
self-esteem and benevolence in direct oppo-
sition. ‘In such cases, the former will more
generally prove victorious than people are
willing to admit. ‘

However, Mr. Wilson was spared any
such conflict. Months and years passed on,
and still Mr. Sandford’s business grew and
Prospered ; so also did the estimation in
which he was held,.and the influence he

THE OLD MAN’'S LEGACY.

9

possessed in his native town; for, though
riches alone will always buy a certain de-
gree of outward respect and attention for
their possessor, be his character what it
will, it is entirely distinet from the influ-
ence which high principle, and undeviat-
ing, consistent rectitude of conduet, must
always command, and which is felt even
by the most ignorant and careless.

It was, perhaps, this difference, present-
ing itself in an undefined manner to his
mind, that gave rise to and kept alive in
Mr. Wilson a kind of rivalry; a continual
wish to place himself in contrast and com-
parison with Mr Sandford, in order, if pos-
sible, to humble him and display his own
superiority. So far had he allowed this
feeling to gain ground, that when, in com-
pliance with a requisition, numerously and
respectably signed, Mr. Sandford consented
to come forward as a candidate for the re-
presentation of the borough of Stockton, Mr.
Wilson immediately offered himself in op-
position. Their polities were similar, their
talents for public business pretty equal,
though Mr. Wilson had econsiderably the
advantage as a speaker.

But the electors of Stockton were not to
be diverted from the choice which theirin-
clination and judgment alike approved. At
the hustings, the show of hands was all in
favor of Mr. Sandford. The day’s polling
saw him several hundreds in advance of his
opponent ; and, amidst the acclamations of
the people, he was declared duly elected.
Mortified and humbled, Mr. Wilson talked
of a petition to console his wounded pride ;
but his committee knew better. Not one
person could be found to second his wishes,
as they well knew such an attempt would
prove as fruitless as it would be diseredita-
ble and vexatious.

It was on a bleak and gusty morning in
early spring that Mr. Sandford’s family was
assembled in the breakfast room; the table
ready spread, and the fire giving that cheer-
ful glow so desirable on one of our raw
Maxch mornings. The time-picce told the
hour of half-past nine, and several little
faces were beginning to look anxious for
breakfast, and many were the exclamdtions
of— ;
“ Mamma, what can papa be doing? I
wonder where he is; surely, he cannot be
very hungry.”

And the eldest hope had just given it as
his opinion that they had better not wait
any longer, when the well-known footstep
was heard. The breakfast-room door open-
ed, and My. Sandford made his appearance,
looking even more good-humored than usual,
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while a half-suppressed smile lurked about
the corners of his mouth.

“ Well, my dears, I suppose you wonder
what has made me so late this morning ?»
said he.

A very general look of assent was the re-
sult of this inquiry.

Mr. Sandford proceeded,—* A singular
and most unexpected eircumstance has hap-
pened to me. John Simpson and William
Wood came to my counting-house thismorn-
ing, and said, if I were at leisure they wish-
ed to speak to me on business of conse-
quence. Their looks were so full of impor-
tance that, though it was then time to come
home, I could not refuse.

¢ They then told me that old Richardson,
the man from whom I have rented that
field containing the valuable stratum of
coal for so many years, is dead, and has lef;
me all his property, except a small sum to
each of themselves, as executors. A ftey en-
joying my surprise, they brought to my re-
collections what John had told me of the
old man’s intentions when I first agreed to
take his field upon a lease. I thought no-
thing of it at the time, and I do not think
it has ever entered my head since.

“The men detained me some time longer
by the accounts they had to give of their
old friend. It is now several years since T
have seen him, as he removed to a small
farm of his own at some distance from his
former residence ; but previous to his leav-
ing Thorley I had several conversations
with him, in which I endeavored to im-
press upon his mind the duties he owed to
his fellow-creatures ; and, it seems, these
eonversations produced some effect, for the
old man has, Iunderstand, been much more
kindly and benevolently disposed of late
years.

¢The property, of course, is not large,
though considerably more than he wassup-
posed to possess; but I shall value it much,
not only as a tribute of sincere respect and
regard, but as a testimony to the truth of
my prineiple,—that even as a matier of
self-interest, to give no higher motive, the
simple rule, ‘to do as you would be done
by,” will be found most suceessful.

“I was much amused, as I came aiong,
to see what an execitement this news had
caused. One after another rushed breath-
, less out of their houses, with g ¢Sir, do you
know old Richardson ’s dead, and has left
you all his money ?’ One man was actusl-
1y at the trouble of running a considerable
distance to overtake me, in order to give

me this wonderful information. Sonow I
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think you cannot wonder at my heing so
late for breakfast; eh, little Mary?”

¢ No, indeed, papa ; and I think that old
man was very wise to give you all his mo-
ney.” This remark caused a general laugh,
but there werc many others who agreed
with little Mary.

Amongst the poor the feeling was very
general; they knew thathe regarded riches
not as a means for self-indulgence or per-
sonal aggrandizement, butasa loan entrust-
ed to his care for the benefit of others, espe-
cially the poor; and that the richer he was,
the more his power to serve them would be
inereased, and hismeansof doing good mul-
tiplied.

The wealth which Richardson so careful-
ly hoarded, and which, in his possession,
was like a sealed founiain of pure water,
has, by being usefully and henevolently
employed, like the same fountain released
from confinement, spread into innumerable
small streams, refreshing, fertilizing, and
diffusing plenty and contentment in their
course ; and hundreds have had reason to
bless the old man’s legacy.

LITTLE CHILDREN.

God bless little children!
Day by day,
With pure and simple wiles,
And winning words and smiles,
They creep into the heart;
And who would wish to say them nay ?

They look up in our faces,
And their eyes
Are tender and are fair,
As if still lingered there
The Saviour’s kindly smile !
So very meek they look, and wise.

We live again our play-time
In their play;
Their soft hands lead us back,
Along a weary track,—
The pathway of our years,—
Unto the time when life was May.

Oh! when my days have ended,
I would rest,
‘Where little children keep
Their slumber long and deep:
My grave be near the little mounds
I know that God hath blest!

—George Cooper, in the Round Table.

— A French paper mentions the fact
that two grains of alum to a pint of water
will elarify water which is unfit to drink,
and the taste of the alum will not be per-
ceived. -
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CATS.

The Egyptians adored the cat as a divini-
ty, and the Swiss have chosen it as the
symbol of liberty. History rarely conde-
scends to mention it, and the poets in gene-
ral ignore it, for, however valuable its qua-
lities, the cat is not poetical. Yet Goldsmith
has given it a place in his exquisite
¢ Hermit’ : ‘

# Around in sympathetic mirth,
Its tricks the kitten tries;
The cricket chirrups in the hearth;
The crackling fagot flies.”
It isa common thing enough to call men
‘ dogs,” but Volumnia, in ¢ Coriolanus,”
calls them ¢ cats.” In speaking of her son,
she says :—
¢'Twas you incensed the rabble ;
Cats ! that can judge as fitly of his worth
As I can of those mysteries which heaven
‘Will not have earth to know.”

As to ‘“the brindled cat’’ that mewed thrice
before the three witches, in ¢ Macheth,”’
entered the cave, we can only applaud
Shakspeare’s good taste in giving her the
precedence in that grand scene.

For nearly a thousand years Western
Christendom searcely knew the blessings of
cats ; and how the rats and mice were kept
down when no four-footed policeman pa-
trolled the kitchen is more than we can
guess. In the tenth and eleventh centu-
ries very high prices were given for good
mousers. They were of Nubian origin, and
descended from those domestic cats which
the Egyptians certainly possessed, which
exist to our own day in the form of mum-
mies, and are represented on many monu-
ments of Thebes. No one knows how they
found their way into' Europe ; but there is
reason to believe tl-at the Romans imported
them from the banks of the Nile in small
numbers and at rare intervals. Our ances-
tors had so high a sense of the usefulness of
this animal that Howel Dha, or Howell the
Good, inserted among his laws one express-
ly concerning it. The price of a kitling
before it could see, was to be a penny, and
when it had killed & mouse, twopence. I
its hearing or seeing was imperfect, if it
had not whole claws, did not go on killing
mice, or proved a bad mother, the seller
was to forfeit to the buyer the third of its
value. If any one stole or killed the cat
that guarded the prince’s granary, the fine
Le had to pay was a mileh ewe, with her
lamb and fleece, or as much wheat as would
cover the cat when held up by the tail with
its head touching the floor. No reduction
Was to be made. The very tip of the

pussy’s tail must be covered with the cul-
prit’s wheat. Thus, the price given for
cats was high, considering the value of spe-
cic at that period ; and the fact of laws be-
ing made to protect the breed of an animal
which multiplies so fast, shows that, in the
middle ages, it must have been scarce in
Enurope.

INDIAN TRIBES IN AMERICA.

A correspondent of the St. Louis Democrat,
who has been passing several months on the
Plains, furnishes some datain regard to the pre-
sent strength of the Indian tribes of the west of
the Mississippi river. The correspondent says :
‘“ The present numerical strength of the Indians
is estimated at 330,000 ; out of this number 70,000
are semi-civilized, According to statistics fur-
nished us by an officer qualified by long expe-
rience and intercourse with Indians, they may
be classed according to their tribal organizations
as follows: Cheyennes and Blackfeet Sioux,
0100; Arrapahoes, 1200; Brule Sioux under ‘Red
Cloud,’ 3000 ; Ogallalla Sioux, 3600 ; Minneconjos
2100; Uncapas, 2400; Yanctonnais, 4200; Arick-
aries, Assiniboines, Gros Ventres, Mundans,
9000. In the northern part of Montana are the
Flatheads, 600; Kootennais, 300; Pend d’Oreilles,
900. In the Indian country lying north of Texas,
and west of Kansas, may be found the follow-
ing peaceful tribes, who are semi-civilized:
Choctaw Nation, 15,000; Chickasaws, 5000; Qua-
paws, Senceas, and Sawnees, 670; Osages and
Neoshos, 8200; and the Wichitas, 2300, In Kan-
sas and Nebraska are the Pawnees, 2800; Win-
nebagoes, 1900; Omahas, 1000; Towag, 800; Otioes
and Missourias, 700 ; Sacs and Foxes, 800. These
Indians are all friendly. There are also Chippe-
was, Ottawas, and Pottawatomies, numbering
some 7924,

In Oregon, ‘Washington, Arizona, New Mexico,
and Mexico and Texas,are the Tualips, Skokam-
ish, Lumnis, 1900; Makahs, 1400; Puyallups,
Nisquallys, Squakskins, and Chebhalis, 2000 ;
Quinailts, Quilichutes, 600; Yakamas, 3000;
Spokanes, 1200 ; Colvilles, 500 ; Cayuses, Walla-
Wallahs, 1200; Wascoes, Klamates, and Modoes,
3500; Snakes, or Shoshomes, 1000; small bands
scattered, 1250; Pimos and Marricopas, 7500}
Papagos, 5000; Cocopas, Yumas, Majaves, Yava-
pais and Chemihuevis, 9500; and lastly, the
most warlike tribes onthe American continent,
the Kiowas,Camanches, Apaches, and Navajoes,
15,100.

In Nevada, Utah, and the Indian country east
of the Rocky Mountains, are found the follow-
ing: The Pah-TUtes and other tribes, 8500 ; Ban-
nacks and Shosones, 4000; Gosha-Utes, 800;
Weber-Utes 800; Timpanoag, 200; Unitah-Utes,
3000 ; Pah-vauts, 1500 ; San Pitches, 500 ; Utahs,
3000 ; Pueblos or Villiage Indians, 7000 ; Tahe-

quache-Utes, 4500; and the Creeks, ¢'vilized,
14,500,



PUT A GOOD FACE UPON IT.

If you wish to succeed in life, if you wish
to find friends, if you wish your relatives or
associates to enjoy your company, wear a
cheerful face ; everybody dislikes and shuns
asad one, if it is habitually sad. Every-
body but God grows weary of being remind-
ed of sorrow, and the heart that is always
full of bitter waters will be left alone,
Pretend to be happy if you can do no more,
Coax sunbeams to your eyes, smiles to your
lips. Speak hopeful words as often as you
can ; get the name of being cheerful, ang
it will be as incense to you. Wherever
the glad face goes it is welcome ; Whatever
the laughing lips ask, it is apt to be grant-
ed. If you are starving, for want of food for
either body or spirit, it is better to laugh
than to ery as you tell the tale. Laugh to
keep from crying. Never give up to gloom;
it is a wrong to those about you. Sad faces
add to the weight of trouble that life lays
upon every heart. Woe to us if we cannot
look about us and see bravely-cheerful faces
to encourage our hearts! Let usbe careful
that each one of us has one of those faces.
A man who carries a glad face does an
amount of good in the world impossible to
compute, even if he is too poor to give one
cent in charity ; and a man whose face is
sad does, every day of his life, more harm
than can be reckoned. This is a hard
world, full of all manner of troubles ; but
every one of them can, for much of the
time, be wrestled out of sight ; and every
living man and woman, as soon as the first
distress is a little past, can, at the very
least, assume cheerfulness. This is decent.
More than thig, ’tis duty. Nobody has
any right to go about, a perpetual dampen-
er of enjoyment. And no one has just rea-
son for habitual sadness until he has lost his
soul.

———ee

" S0DA-WATER.—Priestly was the first who
impregnated water with earbonic acid gas.
This was about the year 1767, or one hun-
dred years ago. He found that fixed ajr
could be liberateq from chalk or marble by
the action of oil of vitriol, and he contrived
apparatus for impregnating water with its

own weight of gas, ang thus manufactured
the first soda*water ever uged.

—_—

—A good man, Who hag seen much of
the world, says: ‘‘ The grand essentials to
happiness in this life are-—something to do,
something to love, and something to hope
for.”?

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

.;C'

“HOW HAPPY I'LL BE.”

A little one played among the flowers,

In the blush and bloom of summer hours ;
She twined the buds in a garland fair,

And bound them up in her shining hair ;

‘“ Ah me !” said she, % how happy 'l be,
‘When ten years more have grown over me,
And I am a maiden, with youth’s brigh_t glow
Flushing my cheek, and lighting my brow !

A maiden mused in a pleasant room,

Where the air was filled with a soft perfume s

Vases were near, of antique mould,

Beautiful pictures rare and old,

And she of all the loveliest there,

‘Was by far the loveliest and most fair;

‘“ Ah me !” said she, ““ how happy I'll be,

‘When my heart’s true love comes home to
me!

Light of my life, my spirit’s pride,

I count the days till thou reach my side.”

A mother bent over the cradle nest,

‘Where she soothed her babe to his smiling
rest

‘ Sleep well,” she murmured, soft and low,

As she pressed her kisses on his brow ;

‘“Oh! child, sweet child, how happy Tl be,

If the good God let thee stay with me,

Till later on, in life’s evening hour,

Thy strength shall be my strength and tower I

An aged one sat by the glowing hearth,
Almost ready to leave the earth H

Feeble and frail, the race she had run

Had borne her along to the setting sun,

“ Ahme !” she breathed, in an under-tone,

¢ How happy 1'll be when life is done !
‘Whenthe world fades out with its weary strife,
And I soar away to a better life 1

'Tis thus we journey, from youth to age,
Longing to turn to another page,

Striving to hasten the years away,

Lighting our hearts with the future’s ray;
Hoping on earth till its visions fade,

‘Wishing and waiting, through sun and shade;
Turning, when earth’s last tie is riven,

To the beautiful rest that remains in heaven.

—_—— .
BLIND ROBERT.

BY UNCLE JOHN.

One day I met a little boy in the street,
who was going along very slowly, feeling
his way by the houses and the fences ; angd
I knew that he was blind. If he had hag
eyes to see with, he would have been rup.
ning and jumping about, or driving g hoop
or tossing a ball, like the other boys in the



BLIND ROBERT.

street. I pitied him. It seemed so hard
for the little fellow to go about in the dark
all the time ; never to see the sun, or any of
the pretty things in the world; never tosec
even the faces of his parents, and brothers,
and sisters. So I stopped to talk with
him. He told me that his name was Ro-
bert, that his father was sick at home, and
that his mother had to take in washing, and
work very hard to get a living. All the
other children had some work to do, but as
he could not see {o work, he was sent after
clothes for his mother to wash. I asked
him if he did not feel sorry because he was
blind. He looked very thoughtful and so-
lemn for a moment, and then he smiled
(smiled just as an angel might smile in hea-
ven) and said, ‘¢ Sometimes I think it hard
to creep about so. Sometimes I want to
look at the bright sun that warms me, and
at the sweet birds that sing for me, and at
the flowers that feel so soft when I touch
them. But God made meblind,and I know
that it is best for me, and I am so glad that
he did not make me deaf and dumb too. I
am so glad that he gave me a good mother,
and a Sabbath School to go to, instead of
making me one of the heathen children,
that pray to snakes and idols.”’

‘¢ But, Robert, if you could see, you could
help your mother more.”’ I said this with-
out thinking, and was sorry assoon as I said
jt; for the litle boy’s smile went right
away, and big tears filled his blind eyes,
and ran down his pale cheeks.

« Yes,” he said, I have often told mo-
ther so ; but sho*says that Thelp her a great
deal now, and that she wouldn’t sparc me
for the world ; and father says I'm the best
nurse he ever had, though I am blind.”

¢« I am sure you are a good boy, Robert,”
I answered quickly.

“ No, sir,” he said, ¢ I am not good, but

“have got 2 very wicked heart ; and I think
a great many wicked thoughts; and ifit
wasn’t for the Saviour, I don’t know what I

*would do.”

¢ And how does the Saviour help you ?”’
«Q, sir, I pray to him, and then Le comes
into my heart, and says, ¢ I forgive you,

Robert ; I love you, poor blind boy ! I will

take away your evil heart, and give you a

new one.” And then I feel so happy ; and
it seems to me as if I could almost hear the
angels singing up in heaven.”

“ Well, Robert, that is right ; and do you
ever expect to see the angels P’ )

“ 0, yes, sir! When I die my spirit will
notheblind. It isonly myclay house that has
no windows. I can see with my mind
now, and that, my mother tells me, is the
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way they see in heaven. And I heard
father reading in the Bible the other day,
where it tells about heaven, and it said
there is ¢ no night there.’ But here it is
night to blind people all the time. O, sir,
when I feel eross because I cannot see, I
think about heaven, and it comforts me "’

I saw now that Robert began to beo un-
easy, and acted as if he wanted togo on. I
said, ¢ Don’t you like to talk with me,
Robert 2

“ Yes, sir, I do; and it is very kind of
you to speak s0 to a poor blind bey ; but
mother will be waiting for the clothes.”

This evidence of the little fellow’s frank-
ness and fidelity pleased me. I had be-
come much interested, and made up my
mind to find out more about him. So I took
some money from my pocket, and gave it to
him to buy something for his sick father.
Again the tears filled his blind eyes.

¢ 0, sir,”” he said, ¢ you are too good ! I
was just wishing I could buy something
for poor, sick papa ; he has no appetite, and
we have nothing in the house but potatoes.
He tries to eat them, and never complains ;
but if I could only get something good for
him, it would soon make him better, I
know it would. But I don’t want you to
give me ithe money ; can’t I work for yon,
and earn it ?”’

I made him take the money, and then
watched him, to see what he would do. He
went as fast as he could for the
clothes ; then bought a fowl to make soup
of ; then a loaf of bread, for toast ; and felt
his way home, trembling all over with de-
light. I followed him without his knowing
it. He went to a little old-looking house,
that seemed to have but one room. [ saw
that he put the bread and fowl under the
cloth es, and went (asIthought by the sound)
close to his father’s bed before he showed
them ; then dropping the clothes, he held
up the loaf in one hand, and the fowl in the
-other, saying, ¢ See, father ; see what God
has sent you 1

He then told about my meeting him, and
giving him the money, he added, « I am
sure, {ather, that God put it into the kind
man’s heart ; for God sees how muech you
wanted something to nourish you.”

Tam afraid, children, that there were
some tears in Unele John’s eyes, as he turn-
ed away from the bling boy’s home.

. pr beautiful to love God and to trust
in him, as poor Robert did ! Could you be
so contented and happy, ifyou were as poor
as he was, and blind too ¢ Think ahout it,
dear children ; and perhaps D'l tell you
more about blind Robert some otherx time.
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AUTUMNAL TINTS.

(From the Atlantic Monthly.)

Europea,nscoming to America are sur-
prised by the briliancy of our autumnal
foliage. There is no account of such g
phenomenon in English poetry, because
the trees acquire but few bright colors
there. The most that Thomson says on
this subjeet in his “Autumn’® is contained
in the lines,—

*“But see the fading, many-colored woods,
Shade deepening over shade, the country
round
Imbrown; acrowded umbrage, dusk and dun,
Of every hue, from wan declining green to
sooty dark " :—
and in the line in which he speaks of
“Autumn beaming o’er the yellow Wwoods,”

The autumnal change of our woods hag
not made a deep impression on our own
literature yet. October has hardly tinged
our poetry.

A great many who have spent their lives
in cities, and never have chanced to come
into the country at this season, have never
seen this, the flower, or rather the ripe
fruit of the year. I remerber riding with
one such eitizen, who, though a fortnight
too late for the most brilliant tints, was
taken by surprise, and would not believe
“that there had been any brighter. He had
never heard of this phenomenon before,
Not only many in our towns have never
witnessed it, but it is scarcely remembered
by the majority from year to year.,

Most appear to confound changed leaves
With withered ones, as if they were to con-
found ripe apples with rotten ones. I think
that the change to some higher color in a
leaf is an evidence that it has arrived at
a late and perfect maturity, answering to
the maturity of fraits. It ig generally the
lowest and oldest leaves which change first.
But as the perfect-winged ang unusually
bright-colored insect is short-lived, so the
leaves ripen but to fall.

Generally, every fruit, on ripening, and
Jjust before it falls, when it commences g
more independent and individual exist-
€nce, requiring Jess nourishment from any
source, and that not g much from the
earth through its stem as from the sun and
air, acquires a bright tint. So do leaves,
The physiologist says it iq “due to an in-
creased absorption of oxygen.” That is
the scientific account of the matter,—only
a re-assertion of the fact. Byt am more
interested in the rosy cheek than I am
to know what particular diet the maiden
fed on. The very forest and herbage, the
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pellicle of the earth, must acquire a
bright color, an evidence of its ripeness,—
as if the globe itself were a fruit on its
stem, with ever a cheek toward the sun.

Flowersare but colored leaves; fruits, but
ripe ones, The edible part of most frujt is,
as the physiologist says, “the parenchyma
or fleshy tissue of the leaf’” of which they
are formed.

Our appetites have commonly confined
our views of ripeness and its phenomena—
color, mellowness, and perfectness,—to the
fruits which we eat, and we are wont to
forget that an immense harvest which we
do not eat, hardly use at all, is annually
ripened by Nature. At our annual Catile
Shows and Horticultural Exhibitions, we
make, as we think, a great show of fair
fruits, destined, however, to 2 rather igno-
ble end,—fruits not valued for their beauty
chiefly. But round about and within our
towns there is annually another show of
fruits, on an infinitely grander scale,—fruits
which address our taste for beauty alone.

October is the month of painted leaves.
Their rich glow now flashes round the
world. Asthe fruits and leaves and the day
itself acquire a bright tint just before they
fall, so the year near its setting. October
is its sunset sky; November, the later twi-
light.

I formerly thought that it would be
worth the while to get a specimen leaf
from each changing tree, shrub, and her-
baceous plant, when it had acquired its
brightest characteristic color, in its tran-
sition from the green to the brown state,
outline it, and copy its color exactly, with
paint, in a book, which should he entitled,
¢ October, or Autumnal Tints”; — begin-
ning with the earliest reddening,—Wood-
bine and the lake of yadical leaves, and
coming down throngh the Maples, Hicko-
ries, and Sumachs, and many beautifully
freckled leaves less generally known, to
the latest Oaks and Aspens.  What g
memento such a book would he ! You
would need only to turn over its leaves
to take a ramble through the autumn
woods whenever you pleased. Or if I
could preserve the leaves themselves, un-
faded, it would be botter still, I have
made but little progress towards such g
book, but I have endeavored, instead, to
describe all these bright tints in the order

in which they present themselves. The
following are .some extracts from my
notes ;— -

THE RED MAPLE,

By the twenty-fifth of Septpmber, the
Red Maples generally are beginnirg to be
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Tipe. Some large ones have been conspicu-
ously changing for a week, and some
single trees are now very brilliant. I
notice a small one, half 2 mile off across a
meadow, against the green wood-side there,
a far brighter red than the blossoms of any
tree in summer, and more conspicuous. I
have observed this tree for several autumns
invariably changing earlier than its fel-
lows, just as one tree ripens its fruit earlier
than another. It might serve to mark the
season, perhaps. I should be sorry, if it
were cut down. I know of two or three
such trees in our town, which might per-
haps be propagated from, as early ripeners
or September trees, and their soced be ad-
vertised in the market, as well as that of
radishes, if we cared as much about them.

At present, these burning bushes stand
chiefly along the edge of the meadows, or

. I distinguish them afar on the hillsides

duties of a Maple there, all winter and
summer, neglected none of its economies,
but added to its stature in the virtue whiclh
belongstoa Maple, by a steady growth forso
many months, never having gone gadding
, abroad, and is nearer heaven than it was
in the spring. It has faithfully hushanded
,its sap, and aflorded a shelter to the wan-
| dering bird ; has long since ripened its
;seeds and committed them to the winds;
.and has the satisfaction of knowing, per-
fhaps, that a thousand little well-behaved
| Maples are already seitled in life some-
'where. It deserves well of Mapledom. Its
lleaVes have been asking it from time to
time, in a whisper, ‘“ When shall we red-
;den?”  And now, in this month of Sep-
;tember, this month of travelling, when
jmen are hastening to the sea-side, or the
j mountains, or the lakes, this modest Maple,
(8till without budging an ineh, travels in

here and there. Sometimes you will see | its reputation,—runs up its searlet flag on

many small ones in a swamp turned quite
erimson when all other trees around are
still perfectly green ; and the former ap-
pear so much the brighter for it. They
take you by surprise, as you are going by
on one side, across the fields, thus early in
the seasgn, as if it were some gay encamp-

ithat hill-side, which shows that it has
 finished its summer’s work before all other
trees, and withdraws from the contest. At
the cleventh hour of the year, the tree
which no scrutiny could have detected
here when it was most industrious is thus,
by the tint of its maturity, by its very

ment of the red men, or other foresters, of blushes, revealed at last to the careless and

‘whose arrival you had not heard.

Some single trees, wholly bright scarlet,
seen against others of their kind still fresh-
ly green, or against evergreens, are more
memorable than whole groves will be by-
and-by. How beautiful, when a whole
tree is like one great scarlet fruit full of
ripe juices ; every leaf, from lowest limb to
topmost spire, all aglow, especially if you
look toward the sun! What more remark-
able object can there be in the landscape?
Visible for miles, too fair to be believed. ¥f
such a phenomenon oceurred but once, it
would be handed down by tradition to
Dosterity, and get into the mythology at
last.

The whole tree thus ripening in advance
of its fellows attains a singular pre-
eminence, and sometimes maintains it for
a week or two. Tam thrilled at the sight
of it, bearing aloft its scarlet standard for
the regiment of green-clad foresters around,
and I go half a mile out of my way to ex-
amine it. A single tree becomes thus the
crowning beauty of some meadowy vale,
and the expression of the whole surround-
ing forest is at once more spirited for it.

A small Red Maple has grown, per-
chance, far away at ihe head of some
retired valley, a mile from any road, un-
observed. It hag faithfully discharged the

distant traveller, and leads his thoughts
away from the dusty road into those brave
solitudes which it inhabits. It flashes out
conspicuous with all the virtue and beauty
of a Maple,—dcer rubrum. We may now
read its title, or rubric, clear. Its virtues,
not its sins, are as scarlet,.

Notwithstanding the Red Maple is the
most intense searlet of any of our trees, the
Sugar-Maple has been the most celebrated ;
and Michaux, in his “ Sylva,” does not
speak of the autumnal color of the former.
About the second of October, these trees,
both large and small, are most brilliant,
though many are still green. In * sprout-
lands " they seem to vie with one another,
and ever some particular one in the midst
of the crowd will be of a peculiarly pure
scarlet, and by its more intense color attract
our eye, even at a distance, and carry off
the palm. A large Red-Maple swamp,
when at the height of its change, is the
most obviously brilliant of a]1 tangible
things, where I dwell, so abundant is this
tree with us. It varies much both in form
and color. A great many are merely yel-
low, more scarlet, others scarlet deepening
into erimson more red than common. Look
at yonder swamp of Maples mixed with
Pines, at the base of a Pine-clad hill, a
quarter of a mile off, so that you get the
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full effect of the bright colors, without de-
tecting the imperfections of the leaves, and
see their yellow, scarlet, and crimson fires,
of all tints, mingled and contrasted with
the green. Some Maples are yet green,
only yellow or erimson-tipped on the cdges
of their flakes, like the edges of a Hazel-
Nut burr ; some are wholly brilliant scar-
let, raying out regularly and finely every
way, bilaterally, like the veins of a leaf
others, of more irregular form, when I turp
iy head slightly, emptying out some of its
earthiness and concealing the trunk of {je
tree, seem to rest heavily flake on flake, like
yellow and scarlet clouds, wreath upon
wreath, or like snow-drifts driving th¥ough
the air, siratified by the wind. It adds
greatly to the beauty of such a swamp ag
this season, that, even though there may bhe
no other trees interspersed, it is not seen as
a simple mass of color, but, different treeg
being of different colors and hues, the ont-
line of each creseent tree-top is distinet, and
where one laps on toanother. Yet a paint-
er would hardly venture to make them thus
distinet a quarter of 2 mile off.

As I go across a meadow direcily toward
a low rising ground this bright afternoon,
I see, some fifty rods off toward the sun, the
top of a Maple swamp just appearing over
the sheeny russet edge of the hill,—a stripe
apparently twenty rods long by ten feet
deep, of the most intensely brilliant scarlet,
orange, and yellow, equal to any flowers or
fruits, or any tints ever painted. As I ad-
vance, lowering the edge of the hill which
makes the firm foreground or lower frame
of the picture, the depth of the brilliant
grove revealed steadily increases, suggest-
ing that the whole of the inclosed valley is
filled with such color. One wonders that
the tithing-men and fathers of the town are
not out to see what the trees mean by their
high colors and exuberance of spirits, fear-
ing that some mischief is brewing. I do
not see what the Puritans did at this sea-
son, when the Maples blaze out in secarlet.
They certainly could not have worshipped
in groves then. Perhaps that is what they
built meeting-houses and fenced them round
with horse-sheds for.

THE ELM.

Now, too, the first of Qctober, or later,
the Elms are at the height of their autumnal
heauty, great brownish-yellow masses, warm
from their September oven, hanging over
the highway. Their leaves are perfectly
ripe. I wonder if there is any answering
ripeness in the lives of the men who live be.
neath them. As I look down our street,
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which is lined with them, they remind me,
both by their color and form, of yellowing
sheaves of grain, as if the harvest had in-
deed come to the village itself, and we
might expect to find some maturity and
Jlavor in the thoughts of the villagers at
last. Under those bright rustling yellow
piles, just ready to fall on the heads of the
walkers, how can any crudity or greenness
of thought or act prevail? When I stand
where half-a-dozen large Llms droop over
a house, it is a8 if I stood within a ripe
pumpkinrrind, and I feel as mellow as if I
were the pulp, though I may be somewhat
stringy and seedy withal. What is the late
greenness of the English Elm,—like a cu-
cumber out of season, ‘which does not know
whento havedone,~compared with the early
and golden maturity of the American tree ?
The street is the scene of a great harvest-
home. It would be worth the while to set
out these trees, if only for their autumnal
value. Think of these great yellow cano-
pies or parasols held over our heads and
houses for miles together, making the vil-
lage all one and compact,—an ulmarium,
which is at the same time a nursery of men 1
And then how gently and unobserved they
drop their burden, and let in thesun when
it is wanted, their leaves not heard when
they fall on our roofs and in our streets ;
and thus the village parasol is shut up and
put away! I see the market-man driving
into the village, and disappearing under its
canopy of Elm-tops, with Aés crop, as into
a great granary or barn-yard. I am tempt-
ed to go thither as to a husking of thoughts,
now dry and ripe, and ready to be separated
from their integuments: but, alas! I fore-
see that it will be chiefly husks and little
thought ; for as you sow, so shall you reap.
~—Thoreau.
T ————
THE TWO BUCKETS.

A great deal of trouble is borrowed by the
habit of looking at things « wrong end
foremost.”

“How disconsolate you look!” said a
bucket to his fellow-bucket, as they were
going to the well,

“Ah!" replied the other, I was reflect-
ing on the uselessness of our being filled ;
for, let us go away ever so full, we always
come back empty.”

“ Dear me ! how strange to look at it in
that way,” said the first bucket. ¢ Now, I
enjoy the thought that, however empty we
come, we always go away full. Only look
at it in that light, and you'll be as cheerful
as I am.”



THE BEAR STEAXK.

THE BEAR-STEAK.

A GASTRONOMIC ADVENTURE.

The American’s predilection for beef-
steak, as well as the Englishman’s, is al-
most proverbial ; but we fancy it would take
some time to reconcile either of them to a
bear-steak, however much might be said of
the superiority of its flavor over that of
the ox, or however confilently it might be
asseriud thae the Sour voasw ot Jdicule
feeder, selecting the juiciest fruits of the
forest and the most esculent roots of the
earth, for his ordinary nourishment. The
following gastronomic adventure, related
by a modern French traveller, proves that
the Frenchman finds it just as difficult to
surmount his aversion to feeding on the
flesh of Master Bruin as the Anglo-Saxon.

M. Alexandre Dumas, after a long, moun-
tainous walk, arrived about four o’clock one
fine autumn afternoon, at the inn at Mar-
tigny. Exercise and the keen mountain
air had sharpened his appetite, and he in-
quired with some degree of eagerness at
what hour the table d'héle was usually
served.

“At half-past five,”’ replied the host.

“That will do very well,” rejoined M.
Dumas ; I shall then have time to visit
the old castle before dinner.”’

Punctual to the appointed hour the tra-
veller returned, but found, to his dismay,
that every seat at the long table was al-
ready occupied. The host, however, who
appeared to have tpken M. Dumas, even at
first sight, into his especial favor, approach-
ed him with a courteous smile, and, point-
ing to a small side-table, carefully laid out,
said,—

“Here, sir, this is your place. I had
not enough of bear-steak left to supply the
whole table.d'héle with it; and, besides,
most of my gunests have tasted this bear al-
ready, so I reserved my last steak for you :
I was sure you would like it.”

So saying, the good-natured host placed
in the centre of the table a fine, juicy-look-
ing steak, smoking hot and very tempting
in appearance ; but glad would the hungry
traveller have been could he have believed
that it was beef, and not a bear-steak, which
now lay before him. DBut he could notfind
it in his heart to be so0 ungracious as to ex-
Dress a dislike to food which the host evi-
dently considered as the choicest delicacy
the country could afford. e accordingly
took his seat at the table and cut off a small
slice of the steak; then, screwing his eou-
rage to the sticking-point, and opening his
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mouth wide, as if about to demolish & bolus,
he heroically gulped the dreaded morsel.
Ce n'est que le premier pas qui cofite. He
had no sooner achieved this feat than he
began to think that bear’s flesh was, after
all, not quite so bad a thing as he had ex.
pected. He swallowed a second morsel.
It was really the tenderest and most juicy
steak he had ever tasted. « Are you
sure this is a bear-steak 7"’ he inquired eof
the landlord. *

¢ Yeu, sir, I can assure you it is,”” replied
the good-natured, bustling man, as he hur-
ried off to attend upon his other guestsat the
table-d’hote. Before he returned to M.
Dumas at the side-table, three-quarters of
the steak had disappeared; and, highly
gratified at finding his favorite dish was so
much approved of, he renewed the conver-
sation, by observing,—

¢ That was a famous beast, I can tell
you; it weighed three hundred and twenty
pounds.”’

“A fine fellow indeed he must have
been,’’ rejoined the traveller.

Tt cost no small trouble to kill him.”

“Ican well believe that,”” rejoined M.
Dumas, at the same time raising the last
morsel to his mouth.

“He devoured half the huntsman who
shot him ?’ added the loguacious landlozd.

Hastily flinging aside the loathed morsel,
which he had just placed within his lips,
the traveller indignantly exclaimed, « How
dare you pass such jokes upon a man when
he is in the middle of his dinner "’

“1 can assure you, sir, I am not joking,”
replied the landlord, “Iam only telling you
the simple truth.’”” -

The traveller, whose appetite for further
food was by this time eilectually destroyed,
rose from the table. The host, nothing loth

to hear himself talk, continued the story as
follows :

You must know, sir, that the man who
killed this bear was a poor peasant belong-
ing to the village of Fouly, and named
William Mona. This animal used to come
every night and steal his pears, giving a
special preference to the fruit of one fine
pear-tree laden with bergamottes. Mona
at first imagined that it was some of ihe
children of the village who commitied these
depredations in his orchard, and, having
loaded his gun with powder only, placed
himself in ambush that he right give them
a good fright. Towards eleven o’clock at
night he heard a distantgrowl. *Ho, ho!”
said he, ¢ {here is g bear somewhere in the
neighborhood.” Ten minutes aflerwardsa
second growl was heard; but this time it
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was so near at hand that he began to fear
he should scarcely have time to reach a
place of refuge, and threw himself flat upon
the ground, in the earnest hope- that the
bear would be satisfied with taking his
pears instead of devouring himself.

A few minutes of anxious suspense en-
sued, during which the bear, passing within
a few paces of the terrified peasant, chm.b.
ed the pear-tree with agility, although its
branches creaked beneath the weight of its
ponderous body ; and having secuted' for
himself a comfortable position, committed
no small havoe among the luseious berga-
mottes. Having gorged himself to hijs
heart’s content, he slowly descended, and
returned in tranquil dignity towards his
mountain home.

William Mona was a brave and resolute
man, and he said to himself, as he watched
his enemy’s retiring steps, “He may go
home this time if he pleases, but, Master
Bruin, we shall meet again.”

The next day one of his neighbors, who
came to visit him,found him sawing up the
teeth of a pitehfork, and transforming them
into slugs.

“What are you about there ?° he asked.

“I am amusing myself,” replied Wil
liam. The neighbor, taking up one of the
Dieces of irom, turned it over and over in
his band, like a man who understood such
things, and then said quietly,—

“If you were to own the truth, William,
you would acknowledge that these little
secraps of iron are destined to pierce a
rougher skin than that of a ehamois.”

¢ Perhaps they may,” replied William.

“ You know that I am an honest fellow,”’
resumed Fraueis (for so was the neighbor
called); ¢ well, if you choose, we wwill
divide the hear between us: two men in
.such a case are better than one.”

¢ That’s as it may be,” replied William,
at the same time cutting his third slug.

¢ 1l tell you what,” continued Prancis,
#J will leave you in full possession of the
skin, we will only share the flesh between
us, together with the bounty offered by
government for every bear that is killed,
and which will give us forty francs apiece.”

¢ should prefer having the whole my-
self,’”” replied William,

“But you cannot prevent me from seek-
ing the bear’s track in the mountain, and
placing myself in ambush on his passage.”

% You are free to do that, if you please.”
So maying, William, who had now eom-
pleted the manufacture of his slugs, began
to measure out o ' charge of powder double
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in amount to that usually placed in a car-
bine.

“ I see you intend to use your musket 9"’
said Franeis.

“ Yes, of course I do; three iron slugs
will do their work more surely than a leaden
bullet.”

“ They will spoil the skin.”’

¢ Never mind that, if they do their work
more effectually.”

¢ And when do you intend to commence
your chase ?”’

¢« T will tell you that to-morrow.”’

“Once more, then,—are you quite de-
termined not to let me share the chance
with you ?’

“Yes: Iprefer managing the whole mat-
ter myself, and sharing neither the danger
nor the profit.”’

“Farewell, then, neighbor. I wish you
suceess.”’ :

In the evening, as Francis was passing
Mona’s dwelling, he saw the huntsman
quietly seated on the bench before his door,
smoking his pipe.

Francis knew nothing of Mona/’s proceed-
ings during the remainder of that evening.
He had tracked the bear, and followed its
traces as far asthe border of William’s or-
chard. Not liking to trespass upon his
neighbor’s territory, he took up his post on
the borders of the pinewood which lay on
the slope of the hill overhanging Mona’s
garden.

As it was a clear night, he could observe
with ease from this spot all that was going
on below. He saw the huntsman leave hig
house, and advance towards a gray rock in
the centre of his little enclosure, which
stood at the distance of ahout twenty paces
from his favorite pear-tree. There Mona
paused, looked round as if to ascertain that
he was quite alone, unrolled his sack and
slipped intoe it, only allowing his head and
his two arms to emerge above the opening.
Having thus in a great measure concealed
his person, he leaned back against the rock, -
and remained so perfectly still that even his
neighbor, although he knew him to be
there, could not distingnish him from the.
lifeless stone. .

An hour elapsed in patient expectation.

At last the bearappeared in sight. But,
whether by accident, or whether it were
that he had scented the second huntsman,
he did not on this oecasion follow his usual
track, but diverging towards the right,
escaped falling into the ambush which
Francis had prepared for him.

William in the meantime did not stir an,
inch. The bear appeared quite uncon-
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scious of an enemy’s presence, and ad-
vanced with rapid strides towards the tree.
But, at the moment when he rose upon his
hind-legs to clasp the trunk with his fore-
paws, thus leaving his breast exposed, a
bright flash illuminated the face of the
xock, and the whole valley re-echoed with
‘the report of the double-loaded gun, together
with the loud howl which proceeded from
the wounded animal. The bear fled from
the spot, passing within ten paces of Wil-
liam without perceiving him. The latter
-had now taken the additional precaution of
drawing the sack over his head, and rested
motionless as before against the face of the
xock.

- Franeis, with a musket in his hand, stood
beneath the shelter of the wood, a breath-
less spectator of the scene. He is a bold
huntsman, but wished himself at home
‘when he saw the enormous animal, furious
from its wound, bearing down to the spot
where he stood. Already the bear was
.Within a few paces of the pine-wood, when
suddenly the wounded animal paused, rais-
+ed his nostrils in the air, as if catching some
scent which was borne by the breeze, and
then, uttering a furious growl, turned hasti-
1y round, and rushed back towards the or-
chard.

¢ Take care of yourself, William,—take
icare !’ exclaimed Franeis, at the same time
darting forward in pursuit of the bear, and
forgetting cverything else in his anxiety to
isave his old comrade from the danger which
\threatened him. He knew well thatif Wil-
{liam had not time to reload his gun, it was
fall over with him : the bear had evidently
iscented him. Suddenly a ery of terror and
;agony rent the air: ¢ Help! O, help!
thelp!” A dead silence ensued ; not even
:amoan succeeded the cry of anguish. Fran-
‘cis flew down the slope with redoubled
speed ; and, as he approached the rock, he
began yet more clearly to distinguish the
huge animal, which had hitherto been half-
concealed beneath its shade, and pereeived
that the bear was trampling under foot and
rending to pieces the prostrate form of his
unfortunate assailant.

Francis was now close at hand; the
bear, intent upon his prey, did not seem
aware of hig presence. He did not venture
to fire, for he feared he might miss hisaim,
and perhaps shoot his unhappy friend. He
took up a stone and threw it at the bear.
The auimal turned immediately upon this
new foe, and raised himself upon his hind
legs. The hunter was so near that the ani-
mal was pressing the point of his gun with

its shagey breast. He at once pulled the!
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trigger. 'The bear fell backwards,—the
ballhad this time done its work effectually.
The huntsman, leaving the struggling ani-
mal upon the ground, now hastened to his
comrade’s side. But it was too late for
human assistance to be of any avail. The
unfortunate man was terribly mutilated.
With a sickening heart, Franeis hastened
to eall for help. o

Before many moments had elapsed, al-
most all the inhabitants of the villagé were
assembled in poor Mona’s orchard, and his
wife among the rest. I need not deseribe
the dismal scene. A collection was made
for the poor widow through the whole val-
ley of the Rhone, and a sum of seven hun-
dred franes was thus raised. Francis in-
sisted upon her receiving the government
bounty, and sold the flesh and the skin of
the bear for her benefit. In short, all her
neighbors united to assist her to the utmost
of their power. We innkecpers also agreed
to open a subscription-list at our respective
houses, in case any travellers should wish
to contribute a trifle ; and, in case you, sir,
should be disposed to put down your name
for a small sum, I should take it as a great
favor.

‘““Most assuredly,” replied M. Dumas,
as he rose from the table and cast a parting
glance at the last morsel of the bear-steak,
inwardly vowing never again to make ex-
periments in gastronomy.

HOW THINGS ARE IN “THE LEWS.”

(From the Glasgow Herald Correspondent.)

You would searcely believe what a primi-
tive state of things is to be found linger-
ing in this most northerly of the Hebrides.
Of course, I don’t refer to Stornoway, which
is a great centre of civilization here, and is
believed by the natives to stand precisely
in the centre of the universe. In point of
fact, it is a thriving little place, very much
like any other Scotch town of its size.

Even in Stornoway, however, there are
one or two features that attract the atten-
tion of the stranger. The larger shops,
though ealled drapers’, druggists’, and so on,
as in the south, are more like American
stores on a small seale. You will find o
draper selling cutlery, and {illing one of his
windows with gingerhread. The grocer
sells shoes; the druggist prints bills to order,
and will supply you not only with drugs,
but. with serew-nails, ropes, and agricultur-
al implements. The style of doing busi-
ness, 100, is peculiar. A man from the
country comes in to buy (let us say) a
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bonnet. ~He goes first to the draper’s, and,
after lounging about in the shop, looking
about him, and perhaps offering an occa-
sional remark on the weather and other
general subjects, as if he had no intention
of making a purchase, for the people here
consider the space outside of the counter to
be public property,—he at last approaches
the business that brought him. He tries
on a variety of bonnets, asks the prices,
and takes particular note of the bonnets
that suit him. He then leaves the shop,
and proceeds to another draper’s where
he goes through the same process; and,
having gone round the town in this way,
returns to the place where he thinks he
will make the best bargain, and, after
great deal of haggling to bring down the
price, perhaps makes the purchase; but, if
not satisfied, he will go away, to return
some other day, and see if he cannet get
the article for & penny or a halfpenny less.
This style of doing business is not confined
to the Lews. A gentleman connected with
the Perth and Inverness Railway told me,
that when that line was first opened, some
of the natives accustomed to the foregoing
style of doing business would often make
their appearance at the little stations in
the north, when some such dialogue as the
following would ensue -

Native—¢ What is the price to——7?"

Ticket-clerk—¢ Two and eightpence.”

“What "

“Two and eightpence.”

“Two and eightpence!
I'll give you two shillin’s.”’

“There is no reduction. The fare is two
and eight.”

“Make it two and
bargain.”

“I tell you the fare ig
pence.”’ :

“It’s only thirty miles.””

“It doesn’t matter what it is. That’s the
fare.”

Il give you two and threepence.’”

“It won't do."”

“Two and fourpence, then.”

¢“No, nor two and fourpence.”

At two and sixpenco the man, perhaps,
would make a dead stand, and finding the
clerk inexorable, would sctually go away
and wait till the next train, to return then
with his ofler of two ang sixpence, in hopes
of finding the elerk more accommodating.

But it is only on leaving Stornoway and
penetrating into the other parts of the is-
land that one comes on the more enrious
featares of society here.  What would you
think now of naked little boys Playing

Hoeh, never!

tuppence, and it’s a

two and eight-
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along the side of the public road. The
cotters’ houses, too, are strange habitations
for the nineteenth century to find here.
Low and mound-like, built usually of turf
and covered with thatch, they give a vil-
lage much the appearance of a Kaffir kraal.
Each hut has but one door or aperture, by
which the human beings and cattle go in
and the peat-smoke tries to get ont. The
family sleep under one end of the roof, and
are sometimes separated from the lower
animals (at least from the larger species of
them), by & screen of board or tattered
blanket. These people speak nothing but
Gaelic, and in the remoter parts of the is-
land are in a state of almost Egyptian
darkness as to the outer world. These eot-
ters, however, are for the most part happy
and contented. Their wantsare few ; they
have plenty to eat and drink ; and, notwith-
standing all the eircumstances deseribed,
their morality will bear very favorable
comparison with that of people in the
south, who would no doubt call them bar-
barians. They would almost seem, as one
said, to have been born before the Fall.
Crime is rare, and at present, I am told,
the prison at Stornoway is empty.
WOMEN IN THE LEWS.

Some of the manuers and customs of
this class, however, would astonish and
scandalize our Social-Seience Reformers.
The women, for instance, do all the heavy
work. They dig, delve, and hoe; they
carry heavy loads of manure to the fields,
and in the peat season you may see them
all day carrying creelfuls of peat from the
bog. You will often see a man trudging
along the road beside a woman ; but the
creel is always on the woman’s back. If
they come to a river or ford, the woman
crosses first, deposits her creel on the other
side, and then returns to carry the man
across. I only saw this once; but the far-
mers tell me it is a thing of every-day
occurrence. When the creel ig empty, the
man sometimes slings it over his own
shoulders, and then mounts upon the back
of the woman, who ecarries them both
across together. This, I am told, is the
only occasion on which by any chance you
se¢ a creel upon the back of a man,

The woman in ihe rural districts here is,
in faet, a beast of burden; and men, in
looking out for wives, look largely to mus-
cular development. A story is eurrent
among the English-speaking farmers tliat,
illustrates this conception of woman’s mis-
sion. In the middle of one peat scason,
when labor was much in demand, a man,
who was supposed to Dbe a confirmed

-
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‘bachelor, suddenly married. A friend met
him some days after.

* What for did you take a woman like
that?” said the friend.

“ Did you'll no hear,” replied the man,
+¢ that my horse was deed ? "’

That this state of things should continue
to exist in our own country, within two or
three miles of Stornoway, and within 200
miles of Glasgow, as the crow flies, seems
almost incredible.

THE CHURCH AND CLERGY.

Scareely less astounding are the position
and power of the clergy. It may be ne-
cessary here to state that out of Stornoway
the entire mass of the population belong to
the Free Church. Even in Stornoway, the
Established Church is gradually emptying,
and the new U. P. Church, though pro-
gressing, is small. But, over the rest of the
‘island the Free Church i§ practically the
only Church ; the Established churches are
deserted ; their ministers, some of them
men of high culture, have little or nothing
to do; and I have heard of more than one
whose Sabbath ministrations are confined
to family worship at their own firesides.

The Establishment ministers, though they
don’t do (because in fact they get no op-
portunity of doing) the ministerial work of
the island, yet occupy the manses and
glebes. This is a sore point with the peo-
ple. Ido not know that the Romanists in
Ireland feel more keenly in regard to the
Irish Establishment.

To their own ministers they are gene-
rally much attacked, and loyal to a fault.
I doubt if many people in the south have
any idea of the deference that is paid here
to ecclesiastical authority, and the extent
to which that authority is sometimes exer-
cised. The people are exceedingly reli-
gious in their own way; and whenever a
communion is held, thousands upon thon-
sands of them flock to it, sometimes from
the remotest parts of the island, and even
from a greater distance.

The old praetice of calling people up to
be rebuked in church would seem still to
be common here. It is said that in some
parts of the island, when persons are about
to emigrate, and apply for their certificate
of church connection (without which they
will not leave the island, they are com-
pelled, if any misdemeanor is still in the
books against them, to make public con-
fession of it, even though the offence may
have been committed many years before.

This sort of diseipline is said to exercise
in general a healthy influence. One of
the Lews farmers told me that one season
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the crofters began to appropriate his tur
nips, not in ones or twos, but in creelfuls.
He went and complained to the minister,
who took the matter up, preached a sermon
against stealing in general, and turnip-
stealing in particular; called the people
together in different houses to warn them ;
and finally succeeded in putting an end to
turnip-stealing, for that seasom at least.
The appropriation of turnips, however,
would seem, like the cattle-lifting of old
days, and the embezzlement of books and
casual umbrellas amongst ourselves, to be
regarded by the poorer cotters as scarcely
coming within the range of the eighth
commandment. In other matters they are
honest, sgometimes to scrupulosity ; and you
find amongst the poorest of them much of
that high principle of honor and that na-
tive dignity that belong to the true High-
lander.

PRAXITELES AND PHYRNE,
BY W. W. STORY.

A thousand silent years ago
The starlight, faint and pale,
‘Was drawing on the sunset glow .
Its soft and shadowy vell;

‘When from his work the sculptor stayed
His band, and turned to one

‘Who stood beside him half in shade,
And sighing sald, ‘¢’Tis done.”

‘ Phyrne, thy human lips shall pale,

Thy rounded limbs decay,

Nor love nor prayers can aught avail
To bid thy beauty stay;

But there thy smile for centuries
On marble 1lips shall live,—

For Art can grant what Love denijes,
And fix the fugitive.

Sad thought ! nor age nor death shall fade
The youth of this cold bust;
‘When the quick brain and hand that made,
And thou and I, are dust !
‘When all our hopes and fears are dead,
And both our hearts are cold,
And Love is like a tune that’s played,
And Life a tale that’s told,
This counterfeit of senseless stone,
. That no sweet blush can warm,
The same enchanting look shall own
The same enchanting form, *
And there upon that silent face
Shall unborn ages sce
Perennial youth, perennigl grace,
And sealed serenity, y

?.

And strangers, when we sleep in peace,
Shall say, not quite unmoved,
‘So smileq upon Praxiteles
The Phyrne whom he loved.’”
—Blackwood's Magazine.
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PIERRE'S PET LAMB.

BY A. L.O. E
- ) -

‘Brightly shone the summer sun on the
home of Jacques Lefoi, a pretty little chalet
(or cottage) nestling among the Swiss moun-
tains. It could only be reached by a steep
path up from the valley ; anda great lofty
peak towered behind it,—a peak so high
that the snow on it never melted, even in
the hottest day of summer. The chale,
seen from a distance, looked like a toy-
cottage, with its carved beams and wide
overhanging roof, which had stones on the
top to prevent the fierce mountain galeg
from blowing it away. The pretty little
diamond panes of its windows were glitter-
ing in the sun; but, though all looked so
bright outside the chalef, there was a sad
sight of sorrow and mourning within it,
The small parlor was erowded with Swiss
mountaineers, men and women, who had
just come back from attending the funeral
of the wife of Jacques. Her body had been
carried that morning to the graveyard,
down in the valley, and the mourners who
had borne the coffin, and those who had
followed it, had now returned to the widow-
er’s home to partake of a little refreshment.

All the guests looked grave and sad, and!

spoke in a low tone of voice; for Jaeques
himself stood in the doorway, silent and
tearless, uttering no complaint, but feeling
that the very sunshine was strange, and
that with the dear wife whom he had lost
all the brightness had gone from his life.
In the darkest corner of the room sat
Pierre, his little son, on the floor, hiding
his face in his hands, that no one might see
the tears that were gushing fast from his
eyes. His heart was almost breaking, for
dearly he loved, and sorely he missed, the
mother whose voice he would never more
hear upon earth. No one attempted to
comfort him ; even old Bice, his grand-
aunt, who sat close to him, never spoke a
word to the boy,
lace for hig grief; he said in his heart, for
he could not speak aloud, My mother is
with God, and God 4s love /”” These words
the motherless boy repeated over and over
to himself, while he kept so still that his
presence in that dark corner was almost
forgotten by the guests, even by the old
woman against whose chair he was leaning.

The only being in the room who smiled '

was the one who had perhaps sustained
the heaviest loss. Little Marie, a plump,
merry baby,

laughing in her basket-cradle. She knew

Poor Pierre had one go- |

searce SiX weeks old, lay.
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not—it was a happy thing for her that she
could not know—that death had taken from
her a mother. The infant’s merry crowing,
as she lay looking up at the shining win-
dow, attracted the notice of Louise, a
young Swiss girl who was seated beside old
Bice.

“ Poor baby ! what will become of her
now ?” said Louise to the hard-featured,
stern-looking great-aunt. ¢ Her father is
out all day on the mountains, and even
were he not so, he could hardly tend and
bring up by hand 80 young an infant as
that.”

“I'm to bring her up,” said old Bice
shortly, looking down with her cold stern
eyes at the baby laughing in her cradle.

# It will be a great charge for you, at
vour age,”” observed Liouise, who could not
help pitying the poor little creature who
was to-be placgd under that great-aunt’s,
care.

‘“ A charge indeed,” replied Bice pee~

vishly ; ¢ but there is no one else to take
it.  I've been here this last week to look
after the child; but I can’t be stopping
away from home any more, so I'm to carry
the little thing with me. It's almost a pity,”
i muttered the old dame, ¢ that when the
‘mother was taken the baby was left.”
The words were uttered in a low tone,
land searcely intended to reach any eary
;but they fell on that of little Pierre like
i drops of burning lead. Anger, grief, pity,
| love, struggled together in the heart of the.
'boy. His little sister, his mother’s darling,
was she to be given to the charge of that
stern, unfeeling woman, who cared so little
i for her that she thought it would have been
: just as well if the baby had died with her
mother, and been buried in her grave !
Pierre did not trust himself to say a single
word to old Bice, but he started up from
his seat on the floor, and, gliding through
the erowd of mourners, wentup to J acques,
who still stood in the doorway, took his
‘hand, and drew him into the open air, be-
i yond the hearing of the guests,

“What do you want with me, my poor
i boy ¥’ asked Jacques,

"¢ Oh, father, why should baby be sent

away !—we should miss her so—she is all
our joy now !”” eried Pierre, hardly able to
!'speak from emotion.
i “Whatcan Ido? I wish that we could
tkeep her,” replied Jacques with a sigh ;.
“but I cannot tend a young baby, evenifI
had not often to be from home asa guide to:
‘strangers on the mountains.”

“I would take care of baby,” oried
erre eagerly; “I have watched Aunt

'Pi
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Bice washing and dressing her, and feeding
her out of the bottle. I would tend her
night and day ; she should never want any-
thing that I could give her. Oh, father, do
not send our little darling Marie away.”

Jacques Lefoi looked doubtful and per-
plexed ; he could not, without a sore pang,
part with his only daughter, nor did he fecl
satisfied with her having his old sterm aunt
as o nurse ; but still he thought that Pierre
was far too young to have charge of o little
baby.

‘¢ Nay, it would not do,”’ replied Jacques
sadly ; ‘¢ Aunt Biee is not all that I could
wish, but still she has experience—"'

“But I have love/!” exclaimed the
young brother. ¢ Oh, father, I must tell
you what I heard Aunt Bico saying just
now ;"' and the boy repeated her words.

The cheek of the widower glowed with
indignation as he listened, and his voiec
sounded hoarse as ho said, « Picrre, you
have told me enough ; I will never, never
part with my babe while I have a home to
give her. You are young, my boy, but you
have at least & heart; you shall have the
charge of my precious motherless ehild.”

¢ God will help me to take care of her:
God loves littlo children,” whispered
Pierre, pressing the hand of his father.
The boy made a resolve in his warm young
heart that never should that father have
cause to regret having confided to him such
2 trust. '

There was a good deal of surprise ex-
pressed by the guests in the chalet when
Jacques returned and announced to them
his intention of keeping little Marie at
home.

“It is the maddest thing that I ever
heard of!”” exclaimed old Bice, looking
more sour than ever; ¢ give Marie to the
charge of Pierre ! why, I would not trust
such a child with a cat, far less with a
baby. Well, one thing is sure, the poor
little thing will soon be out of her troubles.
For my part, 'm glad to be rid of the
charge ; nothing but pity for my nephew
would ever have made me undertake it.
But I give him fair warning,—the baby
won’'t live for a week.”

Jaeques, notwithstanding the warning,
kept firm to his resolution, to the great
comfort of Pierre. It was, however, a re-
lief to the boy when all the guests had de-
parted ; some taking the path up the moun-
tain, some that which wound into the val-
ley. When old Bice was fairly out of sight,
Pierre ran to his infant sister, caught her
up from the cradle, and pressed her to his
heart. «Littlo darling, my own pet
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lamb "’ he exclaimed, ¢ now you are quite,
quite my own.” .

Very faithfully did Pierre fulfil the
charge which he had undertaken ; fondly
did he cherish and watch over the mo-
therless babe. For hours would he dandle
and danee Marie in arms that seemed never
to grow weary ; speaking to her,singing to
her, calling her pet names, and pressing
fond kisses upon her soft little lips. At
night, the child’s feeblest ery would rouse
her brother from sleep, and bring him to
her eradle in a moment ; Pierre cared nei-
ther for food ner for rest if Marie needed his
care. When DPierre drove his father’s goats
up the mountain to pasture, he fastened the
little basket-cradle to his back with stout
thongs, and init carried the infant, who
smiled when her fond young brother turned
his head to speak and chirrup to his own
pet lamb. It was hard labor for the boy to
ascend the steep paths with go heavy a
weight on his back; but love made the
burden lighter, and though Pierre’s young
limbs often achied, and his breath eame in
short gasps, and the toil-drops stood on his
brow, he never for a minute wished his
lamb under the eare of Aunt Bice.

Jacques was often for days together ab-
sent from his home ; but Pierre did not find
time go wearily while Marie was left to his
charge. Ho would sit and wateh beside
her while she slept, and when twilight
darkened into night, and the stars came out
in the sky, the brother would kneel down
and pray by the cradle in words like
these ;—

0 God of love, high above the stars,
look down on me and my little lamb ; take
care of us both, and blessus. Make us Thy
children indeed. Let us grow up to know
Thee, and love Thee, and walk in Thy
ways; and then, for the sake of Thy Son,
take us at last to that happy home to which
our dear mother hag gone.”’

The winter came on, and piereing was
the cold on the wild Swiss mountains.
Sometimes the snow that fell would quito
block up the door of the chalet, till Jacques,
after hours of toil, had shovelled the whito
heaps away. In the stillness of tho frosty
nights would be heard the thundering
sound of avalanches,—hunge masses of snow
which came tumbling down the mountain,
making the paths very dangerous, some-
times blocking them up altogether. Bittexr
as was the weather, Marie suffored little
from its effeets : she had the warmest placo
by the fire, the softest wraps covered her
cradle. Pierre often put his cloak round
dhe baby, when ho himself was shivering
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with cold. -Aunt Bice often said to her
husband that the first sharp frost would
certainly kill the infant ; but month after
month of winter rolled on, and Pierre’s lit-
tle pet lamb was thriving and growing,
and cooing and laughing still.

But, in that wild mountain land, there
were other dangers to be feared than thoge
brought by winter blast or falling ava-
lanche of snow.

On one piercing day in February, when
Jacques had gone down into the valley to
purchase food, Pierre went to milk his
goats in the stable. As the weather was
very bitter, instead of taking his pet lamp
with him, Pierre left her warmly wrapped
up in her basket-cradle near the fire,
Pierre le.t the door of the chalef a little
ajar, that he might hear if the baby erieq,
as the stable was almost adjoining.  Pierre
could sce the door from the place where he
was milking the goats.

‘“Ha! what’s that ' exclaimeq Pierre
suddenly, starting up from the wooden
stool on which he was seated, ¢« Something
like a dog has just run into the chalet. I
must hasten in and see that my little lamb
is all safe.”

Pierre quickened his steps toa run when
he saw footprints on the snow that were
neither those of goat nor of dog. Quickly
was he at the chalet door, which had been
pushed wider open by the creature, what-
ever it might be, that had Jjust passed
through. What was the terror of Pierre to
behold a large wolf, that, pressed by hun-
ger, had come down from the wilder parts
of the mountain, and ventured into the
dwellings of men|._g thing that seldom
bappened save when winters were long and
severe. The terrible creature was slowly,
stealthily approaching the eradle in which,
fast asleep, lay the unconscious baby, so
well wrapped up that only a part of her
chubby face and plump pink hand could be
seen,

Pierre was in an agony of fear. He
knew that hig strength was no match for
that of the wolf, which could pull him
down in a minute. The creature was be-
tween him and the cradle, on the side fur-
thest from the fire, whioh it, like other
wild beasts, dared not approach very near.
For a mowment Pierre foy inclined to fly
and shut himself up in the stable ; to at-
tempt to save the baby woylg but be to
share her fate. DBut faithful, loving, brave
DPierre would not desert his own pet lamb,
‘Was she not under his charge; had she yot
been trusted to his love; would he not
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rather die with her than leave her to perish
alone!

There was little time for thought, and
yet in that little time much darted through
the brain of Pierre. God is love, came like
a sudden beam of hope, and Q@ God, save
us!” burst assuddenly in prayer from the
terrified boy. Then, by a quick impulse,
Pierre sprang towards the fire, on which
lay a pine branch but half consumed, the
nearer end of which the flame had not
yet reached.  Pierre caught up the brand,
blazing with the bright keen light with
which dry pine twigs burn, and rushed
with a yell towards the wolf, that was at the
other side of the cradle. Pierre felt almost
desperate when he made that wild charge
at the beast, and was almost as much
amazed as delighted when the wolf, star-
tled by the blaze or the yell, turned roand
4nd fled out of the chalet ! Pierre flew to
the door, shut, locked, and barred it ; then
falling down on his knees, thanked God
who had saved both him and his darling.

Then little Marie awoke from her sleep,
opened her blue eyes, and stretched out her
arms to her brother, who wag trembling
still from excitement. Fondly Pierre rajs-
ed her and kissed her; and dearer to him
than ever was his little rescued pet lamb.

The love between brother and sister be-
came only stronger as time passed away.
What a delight it was to Pierre when Marie
first, with tottering steps, could run into his
arms! It was a still greater pleasure when
she became old enough to understand some-
thing of religion. The first text which
Pierre taught his sister was his favorite one,
God is love.

Many years had rolled away when, on
one bright summer day, Pierre, then a
fine young man, walked home with Marie
from attending service in the church in the
valley.

“Ah, Pierre,” cried the girl, ¢« how
beautiful was what our barbe (elergyma,n)
told us to-day of the love of our blessed
Saviour for us, His helpless flock! Did he
not tell us how the Good Shepherd gave
His life for the sheep ? I do not think that
any one in the church could understand the
greatness of that love better than your lit-
tle Marie.”

“And why so, my darling ¥’ gagked
Pierre.

‘ Because no one has known more of
earthly love,” replied Marie, fondly press-
ing the arm of her brother, on which she
was leaning. I say to myself, ¢Ahy if
my heart warms with gratitude to a brother
who watched over, cared for me, and loved
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me when I was a helpless babe ; if it stirs
my soul to think how he risked his life to
save me; if I feel that I would rather die
than lose that brother’s love ;—how much
rather should I delight in serving Him who
bestowed my Pierre on me ; how should I
love the Heavenly Shepherd, who not only
risked, but gave His life for His sheep !’ ”’

“Truly God is love,” said Pierre, in a
low, reverential voice.

Marie’s blue eyes were moist with tears,
but they were not tears of sorrow, as she
gently added, *“ Ah, yes ; and we love Him,
because He first loved us”

FREEDOM IN BRAZIL.

BY JOHN G. WHITTIER.

With clearer light, Cross of the South, shine
forth
In blue Brazilian skies;
And thou, O river, cleaving half the earth
From sunset to sunrise,
From the great mountains to the Atlantic waves
Thy joy’s long anthem pour.
Yet a few days (Gecd make them less!) and
slaves
Shall shame thy pride no more;
No fettered feet thy shaded marging press;
But all men shall walk free
‘Where thou, the high priest of the wilderness,
Hast wedded sea to sea.

And thou, great-hearted ruler, through whose
mouth
The word of God is said,
Once more, *Let there be light!” Son of the
South,
Lift up thy honored head.
‘Wear unashamed a crown—by thy desert,
' More than by birth--thy own.
Careless of waten and ward, thou art begirt
By grateful hearts alone.
The moated wall and battle-ship may fail ;
But safe shall jusce prove:
Stronger than greaves of brass or iron mail,
The panoply of love.

Crowned doubly by man’s blessing and God’s
grace,
Thy future is secure ;
‘Who frees a people makes a statue’s place
In Time’s Valhalla sure,
Lo! from his Neva’s banks the Scythian Czar
Stretches to thee his hand,
‘Who, with the pencil of the Northern star,
‘Wrote freedom on his land.
And he whose grave is holy, by our calm
And prairied Sangamon,
From his gaunt hand shall drop the martyr's
palm,
To greet thee with ¢ well done !”

And thou, O Earth, with smiles thy face make
sweet,
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And let thy wail be stilled,

To hear the Muse of prophecy repeat
Her promise half fulfilled.

The Voice that spake at Nazareth speaks still,
No sound thereof hath died ;

Alike thy hope and Heaven’s eternal will
Shall yet be satisfled.

The years are slow, the vision tarrieth long,
And far the end may be;

But, one by one, the fiends of ancient wrong
Go out and leave thee free.

~Atlantic Monthly.
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THE HORRORS OF NUREMBURG
CASTLE.

Come with me to this old town, enter
some of these edifices, and look upon the
administration of government as it was in
the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries.
We enter one of the towers of the castle,
and find ourselves in a museum, where are
preserved the books and records giving us a
history of the past ; and not only books, but
implements and instruments which show
more clearly than written words the ad-
ministration of those days with which the
government of the United States is now
compared. Here is a post four feet high in
the centre of the room, with two curious
fixtures on the top, having some resem-
blance to gun-locks.

What is this ! The girl who acts as our
usher raises the hammers, which come up
with a click. She touches 3 spring and
they go with a snap that startles you,—
forced down by strong springs with a whack
that would have smashed your fingers to a
jelly had they been under the hammer.
This is a finger-crusher, a delicate little in-
strument used to extort confessions from re-
luctant witnesses or suspected eriminals.
Here are bracelets for the wrists, not of
gold or silver, but of iron, and the parts
which touch the wrists are set with needles.
Put them on your arms, and turn a screw,
and they close upon the flesh, the' needles
piercing through cords, tendons, flesh, and
bones. It is one degree more exceruciating
than erushing the fingers.

Here is a head-dress,—a crown which has
been worn by many men and women. It
has sharp knives, which ecut through the
scalp to the skull. Here are chains and
weights, locks and keys, handeuffs, and
clasps for the ankles, stocks for the feet,
weights to hold your feet to the floor, and
pulleys to draw your head at the same time
tothe ceiling. Here is a bench of solid
oak, with g, corrugated surface, upon which
many men have been laid, held down by
cords, to undergo the kneading process ; and

v
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that rolling-pin, knotty and knobby, also of
oak, which lies upon the table, hasbeen
rolled backward and forward over the
naked forms of men and women, kneading
live flesh to bloody dough. Time and
space would fail me were I to enumerate
all the instruments of torture here, or toset
forth their uses. We can only look at the
cradle, the bottom and sides thickly set with
pins, in which many vietimghave been roek-
ed todeath. Think oflying on abed of caken
pins, rolling to the right, to the left—
always against pins—till the flesh becomes
livid jelly. Hereis astring of oaken beads,
each bead sixteen-sided, about as large as
hickory nuts. This was for sawing off legs
and arms.

Here isan instrument shaped like a pear.
It is iron, but to all appearance a harmless
thing. But just take it for & moment in
your mouth, and let me give a gentle
pull at the string attached to thestem of the
pear, and it will no longer be a pear, but a
full-blown lily, an iron lily, unfolding its
leaves so suddenly and violently that your
jaws are forced open till the joints erack in
the sockets, while the delicate petals be-
come pineers, which grasp your tongue.
No outery now. No utterance of words.
No sereaming to raise the neighborhood.
Moans and «ighs only from the sufferer.
One twitch of the string, and the tongue is
torn out by the roots.

‘We must leave this museum without men-
tioning the hundreds of curiosities. We go
into the courtyard, stopping a moment to
pluck a leaf from a lime-tree which was in
full vigor seven hundred and nine years
ago; and then we enter another door, de-
scend a longer flight of steps, to dark, dis-
mal dungeons, where no light ever falls ex-
cept through narrow, iron-grated windows.
Here are ladders with windlasses and pul-
leys, on which vietims were stretched till
bones snapped, till the joints leaped from
their soékets, and cords and tendons were
torn asunder. Here are racks and wheels,
pillories and stoeks, whips and manaecles.
This was the place of torture. We leave
these and creep through a narrow passage,
through doorway after doorway, and reach
at last, far under ground, far beneath all
sight or sound of the world, a darker dun-
geon. This is the room of the * Iron
Maiden.”

Here is the statue or image—a maiden
with a hood upon her head, an iron ruflle
around the neck, and enveloped in an jron
cloak. Suddenly the folds of the cloak are
thrown apart, and by the dim light of the
candle, you see that the lining of the gar.
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ment is set with sharp spikes. Take one-
step forward and the foldsinclose you. Iron
spikes pierce your body, and into your eye--
balls,—clear through to the vertebree, they
penetrate. Not o quickembrace, but slow--
ly, you are enfoided; one turn of theserew,.
just enough to penetrate the flesh, just.
enough to touch the apple of the quivering

eye ; then, afteran age of anguish, another

turn, and a hundred spikes reach a little

nearer to the nerves; and then as heat,.
thirst, and fever rack the body, another age

of torture, and then one more advance of.
the spikes toward the vitals, till death comes
on, and the maiden, unfolding her arms,

drops her victim through a trap door, down,

down, down into unknown depths! We

drop a pebble and hear the faint splash of
waters far beneath.

Here is a skull.  Anatomists say it isthe
skull of o female. You may putyour fin-
gers into the holes where the spikes which
entered their eyes came through! Noname
on record. God only has the book of re-
membrance.

We think of this dungeon as connected
with the barbarism of the middle ages ; but
we are not far removed from those days of
rigorous administration of law. Till Napo-
leon, with hislegions of Franee, came across
the Rhine, -overthowing all obstacles, this
iron maiden held out her arms to receive
offenders against the law. On the approach
of the federal army in 1803, the Firgin, as
itis called,with other instruments of torture,
were thrown into a cart, and despatehed
in haste out of the town, but fell into the
hands of the victorious army. Not till then
did the world know what sort of punish-
ments were meted outto the offenders of the
law.

We are to remember that Nuremburg
was o {ree city. About thirty patrician fa-
milies for a long time monopolized autho-
rity, and chose a Couneil of State, consisting
of cight persons, who formed the Executive.
This Execcutive was an irresponsible body.
The world knew nothing of their secret ad-
ministration of aflairs. Men disappeared,and
none knew what beeame of them. Another
Virgin existsin Austria, at Neustadt. There
are other horrors,enough to curdle the blood,
not of the Roman Inquisition, but of Ger-
man governments. The heart almost ceases
its beating when you look upon their devil-
ish inventions, and think, that, though 1867
vears have rolled away since Christ came
to redeem the world, yet we are only halfa
century removed from these horrors.—Cof-

Jin.
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{For the NEW DOMINION,
THE MANIAC.

L]
BY MRS8. J. STREET.
¢Pig nothing but the wind,” she sajd; “the
wind
That drives me backward with such cold, harsh
haste,
And onward howls across the desolate waste,
For ever bleak and dark.

List, my mad foe: I used to read of thee
Long since, when girlhood smiled upon my
brow,—
Thy fanning zephyrs, spicy breaths; but now
Thou hast a demon’s wing.

Ha'! how thou shriekest past! But I will face
thee;
Will laugh at thy coarse rage, thy viewless
scorn,
These tattered rags, this gaunt and crazy form,
0ld comrades—thouand I.

Comrades, I said, or foes—just as you like it.

Ihad a little bower one moon ago;

Too gay it looked beneath the sun’s warm glow,
Dressed out with wond’rous care.

There I could sit and sing all undisturbed,
And weave me wreaths, for I have bonny hair.,
He said so. What awoke me to despair?

Thy rustle, evil thing,

See how they toss about! Is it the leaves?

Oh, no; itis his ship! O, raving blast,

1, too, can rave, now it hath all but passed,
Yon seething, gaping wave.

Naught but the wind! Obh, God! sce how the
billows,
‘Maddened to life, leap upwards, and then fall
Yrone on the sea, Dearlove, wasthat thy call—
Thy fast, last call tome?

‘The sea it is deep, the sea it is wide.
Dearie me, dearie mc;

My love he sleeps beneath its tide,
Dedrie me, dearie me.

0, how pretty its white foam glows,

Jts shells as pink as garden rose :

But over it the wild wind blows;
Dearie me, dearie me.

- Tis nothing but the wind, the weary wind,

That whistles through this wan and wasted
form;
But calm, they say, comes ever after storm.
I'll lay me down and rest.

I am so tired—so very, very tired;
My journey hath been long—ah ! me, so long}
But, lo! the sunset gates are opening

To welcome me with song,

Hush, beating heart; I lose myself in bliss,

it s my mother's voice at evening time.

¢ Qur father.! Yes, forever—ever miue.
Night! ’tis my dawning, this,
Mother, I sleep—one kiss.”

A HORRIBLE STORY.

Since the time when the Ancient Mari-
ner told the terrible tale of the curse-laden
ship with her erew of ghastly corpses, no
more thrilling story of the sea has been re-
lated than that of the whale-ship ¢ Diana,”
that recently drifted into one of the Shet-
land Islands.

A year ago she left the Shetlands on a
whaling voyage to the Aretic regions, hav-
ing on board fifty men. From that time
nothing was heard of her. The friends of
those on hoard became alarmed. Money
was raised and premiums offered for the
first vessel that would bring tidings of the
missing ship ; but all to no avail. Hope
was almost abandoned.

On the 2nd day of April, the people near
Roan’s Voe, in one of the Shetland Isles,
were startled at seeing a ghastly wreck of a.
ship sailing into the harbor. Battered and
ice-crushed, sails and cordage cut away,
boats and spars cut up for fuel in the ter-
rible Arctie winter, her deckscovered with
dead and dying, the long-lost ¢ Diana”
sailed in like a ship from Deadman’s Land.
Fifty men sailed out of Lerwick in her ona
bright May morning last year. All of the
fifty came back on her on the 2nd of April,
this year ; the same, yet how different !

Ten men, of whom the captain was one,
lay stiffened corpses on the deck ; thirty-
five loy helplessly sick, and some dying ;
two retained sufficient strength to creep
aloft, and the other three crawled feebly
about the deck. The ship was boarded by
the islanders, and as they climbed over the
bulwarks, the man at the wheel fainted
from excitement ; one of the sick died as he
lay, his death being announced by the fel-
low-occupant of his berth feebly moaning :
“ Take away this dead man.” On the
bridge of the vessel lay the body of the eap-
tain, as it had lain for four months, with
nine of his dead shipmates by his side, all
decently laid out by those who soon expect-
ed to share their fate.

The survivors could not bear to sink the
bodies of their comrades into the sea, but
kept them so, that when the last man died,
the fated ship that had been their common
home should be their common tomb. The
surgeon of the ship worked faithfully to
the last ; but cold, hunger, scurvy, and
dysentery were too much for him. The
brave old captain was the first vie-
tim, and died blessing his men. Then
the others fell, one by one, until the ship
was tenanted only by the dead and dying.
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One night more at sea would have left the
“ Diana” a floating coffin. Not one of the
fifty would have lived to tell the ghastly
tale. .
—_———
JAMIE'S HOME,

The twilight was gathering, on a chill
February day, when James Cameron left
his counting-room and took his way home-
ward, Theroe was a shade upon his brow,
a deeper shade on his spirit. Sadly, very
sadly, his thoughts ran back over the past
seven months, to loving eyes that used to
welcome his coming, a gentle voice that
ever came in affection’s music to his ears,
quietly busy hands that made his home re-
plete with comfort. But those eyes were
closed in a sleep that should ‘“‘know no
breaking’’—that Ioved voice hushed—thoge
hands resting for ever.

Her place was occupied, as to house-
hold care and provision, by his maiden aunt,
and she had charge of his most precious
remaining treasure,—a bright, generous-
hearted boy of eight years. Two little ones
slept beside their mother ; and the father’s
heart turned with a deep yearning towards
the boy, his first-born and namesake. g
bright brow and eager tones of welcome
were the chief attraction in the picture of
his home as it rose before his mental vision,
and he quickened his tired footsteps, and
soon reached his dwelling.

But Jamie did not spring to meet him
a8 he entered. The tea table stood ready-
spread, faunltless in ijts neatness ; the fire
burned cheerfully in the grate ; but the
tall, spare figure of his aunt rose in sharp
contrast with the image in his thoughts;
and his boy was not at his side.

“ Where is Jamie ! he wag about to
ask ; but his question was forestalled bv his
aunt’s quick tones,-

“ You'll have to do something with that
boy orhe will be ruined. He is beyond me.”’

To the tired, sorrowing man this was
chafing in the extreme. But he tried to
speak calmly,

¢ Where is he ¢
ing 9

“Ilocxed aim up 1n your room, to stay
till you came home,” wag replieq. = « He i
so utterly disobedient, obstinate, and sauey,
that I cannot and will not bearit. If I'm
to stay here, and keep your house, and
mend all the clothes he contrives {q tear
and rend and burn, I'm to be treated civilly.

What has he been do-
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He ought to have a severe whipping ; and
if you value the child’s good, you’ll give it
te him."”

‘‘ But, aunt, can you not tell me definite-
ly what he has done 7"’

I have told you,” she answered, sharp-
ly, and straightening her figure, ‘¢ that he
won’t mind me, and is as saucy as he can
be,—and I won'tstand it any longer 1"

Mr. Cameron wasa man of good prin-
ciples, a kind heart, and a judgment usually
clear; but his mind just then was in so
perturbed and wearied a state that it was
difficult for him to see the right course to
pursue. He rose from the arm-chair, where
he had thrown himself, and, taking a lamp
from the mantel, went slowly upstairs, try-
ing to think what to do.

Constant complaints from his annt fretted .
him beyond measure. Hitherto he had
paid little heed to them, so far as action
was concerned. But the thought occurred
to bim that it might be Jamie was a very
trying boy to govern ; he knew him to be
full of mischief and roguery, though to him
he had always been obedient, and no com-
plaint had ever come from the lips of his
gentle mother. Mr. Cameron felt irritated
with his aunt, his boy, himself ; and, half
resolved to punish Jamie, once for all, he
opened his chamber door.

But the child was not to be seen. A’
terrible fear shook the father’s heart, and he
stood a moment as if paralyzed. Had hig
high-spirited boy been pushed so far by his
aunt’s overbearing ways and continual
chafing that he could endure it no longer ?
The bay-window of the room below oc-
curred to his mind. And, though not an
easy thing to clamber over it, he knew
Jamie’s daring spirit would not hesitate to
attempt if, should his ineclination tend
thereto.

But a low, struggling sob met his ear,
and, going quickly around the bed, he
found his child asleep on the floor, his
cheek still wet with tears, his eyelids swol-
len, and his hand lervously clasping the
daguerreotype of his mother. It was too
much for the father’s heart. Instantly, his
vexation melted away, and tears filled his
eyes, as he tenderly lifted the boy. Sitting
down with him in his arms, he laid J. amie’s
head on his shoulder, and, taking the pic-
ture, gazed long and earnestly uponit. The
memory of the hour which wrote its record
in fire on his heart swept over him, and
he could not, if he would, putitaside. The
meek pleadings of those eyes, the earnest
tones of his wife, as she gaid, « James, for
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my sake, deal tenderly with ourboy,” came
home with a thrilling power.

Jamie awoke, and looked up in his fa-
ther’s face with a half doubtful, half plead-
ing expression, then nestled down to him
again.

“Tell me frankly, my boy, what is the
difficulty between you and your aunt ?”’
Mr. Cameron spoke very gently. ¢She
says you are disobedient and saucy. But,
at any rate, I can trust to your honesty, my
son.”

Well did he know how to approach his
child. The same manly and unfailing
truth that characterized the one was fast
developing in the other. Roguish, Jamie
certainly was ; with an indignation which
unjust treatment quickly aroused, wilful
he could be,—but never mean or false.

“You know, father,” Jamie began,
{Aunt Patty tells me to come directly
home from school, Well, to-day, just as
school was done, (you know it is prime
sleighing), Mr. Preston came in a double
sleigh, with two splendid horses, to take
Frank and Willie to ride ; and he asked me
to go. The boys wanted me to go very
much, and I knew you would be willing;
80 I went. Iran home from Mr. Preston’s
without stopping there a moment; but as
soon as I came in, Aunt Patty began to
seold me for not coming home right after
school, and asked me if I had been a bad
boy and kept in, or off playing. I tried to
tell her about it, but she would not listen
tome. And oh, father, she said mother had
spoiled me by her silly indulgence. I
could not bear that, father. IndeedI could
not—and I said—¢I guess you won’t be
troubled, Aunt Patty, with seeing mother
again, for she is in Heaven, and it'll bc &
long time before such people as you get
there.” Then she called me the most im-
pudent boy any one was ever plagued with,
and said she would teach me better ; and
she locked me up lhere, and told me to ex-
pect a thrashing when you came home, for
I richly deserved it. Oh, father, I try to
mind her; but she is so strict and fussy and
cross. Mother never fretted me,—it was
easy to be good with her,—and she used to
love me, and call me her good boy, and her
blessing. Oh, father, I wish we could go to
mother now, and let Aunt Patty have the
house to herself.” And theboy again burst
into tears.

Iis father tenderly soothed him, and
when he was quieted, said gently,—

“ My son, you were not to blame for go-
g to ride. I am always glad of your hav-
Ang a reasonable pleasure, as you know.
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And I certainly do not wonder that you
were grieved and impatient at what Aunt
Patty said. But do not lay it up against
her. She tries to do right, I think ; but she
i3 very different from your sunny-tempered
mother—and, indeed, there are few like
mother. Aunt Paity has never been used
to children, and has had a good deal of
crossing and trouble in her life. I think
she cared for mother, though she always
thought her too lenient with you. Now,
what I want of you, what will help to
comfort me, is to be kind and respectful to
Aunt Patty, and let little things pass with-
out notice. She takes good care of your
clothes, and, if you were sick, would do
anything for you in her power. Tea must
be ready by this time.”

Jamie went down stairs with his father,
and quietly took his place at the table.
Aunt Patty looked keenly at the child across
the tea-tray, and, noting his swollen eye-
lids, inforred that the prescribed dose of
bireh-0il had been duly administered ; and,
though pluming herself greatly thereon,
began: to feel some relentings towards
the little patient; for her heart was not
really hard, but her temper was quick.
Her early life had been marked by bitter
disappointment, and while the worst aspect
of every one around her seemed to be ever
the most prominent to her view, she knew
no government but that of fear.

¢ You'll have to do something with him. "

The petulant words recurred to Mr. Came-
ron's mind as he stood that night beside his
sleeping child, and for days Jamie’s tearful
face scemed to follow him, and his words to
ring in his ears.

“ Poorboy! Ishall, indeed,’”” he thought,
‘““but not as you mean it, Aunt Patty.”

“For the sake of hig mother, Emily,
will you take Jamie to board with you &
while, at least, through the summer ”°

These were the concluding lines of a let-
ter which found its way, a few months later,
to a pleasant country home about twenty
miles distant. Emily Clement, to whom it
was addressed, was the playmate of his own
and his departed Anne’s childhood, and in
after years the dear and trusted friend of his
wife. IHer gentle tones had often made mu-
sic in their home while Anne lived, and
her sweet face was linked in Jamie’s mind
with that of his mother.

She was scareely twenty-eight ; but one
sorrow had swept over her, piercing to the
very depths of her womanhood. At the
time of Anne's marriage, she was betrothed
toone truly worthy of her guileless heart.
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-But her hope found no earthly fruition.
Through the slow wasting of consumption,
-she ministered to her lover with the tender-
mess and devotion of a wife; and, with his
hand clasped in hers, received his farewel]
kiss. For a season she was overwhelmed H
but she arose from the baptism of grief with
@ new strength and depth of character, an
endurance born only of pain. The parting
from Anne Cameron was another severe
trial. Butso quietly and earnestly she went
about her daily duties, so cheerful was she
in her home, that not even her father, mo-
ther, or sister knew how deeply she wag
wounded.

She readily consented to receive little
Jamie, and the father’s mind was relieved.

“ 8o far, so good,” he said to himself,
as he folded her letter. “ It may be that
Jamie can remain a year or twowith Emily,
and attend school in her neighborhood H
but, at any rate, thisgives me several monthg
to look about and determine what to do.”

Jamie was wild with delight at the pros-
pect of an entire summer with his < Aunt
Emily,” as he had ealled her ever since his
babyhood. At the thought of absence from
his father, however, his feelings wavered ;
but the arrangement finally made, included
aweekly visit from the latter from Saturday
night till Monday morning.

It was not strange that these visits pre-
pared the way for a change in Mr. Came-
ron’s half-formed plans, or that they im-
parted to Emily’s quiet life a warmer colo
ing ; for, be it remembered, they did not
meet as strangers, but as lifetime friends,
with a congeniality of character, taste, and
culture, many ties and associations in com-
mon, and a like sorrow. The summer was
far advanced ere either realized how dear
the other had become. Emily was startled
when she found herself looking forward to
Mr. Cameron’s coming with a nervous
eagerness, and dreading the approach of
autumn ; while upon her friend’s mental
vision arose more and more frequently,
pietures of a home rebuilt and reconstructed
by a holy affection and an earnest life.

‘ Emily,” he said to her, one evening, as
he sat in the summer twilight, on their re-
turn from a woodland ramble with J. amie,
when the boy had said good-night, * our
loved ones await us at home ; but will our
life-journey, or our Te-union, be less blessed,
if we walk side by side, and hand in hand,
each ministering to the other, mutnally
guiding Anne’s child, anq truly loving,
though not for the first time.””

Early in October,—for Miss Clement’s

frue heart and strong practical senge Justi-
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fied her friend’s reasoning againstdelay,—a
quiet wedding oocurred at Chestnut Glen,
and Mr. Cameron, with Emily and J amie,
returned to his eity home.

A new day had dawned for Jamie. Hig
wants were again supplied with a loving
as well as faithful care. His faults found
no license, but met a firm, though gentle
correction. Encouragement and apprecia-
tion of real effort never failed him, and the
daily, hourly influence of her who proved,
in all save birth, truly a mother, was as
sunshine to the flower, while his father
found his home all that had been its wont ;
and though his sainted one was never dis-
placed in thought or affection, Emily wag
all he could ask, and loved as she deserved
to be.

‘What did people say ?

¢ Only a year since his wife died !
3 shame!”’

What

OUR EYES.

(From Harper's Weekly.)

There is a line in an 0ld psalm:  The
Lord hath eyes to give the blind.” A quick,
large-eyed friend of mine discovered it one
day, and forthwith it was reduced to g sym-
bol. It was transferred from the religious
sphere, and in our cipher communications
respecting the people we meet every day,
to ¢ have eyes” means to see things
that should be seen, and in the right time.
The whole line, recited with emphasis, ex-
presses our despairing contemplation of the
persons who never see any thing—far less
two things at once.

‘Why didn’t the ¢ Country Parson’’ write
an appendix to his essay « Concerning
People of whom more might have been
made,’” and call it <« Concerning People of
whom more couldn’t have been made, be-
cause they hadn't any Eyes.”

From that everlasting apple of Isaae
Newton’s down to the last pine-tree blos-
som, or the West Indig orchid, whose
wonderful fruetification an observing Ger-
man physician discovered,because he opened
his eyes and looked at it, there has been
no end of great results in science from the
accident of Eyes and Things brought into
connection.

Thoreau was certainly an incomplete
sort of man, at least in our thinking. He
went all to eyes. Ho simply stared straight
ot the Walden novels all his life, till the
lids fell, and the flowers, the mosses, the
odd birds and beetles,.were left alone again.
That such a man-—~without philesophay or
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ingention or philanthropy, without human
love or common interest,—should have made
-a name and written books that are read,—
is simply an example of what it is worth
only to observe. Cambridge, with its
smoothest sentences, will not make him
great. It is enough to write on his stone,
‘“Here lies a man who saw.”

The pine-tree blossom we were speaking
-of is rather aspecial example. Probably
-everybody, from Walter Raleigh down, had

observed the peculiar sweetness of the pines
.at certain seasons of. the year. Possibly
some may have noticed the purple tint of
the little cones for a very few weeks ; but
to call them blossoms, or to understand the
law of their blossoming, escaped the wisest
botanists, till one day Mr. Darwin opened
“his eyes and looked ata pine-tree, in the
right place and at the right time. The
right place chanced to be the tip-top. There
-was the part of the flower without which
what had been noticed before was insuffi-
cient : the pistil and the pollen—and the
- mystery was explained. However, all this
- is an external kind of seeing—a cool, indif-
- ferent kind. It has nothing to do with
nerves and comfort. Itis just a matter of
abstract truth.

Nobody gets exasperated with his next-
door neighbor because he doesn’t make a
new botany or complete electric science.
My friend of the Psalm never hag internal
convulsions or fever-fits because her ac-
quaintance fail to see how wings can be
adapted to the human form, though we all
believe it is only waiting to be seen. But

_.isn’t there a Kind of blindness fit to drive one
.mad ?

Consider this scene :

A garden arbor, in perfect June twilight ;
the young lawyer in the village, of whom
Annette has been noticed to say nothing at
all for some time, though mysterious bou-
quets and books have appeared on her table
every few days : he sits here with Annette
—her face flushed as the damask rose-bud
she holds in her hand ; both rather still.
Enters cousin Sophia, of uncertain age and
the best disposition in the world :

¢ Oh, good evening, Mr. Barnes—so glad
to see you ! why it’s pleasant out here—
guess I'll sit down.”

She sees nothing. Annie in the house,
who has eyes, appears with an unconseious

- air, and

“ Cousin Sophy, could you as well as
not show me about that pattern to-night 2’

Or this :

Major Stearns boards at the Minturn
House. Ithas been ascertained thathe was
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in the same regiment with the son of Mrs.
Carter, a fellow-boarder, and that they were
friends. He is introduced to the mother,
and an evening set when poor Mrs. Carter
can bear to hear some items, and ask some
questions about the last scenes. She sits by
the fire, pale with griefand the effort to
speak the sacred name to a stranger. The
Major delicately brings up every soothing
circumstance. Enters Mrs. Caruth, who
knows the whole situation, and thinks it
will be interesting to hear the story. She
sees nothing, even when the Major leaves
quite abruptly, and Mrs. Carter turns the
eonversation to the Freedmen’s Fajr.

How delightful if all the losses and griefs
could fall to such natures! the sum total of
pain would be so lessened that we should
have the Millennium coming on in such a
hurry that the Millerite dress-makers would
be driven insane, and the Jews wouldn’t be
half ready to leave their ¢ wares for wars.”
The sanguine friend of mine who is always
expecting to make his fortune by engineer-
ing the Palestine pontoon-bridges on that
occasion would come to his wealth sud-
denly.

But about the eyes. It isn’t all to see
where one isn’t wanted : once in a while
it is good to know where one is wanted.

“ My dear,” says Mr. Monson, coming
into the room where Mrs. M. sits embroid-
ering her’ baby’s cloak, and telling Ler g,
story to quiet her—* my dear, has baby had
her dinner ? Itis past time ; that’s what
makes her so fretful 2

¢ Oh, well—yes—it is about time. Dear
me, the arrow-root is out ; I'll make some
more right away. There ! there ! baby be
patient.”

Exit Mr. M. in a fever of vexation, slam-
ming the door because he ean’t help it.
Mrs., M. flushes: she is so tried with
James’s qick temper. Baby meanwhile
passes from fretting to sereaming,—suffering
the pangs of hunger and ineipient dyspep-
sia——and this for the twentieth time, al] be-
cause the most loving, patient, self-denying
of mothers has no eyes. Mrs. Mongon can
not see how much might be preventeq by
having the arrow-root ready, and giving it
to the baby in season. When the arrow-
root stage is past, there will be a succession
of scenes quite as trying.

Mr. Monson will come in some night ex-
hausted, his head on fire, ang every way in
want of immediate care. Murs. M. will look
up.  “ You are very still to-night, James !
Why, you really look sick ! Don’t you want
to take something ? Here's that book Mrs.
Hoyt lent us ; don’t you believe it would
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make you feel brighter to read aloud from
it ? Besides, you know we planned to have
reading every night. But, Nellie, it is very
near your bedtime. You'd better go now,
before father begins to read. And blow
your lamp out to-night. It's silly to be
afraid of the dark : the dark can’t hurt you.
There, kiss mother good-night.”

Nellie departs in bitterness of spirit on ac-
count of the reading, which is her special
delight, and need not have been mentioned
until she had gone ; and she lies awake an
hour in mortal terror of robbers and ghosts,
—the fearful phantoms of the darkness
Mrs. Monson breathes a silent prayer for
the repose of her dear daughter, and is glad
she succeeds in being so systematic with
her. - Mr. M. frowns, and sits in moody
silence by the fire. Warm water ag the
feet and cold water on the head, with g 1it.
tle wifely soothing, would have been g,
rather better preseription at this particular
time than even Motley’s Netherlands, Ah,
well, if I were to write Mrs. Monson’s epi-
taph, it would be, ¢ The blind receive their
sight ;" for in that heaven to which such
saintly and tormenting souls are transport-
ed the absence of all these annoyances must
imply some such miracle.

Somehow this want of perception is more
noticeable and exasperating in women than
in men. If a man lacks it, the wife or
daughter, or some one else, can come to the
rescue with her ready tact. She can inter-
rupt the hanging which the unconseious
gentleman is relating with emphasis,to the
grand-daughter of the unfortunate vietim
by a dexterous question, a turning remark,
and slip the conversation into another chan-
nel.

But if there is any class of men whose
success depends on ¢ Eyes,” it is clergy-
men. How many there are who never
know that they are driving all the young
people to the church on the eorner by per-
sigtently reading the long chapters of Jew-
ish history on beautiful sammer Sundays,
when all nature pwis melody and perfume
into the heart, and a sense of fitness would
suggest a psalm, or some peaceful Dassage
from the words of the Saviour! How many
give outa prosaie, disconnected hymn at
the close of a sermon, that needed only to
have its strain prolonged by the subtle re-
sponse of adapted poetry, to sink without
recall into the hearts of the congregation !

In conducting funeraly apq other such
services, it is to be hoped most ministers
have better use of their eyes than the one
who blundered on to this text for hig senior
deacon’s funeral : ¢ The rich man also died

fume their winter parlors.
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and was buried.”” The suggestion of the
rest of the verse being hardly consoling.
Or the one who, in the missionary concert,
called on the Lr:other who was to be married
the next Wednesday to report on the < Home
Field.”” Or the excellent man, who, on
first going into a new parish, went to a tea-
party where the family consisted of a widow
and an only daughter—the daughter’s face
white and rigid with speechless mourning,
with dark eyes whose covered fire would
have wamed back most persons. Mr.
Baker after tea notices a portrait on the
wall :

¢ Oh, who is this, Miss Avery

« My father.”

¢ Ah--and when did he die

Steps on and notices another : “ and whe
is this 9 .

¢ My brother.”

“ Ah--and when did he die? This is a
fine picture. Where was it done ? How
long was he in the army ? He looks young.

What a pity that so many of our soldiers
were 5o young ! The marches and all were
so hard for them. I suppose we can hardly
conceive what they suffered in those prisons,
Seems to me, Miss Avery, your brother
looked like you.” The room meanwhile
80 still that all could be distinetly heard.

This might have been the brother of the
man who, while his third wife was dying
with eonsumption, would calmly reach by
Ler chair to get a copy of the funeral ser-
mons preached on the death of the other
two to lend to parishioners. Then the wed-
ding, where the bride was the pastor'y
daughter, and was married in church, ang
at the close ‘“ Naomi” was given out, and
sung quite through to the Jjourney’s end;
or the other one, where the desponding
voiees quavered through ¢* Ching’ —« Why
do we mourn departed friends?’’ Why,
surely ; and why should it be spoken of Just
at that time ?

There is no end to instances of thig dis-
tressing want of eyesight. To recollectall
one has known appears ag hopeless as it did
to a certain humoroug Englishman to erect
an asylum for the insane. ¢ For all the
insane !” he exclaimed in despair; ¢ ]
would much sooner undertake to build one
to hold all the sane.”” The greater numbeyr
of the «* de-ranged”” being to his mind those
who weze never ¢ ranged.”’

One can tell from the atmosphere if he i3
in the presence of thoroughly perceptive
persons. They have as fine and pervading
an influence as the jars of preserved rose-
leaves which our grandmothers used to per-
Visit such a
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person, and you are directly aware of feel-
ing cxtremely comfortable. You are un-
derstood. You are gently made aware of
your best position in the new relations of
things.

In faet, there is nothing that loosens ner-
vous tension, and gives a cLiance for a long,
restful breath, like the consciousness of
“Iyes” that see separate things and com-
binations, contingencies and loop-holes, and
are ever to be relied on.

Don’t be grateful for intellect, or beauty,
or any other of the desirable things we hear
most about; but if you have the smallest
suspicion of possessing the gift of sight, hang
up shields in every temple, and build a per-
petual altar to the Good Genius.

TWO WAYS OF COUNTING MONEY.

| BY GRACE MIDDLERROOK.

The Sabbath service was over. Mr.
Willis had preached his annual foreign mis-
sionary sermon, over which he had worked
so hard for a month. The collection had
been taken up and brought home in a clean
handkerchief, and now they were to count

,the money. It was a pleasant day, and
most of the rich men were there ; and, oh,
how the pastor hoped that the collection
would prove larger than last year !

So Mrs. Willis came to help him to count

-the money, as interested as if it was all for
“herself instead of her Master. The currency
‘was committed to her, while Mr. Willis
‘looked over the bills. * Ah, yes: Mr.
McPrindle has done very well.” Five
bright, crispy twenty-dollar greenbacks,
1 folded together. ¢ One hundred dollars:
he never gave more than thirty before.
Oh, how pleasant it must be to be rich!”
thought poor Mrs. Willis; ¢ especially to
be able to give soliberally.” And then her
eye fell on her own contribution, a five-
dollar bill which she had saved so long
that even the creases in it seemed familiar
to her.

It had been kept toward the purchase of
a water-proof cloak; but when the year

came round, and the collection was to be
taken up, she could spare nothing else.
This was her own, and all she had ; and
now she felt a little discouraged to think
that, of all the collection, three hundred
and eighty-nine dollars, hers seemed so
small a part. Suppose she had kept it ;
there would be then three hundred and
eighty-four dollars, and that scemed almost
as much. Iers was but the seventy-eighth
part, and she did need the water-proof.  She
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laid it down by the new greenbacks, but
without a murmur, for, thought the resolute
little woman, ¢ How miserable I should be
to have a collection go off without any of
my moncy! Better wear my old blanket
shawl the rest of my days.”’

Then they re-counted the currency and
pennies, to make sure that they had reckon-
ed right. There were some bright fifty
cents in currency, one or two of doubtful
value, and tlie usual proportion of dingy
tens and stingy threes. Among the coppers
they found one English shilling, rather
pewtery-looking, as if it needed the friction
of daily use, but with the genuine ring. Mrs,
Willis teok it into her hands, for real silver
Wwas a rare sight to her, and she said ghe
supposed it would be worth more than thirty
cents, and yet it seecmed more valuable than
paper currency of any value. Then she
wondered if ever again silver would pass
from hand to hand in daily use; and, if
those days should ever eome, whether it
would be a more golden age for ministers®
families. .

¢ Mother, tea is all ready; and I made
the toast and burned only one piece, and
that I am going to eat myself, May we
have molasses this evening, because it is
Sabbath day?’ And yet another little

voice said, “I can’t learn my hymn, the
words are so hard ; and what does marshal-
led and bestud mean ? Celia saysshe knows,
but she ean’t tell.” ¢ And, mother, Geor-
gie went out into the snow-drift, and his
feet are so wet I am afraid that he will bhave
croup again.”’ !
And the mother took up the burden of
her hourly cares, varying but never ended,
and patiently decided every perplexity, and
lessened, if she did not remove, every little
sorrow. Mr. Willis followed his wife, lock-
ing as he went his study door ; not to keep
out robbors, but lest the little ones might

disturb the money consecrated to the Lord
of all.

The door waslocked, they had both gone,
and yet the room was not empty. In the
quiet study, growing a little dusky in the
gloaming, a presence might he felt, and
gradually from the shadows appeared—I
cannot say came, but as if, already there,
it had hitherto been unseen—g bright form.

Little by little it grew distinet, and yet
the room seemed darker; one eould hardly
say whether the visitang absorbed the light
of the room, or whether the study only
seemed dark in the Dresence of such bright-
ness. The form grew clearer and clearer
till it was as distinet as a statue. But so

illuminated, so translucent, was its white-
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ness, that the clearest transpareney seemed
in comparison dim and muldy. Iiven the
snowy garments were bright with an un-
earthly lustre, ay if light were woven into
the very substance of the fabrie.  There was
nothing of the solemn repose, the death-like
stillness of the seculptured marble : the form
was instinet with life, even with radiant
buoyaney. There was nothing of the .1‘ozxr-‘
ful mystery hanging around an imaginary
ghost, but the brightness of embodicd light.
Oh, why should we fear to sce angels?

The bright messengoy hod cehe o an
errand, v o ; . , o ‘
any of earthly workmanship,and yet I think !
he ealled them ¢ the balaunecs of the sane- |
tuary.” Every contribulion, even {o the
pennies, was tried in these balances.  Angd
23 he weighed, the secales did not drop or
tremble ; they remained in true eqnipoise ;
but the money changed. Two fifty-cent
pieces were thrown in, and one grew so
dull and dingy thatitsecme? of little value,
and the other grew bright with a ray of the
angel’s brightness.  Alas; that some money,
billg, currency, and copper, scemed of so
little worth ! * Grudged money’ was the
angel’s cnly comment.

Soon the bright twenty-dollar green-baeks
were cast in. One hundred dollars given '
to the Loxd ! Gh, why dil they shrivel and
wither till they seemed like gore Ieaves of
autumn ? ¢ Ah!” said the angel, ¢ only o
two-hundredth part of his: profits forthe
year; why, last year he gave a full Linn-
dvedth ; at this rate, i'he grows rich fast,
he will soon only give athousandth ! And
yet he dared to feel pleased to think how
much larger than any other was his contri-
bution, and he gained most of his fortunc
Dby one contiact {or shoddy stockings. It
will only e good enough for helping to heat
the Missionary ITouse. It +will keep the
fives moing awiiile, or help to pay taxes; but
it will not ever reach the heathen directly.”

The five-dollar Dbill, the wife's oflering,
was now pul in the balances, and the ¢ull,
worn, ragged-cdged bill seemed gloritied. A

carth-|

brightness concealed or removed all
1y imperfection, 1ill it seemed a leaf from |
one of the trees on ihe bank of the infinite |
river flowing by the throne of God. And |
the brigut one Jooked ot it with delivht. |
¢ This s for the Lord’s own trensury. Nhe |
hath given-her all, and it shall Do laid up .
witlt the two mites. OhL, what joy shall:
ov.wheiiin Uaid wonan whoen ehe paadl dud
heraclf remembered with Mary who broke |
the alabasier DoxX, and the woman who |
gave her cuke to Lae prophet! She hath |
done it unto the Master, and in token of hisg

s

Sl

tae streets of the New Jerusalem.
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acceptanee of it she shall not lose by her
self-denianl even now. A kind friend shall
provide for her garments such as shie never
dared to hope for. Good measure, pressed
down, running over, shall she receive even
now ”’

And many pennies were brightened by
that wondrous test. Little children’s mo-
ney, given with faith and prayer, the angel
promised should buy Testaments which
should be for the healing of the nalions.
And I saw that all money given with love
was of value; thut all given with faith was
Vi geal ) ogiia thel tbo pen-

of self-denial, have an everlast-

RN “

Cpren e e
nies, even,

ing value.

Last of all, the dull Inglish shilling was
thrown in. Oh, who can deseribe the
elorification of that one picce of silver ? Itg
brightness was more overpowering than
any diomonds. The sun in his strength
has not such light or Leat.  And I thought
in the glory of its radiance the grudged
money shrunk and faded away still more.
And the joy of the angel was as wondrous.
“ It is worth a soul, a gem for the Master’s
crown. It was earned by a poor lame girl
who will never walk till ghe runs through
She is
arowing feehle.  This is the last money she
ever curned, and ¢he can earn no more. It
was paid to her for some needle-work a
year ago, by an Iinglish lady, and ever
sinee she has been saving it for the foreign
missionary collection. he will not be on
earth for another, she knows, and since she
earned it she has been always praying that
her last gilt might save a coul. And the
Lord says,—1I hear lis voice,”’—¢ ¢ Be it
unto her cven as she will.” Tt will save
the goul ¢f a young man in Syria, and he
shall become a faithful preacher, with the
power of the Spirit resting on him, and he
shall win rouls who will lead oilicrs to
Christ, and the power of the money shall
last till time is over,—yes, while immeortal-
ity endures.  And she shall find it after
many days.  Oh, the cternal Dlessedness of
Ler who is coming into Lis kingdom out of
great tribulation I And a soft response,
¢« Bven so, Father, for o it scems good in
thy sight,”” was followed by a chorus, whick

j seemed to come from the cloud of witnesses,

¢ Glory to (Giod in the highest, and on earth
peace, good will toward men.”

The minister returned to his study., Tle
found the money just as he left it. Not

until eternity shall he know how the angel
counted it.—Sabbath at Home,
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THE MOTHERLESS TURKEYS,

BY MARIAN DOUGLASS,

‘The White Turkey was dead !
key was dead !

How the news through the barn-yard was fly-
ing!

Of a mother bereft, four small turkeys were
left,

And their case for assistance wag erying.

Fen the Peacock respectfully folded his tail,

As a suitable symbol of sorrow,

And his plainer wife said, * Now the old bird is
dead,

‘Who will tend the poor chicks on the morrow ?

And when evening around them comes dreary
and chill

Who above them will watehfully hover 27

“Two each night I will tuck 'neath my wings,”
said the Duck,

“Though I haveeightof my own I must cover

‘“Ihave so muchtodo! For the bugs and the
WOorms,

In the garden ’tis tiresome picking;

I have nothing to spare,—for my own I must
care,”

Said the Ien with one chicken,

The White Tur-

¢ How I wish,” said the Goose, ““ I could be of
use,

For my heart is with love over-brimming :

The next morning that's fine, they shall go with
my nine

Little, ycllow-backed goslings, out swimming 17

¢ I will do what I can,” the old Dorking put in,

¢ And for help they may call upon me too,

Though I have ten of my own that arconly half
grown,

And a great deal of trofible to sec to:

But those poor little things, they are all heads
and wings,

And iheir bones through their feathers are
stickin’t”

“Very hard it may be, but O, don’t come to
me

Said the Ilen with onc chicken,

¢ Half my care, I suppose, there is nobody
knows,—

I'm the most overburdened of mothers.

They must learn, little elves ! how to scratch
for themselves,

And not seck to depend upon others.”

She went by with a cluck, and the Goose to the
Duck

Exclaimed, in sUrprise, * Welll never 7

8aid the Duck, * I declare, those who have the
least care,

You will find, are complaining forever 1

And when all things appear to look threatening
and drear,

And when troubles your pathway are thick in,

For some aid in your woe, O, beware how yougo

To o Hen with one chicken !
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There is much vagueness connected with
'the idea of an Indian. If the attention has
previously been directed to Hindostan, there
are suggestions of Rajahs riding on ele-
phants, and of such skilled workers in cot-
ton, wool, and silks, that their fabries are
unapproachable in excellence. And we
imagine all that we have read or heard of
that land. A Seminole Indian dn the
Swamps, hunted and killed at an immense
expense to the nation’s treasury, has no-
thing to liken him to the first, except his
name of Indian. MHow did such widely dife
ferent people eome to be called by the same
name ? And what isan Indian ¢ Letus
eXamine.

As Columbus caleulated that he should
reach the original Indians—in Asia—by
sailing westward, he gave the same name
to what he did disecover. The King of Spain,
to whom the Pope granted perpetual domi-
nion overallthe Amerieans,—the bull isstill
in force, although a little obsolete,—entitled
himself ¢ Xing of Spain and the Indias,” as
any one can read on the Spanish coins. All
the inhabitants of America at its discovery,
and all since descended from them, are,
accordingly, Indians. He that is not of
European origin must be an Indian.

Asiatic blood might give the title of In-
dian, but it may be assumed as the com-
mon opinion that an American Indian is
onc whose ancestors were cither originally
created on this continent, or came hither
previously to its discovery by Columbus.
The belief that the entire human race has
descended from a single pair, we might
expeet would be accompanied by a feeling
of equality, and of unity in general eapabili-
ties, motives, affections, and destiny. Yet
a vast number of those who religiously pro-
fess to believe in thig origin of man, and
moreover that at a later period all the
human race was destroyed except the eight
individuals saved in the ark of Noah, have
denied to one race essential characteristies
and rights which they elaim for their own.

The old historians speak of expeditions of
discoveries and colonization wljje} sailed
away, and which were never heard of after-
wards. Those who have obhgerved the
winds and eurrents have given data which
show the possibility and faeility with which
these ships could have been driven to the
American coast. The early Catholic priests
declare that they had found 2 eross carved
before the arrival of the Spaniards, and ex-
plain it as o result of the preaching of St.

Thomas or one ¢f the original apostles. (X
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can add in witness of this discovery nothing
except the statement recorded by those holy
men.) But, among other certain remains, I
have examined and measured the Auztec
Calendar, which was buried beneath the
plaza of Mexico before the entrance of the
conquerors, where it remained for 270 years
unknown. Its outer circle measures eleven
feet in diameter, and the stone weighs
49,500 pounds. It is well cut out of hard
voleanic rock, which must have been
brought from the mountains outside of the
valley over the intervening lakes and
swamps. On it are sculptured their astro-
nomical system, the days of their month,ete.,
in accordance with Aztec manuscript, be-
fore discovered. The buildings of Central
America, and the golden figures found in
the graves in abundance, indicate that the
makers in their age were not of very infe-
rior race or education.

When, therefore, we speak of a Mexican
ags an ¢ Indian,’”’ and intend by this to dis-
parage him, we may be naming a descend-
ant of the Phenicians, of the men of Baby-
lon, Assyria, or Egypt. Researches, yet to
be made into their antiguities and lan-
guages, still living and spoken extensively,
and especially the study of the people them-
selves, may resolve the question as to their
origin. Several of their languages exist in
manuscript, and for three centuries past in
printed books, which can be occasionally
bought at the price of their weight in gold,
or some multiple of the same, and which
enrich private libraries and are read by no
one. Those who would know this people
must separate their real character from
that which has been formed by their edu-
cation.

It would seem that many have been mis-
led by the word ¢ Indian’ to associate the
Mexican with those Northern varieties of
the tomahawk and war-paint, or with the
less offensive individuals of the same race.
There could not be a greater mistake. And
it has been thought that the best people in
Mexico are those of European origin, and
that its regeneration is to come with the ex-
tinetion of the native races. This is a gi-
gantic error, and the attempt to execute
such a diabolical plan has ended with the
destruetion of one despot, and may be fol-
lowed by that of hig accomplice. The best
blood in Mexico is of the American and not
of the European races.

It is not an accident that the chosen Pre-
sident of the MeXicans, Don Benito Juarez,
is an ¢ Indian,” nor that Altamarino, the
author of the vigorous and eloquent reply to
Minister Campbell’s Tequest for clemency
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to Maximilian, is also of native stock ; but
these brave and faithful patriots, free from
the false education the priests have forced
upon a part of this people, and educated in
a reasonable and liberal way, may be taken
as representative Mexicans.

The imperialist and companion of Maxi-
milian in Mexieo, M. d’Auvergne, speaks of
the robberies in the palace by the Emperor’s
officers, and how Col. Lopez amused Maxi-
milian by his dexterity in that line. D’Au-
vergne says:—

¢ The people by whom he was surrounded
were a most despicableset. * * * Lopezwas
at this time commandant of the imperial cha-
teau (Chapultepec), and Maximilian laughed a
good deal at these pleasantries. It is known
now the extent to which Lopezhas since pushed
them (only betraying Maximilian at Queretaro).
There was, however, only one honest man
among the set: this was the Grand Marshal of
the Palace, an Indian known and estimated
{esteemed ?] in Paris, Gen. Almonte, whorepre-
sented only yesterday his unfortunate master at
the French capital, and who was grossly calum-
niated at the outset of the unfortunate Mexican
expedition.”

Juan Nepomuclus Almonte, son of the
priest Morelos, chief of the Army of the In-
dependence, after the Cura Hidalgo had
been degraded by the Inquisition and shot by
the Spaniards ; and the fanatical but brave
Gen. Thomas Mejia,~are examples of these,
people when badly trained. I have known -
Mexicans of the same family entirely differ-
ent in character,owing to their different edu-
cation and ideas. But it was not necessary
to leave our own country to find such ex-1
amples, where we had the disturbing ele--
ment of negro slavery, as the Mexicans had
that of the Spanish religion.

I have lived among Mexicans in friend-
ship and intimacy and know them well, |
With permission of the philosophers, who
may consider it a truism, I shall mention.
that they are essentially like other people, !
and are not, so far as I have seen, inferior
to our own Anglo-Saxon races, except in
not having had our advantages of education
and experience. In some things which do
not depend on external influences they
have shown me that they are very excel-
lent. I have proved their kindness of heart,
generosity, and fidelity. They have more
spirituality than our race evinces at the
present time, but have not the same mate-
rial force, especially in getting and keeping
money. They are polite and considerate of
each other’s rights ; patientand long-suffer-
ing, and tolerant even of injustice which
perhaps ought not to be tolerated. I speak
principally of the mass ef the people who.

v
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are not partisans of the clergy ; forthisrela-
tion vitiates the natural qualities, which are
what I am deseribing. But even the latter
class often show their good natural guali-
ties. Ido not think they are more given
to robbery than the Anglo-Saxons, and not
50 much disposed to murder. Nor have I
seen that they exceed in any erime.

I take into consideration the absence of
checks on the part of the Government, and
give credit to the individual who is moral
and just without outward compulsion.
‘Where money is carried through uninhabit-
ed regions in diligences, without a guard,
whose passengers carry no arms, and insist
on carrying none, it is not surprising that
the coach is oceasionally robbed. On the
road to the interior a woman, clothed in
male attire, has repeatedly taken the purses
of the passengers, who supposed she had
force concealed in the vicinity. Buttheydo
not attack when there is a prospect of resist-
ance. This may indicate a fault of govern-
ment, but I am not treating of the govern-
ment and laws, but of the people. So it is
not true, that when a Mexican wants mo-
ney he ¢ kills somebody to obtain a fow
dollars ;” on the contrary, he will borrow it
in the politest manner, promise to pay it at
a certain day, and will pay it—if he has
it. Nor do I speak of the many who are
prompt and who keep their word.

There is not room here for a multitude of
instances which I could bring up to illus-
trate the Mexican character. But I may
admit one example which shows the peo-
ple of purely MeXican origin, or as they
may be called ¢ Indians.” The loeality is
remote from the great centres, and has not
had the benefit of European civilization. I
could give its geographical position, but do
not thus publicly, for fear some such eivil-
-izer might be led to abuse the simplicity of
these people. On arriving at thisvillage, 1
‘was told that there was ‘ a man of my na-
tion” there ; and it was mentioned that
“ he was infirm.” T accordingly asked to
be taken tosee him. I found a Cornish
miner, troubled, indeed, with rheumatism,
but not otherwise in need of charitable aid.
He told me that having been left unpaid
for work in opening a mine for a Spaniard,
he reached this place destitute, and sick
with fever and rheumatism from exposure
during the rainy season. The women
nursed him most tenderly, and the men
offered to ride many leagues to bring him
medicines, This friendship had continued,
and he had been aided todo alittle business.
He now owned ten mules, which carried
-salt from the coast to the mines ; he hought

cheeses at five for a dollar during their sea~
son, and sold them at a dollar each in the
months of scarcity ; corn he bought at a
dollar and a quarter the load at harvest
time, and sold for six to the mule trains
during the dry season. “ Do you propose
returning to England ?” I asked. « Why
should I he answered ; “I should never
find friends like all of these.” These are
Mexican ¢ Indians.”

I have been where they did not know
leagues of distance nor hours of time, and
where, in reply to inquiries as to the dis-
tance to a place, I was told, ¢ Start at sun-
rise, and you arrive when the sun is there,”
—indicating its position at three o’clock
in the afternoon, for example. Yet these
people have names for their mountains,
streams, ete., in great detail. They know
the names and qualities of their plants.
They put questions to me which prove their
sympathy with science and with affairs of
human interest. I enjoyed their society
much more than I probably should that of
certain materialists and sordid people, who
would not admit that these Indians have
any merit, and who occasionally utter the
blasphemy that they would be better des-
troyed from off the face of the earth.

I know perfectly well that Mexico has
produced some exceedingly bad men, the
natural fruit of bad systems ; that these
ought to be restrained from doing harm.
But I know as well that the youth have
noble qualities, and I am confident that bet-
ter times and the eessation of foreign’ inter-
ference will make it clear to the world that
Mexicans are capable of forming and sus-
taining a national existence. As yet other
races have done but little to aid them :
those who have gone to Mexico have been,
to a great extent, adventurers, or at least
almost entirely anxious to acquire wealth
in the most easy manner. The last incur-
sion of the French and the Austrians has
been the worst. It has made the Mexicans
abhor and hate everything European, and
has almost brought them to mistrust our own
people who are of their enemies’ blood.
Nevertheless, the Mexicans know that the
American people are opposed to their being
a prey to the European tyrants, and would

37,

i

weleome such alliance with us as one free

people can make with another.
—_———

—A good man, who has seen much of
the world, says: ¢ The grand essentials to
happiness in this life are--something to do,

something to love, and something to hope
for.” -
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SEA-MEWS IN WINTER TIME.

BY JEAN INGELOW.

“I walked beside a dark gray sea,

And said, O world, how cold thou art !
Thou poor white world, I pity thee,

For joy and warmth from thee depart,

Yon rising wave licks off the snow,
Winds on the crag each other chase,

In little powdery whirls they blow R
The misty fragments down its face.;

The sea is cold, and dark its rim,
‘Winter sits cowering on the wold,

And I, beside this watery brim,
Anm also lonely, also cold.

I spoke, and drew toward a rock, )
‘Where many mews made twittering sweet ;

Their wings upreared, the clustering flock
Did pat the sca-grass With their feet.

A rock but half submerged, the sea
Ran up and washed it whilo they fed H
Their fond and foolish ecstasy ]
A wondering in my faney bred.

Joy companied with every ery,
Joy in their food, in that keen wind,
That heaving sea, that shaded sky,
And in themselves and in their kind.

The phantoms of the deep at play !

What idless graced the twittering things §
Luxurious paddlings in the spray,

And delicate lifting up of wings,

Then 2ll at once a flight, and fast
The lovely crowd flew out to sea ;
If mine own life had been recast,
Earth had not looked more changed to me.

¢Where is the cold? Yon clouded skies
Have only dropped their curtains low

To shade the old mother where she lies,
Sleeping a little neath the snow.

The cold s not in crag, nor sear,
Not in the snows that leap the lea,

Not in yon wings that bear afar, ‘
Delighting, on the erested sea..

No, nor in yon exultant wind

That shakes the oak and bends the pine.
Look near, 1ook in, and thou shalt find

No sense of cold, fonq fool, but thine !

With that T felt the gloom depart,
And thoughts within me did unfolq,
‘Whose sunshine warmed me to the heart:
1 walked in joy, and was not cold.”
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A RIDE IN A BALLOON.

Ahout eight years ago, in the State of T1li- .
nois, a little girl and boy took a ride all alone
in a balloon.

About seventeen miles from where they
lived there was, in the month of September,
an agricultural fair, where the farmers
bring their horses, cattle, and pigs, and their
wheat, corn, vegetables, and fruit, to show 3
and those who have the best get a premium,
or, as you would call it in school, a prize.
The farmers’ wives and daughters bring
butter, cheese, preserves, embroidery, blan-
kets, and many other things, to exhibit,
and get premiums on them too. Asagreat
many people from all around generally go
to fairs, it is & good place for any one whe
has anything to show, or anything to sell.

The State Fair is held in difierent places
in the State every year. The fair I am
speaking of was held in Centralia, on the
Ilinois Central Railroad.

A gentleman went to this fair with a bal-
loon, to let the people see him go up in it;
but he was ill, and could not do it, so he in-
vited another gentleman, Mr. Samuel Wil-
son, to take his place.

Mr. Wilson went up about two miles in
the balloon, remained up some time, and,
aftersailing through the air about seventeen
miles, came down upon the farm of Mr.
Benjamin B. Harvey.

The grappling-iron caught in a small
tree, and Mr. Harvey and his son helped
Mr. Wilson to get the balloon down.

It was a great curiosity to Mr. Harvey,
his family, and the neighbors, who all
gathered around it, having never scen one
before. It wasncarly dark; butthey asked
a great many questions about it, and wished
they could ride in it. Mr. Wilson fastened
the anchor to the fence, and Mr. Harvey
got in ihe car; and his sons and some of
the neighbors let him up a few feet, holding
on to the rope. Mr. Wilson charged them
to be careful and not let the rope slip, or the
balloon might carry them off,

When Mr. Iarvey was satisfied, the chil-
dren wanted 1o try it, or at leastsit in it,
and see what it was like. Ile placed the
three youngest in the car of the balloon,
After sitting there a few moments, Mr.
Harvey lifted his oldest daughterout. The
other children (Martha, eight, and David,
three years old) were so light, when she was
lifted out, that the balloon jerked away from
the fence, and sailed into the air.

The children screamed out, ¢ Mother!
mother ! take ns down!” Butthey were soon
out of sight and hearing, and looked as if
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they lad gone up among the stars. All
who were looking on were frightened and
amazed. Tle poor father and mother were
half distraeted. DMr. Wilsen said all he
could to comfort them ; telling them that
the balloon was in such a condition that he
did not think it would stay up more than
two hours, or go more than twenty miles
away, as the evening was o still, and there
was no wind; and that the ‘ropes around
the car or basket were so many, and o
close together, Le did not think they wounld
fall out.

Men were sent on horseback in overy di-
rection. Tle messenger who went to Cen-
tralin had anewspaper extra printed, telling
about it, sent oif on the railroad cars. De-
spatehes were sent by telegraph, and the
news spread everywhere. Very few who
were at the fair slept much that night for
thinking of the little children sailing away
off by themselves, nobody knew where ; and
thelr poor father and nother, so frightened
about them, thinking perhaps they would
fall out of the cav, or come down in the
woods, where they never would be found,
or mayhbe sail over to the Al <ippi River,
and come down in the water, and be drown-
ed! And Low do you think the children
felt, going up in that strange way, in the
dark and chilly evening, almost to the moon,
they must have thought?

It was I'riday evening when they started
on theis unexpected ride.  The next morn-
ing, eighteen miles from Mr. Harvoy's in a
gouth-easterly divection, @ Mr. 1§t(-h‘1.<=,01{ got
up very carly and went out. Not fax from
his house, suspended above a tree, he saw a
very queer-looking thing. CGoing as near
to 1t as he could, he heard a litile girl’s
voice, calling,—

¢ Pull us down ! please pull us down'! do
it easy : David’s asleep !”’

Of course he was very much surprised to
see that great balloon floating there, the an-
chor having caught in the irce, and to hear
a child’s voice.

Mr. Atchison obtained assistance, and
took the children down. Little David was
asleep, with Martha's apron over him.
¢ David said he was cold, when we were
awayup in the giy, and I took my apron off
and put it over lLim, and he placed his head
in my lap and went to'sleep,” she exclaimed.

Mr. and Mrs. Ilarvey received the glad
news ihat the children were safe at two
o'clock in the afternoon, and the little ones
were carried home about eight o’clock in
the evening.

Such rejoicing ! Father and mother, bro-
thers and sisters, and all the neighbors, were
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so glad they could not kiss them, or ask them
questions enough about it.  Martha said,
“David was asleep most all the time we
"were in the balloon.”

Mr. Wilson recovered his balloon, which
was not much damaged.

Boys and girls, when you tell them a
story, always ask, “Isit true 7’ So let me
inform you, my young {riends, this is a true
story, as a great many people in Ilinois can
tell you; for there was quite an excitement
ahout it at the time it occurred, particularly
before the people found out what had hap-
pened {o the children.— Our Boys and Girls.

{For the NEW DoMINION,
THE NEW MINISTER.

CONVERSATION BETWEEN AN AUNT AND NIECE,

Niece.
“Such earnest eloguence! such fire !
Such poetry of truth !
Such wondrous pleadings, strong desire!
And then he’s but a youth.” .

Aunt,
“All ina flutter, and so warm !
Dear Nell, I almost thimk
Good notions round you effervesce, ;
But seldom deeper sink.”
Niece.
“ Now, Aunt, take off your spectacles,
And do not look so grave;
Youwll hear him for yourself to-night,
And own Idid not rave.”

Aunt.
¢ Where was the text ?”
Niece.
“Well that indeed
I could not quite find out;
But then the subject was so good,
And such good things about.

So graceful all his movements were ;'
His tone so rich and clear;

His words now passionate, now sweet;—
1 could do naught but bear.

T'm sure he’ll do a world of good :
We needed gomething new.

‘You hope so, but you fear’;—nay, then,
Adieu, dear Aunt, adien.”

Trur HAPPINESS —Guilt, though it may
attain temporal splendor, can never confer
real happiness. Tho evil consequences of
our erimes long survive their commission ;
and, like the ghostsof the murdered, forever
haunt the steps of the malefactor. The
paths of virtue, though very seldom those of
worldly greatness, are always those of plea.-

santness and peace.—Scott.
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HOUSE AND HOME PAPERS.

THE RAVAGES OF A CARPET—HOUSEHOLD
FAIRIES.

[The following is the very best of the
House and Home Papers, written for the A¢-
lantic Monthly,by Mrs. Harriet B. Stowe, un-
der the name of Christopher Crowfield —]

¢ My dear, it’s so cheap !”’

These words were spoken by my wife, as
she sat gracefully on a roll of Brussels
carpet which was spread out in flowery
lengths on the floor of Messrs. Ketchem
& Co. '

¢It's so cheap 1" B

Milton says that the love of praise is the
last infirmity of noble minds. I think he
had not rightly considered the subject. I
believe that last infirmity is the love of get-
ting things cheap ! Understand me, now. I
don’t mean the love of getting cheap things,
by which one understands showy, trashy,
ill-made, spurious articles, bearing certain
apparent resemblances to better things. All
really sensible people are quite superior to
that sort of cheapness. But those fortunate
accidents which #ut within the power of
a man things really good and valuable for
half or third of their value, what mortal
virtue and resolution can withstand ? My
friend Brown has a genuine Murillo, the
joy of his heart and the light of hiseyes; but
he never fails to tell you, as its crowning
merit, how he bought it in South Ameriea
for just nothing,—how it hung smoky and
descrted in the back of a counting-room, and
was thrown in as a makeweight to bind a
bargain, and, upon being cleaned, turned
out a genuine Murillo ; and then he takes
out his cigar, and calls your attention to
the points in it ; he adjusts the eurtain to
let the sunlight fall just in the right spot ;
he takes you to this and the other point of
view ; and all this time you must confess,
that, in your mind as well as his, the con-
sideration that he got all this beauty for ten
dollars adds lustre to the painting. Brown
has paintings there for which he Ppaid his
thousands, and, being well advised, they
are worth the thousands he paid ; but this
ewe-lamb that he got for nothing always
gives him a secret exaltation in his own
eyes. e seems to have credited to him-
self personally merit to the amount of what
he should have paid for the picture. Then
there is Mrs. Crwsps, at the party yestexrday
evening, expatiating to my wife on the
surprising cheapness of her point-lace set,—
“ Got for just nothing at all, my dear!”” ang
a cirele of admiring listeners echoes the
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sound. ¢ Did you ever kear anything like
it ? Inever heard of such a thing in my
life” ; and away sails Mrs. Creesus as if she
had a collar composed of all the cardinal
virtues. In fact, she is buoyed dp with a
secret sense of merit, so that her satin slip-
pers scarcely touch the carpet. Even Imy-
self am fond of showing a first edition of
‘ Paradise Lost,” for which I gave a shil-
ling in a London book-stall, and stating that
I would not take a hundred dollars for it.
Even I must confess there are points on
which I am mortal. :

But all this while my wife sits on her roll
of carpet, looking into my face for appro-
bation, and Marianne and Jane are pouring
into my ear a running-fire of ¢ How sweet !
How lovely | Just like that one of Mrs.
Tweedleum’s.”

“ And she gave two dollars and seventy-
five cents a yard for hers, and this is”’——

My wife here put her hand to her mouth,
and pronounced the ineredible sum in a
whisper, with a species of sacred awe, com-
mon, as I have observed, to females in such
interesting erises. In fact, Mr. Ketchem,
standing smiling and amiable by, remarked
to me that really he hoped Mrs. Crowfield
would not name generally what she gave
for the article, for positively it was so far
below the usual rate of prices that he might
give offence to other customers ; but this
was the very last of the pattern, and they
were anxious to close off the old stock, and
we had alwdys traded with them, and he
had a great respect for my wife’s father,
who had always traded with their firm, and
so, when there were any little bargains to
be thrown in any one’s way, why, he na-
turally, of course And here Mr. Ketch-
em bowed gracefully over the yardstick to
my wife, and I consented.

Yes, I consented ; but, wheneverI think
of myself at that moment, I always am re-
minded, in a small way, of Adam taking
the apple ; and my wife seated on that roll
of carpet, has more than once suggested to
my mind the classic image of Pandora open-
ing her unlucky box. In fact from the mo-
ment I had blandly assented to Mr. Ketch-
em’s remarks, and said to my wife, with a
gentle air of dignity, ¢ Well, my dear,
since it suits you, Ithink you had better
take it,”” there came a load on my prophetic
soul, which not all the fluttering and chat-
tering of my delighted girls and the more
placid complacency of my wife could en-
tirely dissipate. I presaged, I know not
what, of coming woe ; and all I presaged
came to pass.

In order to know just what came to pass,
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I must give youa view of the house and
‘home into which this carpet was intro-
‘duced.

My wife and I were somewhat advanced
housekeepers, and our dwelling was first
furnished by her father, in the old-fashion-
ed jog-trot days, when furniture was made
with a view to its lasting from generation
to generation. Everything wasstrong and
comfortable,—heavy mahogany, guiltless of
the modern device of veneering, and hewed
out with a square solidity which had not an
idea of change. It was, soto speak, a sort of
granite foundation ofthe household structure.
Then, we commenced housekeeping with
the full idea that our house was a thing to
live in, and that furniture was made to be
used. That most sensible of women, Mrs.
Crowfield, agreed fully with me that in our
house there was to be nothing too good for
ourselves,—no rooms shut up in holiday at-
tire to be enjoyed by strangers for three or
four days in the year, while we lived in
holes and corners,—no best parlor from
which we were to be excluded,—no best
china which we were not to use,—no silver
plate to be kept in the safe in the bank, and
brought home only in case of a grand
festival, while our daily meals were served
with dingy Britannia. ¢ Strike a broad,
plain average,” I said to my wife ; “ have
everything abundant, serviceable ; and
give all our friends exactly what we have
ourselves, no better and no worse’ ;—and
my wife smiled approval on my sentiment.

Smile ! she did more than smile. My
wife resembles one of those convex mirrors
I have sometimes seen. Every idea I threw
out; plain and simple, she reflected back
upon me in a thousand little glitters and
twinkles of her own ; she made my crude
conceptions come back to me in such per-
fectly dazzling performances that I hqrdly
recognized them. My mind warms up,
when I think what a woman made of our
house from the very first day she moved
into it. The great, large, airy parlor, with
its ample bow-window, when she had ar-
ranged it, seemed a perfect trap to catch
sunbeams. There was none of that dis-
couraging trimness and newness that often
repel a man’s bachelor-friends after the
first call, and make them feel,—¢ Oh, well
one cannot go in at Crowfield’s now, unless
one is dressed ; one might put them out.”
The first thing our parlor said to any one
was, that we were not people to be .put
out, that we were wide-spread, easy-going,
and jolly folk. Even if Tom Brown brought
in Ponto and his shooting-bag, there was
nothing in that parlor to strike terror into

41

man and dog ; for it was written on the
face of things, that everybody there was to
do just as he or she pleased. There were
my books and writing-table spread out with
all its miscellaneous confusion of papers on
one side of ‘the fireplace, and there were
my wife’s great, ample sofa and work-table
on the other; there I wrote my articles for
the North American, and there she turned
and ripped and altered her dresses, and
there lay crochet and knitting and em-
broidery side by side with a weekly basket
of family-mending and in neighborly con-
tiguity with the last book of the season,
whish my wife turned over as she took her
after-dinner lounge on the sofa. And in
the bow-window were canaries always sing-
ing, and a great stand of plants always fresh
and bleoming, and ivy which grew and
clambered and twined about ihe pictures.
Best of all, there were in our parlor that
household altar, the blazing wood-fire,
whose wholesome, hearty crackle is the
truest household inspiration. I quite agree
with one celebrated American author who
holds that an open fireplace is an altar of
patriotism. Would our Revolutionary fa-
thers have gone barefooted and bleeding
over snows to defend air-tight stoves and
cooking-ranges ¥ I trow not. It was the
memory of the great open kitchen-fire, with
its back-log and fore-stick of cord-wood, its
roaring, hilarious voice of invitation, its
dancing tongue of flame, that called to them
through the snows of that dreadful winter
to keep up their courage, that made their
hearts warm and bright with o thousand re-
ficeted memories. Our neighbors said that
it was delightful to sit by our fire,—but
then, for their part, they could not afiord
it, wood was so ruinously dear, and all
that. Most of these people could not, for
the simple reason that they felt compelled,
in order to maintain the family-dignity, to
keep up a parlor with great pomp and eir-
cumstances of uphalstery, where they sat
only on dress-occasions, and of course the
wood-fire was out of the question.

When children began to make their ap-
pearance in our establishment, my wife,
like a well-conducted housekeeper, had the
best of nursery-arrangements,—a room all
warmed, lighted, and ventilated, and
abounding in every proper resource of
amusement to the rising race ; but it was as-
tonishing to see how, notwithstanding this,
the centripetal attraction drew every pair
of little Pattering feet to our parlor.

“ My dear, why don't you take your
bloeks up-stairs ?”’

“I want to be where oo are,” said with
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a piteous under-lip, was generally 5 most ing and {flirting that were to be done had’

convineing answer.
Then the tmall people could not be dis
abused of the idea that certain chief

treasures of their own would be safer under |
papa’s writing-table or mamma’s sofa than'

in the safest closet of their own domains, |
My writing-table was doek-yard for Arthur’s

new ship, and stable for little Tom’s pep-
per-and-salt-colored pony,
whole armies of paper dolls kept house in
the recess behind mamma’s sofa.

and carriage-|
house for.Charley’s new waggon, while !

for their arena the ample variety of surface
presented by our parlor, which, with sofas
and sereens and lounges and recesses, and
writing and work tables, disposed here and

_there, and the genuine laisser aller of the

whole ménage, scemed, on the whole, to
have offered ample advantages enough ; for
at the time I write of, two daughters were
already cstablished in marriage, and a
third engaged, while my youngest was

i busy, as yet, in performing that little do-

And then, in due time, came the tribe of -

pets who followed the little ones and re-
joiced in the blaze of the firelight. The
boys had a splendid Newfoundland, which,
knowing our weakness, we warned them
with awlul gravity was never to be a parlor-
dog ; but, somehow, what with the beg-
gings and pleadings on the part of Arthur
and Tom, and the piteous melancholy with
which Rover would look through the win-
dow-panes, when shut out from the blazing
warmth into the dark, eold veranda, it at
last came to pass that Rover gained a regu-
lar corner at the hearth, a regular sfafus in
every family-convocation. And then came
alittle black-and-tan English terrier for the
girls ; and then a fleecy poodle, who cstab-
lished himself on the corner of my wife's
sofa ; and for each of these some little voices
pleaded, and some little heart would be so
near broken at any slight, that my wife and
I resigned ourselves to live in_menagerie,
the more so0 as we were obliged to confess a
lurking weakness toward those four-footed
children ourselves,

So we grew and flourished together,—
children, dogs, birds, flowers, and all ; and
although my wife often, in paroxysms of
housewifeliness to which the best of women
are subject, would declare that we never
were fit to be seen, yet I comforted her with
the reflection that there were few people
whose friends sccmed to consider them
beiter worth secing, judging by the stream
of visitors and louggers which was always
setting towards our parlor. People seemed
to find it good to be there ; they said it was
somehow home-like and pleasant, and that
there was a kind of charm about it that
made it €asy to talk and easy to live ; and
as my girls and boys grew up, there scem-
ed always to be some merry doing or other
going on there. Arty and Tom brought

home {their college friends, who straight-
way took root there and seemed to fancy

themselves a part of us. We had no ro-

ceplion-rooms apart, where the girls were |,

to receive young gentlemen ; all the counrt-

mestie ballet of the cat with the mouse, in
the ease of amost submissive youth of the
neighborhood.

All this time our parlor-furniture, though
of that granitic formation I have indicated,
began to show marks of that decay to which,
things sublunary are liable. I cannot say
that I dislike this look in a room. Take a
fine, ample, hospitable apartment,where all
things, freely and generously used, sofily
and indefinably grow old together, there is
a sort of mellow tone and keeping which
pleases my eye. What if the seams of the
great inviting arm-chair, where so many
{riends have sat and lounged, do grow
white ? What, in fact, if some casy couch
has an undeniable hole worn in its {riendly
cover? I regard with tenderness even
these mortal weaknesses of the servants and
witnesses of our good times and social fel-
lowship. No vulgar touch wore them ;
they may be called, rather, the marks and
indentations which the glittering in and
out of the tide of social happiness has worn
in the rocks of our strand. I would no more
disturb the gradual toning-down and ageing
of a well-used set of furniture by smart im-
provements than I would have g modern
dauber paint in emendations in a fine old
picture.

So we men reason ; but women do nog
always think as we do. There is a viru-
Ient demon of housekeeping, not wholly
cast out in the best of them, and which often
breaks out in unguarded moments. In fact,
Miss Marianne, being on the look-out for
furniture wherewith {o begin a new estab-
lishment ; and Jane, who had accompanied
her in her peregrinations, had more than
once thrown out little disparaging remarks
on the time-worn appearance of our estah-
lishment, suggesting comparison with those
of more modern-furnished rooms.

‘It is positively scandalous, the way our
furniture looks,” I one day heard her de-
claring to her mother; ‘““and this ¢lq rag
of a earpet 1’

My feelings were hurt, not the less so
that I knew that the large cloth which cg-
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vered the middle of the floor, and which
the women call a bocking, had been bought
and nailed down there, after a solemn fa-
mily-counsel, as the best means of conceal-
ing the too evident darns which years of
good cheer had made needful in our staunch
old houschold friend, the {hree-ply ecarpet,
made in those days when to be a three-ply
was a pledgo of continuanee and service.

‘Well, it was a joyous and bustling day,
when, after one of those domestic whirl-
winds which the women are fond of de-
nominating house-cleaning, the new DBrus-
sels carpet was at length brought in and
nailed down, and its beauty praised from
mouth to mouth. Our old friends called in
and admred, and all scemed to be well,
except that I had that light and delicate
presage of changes to come which irdefi-
nitely brooded over me. .

The first premonitory symptom was the
look of apprehensive suspicion with which
the female senate regarded the genial sun-
beams that had always glorified our bow-
window.

¢« This house ought to have inside blinds,”
said Marianne, with all the confident de-
cision of youth ; ¢ this carpet will be ruin-
ed, if the sun is allowed io come in like
that.”

¢¢ And that dirty little canary must really
be hung in the.kitchen,” said Jane; ¢ he
always diil make such a litter, scattering
his seed-chippings about; and he nover
takes his DLath without flirting out some
water. And, mammna, it appears to me
it will never do to have the plants here.
Plants arc always either leaking through
the pots upon the earpet, or scattering
bits of Dlossoms and dead leaves, or some
accident upsets or breaks a pot. It wasmno
matter, you know, when we had the old car-
pet; but this we really want to have kept
nice.”

Mamma stood her ground for the plants,
—darlings of her heart for many a year,—
but temporized, and showed that disposition
towards compromise which ismost inviting
to aggression.

I confess I trembled ; for, of all radicals
on earth, none are to be compared to fe-
males that have once in hand a course of
domestic innovation and reform. The sa-
cred fire, the divine furor, burns in their
bosoms, they become perfect Pythonesses,
and every chair they sit on assumes the
magie pY‘C;P‘l‘l‘tif‘S of the tripod. Hence the
disrhmy that lodgesin the bosoms of us males
at the fateful sprinz and antumn seasons,
denominated house-cleaning.  Who can say
whither the awful gods, the prophetic fates,
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may drive our household divinities; what
sins of ours may be brought to light : what
indulgences and complianees, which unin-
spired woman has granted in her ordinarg
mortal hours may be torn from us? IHe
who has been allowed to keep a pair of pet
slippers in a concealed corner, and by the
fireside indulged with a chair which he
might, ad Ubitum, fill with all sorts of
pamphlets and miscellancons literature,
suddenly finds himself reformed out of know-
ledge, his pamphlets tucked away into pi-
geon-holes and eorners, and his slippers put
in their place in the hall, with, perhaps, a
brisk insinuation, about the shocking dust
and disorder that men will tolerate.

The fact was, that the very first night
after the advent of the new carpet I had
% prophetic dream. Among our treasures
of art was a little etching, by an English
artist-friend, the subject of which was the
gambols of the housechold fairies in a baro-
nial library after the household were in
bed. The little people are represented in
every attitude of frolic enjoyment. Some
escalade the great arm-chair, and look down
from its top as from a domestic Mont Blane ;.
some climb about the bellows; some scale
the shaft of the shovel; while some, form-
ing a magiec ring, danee festively on the
vet glowing hearth.. Tiny troops prome-
nade the writing-table. One perches him-
self qnaintly on the top of the inkstand, and
holds colloguy with another who sits eross-
legzed on o paper-weight, while 2 com-
pruion looks down on them from the top of
the sand-box. It was an ingenious little
device, and gave me the idea which I often
expressed to my wife, that much of the
peculiar feeling of sccurity, composure,
and enjoyment, which seems to he the at-
mosphere of some rooms and houses came
from the wunsuspeeted presence of these
little people, the household fairies, so that
the belief in their existence became g
solemn article of faith with me.

Accordingly, that evening, after the in.
stallation of the carpet, when my wife and
daughters had gone to bed, as I sat with
my slippered feet Defore the last coals of
the fire, I fell asleep in my chair, and, lo!
my own parlor presented 10 my eye a scene
of busy life. The little people in green
were tripping to and fro, hut in great con-
fusion. Evidently something was wrong
among them ; for they were fussing and
chaitering with each other, as if preparatory
to a general movement. In the region of
the bow-window I observed a tribe of them
standing with tiny valises and earpet-hags
in their hands, as though about to depart on
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a journey. On my writing-table another
set stood around my inkstand and pen-rack,
who, pointing to those on the floor, seemed
to debate some question among themselves ;
‘while others of them appeared to be collect-
ing and packing away in tiny trunks cer-
tain fairy treasures, preparatory to a gene-
ral departure. When I looked at the social
hearth, at my wife’s sofa and work-basket,
I saw similar appearances of dissatisfaction
and confusion. It was evident that the
household fairies were discussing the ques-
tion of a general and simultaneous removal.
I groaned in spirit, and, stretching out my
hand, began a conciliatory address, when
whisk went the whole scene from before
my eyes, and I awaked to behold the form
of my wife asking me if I were ill or had
had the nightmare that I groaned so. I
told her my dream, and we laughed at jt
together.

 We must give way to the girls 3 little,”
she said. ¢« It is natural, you know, that
they should wish us to appear a little as
other people do. The fact is, our parlor is
somewhat dilapidated ; think how many
years we have lived in it without an article
of new furniture.”

“Ihate new furniture,” I remarked, in
the bitternessof mysoul. ¢ Ihate anything
new.” .

My wife answered me disereetly, accord-
ing to approved principles of diplomacy. I
was right. She sympathized with me. At
the same time, it was not necessary, she
remarked, thatwe should keep a hole in
our sofa-cover and arm-chair; there would
certainly be no harm in sending them to
the upholsterer’s to be new-covered ; she
didn’t much mind, for her part, moving her
plants to the south back-room, and the bird
would do well enough in the kitchen: I
had often complained of him for singing
vociferously when I was reading aloud.

So our sofa went to the upholsterer’s ; but
the upholsterer was struck with such horror
atits clumsy, antiquated, unfashionable ap-
pearance, that he felt bound to make repre-
sentations to my wife and daughters : posi-
tively, it would be better for them to get a
new one, of a tempting pattern, which he
showed them, than to try to do anything
with that. “With a stiteh or so here and
there, it might do for a basement dining-
Toom ; but, for a parlor, he gave it as his
disinterested opinion,—he must say, if the
ease were his own, he should get, ete., etc.
In short, we had a new sofa and new chairs,
and the planis and the birds were banished,
and some dark green blinds were put up to
exclude the sun from the parlor, and the
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blessed luminary was allowed there only at
rare intervals when my wife and daugh-
ters were out shopping, and I acted out my
uncivilized male instinets by pulling up
every shade and vivifying the apartment as
in days of old.

But this was not the worst of it. The
new furniture and new carpet formed an
opposition party in the room. I believe in
my heart that for every little household
fairy that went out with the dear old things,
there came in a tribe of discomtented
brownies with the new ones. These little
wretches were always twitching at the
gowns of my wife and daughters, jogging
their elbows, and suggesting odious com.
parisonsbetween the smart new articles and
what remained of the old ones. They dis-
pataged my writing-table in the corner;
they disparaged the old-fashioned lounge in
the other corner, which had been the ma-
ternal throne for years ; they disparaged the
work-table, the work-basket, with constant
suggestions of how such things as these
would look in certain well-kept parlors
where new-fashioned furniture of the same
sort as ours existed.

‘“We don’t have any parlor,” said Jane,
one day. ¢ Our parlor has always been a
sort of log-cabin,~—library, study, nursery,
greenaouse, all combined. We never have
had things like other people.”

“Yes, and this open fire makes such a
dust ; and this carpet is one that shows every
speck of dust; it keeps one always on the
watch.”

I wonder why papa never had a study
to himself; I’'m sure I should think he would
like it better than sitting here amongst us
all. Now there ’s the great south-room off
the dining-room ; if he would only move
his things there, and have his open fire, we
could then close up the fireplace, and put
lounges in the recesses, and mamma could
have her things in the nursery,—and then
we should have a parlor fit to be seen.”

I overheard all this, though I pretended '
not to,—the little busy chits supposing me
entirely buried in the recesses of a German
book over which I was poring.

There are certain crises in a man’s life
when the female element in his honsehold
asserts itself in dominant forms that seem
to threaten to overwhelm him. The fair
creatures, who in most matters have de-
pended on his judgment, evidently look
upon him at these seasons as only a forlorn,
incapable male creature, to be cajoled and
flattered and persuaded out of his native
blindness and absurdity into the fairy-land
of their wishes.
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“Of course, mamma,” said the busy
voices, ““men can’t understand such things,
What can men know about house-keeping,
and how things ought to look? Papa
never goes into company ; he don’t know
nor care how the world is doing, and don’t
‘see that nobody now is living as we do.”

“ Aha, my little mistresses, are you
‘there 9’ I thought ; and I mentally resolved
'on opposing a great force of what is called
backbone to this pretty domestic conspiracy,
., When you get my writing-table out of
this corner, my pretty dears, I'd thank you
"to let me know it.”

Thus spake I in my blindness, fool that I
was. Jupiter might as soon keep awake,
‘when Juno came in best bib and tucker,
‘and with the cestus of Venus, to get him to
'sleep. Poor Slender might as well hope to
get the better of pretty Mistress Anne Page,
;a8 one of us clumsy-footed men might en-
' deavor to escape from the tangled labyrinth
i of female wiles.

. In short, in less than a year it was all
‘done, without any quarrel, any noise, any
| violence,~~done, I scarce knew when or
“how, but with the utmost deference to my
+ wisheg, the most amiable hopes that I would
not put myself out, the most sincere protes-
i tations, that, if I liked it better as it was,
! my goddesses would give up and acquiesce.
In fact, I seemed to do it of myself, e¢bn-
strained thereto by what the Emperor Na-
poleon has so well called the logic of events,
—that old, well-known logic by which the
‘man who has once said A mustsay B, and he
who has said B must say the whole alpha-
'bet. In a year, we had a parlor with two
lounges in decorous recesses, a fashion-
able sofa and six chairs and a looking-glass,
and a grate always shut up, and a hole
in the floor which kept the parlor warm,
and great heavy curtains that kept out all
the light that was not already excluded
by the green shades.
"It was as proper and orderly a parlor as
those of our most fashionable neighbors;
and when our friends called, we took them
stumbling into its darkened solitude and
opened a faint crack in one of the window-
shades and came down in our best clothes,
and talked with them there. Ourold friends
rebelled at this, and asked what they had
done to he treated so and complained so
" bitterly that gradually we let them into
the secret that there was a great south-
room which I had taken for my study, where
the carpet was down, where the san shone in
at the great window, where my plants flou-
rished and the canary-bird sang, and my
wile had ,her sofs in the corner, and the
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old brass andirons glistened and the wood-
fire crackled,—in short, a room to which
all the household fairies had emigrated. .

‘When they once had found thqt out, it
was difficult to get any of them to sit in our
parlor. I had purposely christened the
new room my study, that I might stand on
my rights as master of ceremonies there,
though I opened wide arms of welcome to
any who chose to come. So then it would
often come to pass, that when we were
sitting round the fire in my study of an
evening, the girls would say,—

““Come, what do we always stay here
for? Why don’t we ever sit in the parlor 2’

And then there would be manifested
among guests and family friends a general
unwillingness to move.

* Oh hang it, girls!”” would Arthur say;
“the parlor is well enough, all right; let
it stay as it is, and let a fellow stay where he
can doas he pleases and feels at home,”
and to this view of the matter would re-
spond divers of the nice young bachelors
who were Arthur’s and Tom’s sworn friends.

In fact, nobody wanted to stay in our
parlor now. It was a cold, accomplished
fact; the household fairies had left it,—
and when the fairies leave a room, nobody
ever feels at home in it. No pictures, cur-
tains, no wealth of mirrors, no elegance of
lounges, can in the least makeup for their
absence. Theyare a capricious little sets
there are rooms where they will not stay,
and rooms where they will ; but no one can
ever have a good time without them.

———————— .
THEY SAY, -

They say—ah, well ! suppose they do!
But can they prove the story true?
Suspicion may arise from naught

But malice, envy, want of thought;
‘Why count yourself among the ‘“‘they”
‘Who whisper what they dare not say ?

They say—but why the tale rehearse,
And help to make the matter worse ?
No good can possibly acerue

From telling what may be untrue;
And is it not a nobler plan

To speak of all the best you ean ?

They say—well, if it should be 80,
‘Why need you tell the tale of woe ?
Will it the bitter wrong redress @

Or malke one pang of SOrrow less?
Will it the erring one restore,
Heneceforth to “go anq sin no more 2

They say—oh! bause and look within!
See how thy heart inclines to sin'!
Wateh, lest in dark temptation’s hour
Thou tooshouldst sink beneath its power!
Pity the fmil—weep o’er their fall,

But speak of good, or not at all!
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DOONIE’S « QUEER LITTLE BRAIN.”

BY SOPHIE MAY.

‘Doonic was her name except when she
was naughty and then it was Julia. Until
the day she was five years old she nover
suspected she was not as grand a personage
as Queen Vietoria.

‘“'Phis i3a great day,” said she solemuly.
“I'm¢lad I've lived to it ! Papa, I s’pose
L go to the store.”

, dear,” laughed her father, ¢ Ishall
< to go down a little while.”

“Iden’t ever remember of myselt’s hay-
ing a birthday before,” added Doonic logt
in thought, “Is’pose they will do something
down town ; will they ring the bells ?7

You must not think Doonic was quite g
simpleton.  She supposed all birthdays
were public affairs, aud her own had beon
talked of for weeks as an epoch quiic equal
to the fourth of July. But now that it
had really come she began to feel disap-
pointed. It seemed, afler all, gsif things
went on just about as usual. Grandma
asked for the use of herlittle arms in wind.
ing a skein ol yarn, and never even chang-
ed herown cap. Doeacen Small came in and
pinched his little friend’s cars five times
without so much as ofering her o pepper-
mint. To be sure there were three or jour
presents,—gaiters and handkerchicfs and
thingsofthat every-day sort—and ice-eream
for dinner; but on the whole Doonie could
not see-that she  had received very much
attention.  And another thing was rather
strange, she looked and felt no older than
usual.

“ Why mamma,” said she in sweet per-
plexity, *“you said yesterday I should be
five years old to-day, and I've looked in
the glazs, and I'm just as big and no big-
ger'n than I was before.”

“Come here, Doonie,” ealled dear old
Mrs. Park from her green rocking-chair.

The ckild bounded to her grandmother’s
side so suddenly that she overturnmed the
work-basket.

¢“Oh, there now, he patient, grandma, and
T'll pick them all up,” suid Doonie, stooping
and erceping about afier the runaway
spools.

¢t 'm making an apron for myself, and I’11
tell you what I want,” saiq° Mrs. Park,
“i{'ssome fine black sewing-silk
little grand-daughler run to the
buy me some ?”’

“ Well, its my birthday,” replied the 15t

; will my
store and

tle-one after a pause, “but then I don’y
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know as’twilldo any hurt.
'l go.”

‘“ Here are two picees of five-cent serip,”
continued Mrs. Park, ¢ you may put them
in your own little portc-monnaie and give
them to Mr. Barrows.”

“Yes'm, soI will. I love to do things
for my dear grandma with her pretty little
wrinkles.”

So off trudged Miss Doonie, and in five
minutes was looking up in Mr. Barrow’s
face, asking in o lisping voice for ¢ some
sewing-silk for grandma, black, fine ; and
Liere’s the skipt to pay for it.”

Mr. Barrows smilingly handed her two
skeins, but the child drew back.

0O no, sir, she said sewing-silk.”

“ And this is it, my dear.”

¢ That ! eried the child, pointing at the
skeins with her finger. ¢ Why, you can’t
sew that, yon know ! Could folks make an
apron out o’ threads? She wants sewing-
silk, sir, to wear for an apron, my grand-
m3 does.”

¢ Ah, indeed,” said Mr. Barrows patting
her head, ¢ perhaps youw'd better run home,
my little dear, and ask her to give you-the
crrand over again.”

“Yes, sir, T will; but I always knew
what sewing-silk was 1V

So Doonie sinrted off, her head rather
Ligherthan usual ; for sho thought Mr, Bar.
Yows very unreasonable not to measure off
a yard of sillc forthwith.

‘e docsn’t know I'm five yearsold, and
never'll be four again,” thought she under
her hat, ““and can go crrands as well as a
lady ! how grandma wiil laugh!”’

She had the twopicees of serip between
her thumb and finger, and one {ell by the
wayside ; but she ran on without missing it.

¢ Only think, Grandma, he wouldn’t give
me any sewing-silk, and you can’t have an
apron ’thout yousend me back over again :
he said s0.”’

Grandma laughed at Doonic’s mistake.
“ But where is the other five-cent piece,
dear 7

«Oh, I dropped it, I guess.”?

¢ Dropped it ? Why, Chickie, this will
neverdo! It was only last week you lost
half a dollar of mine.” But hLere is more
money. Run back and et the skeins Mr,
Barrows wished you to take.”

“ Docnie’s finger was in her mouth when
she returned to Mr. Barrows, and her voice
was 50low that he could searcely Lear Lor,
It was o day of trials; but worse wags to
come. When she got home her mother lod
her into the nursery and said :

“My dear little Doonie, you are five

Yes, grandma,
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years old to-day, and I think it is high time
for you to learn a lesson.”

¢ Oh, but mamma, I don’t know how to
learn lessons.”

¢“Not a lesson in a book. But there are
several things, Doonie, that you don’t know
yet, and one isthat you have no right to
lose other people’s things.”

¢ Oh, mamma, that skipt | Why, it lost it-
self right out of my fingers.”

“Iknow you didn’t mean to lose it, Doo-
nic, but it was grandma’s ; it wasn't yours;
and what are you going to do about it "’

¢ Let me sce,” said Doonie winking fast.
“I'll ask grandpa to get Lersome more.”

“DBut that wouldn’t be right. It was
Doonie that lost it, and Doonie must give it
back to grandma.”

“ But I couldn’t find it,” said the child,
shaking her head, ‘“the wind blowed it
away, or a man, or a horse, or a little girl
stepped and tore it all up.”

¢ But, Doonie, you have some money of
your own in a little red box; will you give
grandma five cents of that ? Then youw’ll be
honest; and, besides, it will make you re-
member next time not to be eareless.”

“Why-—-ece !I” moaned Doonie, “Give five
cents to grandma ! O dear! O dear! Why
grandma’s got & whole pocketful. O mam-
ma Tenney, she has! And my red box is a
tinly ome, only covered so deep on the
bottom ! O mamma !

¢ But, darling, ifgrandma had ever so
much money, don’t you think you ought to
give her what you have lost of hers.”

“ 0 no, mamma, I don’t, canse she don't
need it! I wish you'd ask herto give me
five cents, cause I do nced it! I haven’t
but alittle tinty-tonty mite.”

¢t Here Doonie threw herself on the lounge
and gave way to tears.

Iler mother said to herself with a smile,
““What queer little brains children do have !
But I mean to try to make Doonie under-
stand this ; for she is beecoming so careless
that we cannot trust lher to go on crrands.”

Then she said aloud.

“‘ Suppose your grandmother should hap-
pen to lose some of your money, Doonie,
what then ?”

¢ 0 does she go to my box,” eried the
child suddenly springing up, « What makes
you let her go to my box, mamma 3"

“ Why, Doonie, she neverdid such a thing.
I was only thinking how you would feel if
she should go shopping with your money,—
to buy you a doll, we will say,—and should
lose five cents coming home ; wouldn't you
expect her to pay it back ?”’

“There now,” said Doonis, struggling
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with her tears, “If she’s going to buy me g
doll, I'd rather she’d take her own money,
mamma.”

Mrs. Tenney hid her smiles in her hand.
kerchief. What could she do with such a
wee bit of a mind ?

‘ But, my child,” said she presently, ¢ if
your grandma or somchody else were to
lose your money, it would be honest for
them to give it back to you ; now wouldn’s
it ¢

¢ I don’t know,” replied Doonie, sobbing
afresh at the bare idea, ¢ but I wish they
would. They oughtn’t to lose it; couse
I'm keeping it for Kismus 1”?

Mrs.'Tenney thought it wise to say mno
morc now.

¢ Y oumay think it over, Doonie ; and per-
haps you will see that you owe your grand.-
ma five cents. If you think so, you may
come and tell me.”

“I know now what I think,” groaned
Doonie from the depths of the cushion. I
think I don’t ever want to go to ihe store for
grandma any more when she s'pects me to
give her some of my skipt.”

Grandma and mamma had quite a lawgh
over Doonie’s funny way of reasoning, and
grandmother said she would rather give the
child five dollars than totake away from
her any of her precious little bits of money.

But that night when the house was all
still, Doonie ran into her mother’s room in
her ¢ni-dress.”

“ 0 mamma,” said she, ¢ the kil got off
o’ me, then I waked up, and I wanted to
give grandma five centsthis minute. See
it—here it is!  TIt’s prettiex’n hers was 1?

‘There’s my dear Lonest little girl,” said
her mother, kissing her.

“It's cause she’s got such pretty little
wrinkles,” continued Doonic, “and I
thought how I loved lier and she gave me her
oranges; and if she wants my money
so bad, she may have it. But you ought
toheard me ery 17

“Poor little Doonie! Grandma hasn’t
gone to sleep.  You may go give her the
money if you like.”

Grandma was very much obliged, as in-
deed she ought to have been for such » very
precious picce of “skipt,” hut ghe said
Doonie might keep it hcrself, she did not
wish for it. :

¢ Then willI be honest 9 said the child,

catehing her breath for delight.

“Yes, for T give it to you. Now kiss me
good night and run baek to bed.”

Doonic was fasg asleep in two minutes,
dreaming of flowers and rainbows, one
would think from the smile on her lips.. She
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had “saved both her money and her eredit,”
and had learned a lesson in honesty, which
pricked its way through her “queer little
brain” ever somany weeksafterward. She
never was so careless again ; and so0, on the
whole her fifth birth-day did her a great deal
of good.

:THE DISRAELI FAMILY.

BY JAMES PARTON.

Most of us pronounce the name of the
English minister wrong. He pronounces
it himself, Diz-ray-el-ly. So at least I am
told by those who have frequented his so-
ciety. Mr. Disracli asserts, in the preface
tohisfather’sworks,that thisname hasnever
been borne by any other family on earth ;
and he also explains why his family enjoys
this monopoly. The grandfather of the
British Chancellor of the Exchequer, who
settled in England in 1748, was an Italian
Jew, a descendant of one of the wealthy
Hebrew families who had been driven from
Spain, two hundred years before, by the
Inquisition. The family, upon settling in
Venice, dropped their ancient surname,
and, as Mr. Disraeli remarks, ¢ grateful to
the God of Jacob who had sustained them
through unheard-of perils, they assumed
the name of Disraeli—a name never borne
before orsince by any other family—in order
that their race might be forever recog-
nized.”

In Venice, the Disraclis were rich and
flourishing merchants—¢ merchants of Ve-
nice.”” If any one would know the position
of this family there, its wealth, and the dis-
abilities under which it labored, he may
form some idea of it by reading the Shy-
lock scenes in Shakespeare’s play of the
¢ Merchant of Venice,”

A hundred and twenty years ago, the at-
tention of the head of the house wag drawn
toward England as the land of free com-
merce and religious liberty. Perhaps the
old gentleman, the chief of the Disraelis,
had read Voltaire’s recent work upon Eng-
land, in whieh that author describes the
great London exchange, where Jews and
Chrlst.mns, Catholies and Protestants, Pres-
byterians and Baptists, Quakers and Epis-
copalians, “ do business with one another
as though they were all of the same religion,
and call nobody an infidel unless he is bank-
rupt.” Nothing i3 more likely than that,
through this little work, the head of the
house of Disraeli was induced to send lLis
youngest son, Benjamin, tosettle in London,
At least he did do 0, in the year 1748.
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This Benjamin Disraeli, grandfather of
the minister, prospered in England. In
1765, he married the beantiful daughter of a
Jewish family, and became, in due time,
the father of the celebrated Isaac Disraeli,
the author of the ¢ Curiosities of Litera~
ture.” Not long after the birth of this son,
his only child, he retired from business,
went into the country, where he lived to
the year 1817, when he died, nearly ninety
years of age.

Isaac Disraeli, the author, puzzled, griev-
ed, and disappointed his parents. His fa-
ther had formerly destined him to a
commercial career, and his mother—who
abhorred the Jewish race to which he be-
longed, from the social stigma then attach-
ed to it—appears to have cherished the
hope that her own son would redeem by a:
successful career in business the odium :
which she. supposed to be attached to his
name. i

The boy was not destined to realize these !
hopes. ¢ A pale, pensive child I”” says his
son, ‘“with large dark-brown eyes and flow- '
ing hair, had grown up beneath this roof of
worldly energy and enjoyment, indieating, !
even in his infaney, by the whole carriage :
of his life, that he was of a different order :
from those among whom he lived. Timid, !
suseeptible, lost in revery, fond of solitude
or seeking no better company than a book,
the years had stolen on till he had arrived
at that mournful period of boyhood when
eccentricities excite attention and command
no sympathy. Hismother, notincapable of .
deep affection, but so mortified by her social
position that she lived until eighty without
indulging in a tender expression, did not
recognize in her only offspring a being |
qualified to control or vanquish his impend-
ing fate.” |

Such was the youth Isaac Disraeli, who |
was to convert a name which his mother:
deemed ignominious into one of glory and
renown. His parents resorted to every
means they could to cure him of his passion -
for books and awaken in him a love of busi-
ness. His mother tormented him to such
a degree, by her stinging and contemptuous
remarks, that the boy ran away from home,
and his father found him lying on a tomb-
stone in a churchyard. The father.em.
braced him, led him home, ‘and gave him
a pony.” Nature had her course. The
youth struggled into literature, and became
famous.

Enjoying an independent fortune, 1ihis
book-worm of genius lived, for sixty years,
in his library, and produced a series of
works which, to this day, are reckoned
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among the classies of English literature.
His sons say of Lhim: «IIe was a complete
literary character, o man who really passed
his life in his library. Even marriage pro-
duced no change in these habits ; lie rose to
enter the chamber where he lived alone with
his books, and at night his lamp was ever
lit within the same walls.”  And so0, in the
peaceful pursuit of literature, he lived on
to the age of cighty-two, when le was still
so robust that his life was only terminated
by the attack of a violent epidemie. For
some years before his death, he was blind,
but, by the assistance of his dauglter,
he " continued to perfect and enrich Lis
works. Ile was an exceedingly beautiful old
man, with marked Jewish features. 1le
used to wear a small black-velvet cap, from
beneath which his snowy hair flowed down
in curls upon his shoulders. In all his walk
and conversation through life, he was us in-
nocent, simple, and joyous as a child.

How strange that from such a being
should have sprung that master of sareasm,
that audacious parlinmentary leader, the
Right Ionorable Benjamin Disraeli, in
whom the pristine encrey of his race lived
again, after so long an interval of suspend-
ed animation ! The autlior of the ¢ Curio-
sities of Literature’’ had two sons, both of
whom are living and both hold high oflice
in the English government: the elder is
Chancellor of the Exchequer, and leader of
the IIouse of Commons: the younger is
Registrar of the Court of Chancery, an im-
portant office, though not so conspicuous as
that of his brother.

Isaae Disraeli, it appears, associating with
the leading men of his time, had obtained
the promise of a situation in a public office
for his eldest son. To fit him for this place,
the youth was apprenticed to a solicitor ;
but after a short experience of the dradgery
of a lawyer’s office, it became so disgusting
to him that his father concluded not to
force him into the career for which he was
intended.

The young man, being the heir to a large
fortune, assigned the place in the public
office to his brother, who has sinee risen by
regular gradation to the post which he now
1ills.

Benjamin, thrown upon the world of
London at an early age, endowed with re-
markable beauty, and with striking talents
for conversation, hal a brilliant career in
the circles of fashion, and every one seems
to have predicted for him future distinetion.
When he was twenty-one years of age, his
novel ¢ Vivian Cirey,” appeared, which ob-
tained immediate celebrity ; not from its

merit, which was small,but froni the freedom,
and andaeity with which living charae-
ters, well known in society, were ejther
delineated or burlesqued. Tha success of
this ill-construeted und tedious Book cstab-
lished Mr. Disracli as a fashionable author,
and a leng scries of tales in o similyr style
issned from his pen.  These novels are sur-
chrgzed wilh the spirit of Byron, anj were
truly characterized by Southey as Lelonging
to the ¢ Satanie School.” They abound in
gorgeous pictures of the extravagance and
vice prevalent in the fashionable circles of
the time, and no human ereature was ever
benefitted by reading them.

Not content with literary sucecess, Mr.

Disraeli, in his twenty-cighth year, present-
ed himself, as a candidate for parliament,
in the very county which he now repre-
sents. e has ofien been taunted with
Lhaving professed liberal principles for the
purpose of gaining a seat in parliament.
This was not the case. Ile is a tory in
grain, as his father was before him, and he
professed tory polities from the first, and
was defeated by the Whig candidate. In
the year following, he made his second at-
tempt, again professed conservative prin-
ciples, .and was again defeated by the
Whigs. It was on this occasion that, when
somebody in the erowd taunted him with
being an O’Connell man, he styled the
Irish agitator, «“ a bloody traitor,” wwhich
extorted from O’Connell one of the bitter-
ost retorts on record :
_ “ For ought I know,” said Mr., O’Connell,
“the present Disracli is the true heir-at-
law of the impenitent thief who died on the
cross.”

At length, in the thirty-second year of
Lis age, his long-cherished ambition was
gratified by his clection to represent the
conservative borough of Maidstone in. the
House of Commons. Ifis first attempt to
address the House was not merely a failuare.
It was chiefly a vituperation of his old
enemy, O’Connell, in delivering which he
was carried away by the fury of hig hatred,
and indulged in excessive and absurd gesti-
culation. His voice was drowned in the
laughter of the House, and he closed hig
speech with these words :

“Iam not surprised at the reception I have
oxperiouqed. I Lave begun yeveral times
many things, and I liave often suceeeded
at last. I shall sit down nhow, but the time
will come when you will hear me.”

Tor nearly two yearshe was silent in the
IIousg, but in Jualy, 1839, his predietion
was falfilled  Ife made a speech to which
the whole Iouse listened with attention,
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and which called forth from the press fa-
vorable comment. From this time his pow-
er as an orator increased, until he became
theacknowledged leader of the conservative
party in the House of Commons. His forte
was sarcasm, which Carlyle says *‘is the na-
tural language of the devil”’ When the
great Sir Robert Peel covered his later
years with glory, and saved the British Em-
pire from revolution by repealing the corn-
laws, it was Mr. Disraeli who nightly as-
sailed him with sarcastic abuse, and drove
him from the place which he honored. I
remcmber lwearing him deliver one of his
cutting, rasping philippics, which seemed
to me a very trivial and small performance ;
and I could never understand how so
able and honest a man as Sir Robert Peel
should have regarded such harangues any
more than the whistle of an east wind. He
did, however.  Disraeli was a thorn in his
side.

During his present tenure of office, Mr.
Disraeli has shown considerable adminstra-
tive ability. He has induced his party, and
will probably induce the House of Com-
mons, 1o accept a reform bill sufficiently
liberal to appease, for a time, the clamor of
the people for an extension of the suffrage,
and to prepare the way for that complete
triumph of the democratic principle in Eng-
land which isinevitable and not far distant,

The merits of thisman are hisown. The
faults of his character can be clearly traced
to that insensate prejudice against the Jews
which raged in Christendom for fifteen cen-
turies, making them a class isolated and
«despised, and exeluded them from henor-
able competition in honorable pursuits. A
man like Benjamin Disraeli, who has aban-
‘doned the religion of his fathers, and who
is only {olerated by Christians, oceupies a
position in this world most unfavorable to
the development of his better nature, and he
should be judged with charitable reference
40 this fact. Iow he has avenged his
mother, whose blood was turned to gall by
her position asa Jew in Christian England !
The aristocracy of the realm have been
compelled to accept him, not as their ser-
vant nor as their cqual, but as their chief.
Happily, the prejudices which, for so many
ages, divided men into hostile sects, castes,
clans, parties, and nations, are dissolving be.
fore the light of this hetter day, and man is
Dbeginuing to value hig fellow according to
his worllh as & man.

— If you charge your servants with lying
they will =oon become liars, if they are not
0 already.
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AN ENIGMA.

Ye philosophers, hark !
My complexion is dark,
Education and silence my character mark,

No record on Earth
Discovers my birth;
Long reign I in solitude, sileuce, and dearth,

I travel away,
In sombre array ;
But my turban and sandals are silver gray.

Majestic my mien,
And my dark form is seen
All sparkling in gems like an African queen,

One pearl I wear
Is more brilliantand rare
Than the loveliest gem in a princess’s hair.

My stature is tall
Butat seasons I crawl,
Or shrink myself almost to nothing at all,

Invisibly hurled,
I traverse the world.

And O’er every land ismy standard unfurled,
1 silently roll
Round the icy-bound pole,

And long the wide region endures my control,
From the earliest time
I was grave and sublime ;

But often am made the accomplice of crime.

My intellect teems
‘With visions and dreams,

And wild tales of terror, my favorite themes,
Yet sorrow and pain
Oft welcome my reign,

And eagerly watch for my coming again;
For a handmaid of mine,
‘With aspect benign,

Deals out at my bidding, a soft anodyne.
My sister down there
Is transcendently fair,

But we never once happened to meet anywhere

Advancing behold
Her banners of gold !

Then I must away with my story half told.

——
HABIT.

Habit at first is but a silken thread,

Fine as the light-winged gossamers that SWAY

In the warm sunbeams of a summer's day;

A shallow streamlet, rippling o’er its bed;

A tiny sapling, ere its roots are spread;

A yet unhardened thorn upon the spray;

A lion’s whelp that hath not scented prey ;

A little smiling child obedient led.

Beware ! that thread may bind thee as a chain;

That streamlet gather to a fatal seq ;

That sapling spread into a gnarled tree;

That thorn, grown hard, may wound and give
thee pain;

That playful whelp his murderous fangs reveal:

That child, a giant, crush thee 'neath his heel.
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PLAYS AT A PARTY.

While Mary and Louisa were together at
Mrs. Gay's, William proposed to his mother
one day that she should let them have a
party.  They could play about on the
grounds for an hour or two, he said, and then
‘could come into the house and have games
in the kitchen. Mary Ann had said she was
willing to take the trouble in providing for
them. SoMrs. Gay consented, and said that,
‘whenever the mercury in the thermometer
was at sixty degrees at eleven o’clock’in the
morning, they might have their party that
afternoon.

At last the cool day came, and William
and Mary and Louisa went out with the gig-
cart, and at once invited their guests. The
children all came in good season. Some
eame & quarter of an hour before ihe
time. Some of the company were girls, and
some boys. But girls or boys, the first thing
that attracted their attention was the gig.
cart.  The boys all wanted to draw it, the
girls toride in it. So William determined
to try the plan of arranging a team of four
of the small boys, and then giving the girls
@ ride in turn.

After riding about with the gig until all
the girls had a ride, and swinging, too, in
the grove until they all had a swing, Wil-
liam called four or five of the oldest boys—
though they were all pretty small—away
from the rest, and told them he had a plan
of & concert in the barn, and that they were
to be the performers. The rest, hq said,
might remain where they were, swinging
and watching the squirrels until the concert
'wag ready, and then, when they heard the
whistle blow, they might come.

“Now,” eaid William as soon ag they
got there, the first thing is to make the
seats for the audience.”

He then, asking the biggest boys to help
him, moved some empty boxes from a little
Toom where grain was kept in the winter,
out to the “bamn-floor,” as it is called,—
that is, a large open space in the middle of
the barn. He put the two largest boxes
back against the wall, at a certain distance
apart, and the smallest ones in front of them ;
and then brought two long boards which he
‘Placed upon these boxes, in such 3 way as
to make twoseats, one higher than the other,
and the highest one back againstthe wall,

“There ! gaid he, **those are the seats
for the audience. Now for the instruments.”

He took out of his pocket a large whistle,
which would blow very loud, and said,
“ Here’sone.  Who'll be the whistler 7!

The boys all began to eall out, “I1,”” and
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“1” « et me be the whistler." In fact,
they all wished to be the Whistler, partly
because the whistle was an instrument that
Wwould make a loud noise, and partly because
it was one easy to play upon. Seeing this,
William put back the whistle into his pock-
et and said he would decide on that by and
by.

Then he proceeded into a corner where
there were some tools, and brought out z
barn-shovel, and afterwards went and found
a round stick of hard wood to knock upon
it with. He said that wag g bass-drum.
He also got a cow-bell, which was hanging
upon a peg near by, and a set of sleigh-bells,
Jjingling the cow-bell and the sleigh-bells as
ke took them down in such 2 manner asto
make all the boys want them. Several of
those who first asked for the whistle, now
wanted theshovel or the bells; and so he had
no longer any difficulty in assigning the
different instruments,

There were still, however, several boys
not supplied ; but William contrived very
soon to provide for them all. He give one
boy a big crow-bar, which was as much ag
he could lift, and an old hammer to pound
upon it with. To another an old tinpail,
and two sticks for drum-sticks,

“Now, boys,” said William,
they were all provided’ for,
sing as well as play,
to be a vocal concert, as well as an instru-
mental one. Some of you must bark like g
dog, and some mew like a cat, and ‘some
growl like a bear; and if any of you know
how, you may howl like a wolf."

The boys all said they did, and they im-
mediately commenced the most frightful
howling that could be Imagined, so that
William was obliged to hush them immedj-
ately, saying, ¢ That will do! Wait till
the concert beging!”

“Now,” said he, «T'm to be the conduct-
or. Ishallbeattime with this whip-handle,
which is to be my baton. Ag long asTkeep
waving this about in the ajr you must go
on singing and playing as loud as you can;
but when I hold it up high, you mugt stop
as quick asyou can. Stopin an insta,nt,' the
Very moment you see the baton go up.
want to see how quick you cap all stop.”

William then led all the performers into
the grain-room, and tolq them they must re-
main there, and not speak 3 word above a
whisper, until the audience had come in and
taken their seats. Then he went to the
door and blew g long, loud blast with his
whistle, and all the girls came running in,

William conduected them to the seats
which he had placed for them. As has al-

when
‘“you must
for this is going
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ready been said, there were two seats, one
higher than the other. William intended
ihe high seats for the tallest girls, and the
other for the younger enes; but they all
elimbed up at onece to the Lighest seat. In-
decd, the younger and smaller the girls were,
the more cager they scered to be to get to
the topmost places.

When they were all seated, William went
out 1o bring the band in, as he said.  The
children waited on the scats in wondering
expeeiation. Their curiosity had been ex-
cited by hearing o suppressed jingling of
bells, and clanking of iron, and o econius-
ed whispering, which came from the grain-
room ; but when they saw the performers
coming in, they looked at first utterly as
tonished, and then some of them hegan 1o
laugh. Some of the youngest of them, how-
ever, looked very grave, and even somewhat
anxious, as if they did not know hut that
there was some reason for being {rightened.

The musicians took their places in front
of the audience, and then William, in a very
pompous manner, said :—

¢« Ladies and gentlemen, there are to be
two tunes at this concert.  'We have not got
any programmes.  They did not come home
from the printer’s in time. DBut the name of
the first tune is the ¢Song of the Morning
DBirds. " |

William then, turning to the band, called
out aloud to them, ¢ Begin,” and immedi-
ately commenced waving his baton in the
air.  Of course the boys, as soon as they be-
gan, what with the instruments and what
with the voiecs, made a most dreadful din.
Such a thumping and jingling and clanking
and rattling and barking and mewing and
howling was never before heard,—ecertainly
such a noise was never made by the songs
of the morning birds.

After the performance had continued for
a minute or two, William suddenly raised
his baton in the air, and the musicians im-
mediately stopped, all exeept the boy who
was heating on the old tin pail, who. not
happening (o be looking at William at the
moment, did not perceive the signal, and so
went on drumming a little while after the
rest had stopped.

As soon ag silence was restored, all the
girls began laughing and elapping their
h{m.ds..’ calling upen” William to ¢ do it
amnin.

But William happened to think just then
that perhaps striking the erowbar with the
hamier wight have the effeet of bruising
ilie iron o little, and «o making it roush for
the workmen’s hands; and as Lo w({m al-
ways very curcful not to do any miselijef in
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his plays, he went to examine the bar, and’
found that the hammer was in fact bruising
it a little. So Lo took it away, saying it
was out of tune, and iustead gave the boy a
big ox-chain, which had been hanging there
upon » peg, and with which he could make
a prodigious clanking by allernately raising
the end in the air, and then letling it down
again, £0 as to cause the links io fall wpon
cach otlier.

In a few minutes, when the audicnee had
become somewhat quiet, William called for
the sceond tane, the name of which he said
was  “The Gentle Flowing Stream.” The
gecond lune was, if possible, more loud and
boisterous than the fivst; for this time the
sudience joined, and calling to each other,
to look at this and that performer, and elap-
ping their hands, added to the general din,
—so much so that the noise penectrated to the
house, and Mary Ann came to the kitehen
door to ascertain what it was.  She stood a
moment at the doorlistening, and then, with
a smile on her face, went back to her work,
saying to herself, “I’m glad they have sense
cnough, when they wish to make such a
noise as that, to make it in the barn.”?

It had Leen arranged that, after the child-
ren amused themselves by playing about
the grounds for an Lour or more, they were
to come into the house, and play for o while
there ; and Mary Ann was to ring the bell
when she was ready forthem. The bell was
rung just as the seccond tune of the conecert
Lad been performed, and so they all set out
for the house. William and two. or three
of the other boys remained a few minutes
to put all things where they had found theni.
One of these boyswas named Orlando. He
used often to come and play with M.ry and
Louisa when they were visiting at Mr.
Gay’s.

«It was an excellent concert,” said Or-
lando, when they Lad put everything away,
and were following the other children to-
ward the honse. ¢TIt was the best concert
I ever heard in my life.”

“Yes,) said Willizan, ¢ only according to
Watl it was no concet at all.  ITe says a
concert is keeping {ogether, and I am sure
we did not keep together.”

“No,” said Orlando ; ¢ every body ¢id just
what he pleased, and that was what made
all the fun.”

( To be Continued.)

—If everybody would mind {heir own
business, more business would Le done.

— If we wounld talk less about other peo-
ple, other people would talk less about us.
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A Livine DEatH.—A sad tale was re-
cently told at an inquest held at Biddeford,
Eng., by tho brother of a man who was kill-
ed while looking for gulls’ eggs on the cliffs
which form the Island of Lundy, in the Bris-
tol channcl, James and John Braund were
thus occupied, when, straying apart from
each other for a few minutes, John heard a
fall. e went to the edge, and, looking
over saw his brother some yards down the
side of the cliff, hanging by his hands to a
little jutting piece of rock, and searching
with his fect for the smallest foothold. It was
in vain; the rock was as hard as adamant
and as smooth as glass, and there he hung,
a, chasm of full {hrce hundred feet yawn-
ing below him. IIelp from above was im-
possible ; a foothold below there was none,
and certain death stared him in the face.
‘With the iron grip of despair, the poor fellow
hung on for a few minutes, that seemed like
hours to Lis helpless brother watching from
above, and at last, with a wild scream,
- James Braund released his hold and plung.-
ed headlong down, Lis head being shivered
to fragments against a projecting erag in
the descent.

DEVOTION OF THE MEDICAL PROFESSION.~—
Physicians, as a class, are among the most
devoted of men, where the interests of hu-
manity and of their profession are concerned.
A French paper givesanaccount of the death
of & surgeon and his two assistants at Ilei-
delberg, under circumstances which prove
the truth of this statement. The three had
been to attend a bad case of diphtheriz, and
trachiotomy was found necessary. During
the operation a small elot of blood fell into
the clLild’s windpipe. Not having the pro-
per instrument, the surgeon sucked the
wound in order {o extraet it. Iaving fail-
ed, the others in suceession applicd their
mouths to the wound, and at last succeeded in
their object. They, however, all caught
the malady, and suecumbed to it in the
course of o few liours.  This is only one of
many instanees constantly oceurring, which
evinee the unsellish bencvolence of the
medical profession.  There may be excep-
tions, but they are few.

OLD LANDMARKS DISAPPEARING. — Old
London is disappearing almost as fast as old
Paris. In the latter city, Lnglish visitors
will soon look in vain for the house near
St. Germain 1’ Auxerrois, in which Coligny
wasslain, in which the Duchess de Mon-
thazan (whose death made her young lover,
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De Rance, turn Trappist) died, under the
wreck of her beauty, by small-pox, and
where the most audacious of French female
wits, Sophie Arnould, wasborn. The hand
of the demolisher is on it.  With us here at
home, Tower IIill no longer shows us those
Listorieal houses, from the windows of
which many a broken heart silently sent
forth its last greeting to friend or kinsman
Inounting the adjacent scafiold. Within g
few days only, the old College of Physi-
cians, with its gilded pill on the top, in
Warwick lane, has gone down into the dust.
It was built by Wren, after the fire had de-
stroyed the old college at Amen Corner, to
which corner the members had migrated,
after long meeting in the house of their
founder, Linacre, in Knightrider street.
The college in Warwick lanc was occupied
from 1674 {ill the removal of the members
to the present building at the corner of Tra-
falgar square, some score of years ago.
Another feature of Old London has silently
passed away in what used to be called
New Mall (made by order of Charles the
Second), in St. James's Park. The once
gay, open-air dairy, with its erowd of cows
and fashionables, which dwindled down,
indeed, to penny ginger-beer stalls, and
children and slip-shod girls who could not
pay for the beverage, has becn swept away
altogether. Those who only remember ity
seedy condition can hardly realize what it
once was, when bareheaded beaux fluttered
round it, and gallant young curates in new
sashes handed fresh milk from the cow to
simpering ladies, and Frenchified fops went
about with their hands in their pockets,
holding up their plaited coats to show their
silk breeches ; and the flirtations of lovers
and the discussions of senators were inter-
rupted only by the ery of the milk-venders,
—¢¢ Can of milk, ladies! Can of red cow’s
milk, sir!”—ZLondon Athenceum.

‘WANT OF DECISION,.—A great deal of la-
bor is lost to the world for want of a little
courage. Every day sends to their graves
a number of cbsecure men, who have only
remained in obseurity because their timidi-
ty has prevented them from making o first
effort, and who, if they had only been in-
duced to begin, would, in all probability,
have gone great lengths in the carcer of
fame. The fact is, that in doing anything
in the world worth doing, we must not
stand shivering on the bank, thinking of
the cold and danger, but jump in and
seramble through as well as we can. It
will not do to be perpetually caleulating
risks and adjusting nice ehanees; it did
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all very well before the flood, when a man
could consult his friends upon an intended
publication for a hundred and fifty years,
and live to see its success for six or seven
centuries afterward ; but at present a man
waits, and doubts, and consults his brothers,
and his uncles, and his particular friends,
till one day he finds that he is sixty-five
years of age, and that he has lost so much
time in consulting first cousins and friends
that he has no more time to follow theirad-
vice. Thereis solittle time for over-squeam-
ishness at present, that the opportunity slips
away. The very time at which a man
chooses to venture, if ever, is so confined,that
it is no bad rule to preach up the necessity,
in such instances, of a little violence done
to the feelings, and efforts made in deflance
of strict and sober calculations.—Sidney
Smith.

THE MustARp TREE—I had observed,
in crossing the plain of Esdraelon, just
before coming to Nazareth, that the mus-
tard plant was by no means uncommon
there ; but yet, though some of the stalks
which I took pains to measure were quite
large, they were still not so large as 1 had
expected to find them, and not large enough,
as it appeared to me, to suggest naturally
the illustration in the parable. I was
therefore disappointed. Some days after
this, as I was riding across the plain of
Acrt, on the way to Carmel, I perccived at
some distance from the path what seemed
to be a little forest or nursery of trees. I
turned aside to examine them. On coming
nearer they proved to be an extensive field
of the plant which I was so anxious to see.
It was then in blossom, full grown, in some
cases six, seven, and nine feet high, with a
stem or trunk, an ineh or more in thick-
ness, throwing out branches on every side.
I was now satisfied in part. I felt ihat
stch a plant might well be called o tree,
and in comparison with the seed producing
it, a great trec. But still the branches, or
stems of branches, were not very large, or
apparently very strong. ‘¢ Can the birds,”
I said to myself, ¢ rest upon them? Are
they not too light and flexible ? Will they
not break or bend with the superadded
weight ¥’ At that very instant, as I stood
and revolved the thought, lo! onc of the
fowls of the heavens stopped in its flight
through the air, lighted down on one of the
branches, which hardly moved benecath the
shock, and then began, perched before my
oyes, to warble forth o strain of the richest
music. All my doubts were now charmed
away. I was delighted at the incident.
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During the same day I witnessed a repeti-
tion of the occurrence.—Halket.

SARATOGA WATERS.—The high price of-
mineral waters away from Saratoga is
owing chiefly to the cost of the bottles and
of transportation. The Congress and Em-
pire Spring Company being unable to pro--
cure all the bottles which they needed, have
established manufactories of their own at.
Congressville, and will thus, in future, be
able to supply the greater demand. If the-
water could be confined in large quantities,
so as to retain its gaseous and mineral quali~
ties after transportiation, it could be sent
away by hundreds of hogsheads, the flow
from some of the springs being estimated at
between one and two hundred gallons per
minute. The flow of the Congress water,
however, is not more than two quarts per
minute, and but very little of it is now
wasted. The Congress spring was discover-
ed in 1792, 25 years after Sir William John-
son visited the High Rock spring. The
discoverers were three gentlemen who were
hunting in the valley, onc of whom-—John
Taylor Gilman, of New Hampshire—was
then a member of Congress, which fact sug-
gested the name of the spring. The low
ground about the spring was then a swamp,
and the mineral water issued in 3 stream:
from an aperture in the side of the rock
which formed the margin of the brook. It
was caught by holding a glass to the side of
the rock ; and, as this means soon became
insufficient to satisfy the demands of visi-
tors, an effort was made to confine it. The
result was the complete loss of the water for
some time. Giideon Putman, an enterpris-
ing soitler of Saratoga, observed bubbles.
breaking up from the middle of the brook,.
a fow feet south of the roek. He turned
the stream from its course, and dug down
about cight feet, when the mineral water
rose {rom several places in the marl., He
preparcd a square tube of planks, and, plac-
ing it over several of the litile fountains,
replaced the earth around it, and thus se~
cured the spring. It was first bottled asan
article of merchandise in 1824, and is now
sent to all portions of the world.

AN INSECT THAT 1S ¢ NOT PARTICULAR.”
—While cockroaches partake largely of the
common articles of dietin a ship’s stores,.
they also rather like books, elothes, bhoots,
soap, and corks. They arc also partial to
lucifer matches, and consider the edges of
razors and amputating knives delicate eat-
ing. As to drink, these animals exhibit
the same impartiality. Probably they do
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prefer wines and spirits ; but they can,
nevertheless, drink beer with relish, and
even suit themselves to circumstances, and
imbibe water, either pure or mixed with
soap ; and if they cannot obtain wine, they
find in ink a very good substitute. Cock-
roaches, I should think, were by no means
exempt from the numerous ills that flesh
is heir to, and must at times, like human
epicures and gourmands, sufier dreadfully
from rheums aud dyspepsia; for to what
else can I attribute their extreme partiality
for medicine? ‘¢ Every man his own doc-
tor,” seems to e their motto; and they ap-
pear to attach no other meaning to the
word ‘“‘surgeon’ than simply something to
eat: Ispeak by experience. As to physic,
nothing scems to come wrong io them. If
patients on shore were only half as fond of
pills and draunghts, I, for one, should never
go to sea. As to powders, they invariably
roll themselves bodily in them ; and tine-
tures they sip all day long. Blistering-
plaster scems a patent nostrum, which they
take internally, for they managed to use up
two ounces of mine in as many weeks, and
I have no doubt it warmed their insides.
I one night left a dozen of blue pills care-
lessly exposed on my little table. Soon
after I had turned in, I observed the box
surrounded by them ; and being too lazy to
get up, I had to submit to see my pills
walked off within a very few minutes by a
dozen ‘roaches, each one carrying a pill.
I politely informed them that there was
more than a dose for an adult cockroach in
each of these pills ; but I rather think they
did not heed the caution, for next morning
the deck of my little cabin was strewed
with the dead and dying, some cxhibiting
all the symptoms of an advanced stage of
mercurial salivation, and some still swal-
lowing little morsels of pill, no doubt on
the principle of similia similibus curantur ;
from which I argue that cockroaches are ho-
meopathists, although had they adopted the
other homeeopathic theory first,and taken in-
finitesimal doses, they would then have ex-
perienced the full benefit of that noble doc-
trine, and the medicine, while doing them
no good, weuld have done them just as little
harm.—Chambers’s Journal.

Braziriax PeTs.——They have strong tastes
here in the matter of pets. Large serpents
are in especial favor, and a gentleman who
ought to know the commercial value of the
article tells me he will pay five dollars per
foot for any healthy snake measuring over
fifteen feet in length. Black tigers, too, are
scarce and in request. I am assured by the
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same gentleman that a pair of fine ones:
might be sold for £109, and a fellow wanted
to sell me a little pinchi monkey for the
modest sum of twenty-five dollars, gold.
At the Consul’s warchouse there isa serpent
which has been an inmate of the establish-
ment for the last four years, and is probably
as tame as a snake ever becomes. His
home isa large box, where he is supposed
to pass his time in the trangquil observation
of the various commercial operations of the’
house, and in digesting his last rat, (eaten-
two months ago.) In point of fact, how-
ever, the hox isempty, and hissnakeship in-
habits the darkest recesses of the warehouse ;
where, hidden among the various packages
of cocoa, seringa, coflee, ete., he keeps out of
view for the most part, frequently being
invisible for a week at a time, when some
inquisitive customer will be startled by a
hiss, sounding like the escape-pipe of a
stoam-engine, and find himself' nearly on
the coils of a serpent fifteen feet long. A
fow days since an Irishman was directed to
bring out a barrel supposed to be ecmpty;
but on lifting it he thought it partly filled
with rubber, and was directed to empty it
accordingly. Ie reached his hand toward
the bottom of the barrel, and was instantly
seized by the serpent, which had carefully
coiled itself away in the empty flour barrel.
The hand was bitten entirely through, nor
could the fangs be disengaged from the
mangled flesh until the assistance of a
couple of tapuyos had been obtained, who,
by pulling the Land back and prying the
jaws forward, suceeeded in lovsening the
fangs.  When I first saw the reptile, he was
out of temper through hawing been routed
by the removal of some packages among
which he had taken up his quarters. He
had one turn of him around a nail-keg, and
I was invited to test his power by tugging
at his tail, which I did; but he came about
with such 2 startling hiss, and exhibited
such an open expression of countenance,
that I involuntarily dropped the tail, Lo the
intense delight of half a dozen grinning
darkeys. There is absolutely no danger to
be apprehended from these pythons: even
the deadly Ma' de agua is seldom seen ; so
hard to find even, when some naturalist de-
sires a specimen, that traders and travellers
scarcely give the danger a thought. There
is far more to be dreaded from the lesser
reptiles, such as centipedes, black scorpions,
and tarantulas; but the traveller or natur-
alist in this region will {ind that the insect
tribe are much more troublesome than all

large reptiles and beasts combined.— Pura,
Correspondent Philadelphia Press.
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THE THREE BUNCHES OF BEADS.

BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL.

We are seldom aware, I think, how keen a
sense children have of any injustice done
them, and how bitterly they feel it. This
remark recalls an incident of my own child-
life, whiel: not only made a vivid impres-
sion at the time, but which left a serpent-trail
across my path for many a long year after-
wards. I was fond of visiting at the house
of a kind lady, & Mrs. L., whose little girl
was my chosen friend and playmate. One
day I sat watching her, with my head rest-
ing upon my hands, and my clbows upon
my knees, while sho was making a chain of
braided silk and steel beads, till in my ear-
nestness I sighed heavily. Looking at my
serious, anxious face, she said playfully ;

“ A penny for your thoughts, Bella.”

“Oh,” I said, blushing and stammering,
“they are not worth a Penny: Iwas only
thinking how nice it wonld he if I ecould
make one of those pretty chains.”

“ Well, why not 77 said my friend,

“Oh, well, T couldn’t, you know—and —
and—they are not made out of nothing, Mrs,
I.VY

“No, that they are not,” was the langh-
ing reply ; « but, supposing I pay you forso
Lonestly telling me your thoughts, by giving
you these three bunches of beads I have left,
what would you do with {hem 7

“ Why, I would get some silk from mam-
ma, and try—Oh ! T would try hard, to make
a chain for papa, and bring it to you to see
how I got on.” And I jumped up and
daneed about at the bare thought.

*“ Well, then, here they are for you.”

My joy was unbounded. I skipped over
the ground homewards, hugging my trea-
sure, rich as ever Creesus was, thinking
every moment long till T could
to my mother.

<

show them
The silk was promised, and
then they were carefully stowed away, in
cotton wool, in a snug corner of my work-
box, till a convenient time for it to he given |
me. That afternoon, an aunt ealled to geo
us, and, full of my happiness, I brought out,
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my beautiful bright bunches to show her.
Taking them in her hand, and looking at
them for a moment, she said to my mother:

¢ Oh, Julia, those steel chains are all the
fashion now, and I have been wanting to
make onc ever so long. That child will
only waste these good beads, and they are
very bard to get ; give them to me.”

¢ Very well,” said my mother, carelessly,
“ You ean have them; you willmake abetter
use of them than she will, I'm sure. I'll
give her something to make up for them.”

It was in vain I remonstrated, and said
they were mine. My aunt quietly dropped
them into her pocket, and I was sent from
the room sobbing bitterly, with a slap for
my ruderess and my temper. Next day my
mother ealled me, and laid 2 small bundle
of soiled ribbous and faded silks before me,
saying they were sent by Aunt Betsy for
me, in return for the beads I had behaved
so ungraciously about. Not a step did I
stirtotake them, butan «Idon't want them,
mamma i and a fresh burst of tears, as I
thought of my lost treasures, ended in the
bundle being put inio my bhand, and 1 my-
self being turned out of the room as before,
and called “a naughty ery-baby” for my
pains. Wiping away my tears, and crushing
down my sobs, I slipped quietly out at the
back-door, and round to the gate, where I
stood till Isaw a beggor girl pass, into whose
Lands I erammed the hated bundle and then
flew haek, feeling lighted beeause I had rid
myselfofit. A few days after this, I wag
sent by my mother on a message to the other
part of the town, to my aunt. I found her
in her sitting-room working at the chain ;
already a Dbit was done. There lay the
shining silks, and there close by were my
lovely beads,—one bunch unthregded in g
saucer, the other two glistening with all
their might at its side. The dark shadows
of anger, envy, and revenge, at once filled
my breast ; and while my aunt for a moment
left the room to execute my mother’s mes-
sage, I seized one of the bunches, slipped it
into my pocket, and made for the hall-door
as fast as my legs could carry me, The
bolt was stiff, and before I could undo it, a
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heavy hand was shaking my shoulder, and
a voice saying:

“ You naughty, wicked chill! you have
stolen one of my bunches of beads ; I did not
think you could be =o bad; give it up at
onee, little thief that you are.”

This added fuel to the fire, and with an
insulted seream, I replied :

¢TI did not steal ; the beads are mine, and
you robbed me of them,” and with an em-
phatie “ I am not the thief,”” I dashed the
beads upon the oileloth at her feet and fled.
I heard o voice calling after me a ¢ {ell
mamma,” but I ran on, and eried on, till I
cried myself calm again. I faneied she put
her threat into execution some days after ;
but whether my mother forgot it, or whether
she thought I had been punished cnough, 1
cannot say, for I heard no more ahout them.
It was some time, however, before I was al-
lowed to visit Mrs. I.  When I did, she said
kindly :

I am afraid, Bella, I did not give you a
very suitable present in those steel beads; I
heard what beeame of them, and must make
up for your disappointment by giving you
these,” taking from her box two large
bunches of bright Llue and red ones ; ““ they
are for dolly, and Aunty willnot rob you of
them.”

I took the be:ufs, thanking her warmly ;
and strange to say, what pleased me most
about it was her use of the word ¢ rob.”
Funny, childish heart, it comforted me ; she
had recognized the act as an unjust one, and
called it 70b. I hugged her for the beads,
but the hug was tighter because I saw she
uunderstood my sorrow and called it a rob.
Years have passed since then, and I trust my
childish passion and revengeful feelings
have been, with many other sins, repented
of, and washed away by the precious blood
of Jesus. My Aunt and I became friends
again ; but I consider that that act of injus-
tice was the wedge which prevented my
heart’s tendrils from closing round her as
firmly as they ought to have done; for,doas
she might, and forgive her as I might, I
never confided in her, nor trusted her again,
aad I never saw a bunch of beads that I did

not associate her with them. I think, how-

ever, my own little ones have fared the bet-

ter for their mother’s painful experiences,

and the deep impression made by her sorrow

over the loss of her three bunches of beads.
QUEBEC, August, 1867.

MONTREAL IN TIIE OLDEN TIME.

The style of doing business in Montreal
forty years ago, or thercabout, was very
different from what it is now. Then, instead
of palatial siores and dwellings, everything
was plain in the extreme ; and the iron doors
and shutters, which were almost uni-
versal, gave the city a heavy, prison-like
air. Many of the stores and houses were also
vaulted, and their thick stone walls, as hard
almost as solid rock, would have been
proof against small eannon.  All this spoke
ofa time when the inhabitants dreaded the
assaults of enemies,, or the torel of the incen-
diary, and carried one back to the early wars
of the first settlers with Indian tribes and
British Colonies. The fortifications of Mon-
treal proper had been removed some time be-
fore the date of which we speak, so ag to
throw the city and its various suburbs,
as it were, into one, a sure proof of the
growing feeling of security that prevailed
under British rule. The walls commenc-
ed with the Citadel, or what is now Dal-
housie square,passed along Fortification lane
at the back of St. James street, and down to
the water again, nearly parallel with MeGill
street.  The old Congregational Church,
St.  Maurice street, was built upon the
ground which had been oceupied by the
city wall. But while the houses and stores
within the walls were thus almosg fire-proof,
the houses in the suburbswere nearly allbuilt
of wood, covered with shingles. Fires were,
consequently, not infrequent there. When
they oceurred, the toesin sounded furiously,
until every man turned out to form long
lines, and pass buckets to and from the
creek, whieh ran in ap open stream along
the centre of Craigstreet. Along these lines
full buckets passed with great celerity one
way, and empty ones the other; and thus
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the fire engines of thosedays were mainly
supplied with water. The water-carts, (oo,
which regularly supplied water.in the sub-
urbs from {he river, came thundering along
the streets, all wishing to gain the prize
which wasawarded to the first on the ground.
To this end, the water-cart men always had
their puncheons full at night,readytostart at
the first sound of the bell. There was, how-
ever, one season of tho year when, for a day
or two, the bells ¢id not ring even for a con-
flagration. The reason for this strange
omission was, that the bells were away to
Rometo get the Pope’s blessing, and there-
fore could not ring in Montreal. True, the
similitude of them hung in the tower just ag
usual; but it wasonly smilitude : the sub-
stance was gone on its distant and rapid
journey. At least this was the popu-
lar belief. Once, indeed, it was said,
in a case of extreme need, the ccclesias-
tical authorities brought them back suddenly
from Rome before the usual time  The
bell of the English church, however,did good
serviee ifa fire occurred on the days in ques-
tion, which wasseldom. Fires witliin the city
were very rare, and never went beyond one
house ; for, in addition to the thick walls,
tin roofs, and iron door and window shut-
ters, partition walls rose above the roof, and
separated each house completely from those
adjoining.

Montreal merchants, whether whole-
sale or retail, instead of having suburban
villas, as at present, usually lived above
their stores, and were always at hand
for business. Nor did theyattend to the store
alone; they did the marketing for the
household also, and on market days it was
common enough to see grave, clderly mer-
chants coming home from market, each
bringing his goose or turkey or string of
fish in his own hands,

For the most part, however, the British
merchants were not married, but lived in
hotels or boarding-houses; their object
being, not to settle in the country but to
make money and return home. And it was
a happy change for Montreal when married

" merchants became the rule and unmarried
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ones the exeeption. It wasthisposition of the
British merchants and their employees
which mainly eaused the terr’ble conflict
between them and Mr. Papincan.

A merchant employing scores of Canadian
carters and laborers, each of whom kept
house, and consequently had a vote, would
have no vote himself, because Le hoarded
out ; and neither, probably, would any of his
elerks, forihe same reason. This the English
merecantile class contended was most unjust ;
but Papinean replied that, as they did not
contemplate making Canada their home,they
had no permanent interest in it like the poor
men, who were bringing up families in, and
for. the country. Iach side had a measure
of reason; and it was a pity that this
and other similar questions excited such
bitterness and enmity as to culminate in
open civil war a few years afier.

There were not many old-country mecha-~
nies at the time we speak of, but there were-
a few, who, for the most part, became em-
ployers — a good proportion of them wulti-
mately filling poritions of aiffluenee and in-
fluence.

Theve were, at that time, in Montreal,
cood number of Americans, in proportion
to the whole number of business men ; and
they generally stood high for enterprise
and business ability. The commission busi-
ness, and the hardware and stationery trades,
were pretty much in their hands.

The reason for this influx ¢f Americans
was the dullness of business in the States,
and searcity of money during the early part
of this century ; whilst in Canada money,
owing to the large expenditures of British
capitalists, was plentitul. Canada was at
that time, to the Northern States, something
like what California became afterwards.

As an illustration of this state of things
the writer of these notes may state that he
was astenished in travelling through New
England in 1828, to see the cxtraordinary
importance attached to every cent that
changed hands. A genteel yonng man
who had ridden in the stage, for instance,
would stand for several minutes disputing
with an equally respectable driver, about a
cent or two ; the question being the exact dis~
tance he had ridden, reckoned at three
cents a mile. The ¢ Poor Richard ” fru-
gality of those days in the Spates, wasan
extraordinary contrast to the recent lavish
and reckless expenditure of all classes there.
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WAITING BY THE RIVER.
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Tho’ the mists hang o’er the river,
And its billows loudly roar;

Yet we hear thesong of angels,
Wafted from the other shore.:

TII.
And the bright celestial city,
‘We have caught such radiant gleams,
Of its towers, like dazzling sun-light,
With its sweet and peaceful streams.

He has called for many a loved one;
‘We have seen them, leave our side;
‘With our Saviour we shall meet them,

‘When we, t0o, have crossed the tide.

v.
When we’ve passed that vale of shadows,
With its dark and chilling tide,
In that bright and glorious cisy
‘We shall evermore abide.
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SOMETHING TO DO IN HEAVEN.

Words by R. S, TayLozr. From * GoLpExy CENSER.” W. B. B.
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CHILDRERN’S DRPARTMENT.

; elung to the wherl, kept his eye on the com-

| pass, and the little ship went on its way.
Listen! There is a sweet sound coming

t from the eabin. It is not like the dashing

| . . .
~and the rushing of waters. It is not like

i the wind shricking through the cordage. 1t
i is the voiee of praise.

i Theysing to ITim who is Master of winds
“and waves, at whose word the sca had once
tbecome calm, and to whose feet it had been

tassolid marble. Listen! Theysing again.

l “God moves in & mysterious way,

| His wonders to perform,

! He plants his footsteps on the sea,
And rides upon the storm.”

THE LITTLE BIRD AND THE OWL.

: ! The little band who sang that hymn were
A black storm was sweeping over the . missionaries on their way to Africa. They

great Atlantic Ocean. It was midnight. }honrd Jesus saying to them in the storm,
In the darkness and the tempest, o little! < It is I and they were not afraid,

ship was hanging, now on the top of somet The' little ship did not sink. The tem-

high wave, and now sliding down the great | pest died away, the winds Iulled, the waves

heap of water into a foaming abyss. It {sank to o lovel, and {he neyy moruinz the

seemed as though it would never come up ! sui rose upon o dend enlny,

again. The mi

i
|
1

unries eamne out upon deek.

By the flashes of lightning could be seen | They told cach ctlior Low the water had
a man with a determined look standing at[ got into the roonss, and how at tines they
the wheel. he thunders rolled :n'ound‘ had thonglit thes vhiould neves see momin T
him, but he did not listen to them. The | Bulnow the aseloav and they thous
waves sometimes dashed over the ship, hut | of Ilim ¢ who
they could not sweep him overboard ; lie | like o custain.”

vl
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It had been a long and wearisome voy-
age, and eagerly they wished to be in port.
As yet they had seen no signs of land.

¢ Ithink,” said one, ¢ I see farin the hori-
zon, a little bird, which does not look like
a sea-bird.”

The telescope was brought. It was a
bird, and i was making towards the ship.
The little ones clapped their hands, for they
had been so long from the land where
they had heard them sing in the woods,
that it was a real treat to see a little bird.

The little wings kept working away. The
bird grew larger and larger a3 it c2ine near-
er the ship. It seemed very tired; but
never mind : it"has friends on the ship, and
it can rest there. No hand will be raised
against it.

Even the sailors have gone down into the
forecastle to bring up some erumbs, for the
little stranger must be hungry, and they
will seatter them upon the deck that it may
eat.

And now it has almost reached the ship.
It will soon be safe. It is near enough for
them to see that it is a land-bird. How
comes it there ?

¢ Oh,” says the captain, ¢ it has been
aboard some ship, and has escaped from its
cage.”

Poor little thing, it thought it was going
to be free. It went out upon the waters,
but, alas, it found no place for the sole of its
foot. It looks as though it must have been
out all night in the storm. How frightened
it must have been when the lightning
flashed among the spray and waves. How
it must have been blown about in the winds.

But never mind, it is safe now. Here it
comes towards the ship.

Ah—what—it has turned back; it will
not come; it is almost ready to drop into
the water, it is so tired.

¢« Come, birdie, come,” ery the ¢hildren.

The old sailors whistle to it, and throw
the crumbs upon the deek. ¢ Here, birdie
—-here, birdie,” they say coaxingly, and
they go to the other side of the ship, so as
to give it a chance to come without being
touched.

Still it doesnot come. It wishes to come,
but it will not, it is afraid. It flies round
and round. It longs to rest itself. It
wants to eat the erumbs, and yet it will not
come near enough to pick up one.

«I've found out why it won’t come,” said
an old sailor. ““Look up there!”

They all looked, and saw sitting among
the rigging a very sober-looking owl.

“ That's a bad sign,” said the sailor who
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discovered it; ¢ that's a very bad sign. I
never knew a ship to have good look after
one o’ them things came aboard.”

Most of the men looked upon him as a
very wise old sailor, and they all seemed
very much afraid.

¢ Shoot the owl,” said one, *“ and then the
little bird will come aboard.”

¢ That would be worse luck than ever,”
said the old sailor. ¢«I'd almost as soon
you'd shoot me.*’

The wind is springing up, and the ship
begins to maove quite fast before it. Little
bizdie, you will have 1o fly fast to keep up.
Will you not come on boaxd ?

No, he would not come,—he followed the
ship. The captain, the sailors, the mission-
aries, and the children stood and watehed
it. Theytried a thousand ways to tempt it
on board.

Its fatigue became more and more plain.
Once they saw its wing touch the water.

At last, as the sun was setting, the little
bird fell into the waves, and rose not again.

Many a tear was dropped on the ship
when they saw it drown. XEven the old
sailor turned away his face and said,  poor
little thing.”

Foolish little bird. Ifyou had gone aboard
that ship you would have met your best
friends, and in two days you might have
heen in your native woods, for in two days
the ship entered port.

When the ship was coming in sight of
land, the dismal-looking owl spread his
wings and left the ship.

The little bird is like every little child,

The cage from which it escaped is like the
laws of God from which all ehildren have
fled. :

The water is like the destruction into
which they bring themselves.

And the ship is like Christ.

The owlis like the great enemy, which
frightens them away from Christ.

My dear little children, will you let Satan
frighten you from Christ? Never mind,
though he be standing near; fly to the
bosom of Jesus and find rest,

Though you may love Christ, Satan will
keep mear to you till you enter the port of
heaven; but then he will leave you as the
owl did the ship, and you will see him no
more.

Bat if you do not come to Christ, thongh
He, and his ministers, and his friends, beg
you to come, at last you will sink beneath
the waters, though the ship isin sight which
would have saved you. You will be lost
for ever, though the Saviour of sinners wasg
standing by your side.



THE BOY WHO WAS

THE BOY WHO WAS ASHMMED TO|
PRAY.

Early one morning in the month of Sep-
tember, 184—, Mr. Ward’s family was as-
sembled around the family altar for prayer,
to implore the blessing and protection of
their heavenly Ifather in behalf of their
only boy, who was about leaving his home
for a distant school.

Thomas, a hoy of about twelve years,
was deeply aflected Hy the solemn services;
and as he rose from his knees, his eyes filled
with tears, thinking, perhaps, that he
might never be permitted to enjoy that
delightful privilege again. His father
prayed particularly that God would take
care of his boy, during his abgence from his
parents ; that he would preserve him from
all dangers ;, that he would be near him in
all temptations, and, if they should not meet
again on earth, that they might all—father,
mother, and son—meet where the ¢¢ wicked
cease from troubling, and the weary are at
rest.”” He endeavored to impress upon his
mind the necessity of prayer, and that he
:should never neglect it.

The striking of the clock announced that
in a short time he must he offt The most
Arying point had now come,—he must bid
his parents farewell. Clasping his arms
round his mother’s neck, he said, *“Oh!
quy mother, my mother ! shall I ever see

-you again !’ and with a kiss to each, bade
his aflectionate parents adieu, and, valise
in hand, walked hastily to the station.

Having procured his ticket, he seated
himself in the carriage, and in a few mo-

ments left the affectionate home of hiy
childhood for the I" H school, at:
B His heart was sad, as he thought
of the many happy hours he had spent *¢ at
home’” with his kind parents, and a tear.
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stole silently down his eheek. These sad
and melancholy thoughts, however, were
soon banished from his mind by the magni-
ficent scenery of the country through which
he was passing.

He thought ¢ the country,” as it was
called. in town, was the loveliest place he
had ever seen. Thomas’s mind became so
much engaged with the picturesque scenery
~—mountains, lakes, and valleys,—that he
reached his destination ere he supposed he
had travelled half-way; in fact, he had
gone one hundred miles in five hours.

Ile met the school prineipal at the station
awaiting his arrival, and in a few moments
they were on their way to the school. No-
thing of interest ocecurred during the re-
mainder of the day, with the exception of
the boys laughing at Thomas, and calling
him ¢ town-boy,”” ete., *“ initiating’’ him, ag
they termed it. When the time for retiring
to rest drew near, and onec after another of
the boys fell asleep, Thomas was surprised
that not one of them offered a petition to God,
asking Ilim ‘¢ to take care of them during
the silent watches of the night.”” He knelt
beside his bed, and attempted to offer a
short prayer; but his companions were
laughing and singing, and he rose from his
knees, wishing that he was at home, where
he could, in his quiet little chamber, offer
up his evening devotions. Some of the
hoys were actually so rude as to call him
¢ Parson Ward,” and ask him ¢ if he in-
tended holding forth next Sabbath ?”’

The next night Thomas felt so ashamed
that he determined not to pray, and laid
his head on a prayerless pillow,—a thing
he had not done since he wasg able to say,
“ Gentle Jesus, meek and mild.” The
last words of his father, ¢ Don’t be ashamed
to pray,” came to his mind ; thinking
about them as little as possible, he soon fell
asleep.

In a short time Thomas became the ring-
leader of the gang in all that was bad, and
soon learned to curse and swear worse than
any of his companions.

One beautiful Sabbath morning, instead
of going to church, he wandered off, and
finding nothing to engage his thoughts, de-
termined to take 2 bath. He had scarcely
been in the water five minutes, when he
was seized with eramp, and sunk to rise no
more. The last words that lingered on the

i lips of the drowning hoy were, ¢ Oh! my

mother !”  The awful death of Thomas

speaks for itself, May itserve as a warning

| 1o those who violate God's holy command-

menis, and are ashamed to pray.
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FINGAL’S CAVE—-STAFTA.

The island of Staffy is one of the
most singulat and beautiful of the
Creator’s works, It lies on the sea-
ward verge of the group of islands
along the western coast of Scotland,
It is abiont one mile long and a
quarter ol a mile wide, and its cliff
are about one hundred or one hun-
dred and fifty feet high. It isen~
tirely basaltie ; that is, a cluster of
stone pillars, huge prisms or crys-’
tals of stone, have been upheaved
from the depthsof the ocean to form :
a temple of exquisite beauty. Al-
though it is within sizht of the
island of Mull, whieh has been
inhabited for centuries, and of Iona,
which was the tirst spot in Great Britain
to receive the gospel, it seems never to
have been visited until the middle of the
last century ; and even now comparatively
few travellers have visited this gem of the
Hebrides. A brief deseription, accompa-
nied by an engzraving, cannot but please
and instruct our youny readers.

We left Oban, on the eoast of Seotland,
one fine morniur in June, in a steamhonat
built expressly for s rounte, with about
twenty follow-passenrors, for a day's excur-
sion 1o Stafin and Jona. Dassing by the
ruins of several old castles famous in hLis-
tory, and along the shores which are made
memorable by ¢ Ossian 77 and the ¢ Lord of
the Isles,” and amid the finest mountain
seenery in Seotland, we sailed around the
island of Mull, and, about noon, anchored
in {ront of Fingal's Cave. Rising from the
water almost as regularly as if Lhewn and
shaped by the hand of man, were innume-
rable columns, ahout seventy feet in height,
packed tozether like huge bamboos, and sur-
mounted with an immense entablature or
covering ol ecarth, -mixed with irreqular
formations like those below. Sea-gulls and
other ocean birds were flying and chatter-
ing around the island,—the only inhabi-
tants. Ilappily for us, the sea was per-
feetly ealm, so that we were cnabled to
enter a small boat, and row direetly into

Fingal’s Cave.  TFrequently the steamer is
compelled to return without landing her
Pas=enRIeTs, on account of the ronghness of
1he sen, We were more favored., And a
more beautiful sizht is rarely to he seen
than that orean cathedral, huilt without
hands, in which we now found ourselves.
1t is 230 feet long, and perhaps 30 foct wide,
and 70 feet hizh. Nearly straizht columns,
about twenty inches in diameter, and of|

varied forms, surround the entrance, and
extend along the sides of the cave. The
roof is composed of the ends of similar co-
lumas, coated here and there with a stalacti-
cal matter of various lints ; and the floor is
seen, through the green sea-water, to con-
sist of the same mosaie basalt. From the
extremity of the cave comes a deep, solemn
note, carried by the heavy surging of the
Atlantic throngh some hidden channel, and
sincing its perpetual anthem in this won-
derful temple.

There are many other caves in the is-
land, soms of which are very interesting,
but none are as larze and beautiful as Fin-
cal’s.  Looking out to the south-west, from
the entrance to this cave, you see the fa-
mous island of Iona, where Columba and
his twelve companions landed thirteen
hundred years azo, and established their
mission for Scotland and Ircland. The
ruins of their buildings still stand, and the
tower of the old cathedral is yet visible
from Stafla.

OVERCOME EVIL WITH GOOD.

Thomas and Gerald were brothers. One
cold day, when the ground was frozen, they
were  playing with their hoops, when
Themag, who was foremost, fell with great
violence upon his Lare hands and face,
Gerald, who was close behind him, could
not stop running, and fell with his whole
weight on hisbrother. This made Thomas
ery  anary, and he began to scold and
storm. Instead of returning angry words,
Gerald put Lis hand in his pocket, and
took out a stick of ecandy, and gave it to
his Drother. Gerald loved his Bible, and
remembered the words, “ Be not overcome
of evil, but overcome evil with good.”

.



