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& W. WILLIAMS & CO.,

MANUFAGTURERS OF SEWING MACHINES

T === o =
Plain Machine Complete, Price $25.00, Casket Machine, Complete, Price $30.00.

The above cuts show the style of two of our LOW PRICE DOUBLE-
THREAD MACHINES, which we can strongly recommend for all kinds of
family purposes, as being equal to any Machine ever made. In addition to
the above, we also build the following popular styles of Sewing Machines for
Tamily and Manufacturing purposes :—

SINGER’S FAMILY LOCK STITCH, in several
styles.

SINGER No. 2 PATTERN, for Tailoring and
Shoe Work.

HOWE LETTER B, for Family and Light Manu-
facturing,

HOWE LETTER C, for Tailoring and Shoe
Work.

We warrant all the Machines built by us equal in every respect, and in many
superior, to those of any other maker,

We guarantee prices less, and terms more liberal, than any other house in
the trade.

SEND FOR CIRCULARS, TERMS, &C.

We were awarded Two Silver JMedals and Two
Diplomas for Best Sewing Machines, at the late Pro-
vincial Exhibition held in Jontreal.

VERY LIBERAL TERMS TO AGENTS.

Office and Show-Rooms: 347 Notre Dame Street, Montreal,
C. W. WILLTIAMS & CO.
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IS THE ONLY KIND USED IN THE ROYAL LAUNDRY
AND HER MAJESTYS LAUNDRESS SAYS IT IS THE FINEST STARCH SHE EVER USED.

I'T WAS AWARDED THE PRIZE MEDAL FOR I'T'S SUPERIORITY
AND BY SYECIAL APPOINTMENT IS MANUFACTURED FOR HRH THE PRINCESS OF WALES.

GLENFIELD STARCH,
SEE ihat YOU GETIT

AS INFERIOR KINDS ARE OFTEN SUBSTITUTED

FOR THE SAKE OF THE EXTRA PROFIT,
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GLENFIELD
STARCH

EXCLUSIVELY USED IN THE ROYAL LAUNDRY.

BN
i Y BY SPECIAI, APPOINTMENT, "!‘f‘.-'..i,
Sy i
1 A1) sTARCE PURVEYORS s
R TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS \?E%?%ﬁ"

THE PRINCESS OF WALES,

The best proofs of the great superiority of this STARCH are the numerous distinguisheqd

marks of approval which have been accorded to it from all quarters: amongst which may be
mentioned the following, viz.: -

IT IS EXCLUSIVELY USED IN THE ROYAL LAUNDRY,

AND

HER MAJESTY’S8 LAUNDRESS says it is the FINEST STARCH SHE EVER USED.

HONOUBRABLE MENTION was awarded it at the Great Exhibition in London, in 185].

A PRIZE MEDAL was awarded for it at the New York Exhibition in 1868; and

A PRIZE MEDAL was also awarded for it a1 the International Exhibition in London, 1862,

HER MAJESTY'S LACE DRESBER says that it is the best she has tried ; and

HUNDREDS OF GROCERS, &c., say that it pleases their Customners better than any
other: and perhaps the most striking proof of all is, that the demand for

THE GLENFIELD STARCH

HA8 CONTINUED TO INCREASE RAPIDLY.

The Manufacturers have every confidence in assertin
and Laundresses who do mnot regularly use this STARCH would disregard the
advice of interested Dealers, who are allowed extra profits on inferior articles,
and give it a falr trial, they would then feel satisfied with the very superior finish
which it imparts to Laces, Linens, Muslins, &c.. the great saving of trouble in
its application, and the entire absence of disappointment with the resulta; and
would, for the future, like

THE QUEEN'S LAUNDRESS, USE NO OTHER.

g, that if those Ladles

To be had of all respectable Groeers. Ivuggists, Oilmen. &c.. and Wholesale of the Manufacturers.

ROBERT WOTHERSPOON, & Co.,

STARCH PURVEYORS TO

Tier Royal Highuess the Lrincess of IWales,

AND MANUFACTURRRS OF
WOTHERSPOON'S VICTORIA LOZENGES,
WHICH WERE AWARDED

A PRIZE MEDAL FOR PURITY AND EXCELLENGE OF QuALITY
at the INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION of 1869,

GLASGOW; AND LONDON, E.C.

Awonts. { Messrs. J. BUCHANAN & CO., Montreal.
00 | Messrs. J. B. CAMPBELL & G0, Halifax.
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THE TWO GARDENERS.

BY

MARCUS.

Father in Heaven!
Thou who hast so often healed the broken-
hearted,
Andraised the weary spirit bowed with care,—
L2t him not say his joy hath all departed,
Lest he be driven
Down to the deep abyss of dark despair.
— Aierican Poet,

“ Weel, Geordie, it’s ganging ye are the
nicht to market? Tak a freen’s coonsel,
mon, and bide till morn,” exclaimed a
young Scotch gardener to a neighbor of the
shme calling, as he leant over the fence
that divided their gardens.

“The early bird geis the worm, Robie
McKeltie, as folks say in Old England,”
replied the young man thus addressed.

“Its aye tirue, (feordie, natheless the
early bird does nae sit a’ the nicht watch-
ing for the dawn; gin he did, he'd be a
noddin, maybe, when the dawn peered out
o’ the sky; and anither decent-like birdie

wad maist likely hop down frae itsroost, and |

suap  the worm remarked Robie
McKeltie.

“ Well, 1ad,” said his friend, ** don’t be
‘ard on un : a mon be to do "ees best, when
‘e "ave a few more mouths to fill than 'ees
hown. Itbe clear moy duty to make sure of
a good stand int’ market, and I don’t
be such a donkey as not to take moy rest.
Tuight’s right foine : it "1l do a chap good a
snooze in ¢’ hopen hair. 1’11 sleep foine on
t’ benches with t° cushion hunder moy
Tead.”?

Robie MeKeltie shook his head sadly ;
“ Greordie, mon,” he said, “ I'm’ thinking
ye're mair likely to ecateh the worm that
never dies; and maybe ye’ll come to that
pass, ye’ll care to fill nae’ ither mou’ but

up,”’

i

ver ain; an’ ye'll nae be the first o’ our
eraft that’s rued sleeping on the muarket
benehes. The nicht’s fair an’ gudely ; the
morn may nae be like it; gin ye hae nae
pity on yersel’, ye might feel for the puir
beastie,” and Robie turned towards his own
little eottage, where he had left his mother
tying fresh vegetables into packets, ready
for the market-wagon, which he silently
commenced to load.

The practice which Robie McKeltie had
cautioned his friend Géorge Harris against,
was one which he carefully avoided him.
self. 1lis father had fallen a vietim {o
habits contracted through this custom,—a
custom which deprives those who follow it
of that repose so absolutely necessary
after a hard day’s toil, and is a depri-
vation that naturally produces much
exhaustion, and as naturally tempts to
seek artificinl support, at places only too
convenient to their rough couch. Nor is
the danger lessened if the loaded wagon
remains at its stand, under the charge of
the night patrol, and the owner returns co
his home. Iis exhaustion then, as he pre-
pares to refrace his way over a long road at
the approach of midnight, craves even more
eagerly the stimulant which gives its
momentary and deceitful support to the
wearied and worn body.

“Robie,” said his mother, after a long
silence, ©“ what fasherie sits sae weighty on
ye the nicht ? Is’t Bonnie Nellie nae keep-
ing her tryste: the lassie’s nae used wi’
being fractious.”

“ Gin, mither,” replied Robie, ¢ I ne’er
hae mair fashin’ than Bonnie Nellie wull
gae, ye may cawculate life to gang sleekit

?
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eneuch wi’ me. Nae, mither, it's Geordie
Harris that’s aye fashin’ me : he's awa’ to
the markit anent all advices.”

¢ My certie, Robie, 3 wilfu’ mon maun
hae his way,” eried Mrs. McKeltie ; ¢ it’s
mair haste an’ worst speed I'm fearin’ wi’

‘him. It’s agen natur’, gin a mon loses his
nicht’s rest, and nae be incapacitated to
mind his business ; so mak haste and get the
wagon loaded, that ye may lie dune
betimes.”

They worked on in silence,—the old
woman intenton her task,—but Robie often
raised his head, and looked down towards the
little orehard, expectant of a loved voice and
step.

The sun had set in splendor, and a beau-
tiful twilight given way to the brilliancy of
the moon in her first quarter, ere the last
packet had been secured on the well-filled
wagon. Pausing for a moment’s repose
after their toil, their eyes rested on a land-
scape, which, though seen each day of their
lives, never lost the freshness of its beauty;
and they now gazed with renewed admira-
tion at the glorious panorama spread out
before them, their hearts rising in love and
adoration to the Creator of all these won-
drous works. The garden of these good
people lay on a slope of the mountain, and
the view from it embraced a large extent of
country. Tarinto Vermont, on that cloud-
less night, could be seen her hills, as well
as those which lay within the British boun-
daries. For miles the expansive waters of
the St. Lawrence——silvered by the moon-
beains—were seen rollingonwards ; and on
the cultivated plains whick intervened be-
tween the river and the hills rose, glitter-
ing in the moonlight, the tin-covered spires
of numerous churches. Absorbed in con-
templating the glorious scene, Robie and
his mother forgot their fatigue, and
remained so long silently enjoying its
splendor, that their little terrier had settled
himself to sleep at Robie’s feet. Suddenly
he awoke, pricked up his ears, a low growl
escaped him, and he turned his head
towards the road that led through the
orchard to the lhouse, A rustling was

heard among the trees, and, in the stillness
of the night, rose upon the air, the sweet,
clear voice of a young girl, singing :
‘“ Where hae ye been a’ the day,
Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie?
Where hae ye been a’ the day,
Bonnie Highland laddie 2 ”

Robie made a dash down the hill,
Primmy keeping close at his heels.
Master and dog were quickly out of sight,
hid among the trees, and reappeared as
quickly,—Robie with his arm round the
waist of the fair young songstress, and
answering her challenge with other words
of her song :

“Up the hill and dune the brae,
Bonnie lassie, Highland lassie,”

he sang, while he led her dancing toward
his mother ; the little dog leaping and jump -
ing on the happy young couple, accom-
panying their songs by yelping and charp
barks.

¢ Weel, lagsie,”’ said Mrs. McKeltie, ¢ it's
braw ye're luiking the nicht, and it’s nae
too early for bonnie lassies to be roaming
theirsels alane.”

« It is nae my faut, Mistress McKeltie. 1
met Geordie Harris and his lead, and he’d
nae let me pass. He was nae fou, but
frightened me wi’ his haverins.”

¢ 1 dinna ken what’s cam ower him
these times, Nellie.”’

Robie looked serious, and his mother
remarked :

« It’s aye peerilous, a mon takin’ nae rest
after a hard day’s wark, and gangin’ dune
to the market in the nicht. Robie, I ne'er
could decide what impulses them laddies to
do it; greed to get the first bawbee, think
ye? Gin it is, I'm aye o’ the belief, its
aneo' the ways o’ hastin’ tobe rich that tends
to poverty. I'm sometimes o’ the belief
it’s a’ laziness, nae liking to get out o’ bed
in the morn. Gin it’s sae, it’s like the lazy
mon’s burden : it gies mair trouble than it
saves. It’s dreadful, Robie, sae mony o’
your trade fa’ into sic ruin wi’ drink ; gin
there’s an occupation on airth that wull
draw a mon’s heari to his Maker, it should
be the trade o’ a gardener; but this gangin’
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to market o’ nichts is bad, bad. Mony a
decent lad’s gotten his first taste o' speerits
by 't ; an’ bad habits, covetousness, laziness:
lead sa mony intil evil ways, an’ to destrue-
tion of mony a paradise. ‘Avoid bad habits’,
the eopybook tells ; and its ower true, Robie :
a mon had best bide in his comfortable
haim, and gang fresh to town in the early
morn, after a gude breakfast o’ parritch
and milk. He will be better qualified to
do his business. Theshebeens wad sune be
closed, gin fine young lads ’ud mind their-
sels.”

“An' the gude wives,
Greordie has nae a
remarked Robie.

“Tt's ower true, Robie,”” said his mother,
“ mony's the mon’s driven frae his hameby
a poor doless wife, that canna cook a pota-
tie decent. It’s aye pitifu’ to see Geordie’s
hame in sic a condition; the bairnies’

too, mither.
comfortable hame,”

honnie coontenances grim wi’ dirt, an’ he
awa to the markit fastin’, an’ the gude
wife sleeping till the bairnies’ ery for their
bite waukens her.
produced a mair

Poverty couldna hae
miserable hame nor
Geordie Harries hag gotten; an’ he was
ance sae fykie about things, an likit gude
meals weel.”

Bounnie Nellie had been George's choice ;
and, being disappointed, he hastily married
a seemingly industrious and sensible
woman, and too late found out his error;
but not so with others; every one still said,
“ What a respectable woman Mrs. Harris
is!"" and there was no denying it. Like a
butterlly out of its chrysalis, whether to
chureh or to market, she turned out of her
dirty, disordered dwelling the very personi-
fication of respectability, habited always
in nice bonnet, handsomeshawl, good dress;
her whole costume, uniform in its appoint-
meunts, presented a goodly appearance, and
her basket of exes and butter looked as well
as berself.  However, no purehaser took a
second time from her, and it was with
regret she was refused: and the remark
was generally made, ¢ What a respectable
woman Mrs. Harrisis ! What a pity her
hutter is so bad and her eggs not fresh, they
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look #o0 nice.’’ A bitterness of feeling, in
consequence of hissuffering, had been rising
in George’s heart against Bonnie Nellie,
and extended itself to Robie. It was under
the influence of this feeling that he detained
her on the road, and alarmed her by his
excited manner and conversation.

If the night had been grand in its solemn
beauty, the morning was perfect in its loveli-
ness, and the rose-tint cast over the land-
scape rendered it even more exquisite than
had the brilliant moonlight of the preceding
evening.

So thought Mrs. McKeltie, as she opened
the window and door of her clean and tidy
kitehen, and looked out on the softened
beaulies of the scene. The sun had not
risen, and the city, twoor three miles tothe
east of her garden, reposed in silence ; the
hum of the busy hive was stilled, and no
sound was heard from where so much life
existed, save the shrill whistle of arriving
and departing trains, and the roar of steam
escaping from some newly anchored vessel.
Factories were beginning to send forth dark
columns of smoke, and one or two steamers
were making their way against the current
towards Laprairie.

“It’s nae use me stannin’ here,” thought
Mrs. McKeltie ; ¢ it’s fine, but it will nae
boil Robie’s parritch ;” and, so thinking, she
turned and applied herself to her task, and
by the time Robie had tackled his horse to
the wagon, his comfortable meal was ready.

George Harris was his first care on reach-
ing the market ; and, as he had expected, he
found him stretched on the hench in a deep
slumber, and his horse wandering off with
the wagon, in search of a meal.

¢ Hey, mon,” cried Robie, giving him a
shake, ¢ whaur's the early worm, ye’ll
nae catch it this gait: the heastie’s off,
seeking his breakfast.”

“ Whoa, whoa,” shouted George, starting
up and seizing his horse impetuously, as if
the poor animal had entertained any idea
of rpnning away. ¢ Whoa, you brute,
whoa,” and, cateching the creature by the
bridle, backed him roughly into the stand
he had heen at so much pains to secure,
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« Fie, (ieordie, mon, it's nae the puir
beastie’s faut,” said Robie, ¢ its naething
but a cabbage-leaf he was findin’ whilst
you sleepit; an’ its aye mair harmless
maybe, than what’s found in some o’ yon
places ;" and Robie glanced significantly at
the taverns and saloons around, for he per-
ceived that it was not fatigue alone which
had made George’s sleep so heavy.

Cicorge looked conscious. « I was very
chilly loike, and’twas only one glass a chap
took,” he began ; but, just then, customers
arriving, the atlention of both the young
gardeners wasg withdrawn from the painful
subjeet.

It was only one glass, and George meant
it should be only one glass ; but, ere the day
was over, a faint feeling made him have
recourse to another. There were comfort-
able places where he might have procured
a warm breakfast at a trifling cost more ;
but in the throng of husiness he gave
that no thought, and the same ill-judged
reagon whieh influenced him in taking his
stand at night in the market, that is, to save
time, led him also to recruit his failing
strength by the easiest and cheapest manner.

” he

« Robhie, I was somewhat faintish,
remarked apologetically; ¢“those chaps
drive a body to meak ’eself comfortable
with a drop o’ summat. Dang it, it wadna
be badish if them doors was nailed up.”

« They 'll nae be nailed up till there are
nae mair fules to gang into them. The
door was ayont, an’ you were here: it was
nae the door that came to you.”

The lesson implied in Robie’s remark
was lost upon George Harris, and he per-
gisted in a course that has been ever a
temptation to those of his calling, a tempta-
tion which has led many a clever and even
seientifie man to his ruin.  Habit is second
nature, and irregularity, whether in eating
or drinking, is destructive of health and
usefulness; and especially do taking strong
drinks by morning drams to keep out the
cold, and treats at any moment, lead to that
fatal disease called drunkenness. The
taverh may stand open like the jaws of
death waiting for its vietims; but the moral

this tale would impress, is, that those who
enler there are responsible for the evil con-
sequences to themselves, and also would
it further impress upon them their respon-
sibility to avoid customs, whether in the
course of their husiness or otherwixe, whieh
raise habitually the desire to enter the
inviting portals.

The beautiful summer passed away, and
autumn was succeeded by the usual Aretic
winter of Canada, 1o the cast.  Matters did
not improve with George Ilarris, and the
stimulant had now to be taken to keep the
cold out. Nor did his wife make his home
more attractive, andsoaflairsheecame worse ;
and as his unhappiness inereased, so did
his bitterness of feeling towards Donnie
Nellie.

Spring-—fresh, delightful spring—at last
superseded the weary.winter; and, on a fine
morning early in the season, Bonnie Nellie,
gay as a lark, and sweel as a newly blown
rose, was lichtly tripping her way towards
the city. Her neat stuff dress did not impede
her by its length ; o well-made cloth jacket
hung easily on her, and no tawdry feather
or artificial flower disfigured her prefty
small-brimmed straw-hat. On each arm
she had a basket containing the perfection
of butter and the freshest of ecgas, while
were strewed on the white cloths, bouquets
of spring flowers, the price of which was to
be her own peculiar perquisite. Customenrs,
she knew, would be sure to be awaiting her
at the market ; so she hastened her steps, and
at the toll-gate met George Ilarris driving
home, and leading Robie MeKeltie’s horse
and wagon. She turned pale, and asked if
any accident had happened. A sinister look
passed over George’s face, and he replied :

¢ What thee’ll think worse than that,
my lass.”

Nellie felt faint and was unable to
command her voice to make further in-
quiries. George enjoyed her distress, and
determined not to explain without heing
asked, until observing that she could not
speak, he exclaimed:

¢« Tut, lass, e be only in the lock-up,
t'police do ’ave ’e fast.”
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She
this explanation, and, highly indignant,

recovered her voice on hearing
eried :

“Tt's lees your telling, George 1larris,
an’ ye ken weel.”’

« Naw, my girl, better folk than ’e ’ave
heen there hefore: Robie MceXKeltie be
naw morestrite-laced than be other chaps.”

¢ Idinnabelieve you, for o leeing callant.
I wadna eredit yer aith,”

TTarris langhed loud.

she exclaimed.
“Well, my lass,”
he said, ¢ yonder kemmes Mistress Hal-
foran : thee had better speer o’ ’er the

news; may it please thee more than
and saying this, he touched his
horse with his whip, and erying ¢ Gee
upe,’”” was soon out of sight in a turn of the
roud, and the indignant Nellie heard his
langhter rising, in the clear atmosphere,
loud above therumble of the wagon-wheels.

¢ ITae ye seen Robie MeKeltie this morn?”’
she abrupily asked of Mistress IIalloran, as
soon as she was within speaking distance.

“ Yaix, I didn’t, Nellie,” Mrs. ITalloran
answered ; ¢ the poor fellow was caught by
the perlice yester morning, sure. It is a
hard ease Dinny Mahoney’s afther telling,
and he’ll be-locked up, poor fallow, and get
nothin to eat but bread and wather, at all,
at all.”

Nellie's eyes glared fiereely. ¢« Mis-
tress ITalloran,” she cried, 1 nae thoeht

moine ;"

possible o’ you, that you wad gang spreadin’
lees o’ decent people, just like that daft hav-
erel, George Ilarris, anent the hail kintrie
side.  Shame to you, Mistress Talloran!”

“Indade, Miss Nellie,”” retorted Mrs,
Ilalloran, «“ye'd be more apt to tell lees
nor meself. I niver tould a lie in all my
life, and if Robie MeKeltie has ot into a
serape it's his look-out, and not mine, be
gorrah,” and Mrs. Halloran drove off in
high dudgeon, wondering greatly at the
change of deportment in Bonnie Nellie.
Nellie meanwhile, earing little what Mrs.
Ialloran or any one else thought of her,
pursued her way mechanieally ; and, on
arriving at the market, delivered her sweet
butter and fresh eggs to her expectant cus-
tomers, and it was well for her they were
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honest people, for she could not reckon, nor
did she attempt it, the money that she
received from them. Thankful when her
husiness was done, she hurriedly retraced
her way over the beautiful road she had set
out to travel on that morning in such high
spirits. Its loveliness was as the bleak,
naked desert to her Fine
waved their graceful arms over her path
unmartked ; the fragrance of the lilac was

now. elms

unperceived ; flower-gardens were passed
unnoticed ; blooming hedges, budding horse-
chestnuts and acacias, were a3 dried, dead,
leafless things; the gurgling of the clear,
refreshing, and gushing springs, as they
trickled down the bank, or erossed her patl,
had no music in them, Iad these been
animated, keenly would this neglect have
heen felt. Nellie was not used #o to pass
them. Each one was as an old friend, and
usually she would stop opposite some
favorite, and qunole over it appropriate words
from Burns and Ilogg,—words she had
learnt from the infirm grandmother whose
stay she was. The dogs, however, wondered
at not receiving the usual greeting from
Bonnie Nellie: sometimes it was an ngly
little cur, that sat with disappointed look
as she passed him by ; sometimes it was o
thorough-bred terrier that fixed its large
black eyes in astonishment at her neglect;
and then a great Newfoundland followed
unobserved, and findingit uselessto continue
the pursuit, with head hanging down would
retrace itssteps.  Soshe sped on, her cheeks
burning, and her hands and feet cold as ice.
One moment she was shivering with cold ;
the next, her hlood ran like fire through
her veins. Frequently she was offered a
seat in some cart slowly returning from
market, but she felt that the pace of the
poor tired horse would drive her distracted,
and the kindly offers were abruptly de-
clined.

Home was at last gained ; she entered, and,
without speaking, flung herself on the low
chair she usually oceupied at the hearth
opposite to her grandmother, and, burying
her face in her apron, burst into a violent fit
of hysterieal c¢rying and sobbing.
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¢ Bairnie, bairnie ! what ails my bair-
nie 7" exclaimed her alarmed parent.

It was not at once that Bonnie Nellie
recovered her voice; and not until the
imploring and terrified tones of the grand-
mother her heart was devoted to had
repeatedly urged her to speak, could she
conquer her emotion sufticiently.

“Oh, Granny McEachern, Granny Me-
Eachern!” she exclaimed at last, amid
much sobbing, ¢ it’s too dreadful, too dread-
ful, I canna speak it.”

“My bonnie bairnie, this suspense is
mair than I canbear; tellitat ance,” again
implored her grandmother.

Nellie's eyes flashed ; she stood up and
cried :

-* Granny McEachern, Robert McKeltie's
a dooble-faced villain, and I'll nae speak
wi’ him mair,” and she began to sob and ery
again. These words reassured Mrs. McEac-
hern, and she remarked :

‘‘ Robie’s nae a lad likely to be at muckle
ill-doing. What has he been at, lassie ?”’

*Oh, Granny,” exclaimed Nellie, 1
ditina ken ; the police hae a grip o’ him, an
e is Jockit up, an has gotten nought but
breed an’ water for sustenance.”

¢ Lassie, whar did ye hear sic redeecolous
Lavers,” inquired her grandmother.

“ Fra Geordie Harris,” was the reply.

Mrs. McEachern laughed out. ¢ Is that
a’ Nellie ; gang awa, and wash yer bonnie
face, and mak ready a cup o’ tea, and fash
yersel nae mair wi’ Geordie Harris’s clish-
maclavers,”’ she cried.

Nellie, unconvinced, shook her head and
remarked :

“Granny, Mistress Halloran says it’s
aye true.”’

“Tut! bairnie,” cried her grandmother ;
“a’ folks ken weel the string o' Mrs.
Halloran’s tongue was cutted lang syne;
gang awa an’ red up the place ; supper-time
is nearing : 'twill nae mend matters to be
crying o’er what canna be helpit.”

Nellie obeyed, and pale and distracted
did she move about ; yet, still with her usual
promptitude and exactness, she performed
her various tasks. But her heart was

crushed with unutterable griet. In the
impetuosity and inexperience of youth, she
never doubted what she had heard : the proofs
to her were incontrovertible, and she
believed the sunshine of her days was for
everdarkened. Nota ray of hope penetrated
the deepness of her despair; the dreadful
words, ¢ Iobie is locked up by the police,”
rang in her ears incessantly, as she went
about her work. ¢ Tlobie islocked up by the
police,”” woke her up at night, and roused
her early in the morning, and chased her
out to milk the cows, ere the drowsy animals
had risen from their grassy beds, and to
feed her fowls, when Chanticleer con-
sidered it yet too soon {o call his family
forth, sweet as the morning was.

After a long day’s toil, Nellie, as was
her custom, dressed herself; and, clean
and neat, she took her sewing, and sat
down on her low chair, opposite her grand-
mother. Mrs. McEachern gazed with pity
and anxiety on the pale cheek of her
darling, and, greatly pained, watched her
absent manner and frequent sighs.

“ Bairnie,”” she said, after a long panse,
during which neither had spoken, ¢it’s
ridiculous fashin’ yerselin sic a way about
daft Geordie’s blatherins. It's nae the
truth he telled you, Nellie. Tut, it’s nae
tear I'd waste on a’ he'd say, an he blath-
ered for a year, an’ nae stoppit a minit.”

¢ Granny,” replied Nellie, sadly and
seriously, «* Robie wad hae been here lang
syne, gin ithad na been ower true ; ’’ and a
tear rolled down her pale cheeks, while
8he looked pitifully into her grandmother’s
face.

« Hie awa, Nellie, to Mistress McKeltie’s
directly, an’ find out the truth fra’ hersel,”
cried Mrs, McEachern. ¢ Whar’s the sense
o’ breaking your heart thar in the chimly-
lug about a pack o’ lies? Gang awa wi’
ye, an’ nae word. I'm nae liking to pit
through anither nicht, like the last ane,

. and hae you skirling and starting, as if ye

Lo
were ganging daft. Hie awa noo, lassie,
hie awa.”
Reluctantly, Nellie rose to ebey; and,
putting on her garden hat, she went our,
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and bent her way with slow steps towards
Mrs. MeXKeltie's, whom she found, wearied
and overheated, attending to the wants of
the animals.

“(tood afternoon, Mrs. McKeltie,” ex-
claimed Nellie, in an excited manner;
«CanThelpyou? Whar's Robie the nicht ?”

¢« Puir Robie haes been lockit up these
twa days. The Judge’s nae minded to let
him gang, and he gets naught but breed
and water to sustain him. I'm fearing it
Il cost him mony a bawbee afore he's
letten out,’’ eried Mrs. McKeltie, arresting
her labors, and placing one hand on her hip,
while with the other she fanned hersell
with her large garden hat.

« Robie's lockit up,’”” and Nelly repeated
the fatal words in tones of despair. She
turned pale as death, and so faint, she had
to lean for support against a eart that was
near.

s« Robie's lockit up !’ shesaid, “ an ye hae
to do a’ his wark : more shame to him to for-
get his ain mither, let alane ithers.”

«It'sonly what happensither folks at times
an he's nae to be blamed mair than a.nither,‘
whan he’s owertaen in his turn : he wadna
hae been lockit up, gin there had nae been
guid cause for’t,”’ said Mrs. McKeltie.

Indignation and astonishment restored to
Nellie herstrength ; the blood rushed to her
tace, and then left it pallid as before.
Pantingheavily, she stood with eyesglaring
on Mrs, McKeltie, and it was some moments
ere she spoke.

¢« Robie McKeltie's a black dooble-faced
villain, an it’s nae wonderment, gin he’s
uphaunden in his inequeties by his ain
mither.”” At length she almost screamed,
“ he may be lockit up for ever, for aught I'll
mind; I'll ne’er speak wi’ the villain
mair, an’ ye may tell him sae fra me e
and, having uttered these words, she burst
into tears, and, sobbing loudly, ran down
the road towards the orchard, where, though
lost to the astounded Mrs. McKeltie's sight,
her sobs and cries were distinctly heard by
that good woman.

Agonized by this, as she thought, heart-
less confirmation of her worst fears, blinded
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by her tears)
able to discern her path ; and, on rounding
an old gnarled apple-tree, she stumbled
over a stump that was concealed in the
long grass, and would have fallen, but that
she was caught by a pair of strong arms,

Nellie staggered on, scarce

and pressed to a warm breast, and Robie’s
manly voice anxiously and tenderly asked :

« What ails my lambie? What ails my
lambie 7’

The surprise caused a reaction: all
strength left her, and when Robie placed
her on her feet, he still had to support her.
She feebly tried to repulse him ; but, failing
in that and unable to speak, she looked up
at him, and at the sight of his fine honest
and handsome face, aud of his eyes so full
of love bent upon her, for the first time since
she met George Harris did the light of
hope enter her heart. It renewed her
strength, and the color returned slightly
to her cheek.

“ Can_granny be right, Robie; and iy’
true ye’re nae a hlack, dooble-faced vi
lain,” she feebly asked, looking eagerly at
him.

«Granny’s richt; I'm o' her belief,” he
replied, rather amused. ¢ I'm thinking I'm
nae a black, dooble-faced villain.”

«Then wharfore did the police lock you
up, and gie yae naething but breed and
water to eat?”
earnestly.

« You see, Bonnie Nellie,” he answered,
the jury coud’na agree, and sae we were
lockit ﬁp. The case was ane o' impor-
tance, it being a matter o’ life and death
to the puir crittur.”

she inquired still more

The young lay down their cares as
readily as they take them up. Lightand
happiness flashed once more into Nellie's
pretty face: she wept tears of joy and
thankfulness. For the first since she had
kept company with Robie, did she fling
herself into his arms, and, kissing him
passionately, exclaimed in broken tones,
¢« Oh, Robie how could I mistrust you?” Oh
Robie! forgie me! I'll never, never heed
their lees mair. Oh forgie me, Robie!"” and
80 she continued, much to Robie’s satis-
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faction, until, the excitemept of her joy
having subsided, maidenly modesty recalled
her to herself; and, withdrawing from his
arms, she muttered while deep blushes dyed
her cheeks: ¢ Oh, whathae I been doing

“ Just what you ought to hae done, my
lambie,” said Robie quietly, and taking
her hand he led her towards her home, and
as they walked, hand in hand, Robie, curi-
ous to know the reason of all this excite-
ment on Nellie's part, demanded an expla-
nation.

This she gave with much animation.
“ There’s nae a word o’ truth in George
Harris, and I'll nae fash mysel’ wi’ speak-
in’ mair to sic a neer-do-weel,” she added,
as she concluded her narrative.

Robie looked serious. ¢ Geordie ITarris
waull nae fash you, Bonnie Nellie, nor any
ither bodie lang,” he remarked

Nellie looked at him inquiringly. « e
is a daft bodie, Geordie Harris : fora’ that, I
wad grieve, gin ony harm eam to him."

Robie shook his head, and made no
answer.

“ What’s happened Robie?” she asked,

‘ Creordie was nae very steedy comin’
hame yestreen wi' a weighty load, an’ he
fallitdune aneath the wagon, and it ganged
richt o'er him. I wad hae been hame
lang syne, but I wad nae leave him, until
I kenn’d I could nae do mair to lLielp him,”
said Robie.

“ Whaur is henoo? " inquired Nellie.

“They brought him {o his ain wife, an’
the puir do-less thing is skirling round
anent her fatherless Dairng, an’ hersel’
being a lone widow,” he answered.

“ Puir fallow, he mightna hae been in
sic a waesome condition, but for her puir
shiftless ways,” said Nellie, sharply.

¢ Ilka bodie should look to their ainsel’,
Bonnie Nellie, remarked Robie ; ““a gude
prleasant elean hame, an’ a bonnie wee
wife like yersel’, wad nae doubt tak the
temptations fra’ mony a mon’s road to sin.
But, Nellie, a mon is aye a responsible erit-
tur too, and has reason gien him to ken the
gude fra’ the evil, an’ it’s nae use wi’ pray-
ing ¢ Lead us not into temptation,” whan

]’ he’s aye minded to walk strite in’t, because

he has nae patience to support his eross,
butrebels agen it. Christians shonld bear
each ither’s burdens, an’ abuve a’, should
the gudemon an’ the wife support ane an-
ither.”

‘“ A weel, Robie, gin ye were wearied an’
tired, an’ wanting yer vietuals in the right
time ; say a cup o’ tea,a plate o’ gude fried
pork an’ eggs, an’ gude pitatees, an’ nae’
expeckit thae coomforts in yer ain haeme ;
what plan wad ye tak?’ inquired Nellie.

“Ilech, Bonnie Nellie, it's gie heard to
tell. Ine’er haebeen sae tempted ; a clean,
coomfortable hame, regularan’ gude meals,
I always hae been blessit wi’. Gin Lhese
mercies were to be ta’en from me, I hope the
grace o' God wad sustain me : it’s nae in
my ain strength I wad trust,” cried Robie.
“ But, Bonnie Nellie,” he continued, while
he put his arm round ler waist and drew
her to him, ‘you are nae gangin’ to he
sic a wife to me, as to pit me in way o' sic
a temptiation.”

¢ Nae, Robie, sae may strength be gien
me,” exclaimed Nellie looking up at him
with  eager and sparkling eyes; “na,
Robie, an’ you'll nae hae a burden, but I'll
strive to help you to ecarry it; and I'll e
mair than a mither to you, Robie.”

“Sae ye will, my Bonnie Nellie ye'llbe
my ain winsome wee wifee,” lie said, and
drew her closer to him. In this fashion
did they present themseclves hefore granny
McIachern.

“Hech,” she eried, hetween langhing
and erying, ¢ what are ye gangin’ to do
wi' the black, dooble-faced villain, Nellie?”

“ Whist, whist, CGiranny!” exclaimed
Nellie, a little abashed, hut laughing also ;
«Idinna ken.”

“I'l tell you, Granny,” spoke Robie,
‘she’s gangin’ to marry me recht awa/, an
nae mair shilly.shallying.”

¢ My blessing be upon ve, bairnies!” said
the aged parent, rising from her seat, and
laying her hands upon their young heads.

George Harris lingered some months in
much suffering. e bore it cheerfully, —

thankful that he had not heen cut off in the



THE TWO

midst of his sinful career. It was then on
his deathbed, while resting in a full sense
of pardoned sin through the sacrifice of his
crucified Redeemer, did he feel how often
he had erucified that Redeemer afresh ; and
how he had wounded him by neglecting the
proffered love that ever with extended
arms calls to suffering humanity, “ Come
unto me all ye that labor and are heavy
laden, and I will give you rest.” Deeply
did he grieve that, unheeding the proflered
strength, he had given way to anger and
impatience at his trials, and yielded reck-
lessly to habits which he knew would lead
and had led to present misery ; and that but
for the intervention of a merciful Provi-
dence, would have led to his eternal ruin.
ITis poor wife was honest, sober, and gentle ;
kindness and firmness might have effected
an improvement in her, if he had been as
forbearing as became a Christian husband
towards her whom he had taken for better
and for worse.

Such thoughts passed through Ilarris's
mind, as probably they have done to many.
when divine precepts have heen reealled
too late 1o repair the evil arising from their
negleet.  There are some reflections he
often made, which are hest given inhis own
words, «It do be summat like Balaam
when a mon be going into them places
where they zells groz;

=0

consecience tells’e
the hangel o' mercy be standing at the
door, and it be death to body and soul to
pass ’e; and I do be thinking the poor,
tired, patient brute a standing ’ours in ’eat
and cold knows it to’ The Bible zays, ¢ In
your patience possess ye your souls,’ and it
do be impatience with his burdens, drives
mony a mon to destruection.”

A maiden sister had left her father’s
house, and travelled many miles to attend
upon her brother. Active, energetic, and
abounding in health and spirits, she effected
a complete revolution in (leorge’s uncom-
fortable home. Mrs. Harris had to yield to
her irresistible energy, and in many ways
profited by it, so that when George Harris
was laid in his grave, she wasbetter quali-
fied to go forth, and once more toil for her
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daily bread* among strangers; separated
from her children, who were taken to their
grandfather’s home by their aunt, and
there trained to make more useful wives to
hard-working men than their mother had
been to poor George Harris.

S
Original.

THE FOREST IN WINTER.

BY W. ARTHUR CANLEK, ANNAPOLIS, N. 8.

How changed thy haunts since springand sum-
mer faded!
Then birds sweet musie poured into thine
ear,—
The fragrances of myriad blooms pervaded
Thy leafy dells and genial atmosphere;
No loving voices winter hears within thee,
Of joyous birds, nor fecls the breath of
flowers;
Its chill winds bear in theivr embrace, to win
thee,
No gifts from goddess Flora's blooming

bowers.

And bald and bare thy weary boughs are bend-
ing,
Before the blighting blast the winter brings;
And deep the snows the boreal king is sending,
And harsh the song within thy courts he
sings ;
All silent are the sunmimer’s babbling fountaing,
Anad sealed the lakes where late the sun-
beams played;
‘While from their erests, adown thy frowning
mountains,
The streams in icy channels seek the glade,

And all thy children—save the pine which
towers
In queenly pride, still clad in living green—
Have lost the lovely robes that graced thy
bowers,
And nudely grand look down upon the scene.
Upon untrodden snows the pale moon traces,
In truthful shadow, every pendant limb
And paints a picture of unequalled graces,
Art’s proudest efforts making strangely dim.

Here stalks the antlered moose to his undoing,
Or holds the hounds courageously at bay ;
Till man, in majesty, his life pursuing,

The conqueror proves in the unequal fray.
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Here, too, the Carribou in herds assemble,
Secure and peaceful—till the distant gun,—
With panic fear, doth bhid them start and

tremble,
And seek in flight approaching tate to shwun.

Andhereremoved from hauntofsturdy squatter

Within thy depths the stealthy trapper
roams;

To lure the cunning fox, the walchful otter,
And busy beaver from their chosen homes;

And as he studies well how each one liveth,
—With little less than reason’s powers im-

bued,—

He wonders at the wisdom instinet giveth

The creatures of thy secret solitude,

In frosted robe of silvery whiteness shining,
I’ve seen thee on a morn of winter's day,
In regal splendor, on thy throne reclining,
And dallying fondly with the Orient’s ray;
And thou wast dazzling, then, in the pure glory
Of ¢ silver thaw”—a “ thing of beauty” rare,
Beyond the wild imaginings of story.
Or highest flights that poet’s genius dare,

** A thing of beauty is a joy for ever”—
S0 Keats, the poet, sang most truthfully;
And thou wast then, art now, and wilt be ever,
Both joy and beauty unexcelled to me.
For f)eauty neithertimes nor seasons knoweth;
And while in summer’s golden hours it glows,
Its god-like presence still for ever showeth
Its form, though draped inicy winter’ssnows.

Original.
THE FRENCH FISHERIES AT ST.
PIERRE, AND ON THE COAST OF
NEWFOUNDLAND.

BY J. G. BOURINOT, NOVA SCOTIA.

About the middle of the eighteenth cen-
tury, France had extended her dominion
over a very large and valuable portion of
the Continent of America. Her flag floated
from the fortresses she had erected at Louis-
bourg, and on the borders of the St. Law-
rence and the Great Lakes. She had
driven the English from the valley of the
Olio, and established her posts on the Mis-
sissippi, as far as the Gulf of Mexico. The
ambition of her statesmen was directed to
confine the old colonies of England to the

Atlantic coast, as far as possible, and to lay
the foundations of a great Empire, in con-
neection with IFrance, on this continent.
Happily for the prestige and power of Eng-
land, the elder Pitt assumed the control of
public affairs in the course of 1757, and
adopted that vigorous policy which led
immediately to the fall of Louisbourg and
Quebee, and ended in the acquisition, by
the English, of the whole of that vast area
of country now known as British America.
By the Treaty signed at Paris, in the com-
mencement of 1763, France ceded to Eng-
land Canada, and all the islands in the
Gulf of St. Lawrence, with the exception
of two inhospitable rocks, which she
reserved for the purpose of carrying on the
fisheries. These two rocky islets were St.
Pierre and Miquelon, situated at the
entrance of the Gulf, a few leagues to the
southward of the island of Newfoundland;
and valueless as they may look on the map,
yet she has clung to them with remarkable
pertinacity at the conclusion of every
treaty she has made with Great Britain
since 1763. In the present artiele, I pro-
pose to give a brief deseription of these
foggy islands, and show why they are so
highly valued by their French owners.

I left Sydney, in a trading schooner, on
the morning of a fine day in June, and
after a good passage of about forty hours
we made land just as the sun was rising.
By and by, the morning mist had risen
from the rocky precipitous land imme-
diately before us, and we saw coming
toward our schooner a little boat, flying
over the water ¢¢‘like a thing of life.”
We ‘“lay to”’ for a moment, whilst we
took on board the French pilot,—a sturdy
old man, with a face bronzed and seared
by exposure to all sorts of weather, and
exhibiting the peculiar features of his
Basque origin,——who had been engaged in
his occupation for very many years, and
had piloted innumerable vessels into the
port of St, I’ierro. The schooner moved
over the water slowly, and it was nearly
an hour before we could plainly see the
island, with its rugged outline, and some
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hiouses clustered together. Numerous boats
and shallops were darting to and fro, whilst
on all sides schooners and several large
vessels were to be
hardly filled by
curled the bosom of the water.

seen, their canvas
the light breeze that
Then the
anchor was let go, the sails came down to
the deck with a heavy thud, and I found
myself in the roadstead of St. Pierre.

On one side was Isle aux Chiens,
which forms the principal proteetion of
the roadstead against the waves of the
Atlantic ; on the opposite side was a col-
lection of dwellings, stores, and other
baildings,—mostly of one story, and all of
wood. A more pretentious-looking house,
on a rising ground, decorated by Venetian
blinds, I found out afterwards, was the
residence of the Governor or Commandant.
A pretty Catholic chapel, with a lofty
steeple, rose among the houses, and in its
vicinity was a convent. T noticed a small
battery of guns, chiefly used for the pur-
pose of giving signals to approachi'ng ves-
sels whenever it is foggy, and that is very
frequently. On every side the eye rested
on fishing flakes and stages, and other evi-
dences of the fact that I was now in those
parts where codfish is king.

The roadstead is used by the larger
eraft, but it is connected by a shallow and
narrow channel with what is called a
¢ barasois,” —that is, a salt-water pond
connected with the sea,—where the smaller
vessels find safe anchorage. The road is
very dangerous at certain seasons of the
year, and we hear constantly of vessels
being wrecked on the rocks and shoals
around it. Sometime in the September of
1866, a fearful gale arose and destroyed a
vast amount of shipping, whose wrecks
could be seen strewing the coast for a long
while afterwards. In connection with
this tempest, I may mention an interesting
little aneedote that I have been told :—* A
large French transport was among the
vessels that first yielded to the force of the
storm, and the people of St. Pierre, seeing
the danger of the crew, made every
attempt to save them, but all to no purpose.

Finally, one of the officers, as a last re-
source, tied a rope around the neck of a fine
Newfoundland dog they had on board, and
threw him into the raging waters. It was
an anxious time for the erew, whose fate
was trembling in the balance, as they
watched the faithful animal battling with
the waves, but he finally succeeded in
reaching the shore. Then a cable was
laid between the ship and the island, and
all the crew were saved.”

The country in the vieinity of the town
is rocky and barren, being destitute of vege-
tation and trees, except a stunted growth
of fir, which only adds to the gloom of the
landscape. Oneortwoattemptsatsmall gar-
dens have been made by some enterprising
persons, but with no success worth speak-
ing of; for, with the exception of a few
melancholy cabbages, nothing grows.
Flowers there are none, except two or
three rose bushes, which appear to deplore
the sad fate which has taken them from
more genial climes to pine away on an
inhospitable rock in the Gulf. St. Pierre
certainly is not a place where one is likely
to become romantie, or to cultivate poetry.

The town itself requires little deserip-
tion at my hands, for it is wanting in
features of remarkable interest. It is
simply a collection of plain wooden houses,
most of which are shops and warehouses
belonging to French merchants, or to
American firms. There are plenty of
or drinking-places, as well as
more pretentious looking auberges and inns,
where the traveller can be comfortably
accommodated during his stay. The eiti-
zens, let me here mention, are exceedingly
courteous to strangers who come furnished
with the proper letters of introduction ; and
those who have visited the island gene-
rally leave with pleasant impressions, so
far as its little society is concerned. At
the shops you can buy everything, from a
reel of cotton to a barrel of flour or a keg
of whiskey. St. Pierre has, on more
than one occasion, suffered severely from
fire, and its effects are
visible.

cabarets,

now plainly
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The street in St. Pierre—there is only
one, never lit up by public lamps, and per-
fectly rough—presents a very busy appear-
ance in the fall and spring. In the month
of May, and even earlier, a very large
number of ships and other, vessels arrive
from France, with some 12,000 or 15,000
fishermen, as well as numerous schooners
from the States and I’rovinces, with bait
and supplies. There you see knots of
Normans, Bretons, and Basques, with huge
sou’-westers, or woollen caps, red shirts,
and heavy boots reaching above {ileir
knees,—some of them, indeed, wear the
rude sabot of their native provineces,—and
exhibiting, in their swarthy faces and pro-
minent features, the characteristics of
those strange races whose home for ages
has heen literally on the deep. Mingling
with them, or standing by the doors of the
shops and taverns, you see groups of
colonial traders or seamen, or of keen-eyed
Yankees from New England, intent on
making a little profit out of the rough
materials around them. The odor of fish
is everywhere palpable,—indeed you ean-
not stir a step without seeing cod-lines,
hooks, nets, and other things conneeted
with the great staple of commerce. Dur-
ing the summer, the fishermen are scattered
on the banks, or on the French coast of
Newfoundland ; and in the fall assemble
again at St. Pierre, whence they are taken
to France, only to return in the spring.
When engaged in fishing, they are visited
at intervals by Freneh men-of-war, of
which there are generally three (one a
frigate) on the station.

Even St. Pierre is not without its public
journal, entitled the Fewille Officiclle,
which appears every Thursday, and is
printed under the direction of the Govern-
ment. It is published on a sheet of large
foolseap, which hardly allows room for the
exhibition of much native talent. It is
divided into two parts,—the official and
the non-official,—~and has always a few
advertisements, chiefly of auction sales.
Very recently it has added that peculiar
feature of French papers, a fewilleton, for

the sake of its general readers. Little St
Pierre can, therefore, already boast of
more than New France—up to the time of
its conquest by the British—possessed ; for I
believe the first newspaper was not pub-
lished in Canada till 1764.

On the map there are three islands,
named St. Pierre, Miquelon, and Lang-
iey, or Liftle Miquelon. The two latter
are now connected by a large bar of sand,
but I believe there was formerly a consid-
erable passage between them. Mique:
Ion is mueh larger than St. Pierre, and
contains some land susceptible of eultiva-
tion, as can be seen from little clearings,
which some persons have made when they
are not engaged in fishing.

The Government is made up of a Com-
mandant, an Ordonnateur, a Police Magis-
trate, a Doctor, an Apostolic Prefect,
an Engineer, and several Commissaries,
besides a few gens-d’armes and artillery-
men. As Istated in a previous article, *
there are no fortifications on the island;
for, by the Treaty of Utrecht,—the provi-
sions of which have heen re-enacted in
subsequent treaties,—France is not allowed
to fortify the islands, nor erect any build-
ings on them, but such as are necessary for
the prosecution of the fishery; and is only
permitted to keep on them a guard of fifly
men at the most for the purposes of a
police. The inhabitants have no muni-
cipal privileges,~—~the Government man-
ages everything,—and no rights of prop-
erty exist.

Some trade is carried on hetween the
islands and the Provinces. Nova Scotia
supplies them with provisions, vegetables,
and coal; and Quebec also does consider-
able business with several mercantile
houses engaged in the fisheries. During
the summer months a packet earries the
mails to and from Sydney, which, to the
people of St. Pierre, is a perfect paradise
compared with their own sterile island.
In the winter, when the port of Sydney is
closed by ice, the packet runs to Halifax

* Cape Breton. May number.
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once a month. Very recently, a telegraph
cable was laid between the island and
Newfoundland, and, accordingly, the people
are now in a position to have immediate
communication with the rest of the world.

It is about a century since the first
inhabitants settled on the island of St.
Some Acadian Freneh, I am told,
John’s,

Yierre.
left St. Prince Edward’s
Island, and erected a few huts on these
gloomy rocks, where they dragged out a
dreary existence, far removed from all

now

excitement, except what was found in the
roar of the tempest as it dashed the waves
upon the rocks, or except when some fishing
vessel brought them supplies in exchange
for the fish which they had caunght in the
surrounding waters. By and by a few
Basque or Breton fishermen joined the
Acadians ; buttheunsetiled state of France,
and the wars in which she was engaged,
prevented any regular colonial establish-
ment being formed on the island until
after the peace of 1815, Then at last the
French organized a regular colony for the
purpose of having a head-quarters for the
prosecution of the fisheries, which they had
been carrying on ever since the discovery
of America. The total sedentary popula-
tion of the island was, a year ago, 3,187
souls (of whom only 24 were Protestants),
exelusive of the public officials, who do not
number more than 30 or 40, including
artillery and gens-d’armes. When the
fishermen, however, arrive from, or are
leaving for, France, there are as many as
12,000 or 15,000 persons in the town and
vessels in the hdrbor at one time.

Leaving St. Pierre, let us now turn to
the coast of Newfoundland, and sce what
rights the French possess, and what settle-
ments they have formed in conneetion with
the fisheries. This is a subject of consider-
able importance to those people of Canada
who hope that in the course of time the
prejudices of Newfoundland against Union
will be removed, and that it will form a
portion of the New Dominion. By the
Treaty of Utrecht it was allowed to the
subjects of France ¢ to catch fish, and to

~

dry them on the land, in that part only,
and in no other besides, of the said island
of Newfoundland, which stretches from the
place called Cape Bona Vista to the north-
ern part of the said island, and from thence
running down by the western side, reaches
as far as the place called Point Riche.”
By the subsequent Treaty of Versailles
(1773) some important alterations were
made in the foregoing treaty. On the
eastern coast, the French consented ito
remove the right of fishing from Cape Bona
Vista to Cape St. John, and the Tnglish
King agreed ¢ that the fishery assigned {o
the subjects of ITis Most Christian Majesty,
beginning at the said Cape St. John, pass-
ing to the north, and descending by the
western coast of the island of Newfound-
land, should extend to the place called
Cape Ray,
Riche.”

instead of stopping at Point
But the most important part of
the Treaty was that stipulating, on the
part of the King of Great Britain, that ¢ he
would take the most positive measures for
preventing his subjects from interrupting in
any manner, by their competition, the fishing
of the French during the temporary exer-
cise thereof, which is granted to them upon
the coasts of the island.” The French
have argued that by the terms of this
treaty they have an exclusive right to tne
fishery on those parts of the coast described
in the treaty, but the English authorities
have never yielded to such an assumption.
A despateh from Lord Palmerston to the
French Ambassador at London, given in
the journals of Newfoundland for 1857,
states the case fairly in these words:
« But the British Government have never
understood the declaration to have had for
its ohject to deprive British subjects of the
right to participafe with the Freneh in taking
fish at sea off that shore, provided they did
80 withoul inferrupling the French cod-fish-
ery.” The rights enjoyed by the French
on the coast in question have long been a
grievance to the people of Newfoundland.
Some years ago the British Government
agreed to give to the French the right to
fish on the coast of Labrador,—a right they
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have long coveted,—in return for St.
George's and Cordroy, of which I shall
presently speak, but the Legislature and
people of Newfoundland made such strong
remonstrances against the arrangement,
that it was never finally concluded.

The principal settlement within the
French limits is that on the Bay of St.
George, where about 1,500 persons, chiefly
Irish, have built up a considerable village,
of course in defiance of the treaty with
France. The bay is a large and noble
sheet of water, and the land around it is
evidently feriile, and, where not cultivated,
iz covered by fine woods stretching to the
blue hills in the distance. All the people
are engaged in the fishery, as the flakes
and piles of fish will at once tell the
visitor. There is a pretty little church in
the village, attended by a priest, under the
religious supervision of the Bishop of New-
foundland. The Protestants have also
now, I believe, the benefit of the services
of a clergyman of their own. As the
settlement is on the French shore, there
are no magistrates exercising authority
legally, and the clergy are obliged to act
constantly as peace-makers. A French
man-of-war, during the summer, visits the
bay, and settles matters of dispute in con-
nection with the fisheries. The houses
are, for the most part, elean and comfort-
able, and the people quiet and well dis-
posed. Perhaps it is a very fortunate
thing for their peace that they are not
troubled with one class of persons in their
Areadian  State, and that is,
lawyers

village

As in other parts of British Ainerica, we
come upon the evidences of French mari-
time enterprise in the names of the different
harbors, bays, and capes ; for instance, Port-
au-Port, Bonne Baie, Mal Baie, Bayof Ingor-
nachoix, Point Ferolle, Belle Isle, hesides
other places too numerous to mention,
Codroy is the settlement of most importance
after St. George, and it alsoconsists of British
sabjects. It is situated a little to the south
of St. George, and appears to be a flourishing
community. The principal French estab-

lishment is at Red Island, which resembles
a high cone, from the top of which the eye
can range over a vast waste of waters,
whitened by the sails of fishing-boats and
shallops, or lose itself amid the hills of the
mainland or among the islets that cluster
in the Bay of Islands, with whose waters
mingle those of that noble river, the Hum-
ber, with its banks still covered by the
untamed forest. Red Island is the most
important station after St. Pie rre, consisting
of a number of stores, and dwellings of the
agent, clerks, doctors, &ec., as well as any
quantity of the inevitable flakes and long
stages stretching into the water,—the lat-
ter being used for the purpose of cleaning
the fish. It isnota place at which to linger
long, for the odor from decaying offal is over-
powering, and one cannot help thinking
what a pity it is that so much fertilizing
matter should be wasted.

The other stations are at Croque or Crock,
on the eastern side, and at Couche, where
there is a considerable settlement consist-
ing of French and British who live in per-
fect amity. The whole population on the
coast, comprised within the French limits, is
estimated at 3,000 souls, of whom at least
two-thirds are women and children. The
great majority of the men are British sub-
jeets; the remainder Frenchmen, who are
employed in charge of the French fishing
establishments. It is needless to say how
solitary is the life of the majority of these
persons. Many of them never see strange
face for more than half of the year.
Nothing breaks the monotony of their lives
except the roar of the waves: their eyes can
only rest during the dull winter months on
a bleak country covered with snow, ahove
which rise dark forests of spruce ; whilst
out to sea vast fields of ice drift down the gulf,
large icebergs rearing their lofty forms,
and resembling perhaps some grand Gothie
Cathedral, with its spires, its pinnacles,
and its*towers glittering in the sunlight,
then—

“Routhward, forever southward ,
They drift through dark and day ;

And like a dream, in the Gulf Stream
Sinking, vanish all away.”— Long/ellow.
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The French fisheries are carried on by
persons from Bayonne, Granville, St. Malo,
St. Brieux and other ports on the sea-
board of France. They are chiefly Basques,
Bretons, and Normans who have been
visiting the same waters for more than three
centuries and a half. France might be
carrying on her wars of ambition; but,
nevertheless, the fishing fleets of the Basques
and Bretons visited the banks with the
utmost regularity. ¢ Yet far aloof from
siege and battle, the fishermen of the wes-
tern ports still plied their craft on the Banks
of Newfoundland. Humanity, morality,
decency, might be forgotten, but codfish
must still be had for the use of the faithful
in Lent and fast days; still the wandering
Esquimaux saw the Norman and Breton
sails hovering around some lonely head-
land, or anchored in fleets in the harbor of
St. John; and still, through salt spray and
driving mist, the fisherman dragged up the
riches of the sea.”*

Previous to the Seven Years’ War, Louis-
bourg was the great centre for the prose-
eution of the French fisheries, in which
were engaged at one time as many as 600
vessels. As far as I ean gather from the
statistics at hand, as well as from personal
enquiry at different times, the number
of men at present employed in the fisheries is
not as great as formerly. In 1775, the
French had 564 vessels, 27,520 men, and
the catch was 1,149,000 quintals. In 1847,
the catch was 1,000,000 gtls., and the num-
ber of men employed about 25,000. At the
present time, 15,000 men are engaged, and
the annual eateh is valued at 30,000,000
franes. But it is not only as a source of
national wealth, and as a means of dis-
posing of the surplus labor of the country,
that France values the fisherieson the coast
of Newfoundland. From the hardy fisher-
man engaged in dragging up the riches of the
sea, are drawn the sailors who man the
fleets, and enable her to keep her present
proud position among the naval powers of
the world.

* Parkman—Pioneers of France in the New
World.
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Original.
THE CHILD AND THE REAPER.

BY REV. H. F. DARNELTL.

The meadows lay in the sunshins,
And the ruddy corn was ripe,
And fell before the reapers ’
With the keen scythe in thelr gripe;
A thousand soft, low murmurs
Hung on the perfumed air;
And at intervals came the deadly rush
That laid the corn-fields bare.

Under the huazel hedge-row
Loitered a little maid,—

Bright *mid her tangled ringlets
The flickering sunlight played ;

Sweet as the balmy summer,
Pure as the snow was she,

Fresh and fair as the wild flowers
That lay upon her knee.

Anon the foremost reaper
Paused in his work and smiled,
On his deadly seythe he rested
To talk with his winsome child ;
He noted the look of wonder,
Writ in her face as a book,—
“ Come, pretty one, what of thy silence,
Thy rapt and far-oft look ?”

“Liast eve I was ut the church, father,
And a good man told us there,

‘The harvest-home was the end of the world,
And the angels reapers fair;’

And now, I was just a wondering
When the end of the world would come,

And the Lord of the earth’s great harvest
Would gather His children home:

‘“And whether the angel reapers,
Who take us from earth away,

Will be those who loved and cheered us
In life’s dark, troubled day;

If they only loved me, and smiled, father,
As youn ever are wont to do,

I wouldn’t mind when they took me,—
Took me to mother and you.”

‘“ My darling, there is a harvest,”—
And he brushed a tear away,—

‘ A harvest God is reaping—
Reaping every day;
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And we do well to think of ity—
Think of it niorn and even,

That when the aﬂgels come for us,
We may be ripe for Heaven !”?

“ Happy is he who readeth,
In the works of nature heroe,
The higher and deeper meaning
God’s Spirit maketh clear;
Who heedeth to-day the warning,—
¢ All flesh is but as grass,—
The hour and the day ye know not
‘When the seythe of death shall pass,’

“Kept in His peace,—such fear not,
Nor let their hopes wax dim,
For they know the angels love thein
Aund gather them for Him !
That in a world of glory,
Where partings arc unknown,
The Almighty Father maketh
ITis children for ever one,

“ When they reaped your own dear mother,—
Reaped her on that, sad day,—

When her new-born babe like a lily
On her silent bosom lay ;

"Twis only because He loved her,
And would have her near to Him,

And lead us to ook to Heaven

From a world more drear and dim.”

Ah, little thouzht that reaper,
As he talked with his only child,

That the angels fair would bave reaped her
Isre another harvest smiled 5

And little he dreamed had they done 80,—
He could kneel by the heaped-up sod,

AndlooktoHeaven through blinding tears
With unbroken faith in God.

But little blind man knoweth
Of the trials that to life belong,
How his strength is turned to weakuess—
His weakness rendered strong ;
For ’tis in the school of suffering
God teacheth man his place,
And maketh our human frailty
Witness the might of grace.

On the face of that lonely reaper,
Now the look is not all pain,

As the scene of that bygone summer
Comes back to him again;

As under the hazel hedge-row,
A soft voice speaks to him there

Of “the harvest-home at the end of the world,
And the angel reapers fair.”

Original.

THE TEACHER'S LESSON,

Having been, from my earliest infaney,
accustomed to a life of case and elegance,
it iy not surprising that I was deeply
afllicted to find myself, at the age of twenty,
an orphan and penniless, My father dying
in debt, his creditors seized upon cvery-
thing except my mother's jewels, which,
heing of small value, they begged me to
accept. I was at the time engaged to he
warried, thevefore I suppose they felt nc
anxiety about my future. The circum-
stances which led to my engagement being
broken off are such as I do not care Lo luy
before the publie. Suflice it to say, thot a
month after my father’s death I was fully
aware that on my own exertions alone I
should have to depend for my future main-
tenance. Thinking the matter over calmly,
I felt convineed that there was but one way
in which I could carn my living ; and that
was by teaching. My pride rebelled against
the domestic tyranny to which governesses,
even in Christian families, were subjected ;
and I reealled, with remorseful feelings,
many instances of my careless and disro-
speetful treatment of her who had performed
this all-important oflice to myself. No; I
could not go as a governess in a privale
family. Then I thought of a school, where
there were several teachers, and where 311
would rank alike ; hut here again obstacles
presented themselves whicly appeared quite
insurmountable. There was but one other
plan,—that was to have a day-school of my
own ; and following up this idea I wrote to
the clergymen of several neighboring par-
ishes, enguniring if they could tell me of an
opening for a school of the kind I required,
To all my lettersI received courteousreplics;
though only one gave me the eneouragement,
I desired. The writer, who appeared
pleased with my letter, and who stated that
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he had children of his own, who might be-
come my pupils, requested me to visit R——,
and accept the hospitality of his house for a
few days, as a personal interview would be
desirable. Desolate as my position was, I
was not altogether without friends, and
some there were who offered me a temporary
home ; but the spirit of independence was
strong within me, and I felt, too, that work
—hard, steady work—would be the best anti-
dote for my troubles. I therefore accepted
Mr. Graham’s invitation, and set out for R.,
taking a small travelling bag with me. I
was most kindly received, and soon found,
to my surprise and delight, that Mr. Graham
had been a college friend of my father’s.
This new circumstance, perhaps, added
zeal to his eflorts, and through his instrumen-
tality I soon found myself at the head of a
little school composed of fourteen girls
between the ages of five and twelve. I
boarded with Mr. Graham’s family, and
tanght in a room close by, which I had
hired for the purpose. At first I found
pleasure in my new occupation. It took
me out of myself, and gave me an object
in life; besides I wasso kindly treated by
everybody, and my services were so highly
appreciated, that Ibegan to think I must be
a model teacher. Towards the end of the
first quarter, however, 1 felt my energies
beginning to flag. My kind friends the
Grahams told me that it was because I was
not used to the close confinement, and that
the holidays would quite set me up; and
80 it appeared, for after spending a month
at the seaside I quite longed to see my
pupils, and to re-open my school. I entered
on my second quarter ascheerfully as I had
commenced the first; but it was only half
over when I had to enconnter a few of those
ﬁnpleasant circumstances which none in
my position could have hoped to escape.
One lady called on me 1o inquire why her
daughter was not permitted 1o remain at
the head of her class when her abilities
were so superior to those of any child in the
school.  Another ®bjected to her child
associating with a little girl whose father
kept a shop in the village; while two more

265

complained that their children were
making no progress, in fact that they were
going back in their edueation. It was with
a heavy heart that I listencd to these com-
plainis, and began to question my own
ability as a teacher. To be sure Ellen B.
was g clever girl, but then she wags careless,
and idle, and I could not accuse myself of
partiality for putting Janet far above her,
when she was more diligent, and prepared
her lessons with greater accuracy. Then,
as to Mrs. M., I could not see the justice of
her complaint ; for although Lizzie K. was
the only child whose father actually served
behind a counter, there were no fewer {han
five of my pupils whose parents had been,
at one time or another, engaged in irade ;
and yet Mrs. M. had no objection to any of
these, but was quite willing to recognize
them as friends. The other two had per-
haps some cause to be dissatisfied with the
progress their children were making, and
when I looked around I thought of several
who had an equal right to complain; and
yet what could I do? I explained things
over and over again, {o every child; and
often remained after sehiool hours, devoting
my own time to those who were unusually
duall. T longed for the holidays to come,
that I might escape for a little while from
the worry and anxiety of my situation.
They came at last, but were soon over, and
when T again opened school it was to find
that four of my pupils had been removed.
This circumstance was in itseli sutficient to
dishearten me, and I dragged wearily
throngh my third quarter, finding that even
my kind friend, Mrs. Graham, was not
satisfied with the progress her children
were making—although she hesitated to
place the blame on me. T had almost made
up my mind to apply ‘for a situation as
junior teacher in a school at some distance
from R——, where I felt I should, at least,
have the advantage of being only accourt-
able to the head of the establishment, and
where, although my salary would be small,
it would be sufficient for my wants. But
Just at this time I received a letter from my
only surviving® relative, Cousin Martha,
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who had been in India for nearly two years,
and had only just received the tidings of
my father’s death. She wrote most affec-
tionately, urging me to visit her at Mount
Pleasant, where she expecied to arrive the
following week. Iler letter was addressed
to N , which caused it to be a week
Iater than it would otherwise have been in
reaching me ; so I concluded that she must
be already at home, and lost no time in
writing to aceept her invitation, for I had
begun to feel Low hard a thing it is for a
woman to be independent,—at least where
love and sympathy are concerned.

Before leaving R., I consulted Mrs. Gra-
ham about my school, and reeeived from
lier but little encouragement {o resume it,
Although she was careful to say nothing
that would hurt my feelings, I eould not
help gathering from her conversation, that
she thought I would never be successful as
a tencher. Itherefore informed my patrons
that I should not return to R. Many of
them expressed themselves very kindly, but
only one urged me to change my mind.

lands, until one evening as I sat by the draw-
ing-room window, looking out upon the well-
kept lawn, my eye detected the first
autumnal tints upon the beach trees ; and I
remembered that I had seen their earliest
buds unfold.

The spirit of independence was not
utterly dead within me, and I determined
to tell my cousin that very night, that I
would not prolong my stay with her beyond
a few weeks. Martka, however, antici-
pated me. Perhaps my face was 2 shade
sadder than usual, for she drew me closer
to her, and putting her arm tenderly round
me said :

“ Annie, you are not puzzling your
little head about the future, I hope?”

The tears came to my eyes, and, though
ashamed of my weakness, I fairly broke
down.

“If you are determined to earn your
own living,”” she continued, ¢ 1 shyll
not try to prevent you. It is the right kind
of pride that makes you desire to be inde-
pendent ; but you shall not g0 again among

This certainly was not flattering ; but I was | strangers, for you are too young to be left

young, and blessed with an excellent con- 1 'without a protector.

stitution, and I was determined not to
become a burden upon my Cousin Martha ;
but to try again in some new place to earn
my daily bread. I had not courage, how-
ever, to face the world just yet, and pre-
ferred thinking of my visit to Mount Plea.
sant. The journey was a long and fatigue-
ing one; but my cousin’s welcome made up
for it all. Martha Williams had been a
companion and playmate of my father’s,
but time seemed to have made onlya slight
impression on her, and she was still a young-
looking woman, with a smooth brow, and
hair as sunny as a child’s. We had much
to talk of, and I loved to listen while she
told me of my father’s boyhood, and of
Uncle Edward and Grandpapa. Some-
times, too, she would take me to see old
people who remembered my father and
mother before they were married, and many
were the anecdotes they had to tell of hoth.
Time passed so pleasantly, that it was hard
to realize how long I had been in the High-

You know, Annie,
my mother was obliged to take pupils after
my father’s death, and for many years I
was her ouly assistant. We had our trials ;
but I now look back on the years spent in
the school-room as among the happiest,
and most useful of my life.’’

“But you are so different,” I faltered
out; ‘“you are always trying to do good,
while I have no objeet in life.” I spoke
truly, for when I looked upon the past, Isaw
only the smouldering embers of what I had
once prized ; while the future presented a
dreary waste, from which I instinetively
shrank. ,

“Dear Annie,’” said my cousin, ¢ if you
could only realize that God hag given you a
work to do for Him, your life would no
longer be an objecﬂess one; but your daily
avocations would become a sacred mission,
and teaching would be exalted into a noble
profession, worthy of your highest talent
and energy, instead of being the wearisome
drudgery that you have found it.”
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“If T could only give my heart tothe!who was too honest to copy her sum, and

work,”” I said, ¢ I might succeed.”

! having mistaken the rule, was multiplying

‘“And you will never succeed in an}"When she ought to have heen dividing.

other way, mychild. ¢ Whatsoever
hand findeth to do, do it with
might’, is Seriptural injunction
should all do well to bear in mind.”
Martha paused ; but I asked her to go on,
for I felt that her words were good for me.
“If you wish to succeed, Annie,”’ she
continued,

&

‘““your first aim

must be 1o doubt if she gained a single new idea on the

acquire influence over your pupils; and this |

influence should be hased on affection. |

Let the children learn to love you, and you
have a good foundation on which to work.
Make each child feel that she is a particu-
lar object of interest to you, and not merely
the representative of so many poundsa year ;
that you try to improve her for her own
individual good, and not for the reputation
which it will secure to yourselt. In com-
mencing to instruet them in any new
branch, be most particular to explain your
meaning in language familiar to every
child, and do not rest satisfied with receiv-
ing answers from a few bright children ;
but interrogate each of them separately,
until they have given such distinet replies
as will assure you that they thoroughly
understand the subject. This plan may
be a little more troublesome at first;
but in the end it will save mnech fault-
finding and disappointment. I remem-
ber watching the children of a large elass
taking their lesson in arithmetic. The
question was proposed, and the rule
explained ; but while some of the children
went to work in a bnsiness-like and decided
manner, the greater number took up their
pencils hesitatingly; and after a few
ineffectual attempts rubbed out their figures,
and copied the sum from the slate of their
nearest class-mate. One girl was then
called upon to give the answer; which she
did readily, for she was one of the few who
understood the rule. Her companions, on
being asked if they had obtained the same
result, each in turn replied in the affirma-
tive, with the exception of one little girl,

thy}The child, on being desired to do so, left
thy 5 her seat and stood beside the teacher, pen-
we cil in hand, seiting down the figures as she

was told them then returned to her place
with downeast eyes, feeling that, although
she could not help it, she had cause to be
ashamed of her ignorance. I very much

subjeet ; and if the same humiliating circum-
stance would not attend many succeeding
lessons. I have also heard people confess
that, when children, they never attempted
to prepare a lesson in parsing without the
aid of a dictionary. Now, however we may
reprobate the want of principle in such cases,
we have no right to make temptations for
children ; and I feel that the careless teacher
is guilty of a twofold erime,—not only does
she send her pupils into the world but
imperfectly instructed in that which it was
her duty to teach them, but she runs the
risk of destroying for ever in their minds,
that nice distinction between right and
wrong, which is of such inestimable value
to every man and woman. While I listened
to my cousin, I felt that a new light was
breaking upon my mind; and the few
remaining weeks that I spent at Mount
Pleasant were passed in making wise
resolutions for the future. I had always
wished to do good, but now I was deter-
mined to do it, though not in my own
strength; I had talked of a teacher’s
influence,—now I believed in it. My future
efforts were attended with success, and I no
longer wondered at my past failure.

Perhaps some who read these pages are
teaching for a living. To such I would say
in  conclusion :—¢ If you eannot teach
thoroughly, giving your whole heart and
energy to the work, do not teach at all.
It is a solemn thing to tamper with human
hearts and intellects, and though yon may
not be able to trace your influence, eternity
will disclose it.”
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Original.
TO A HUMMING-BIRD.

BY ALEXANDER M‘LACHLAN.

Hush thee! husmee ! not a word,
"Tis the lovely humming-bird,
Like a spirit of the air,

Coming from we Know not where,
Bursting on our raptur'd sight

Like a vision of delight,

Cirel'd in & magic ring,

O! thou glory on the wing;

Thow’rt no thing of mortal birth,
Far too beautiful for earth,

But a thing of happy dreams,
Rainbow glories, heavenly gleams,
Something fallen from out the sky,
To delight man’s heart and eye,

In this weary world of ours,
Wand’ring spirit of the flowers !

.

What a #onder, what a joy !

Is that happy little boy,

As In ecstacy he stands,

Gazing with uplifted hands,

In a rapture of surprise,

He devours thee with his eyes;—
Thou shalt haunt him many a day,
Even when his locks gre grey,
Thou’lt be a remember’d joy
Happy ! happy! little boy.

And that old man’s face the while
Brightens with a welcome smile,
Toiling at his daily duty,

He is startled by thy beauty

Out of all his dally cares,

‘rhou hast ta’en him unawares,
Ta’en him in a moment back
O’er a long and weary track;

All his present cares and troubles
Vanished like a sea of bubbles ;
For again the mountaing gray

In that dear land far away,

With his father’s humble cot
Round him in a vision float,

And despite of age and pain

He's alittle boy again.

Weicome ! welcome ! happy sprite,
Welcome ! spirit of delight

Deeper than the joy of wine,

Or the ancient songs divine,

For my spirit thou dost carry

Back into the realms of Fairy;

Round my heart thou com’st to weave
Things we hope for and believe,
Things we’ve longed for since our birth
Things we’ve never found on earth,

o)) how weary would we be

But for visitants like thee,

»

But like pleasure, lovely thing
Thou art ever on the wing;

Like the things we wish to stay,
Thou’rt the first to pass away ;
Flying like our hopes the fleetest,
Passing like the Joy that’s sweetest,
Even now like music’s tone,
Thou'rt a glory come and gone.

Original,
EARLY SCENES IN CANADIAN LIFE.

CHAPTER XII.

THE YOUNG ADVENTURER—THREE MONTHS
AT SEA-—ENTHUSIASTIC ADMIRATION OF
NEW WORLD—SETTLEMENT—MARRIAGE~
PROSPERITY.

Mr. Ralph Morden, whose numerous and
respectable descendants are now residing
in various portions of Ontarie, was born in
England, in 1742. His parents belonged
to the Society of Friends, and members of
their community were from time to time
receiving glowing accounts of the pros-
perity which had attended the settlements
made in the American wilderness, by their
co-religionists, under the guidance of the
intrepid William Penn. In these pictures of
forest life, figured no blood-thirsty savage,
with tomahawk and firebrand, putting the
settlers in terror for their lives; all was
peace, plenty, and happiness. The wisdom
and justice manifested towards the Indians
by William Penn, in his dealings with them,
had early procured theijr friendship for the
peace-loving settlers. :

Young Morden, having his thoughts thus
early turned to the advantages and enjoy-
ments of life in the Western Wilds, as he
advanced towards manhood, had his mind
filled with visions of the wealth, honor, and
happinesy to be enjoyed when he should
have become g great landed proprietor in
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that far off world of scarcely credible
wonders. He resolved that his home should
be beyond the great sea, and as soon as he
Was in a position to act for himself he.bent
all his energies to the accomplishment of
that objeet,.

Having learned that a ship was to sail
at a given time from a certain port for the
American continent (an event in those
days), he made immediate preparations for
his departure from the home and friends of
his youth, to try his fortune in that new
and strange land of promise, which had so
excited the enthusiasm of his boyhood.

His leave-takings over, and the necessary
arrangements made for his voyage, buoyant
with expectation, he stepped on board the
ship. Nothing more remained to be done,
and ashe leaned listlessly against the side of
the vessel, gazing upon the swiftly receding
shores of his native country, the thought of
all he was leaving brought a pang to his
heart, that a moment before he would not
have thought possible. Then he realized
that he was separating himself, probably
for ever, from all the loved ones at home,
and tears, not unworthy of his manhood,
moistened his eyes. All his bright antici-
pations of a prosperous and happy future
were insufficient to prevent a sinking of the
heart, as in that moment he whispered to
kindred and country ¢ for ever fare ye
well.”

The ship was now fairly at sea ; and the
Passengers and crew prepared to make
themselves as comfortable as possible in
the eircumstances. The passage was rough
and very tedious; and the accommodations
not such as passengers in this day need
envy. For three long months did the
vessel roll about on the bosom of the boister-
ous billows. How cheering then did the
ery of Land! land !! sound in the ears of
the wearied, almost disheartened passengers.
Tumultuous with joy, those of them who
were able to do so, rushed upon deck to
have a small speck upon the edge of the
horizon pointed out to them as the land of
their hopes. Many of them, doubtful
whether they were not the subject of a

hoax, long and anxiously scanned the
infinitesimal objeet,till its slowly increasing
size removed their doubts. At length, amid
demonstrations of unbounded delight—and,
in some hearts, we trust earnest thanks-
giving to Him who had preserved them
from the dangers of the great deep—the
storm-tossed ship entered the long-desired
haven.

The distance sailed—probably computed
by the time occupied—since sighting land,
impressed young Morden with wonder and
admiration at the vastness of the country,
which were not diminished as his eyes
roved towards the interior over the
apparently interminable stretches of forest.
The now busy marts—then only inecon-
siderable towns—presented few attractions
to the hardy yeoman, determined upon
becoming the possessor of broad acres. He
pressed eagerly forward towards the settle-
ments of the Friends in Pennsylvania,
finding fresh food for admiration in the
wild beauties of the almost primeval forest,
nothing daunted by the hardships, but
delighted with the new and strange
adventures encountered during his inland
journey. Having arrived among the quiet,
industrions Friends. the indications of
abundance, comfort, and prospective wealth
which he there saw, were so satisfactory
that he lost no time in taking the necessary
steps in order to become, himself, a land-
holder. This accomplished, he set to work
with a will, to bring about the realization
of his long-cherished dreams.

Shortly after beeoming established upon
his estate, he began to think that his little
log eabin was not nearly so comfortable an
abode as he had fancied it in the first days
of his occupancy. In fact, he made the
discovery that it had lacked one grand
essential of a happy home. Dauring this
period he had been reflecting much upon,
and had given the full assent of his judge-
ment to, the seriptural assertion : ¢ It is not
good for man to be alone,” —incited to
such reflections, it is to be feared, by the
bright eyes and sunny smile of a fair
daughter of the Emerald Isle, with whom
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he had become acquainted. He succeeded
in recommending himself to the aflections
of the damsel, and ere long obtained the
hand he sought. When he saw his cheerful
young wife moving about his forest home,
he in his heart pronounced it complete in
all itsappointments. Nor did the experience
of after years falsify his fond anticipations :
‘“She did him good, and not evil all the
days of his life.” They were both young,
vigorous, and industrious; and the virgin
soil yielded them abundant returns for their
toil, while sons and daughters grew up
about them. Thus the happy years sped

along till our young emigrant found himself

at middle life, the prosperous man of his
youthful visions.

CHAPTER XITI.

ADHERES TO THE CROWN DURING REVOLUTION
—SHELTERS LOYALISTS—LAND AND THE
FAULKNERS — THE INDIAN LADDER -—
MORDEN’S ARREST—LAND ESCAPES.

Clouds dark and portentous had long been
gathering in the political horizon, but all
unheeded by the happy farmer, who could
not entertain so monstrous an idea, as that
the discontents of the colonists would
culminate in war. Both he and his wife
were firm in their adherence to the cTown,
and in their faith in its power to enforce
submission. And when the conflict came
they were unwavering in their loyalty and
confidence. John, their eldest 80N, was
now quite an active lad, but still too young
to be required to hear arms, and the
prineiples in which he had been reared did
not digpose him to volunteer his services.
Morden being a Quaker, and, therefore, not
oonsidered dangerous, was allowed to pursue
his usual avocations with but litile inter-
ference. Thus, enjoying some of the dearest
blessings of peace, in the midst of war, they
rejoiced in their unbroken family circle;
and thinking they had less at stake in the
conflict than others, they could contemplate
with comparative equanimity the fearful
struggle going on in the land.

Their sympathy with the royal cause led
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them to afford shelter on several occasions
to persons whose more active loyalty had
i rendercd them obnoxious to the Continentals.
This having been made known, by the
parties so succoured, to the British Officers,
secured for the Mordens their favor and
i brotection, whenever the British were in
|the ascendant. This, however, proved
Irather a doubtful advantage, as it caused
them to be regarded with suspicion by
L those of their neighbors who adhered to the
I Revolutionary cause.

i Morden had become a great woodsman,
‘ and was familiar with a large extent of the
fforest contiguous to his home. Like the
‘members of his society generally, he had
ialways maintained the most friendly rela-
itions with the Indians, and he possessed
fnot a little influence over them. Some. of
his loyalist friends, who had made them-
selves more conspicuous in the contest than
was consistent with their safety where they
were, in effecting their escape to Canada,
were much assisted by his knowledge of the
wilderness.

Among these, was an active and daring
loyalist, whose name was Land. He, with
two brothers named Faulkner, had been
outon an expedition, obtaining horses with-
out the permission of their owners, for the
use of the British forces. The Americans
had been made aware of the connection of
these parties with the abstraction of the
horses, and had for some time been seeking
them ; but, as yet, had been unable to arrest
them. Land, finding that it had become
unsafe for him to remain any longer in the
country, resolved to make an attempt to
reach Canada with all possible speed. To
this end, he solicited from Morden such aid
ashe had previously afforded to others in
like difficulty. Well knowing the immi-
nence of his friend’s danger, Morden
approved his determination to fly from the
country, and promised his assistance.
He also advised that the Faulkners should
accompany him.

The passes of the mountains were all
guarded; but he agreed to pilot them
through the woods, by such s réute as wonld
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avoid all the American guards, to a place of ! Land dashed into the thick bushes, and, fieet

which he had knowledge, at the foot of |
the Blue Mountain, where what is called >
an Indian ladder had been constructed.:
This rude contrivance is formed of pOleSt
sufficiently strong to bear the weight of a!
man. The limbs are cut off at some little
distance from the body of the pole, leaving
a sufficient length of the limb still attached
to the pole, to afford a support to the footin ;
climbing. The poles are then firmly fa.s-f
tened together with bark, and secured !
against the side of the cliff intended to be
scaled. The mountain, at the point where
this ladder was placed, was supposed 5
impossible of ascent, and being remote from ;
every ordinary course of travel,—far away |
in the unfrequented depths of the forest—it |
had escaped observation, only a few being |
aware of its existence. All this—the route
to be taken—and all necessary particulars,
Morden communicated Lo Land.

A messenger was despatehed in all confi-,
dence to the Faulkners, informing them Of
Land’sintended flight, suggesting that they !
should accompany him, telling them that:
Morden had promised (o pilot them to o
place of safety, and mentioning a certain |
time and place at which they should meet
the others, if they wished to be of the party ;
but fortunately for Land, entering into no
further particulars.

At the appointed time, the two friends
set out upon their perilous journey, and
Wwithout encountering any unexpected diffi-

culty, reached the vieinity of the rendez-
vous. There, instead of the Faulkners,

they found a guard in readiness for their;

reception.
consultation.
danger of his friend, and bidding him to fly

There was not a moment for%
Morden thought only of the:

for his life, he went forward himself, still
unsuspicious of treachery,—though wonder.
ing at the presence of the guard in that:some short time previousto his eapture, and

unfrequented place.

as a young deer, soon distaneed his pur-
suers. As soon as he felt sure that the pur-
suit had heen abandoned, he proceeded to
take his bearings, and following the direc-
ticns previously given him by Morden, he
after a weary search found the Indian lad-
der. By its aid, he succeeded in elamber.
ing to the summit of the Blue Mountain.
Thence he passed through the forest, and
after enduring untold hardships, and count-
less dangers, he finally reached Canada in
safety.

Meanwhile, poor Morden, though a pri-
soner, was but little apprehensive of the
fate that awaited him. Though the Faulk-
ners had failed to make their appearances
the unsuspicious Morden did not see any

eonnection between that circumstance and

the presence of the guard at the rendezvous.

! He was still puzzled to understand how it
, was that Land’s flight, and the course he

would take, had been divulged.

The fact was, that when the Faulkners
received Land’s message, they thought the
scheme of escape a very doubtful chance.
But it suggested to their treacherous minds
the idea of securing their own safety, by
sacrificing their friends. Accordingly, they
entered into negotiations with the officer
commanding the Continental forces in the
neighborhood, which resulted in the events
above detailed. Thus poor Morden was
taken in a trap, laid by the very men
whose lives he was endeavoring to save.

CHAPTER XIV.

A  TFATAL DOCUMENT — OPPORTUNITIES TO
ESCAPE — NEGLECTS THEM — FAULKNERS
APPEAR AGAIN3T HIM—HANGED AS A SPY
~—CAREER OF FAULKNERS—THE WIDOW,

Morden having visited the British camp

He was, however,; the region in which he lived being fre-

apprehensive of no great danger to himself; } quently overrun by bands—sometimes of the
being confident that nothing more serlousw one party, and sometimes of the other—

than having been found there, in Land's
eompany, could be brought against him.

. by whom the residents were often roughly
handlod the commanding officer had given

On the instant of parting from Morden, ! Morden on the occassion of his visit to {he
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camp a letter of protection or pass. This
paper he always kept upon his person, that
it might be availoble in ease of his falling
into the hands of any straggling British
hand : and it was of conrse found when he
was arrested. He was charged with being
a British spy ; and it was also asserted that,
when taken, he was on his way into the
wilderness, to influence the Indiansto come
out and destroy the settlers.

Innocent of any such purpose, he gave
himself very little concern about the
charges, supposing that that which was false
could not be proved to be true. He was
detained a prisoner for several weeks,
before being brought to trial. Daring that
time, on two or three occasions, he might
have made his eseape ; but thinking that to
doso would be regarded as an admission
that he was guilty of the things charged
against him, he allowed those last oppor-
tunities to pass unimproved. Unacquainted
with military regulations, or modes of
thought, he was quite unconscious of the
damaging nature of the proof they pos-
sessed against him, in the letter of protec-
tion found upon his person. This was pro-
duced upon the trial, and considered deei-
sive proof of hisbeing a spy. The Faulk-
ners also appeared, and swore hard against
him. He was found guilty, and sentenced
to die the death of a spy. Had he been
less solicitous about the lives of these
base men, he would not have endangered
his own, and might have lived to spend a
happy and honored old age in the midst of
his family, instead of being about to perish
by the hands of the hangman.

Immediately upon realizing that his
fearful doom was fixed, he sent for his
beloved wife; who in an agony of grief
hastened to his prison. We will not
attempt to describe the heart-rending inter-
view between this amiable and affectionate
couple, so suddenly overwhelmed by the
blackness and darkness of hopeless sorrow.

Having made the best arrangement in
his power for the family so soon to be bereft of
husband and father, he took an affectionate
leave of the almost broken-hearted com-
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panion of his happy years, and prepared to
resign himself to his hard fate, as became a
loyal christian man.

When led out for execution, he declared
his innocence of having tampered with the
Indians, diselaiming any intention or
desire to bring them upon the settlers. He
also affirmed that his intercourse with the
British had been confined to acts of merey
and kindness; and that it was for such
things that he had been adjudged worthy of
death. Such was the melancholy termina-
tion of a peaceful and upright life,—the
dark finale to all the bright anticipations
with which the hopeful young English-
man had bidden adieu to his native land.

But what of the miscreants whose black
ingratitude had thus rewarded the kind
friend who had sought to serve them when
The disorder and com-
parative anarchy consequent upon the civil
contest enabled them to live much in their
former manner, till the close of the war,
though nothing seemed to prosper with
them, and they were neither trusted nor res-
pected by either party.

After the termination of the war, one of
them attempted to attach himself to a band
of U. E. Loyalists, designing to come to
Canada in that character. But one who
was acquainted with his treachery caused
him to be informed, that if he was ever
found on British soil he would be made to
expiate the blood of Morden. Diseretion
therefore determined him to keep south of
the lakes. Ultimately, one of them was
drowned, and the other, in a fit of remorse,
by his own act, terminated his miserable
existence. )

Bravely had Mrs. Morden struggled, as
far as possible, to suppress outward manifes-
tations of the anguish that was wringing
her heart, lest she might thereby add to the
distress of her husband, and unfit him to
meet with ealmness the last dreadful trial.
That over, the flood-gates of her sorrow
broke loose, and in abandonment of spirit,
she mourned the husband of her youth.
For a time, she was borne to the earth ’
and all hope and energy erushed within her

in extremity ?
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by the magnitude of the calamity that had
fallen upon her. But not long would the
necessities of her familyallow her toindulge
in unavailing lamentations. Her eight
children looked to her for comfort and sup-
port, and she was obliged to rouse herself
from the stupor of despair, to care for the
wants of the living. But how was she, in
her now desolated home, to provide food and
raiment for these dear ones, in the midst of
a community exasperated by the belief that
their father had conspired to deliver them
and their wives and children to the blood-
thirsty fury of the savage Indians? Dark as
the prospect was, the effort had to be made,
and, aided by the dutiful exertions of her
son John, she succeeded in supporting ler
family; though they all had to endure
hardships to which they had hitherto been
strangers. :

The war was still raging with unabated
violence. To the exciting causes which
had actuated the adverse parties at the
commencement of the conflict, was now
added a spirit of retaliation for individual
injuries sustained. Those who had once
been attached neighbors, had become vin-
dictive and malignant enemies. The
harassed widow bore up under the accumu-
lated trials of her lot, as best she could.
Seeing no hope of improvement in her con-
dition, but in the termination of the war,
she had determined, as soon as the return
of peace would make such a proceeding
practicable, to remove with her children to
Canada. Undaunted by the thought of the
Yoils and dangers which were to be encoun-
tered in passing through the wilderness
that separated her abode from the Canadian
frontier, with her young children ; without
the assistance and protection of the husband
and father, she resolved to make the attempt
as soon as opportunity offered. To that
end she put herself in communication with
Mr. Land, the companion of her husband’s
l2st disastrous adventure, and some other
fugitives who had escaped into Canada;
with what results will hereafter be seen.

(To be continued.)
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Original.
THREE SYMBOLS OF LIFE.

BY W. ARTHUR CALNERK, ANNAPOLIS, N. 8.

I.
Spring o’er the earth is breathing, love,
And buds their leaves unfold ;
Flowers in the vale are wreathing, love,
Their chaplets—green and gold.
The bursting buds and op’ning flowers,
Are symbols true of life’s young hours.

11.

Look on the oak tree rearing, love,
Its ¢ broad green crown” on high,
Proud in its strength, unfearing, love,

The roaring tempest's cry.
The forest king—the old oak tree—
Shall stalwart manhood’s symbol be

I11.
Leaves on the trees are fading, lovs,
The autumn winds sweep by,
Branches and sprays unlading, love,
At every passing sigh.
The falling leaves are symbols fine
Of grey old age and life’s decline.

Original,—( Copyright Reserved.)
THE CRUCIBLE.

BY ALICIA.
(Continued.)
CHAPTER XXV.
There are joys and sunshine, sorrows and tears,
That deck the pathof life’s April hours,
And a loving wish for the coming years,
That hope ever breathes with the fairest .
. flowers.
There are friendships guileless—love as bright
Ana pure as the stars in the hall of night.

There are ashen memories, bitter pain,

And buried hopes, and a broken bow,
And an aching heart by a restless main,

And the sea breeze fanning the pallid brow ;
And a wanderer on the shell-lined shore
Listening for voices that speak no more.

Edna's quick eye of affection detected
the many signs of failing health in her
beloved father; and often her heart would
sink within her at the thought of the
future before her. Left without an earthly
protector—without means of support—what
would become of her? She knew she had
many kind friends who would gladly offer
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her a home; but to be wholly dependant
on them she would never consent. She must
find some way of obtaining her own liveli-
hood were that necessary, yet in all her
uncertainty concerning her future life,
should her earthly parent be taken from
her, she was assured that her Heavenly
Father would never leave nor forsake her,
—that being deprived of every one on
earth, on whom to lean for support, she had
the greater claim on Him who ever proves
himself the father of the fatherless, andthe
helper of the helpless.

Thus the months rolled on, and stern
winter once more yielded the reins of
government to his gentle daughter spring;
and under her mild sway the frosty
fetters which had so long bound each merry
streamlet, and locked in their dreary prison
each herb and flower, were burst asunder;
and the brook flowed over its pebbly bed,
dancing, and sparkling in the sunshine:
while the tender spring flowerssmiled their
welcome {o the green grass, and the fresh
young leaves above them.

Edna was a consiant visitor at the
Rectory, and as Captain Ainslie often
accompanied her, he  too soon began to be
looked on asa friend of the family ; he acted
almost as a brother to the three girls,
Margaret, Edna, and Jessie, and was ever
on hand, and willing to make himself useful
in any respect. Asthe daysgrew long and
warm the four would often spend their
evenings cn the water, the Captain acting
as rower, and Jessie invariably taking the
helm. Sho was very quiet, and would
never speak but to reply to a question one
of the party might put to her; when rallied
as to her silence, she would say with a
smile that her office at the stern was an
important one, and that she eould not talk
and do herduty well. Afterseveral attempts
to induce her to join in their conversation,
they would let her do as she wished. She
seemed to enjoy the quiet, and almost to be
oblivious of those around her; gentle,
amiable, and kind she ever was, yet very
different from the merry, fun-loving Jessie
of a fow months previous.

ek e

Very often FEdna was unable to
accompany them, as her father, when at
home, seemed unhappy and uneasy if she
was not with him ; thus it happened that
Margaret and the Captain were thrown on
each other for entertainment, and there
grew up between them a warm friendship
based on that good foundation: mutual
respect and esteem.

To Edna, those precious moments spent
with Ernest, on the evening of her brother’s
death, and the happiness they afforded,
mingled with the sorrow then hanging over
her, seemed but as some strange, sweet
dream; every word, every action of Ernest’s
was dwelt on, and the more she thought on
them the more convinced she became that
he still loved her.

¢« But, if he did, why did he not tell me
507’ she thoaght. ¢ Though he certainly
had no opportunity of speaking to me alone
after that first evening, could he not write ?
Surely there was nothing to prevent that,
excepting, perhaps, the fear that I nolonger
loved him.”

And she remembered his expression of
sadness and disappointment as he glanced
into the drawing-room the afterncon when
he had called with Lionel. Ata time when
she was receiving no visitors, it certainly
looked as if Caplain Ainslie wasa privileged
person, that she should be sitting conversing
so familiarly with him not a fortnight after
her brother’s death.

« I can only wait,’”’ she said, as she rose
to meet her father, whose step she had heard
in the hall.

«J can only wait; a change must come
sooner or later ; either he will marry, and
then, at least, put an end to this suspense;
or perhaps, the Lord will take me to him-
self. He knows I am often weary, but His
will be done.”

And what Ernest’s thoughts
concerning her who had once been his
affianced bride ! Perhaps we can best
ascertain by perusing a letter, written in
reply to one his mother had sent him
inquiring as to what his real feelings were
inthe matter. After waiting in vain,in the

were
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hope that he would, unasked, speak to her
on the subject, she at last resolved to be
told, and break the ice of reserve which
had been maintained on the point between
them. Trnest’s reply ran thus:

B—, June 2nd, 18—,
“ MY DEAREST MOTIER:

“ Your letter of last week gave meno surprise.
1 had long expected you to speak on the subject
on which we have beenso long silent. Itrust
you will not have thought me unkind, or
wanting in eonfidence to you, dear mother, in
not mentioning it before; you can well believe
that it is & most painful subject to me, and it is
simply because 1 have had nothing to tell you
but what you must have known from your own
observation that T have not spoken of it before.
That my love to EdnacClifford is as strong as
ever, I trust you know your son too well_ ever
to doubt; nor would I have allowed so many
months, and even years, to pass without having
told her so, but that I firmly believed she no
longer loved me, or that in a moment of
wounded pride she had promised her hand to
another, even though her heart were still true
to me.

«“phat she was at one time engaged to Captain
Ainslie, I have too substantial proof to doubt,
and much as Istili love Edua, there is some-
thing in me which rebels against the idea of
being again received after she has flirted with
and deccived another; and yet if she has done
so, mother, I believe she has bitterly repented
of iL; even now, had I not the best of grounds
for believing it, I could not think her capable of
acting thus,~I thought her too noble, too good.
But, mother, I cannot write more on this subject.
If Edna Clifiord is not my wife (and there seems
littte probability of that now), I shall never
marry, but I trust I am resigned to God’s will,
50 don’t grieve on my account, dear mother, for
L am very happy; and though since Lionelleft
(I think I told you in my last that we had been
ordered from B —), I am often lonely, and
sigh ior a quiet home, yet I must be content
and strive todo my duty in that state of life
unto which it has pleased God to call me.

“With regard to Mr. Clifford, in the event of
his death, I should, of course, be obliged to go
to L— to settle up Mr. Clifford’s affairs, and
there is a possibility of my remaining there;
then I should be with you once more, dear
mother, for which I should be glad; but all is
uncertain, and I earnestly hope, for his
daughter’s 'sake, that, Mr. Ciifford’s lite may be
spared. But I must conclude, for my watch
tells me it is nearly one.

“ Love to Winnie and Frank, alsoto my small
nephew, if he can appreciate it.

Ever your affectionate son,

ERrNEST LEIGHTON.”

Mrs.Leighton’s feelings were very mingled
while she read her son’s letter : at one
moment pity for, and the next annoyance,
and even anger towards Edna were predo-
minant. In order to excuse these feelings
of anger in Mrs. Leighton, we must remem-
ber that she was in ignorance of many of
the circumstances of which we are aware,
and which would have entirely freed Edna
from blame. Anything like slight to her
only son was keenly felt~by his doting
mother.

That Ernest should have judged Edna as
he did, we cannot wonder, when we recol-
lect the words he overheard Captain Ainslie
utter, as he bore Edna’s insensible form to
Mrs. Maitland’s door.

Oh! what sorrow, what misery, is caused
by misunderstandings, by one little word
misinterpreted, one trival action mis-
judged. Yet often it appears impossible to
avoid such ; they occur between those loving
most devotedly, and knowing each other’s
characters and dispositions seemingly, as
well as it is possible they should be known
excepting by Him ¢ unto whom all hearts
are open, all desires known, and from whom
no secrets are hid.” Mrs. Leighton now
felt that she could do nothing in the mat.
ter ; she well understood her son’s feelings
with regard to Edna ; but christian mother,
as she was, she left her boy’s happiness in
the hands of her God, fully assured that He
knew even better than she could what was
for her beloved one’s best interests.

‘What did not Ernest Leighton owe to his
mother! And what power does a christian
mother wield over her children’s lives!
The most profligate, the most hardened,
have been led to God by the remembrance
of a sainted mother’s pleadings, or the
infant’s prayer lisped at her knee.

CHAPTER XXVI.

It matters not at what hour of the day

The righteous fall asleep; Death cannot come

To him untimely who is fit to die;

The less of this cold world the more of heaven;

The briefer life, the earlier immortality.
—Milman.

For some time past Mr. Clifford had been
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very little at his office, and every day his
inelination to go seemed less ; yet he never
complained, merely saying that he felt
weak, and that he thought a few days
nursing would set him all right; yet his
words, far from quieting his daughter’s
fears, only served to make her more
anxious.

One day, in the middle of June, he
seemed even weaker than usual, and
remained in bed a greater part of the
morning, a thing which Edna had never
before known him to do. She implored
him to allow her to send for a doctor, but
he assured her that he was not ill, that she
need not alarm herself. When he rose he
seemed much more cheerful, and even took
a drive with Edna, so that she was quite
cheered, and really thought he was better.

“Iam sure if I could only persuade you
to go out with me every day that you
would be better, dear papa,” said Edna, as
they sat together at dinner.

“Well, my love, I dare say you are
right; I will try, after this, to make time
to drive with you every day,” replied her
father. «1I will go to the office in the
morning, if I feel as well as I do now, and
you can drive round for me at half-past
three,” he added, with so much animation
that Edna almost wondered at her fears,
and assured herself that her father was
really much better.

Frank Austin and Winnifred came in
after dinner, and the former was closeted
with Mr. Clifford for several hours, while
Winnie and Edna sat chatting together.

When their visitors had left, Edna joined
her father in his study. He was sitting,
his face buried in his hands, but he looked
up as Edna closed the door, and motioned
her to come to him.” He was a fine-looking
man, even yet; the thick curling locks,
now quite white, clustered above the broad
high foreliead, and the deep brown eyes
were full of tenderness as they rested upon
his beloved child.

‘“Come, and sit down here,” he said
pointing Edna to a stool near him. ¢ Come,
my child, and cheer your old father. My

poor lamb,” he added, caressing her hair
as he bent over her, ‘“what will become
of you when I am gone ?”’

¢“Oh, darling papa, do not speak of leav-
ing me,” cried Edna. ¢ Why, you are so
much better to-day.”

He smiled sadly, but did not speak.
Aftera lengthened silence he said, suddenly,

“Did I ever show you your mother’s
likeness, Edna; one she gave me before I
was married ?”’

““No,” replied Edna, ‘I should like so
much to see it.”’

“Well, take this key, and if you open
the lowest small drawer, on the right side
of the secretaire, you will find it.”

Mr. Clifford handed the buneh of keys to
Edna, and she proceeded to do as she was
directed.

“Js this i1t?” she asked, holding up a
morocco case.

““Yes,” replied ber father. ‘¢ You may
lock the drawer,” he added, *¢I shall not
put it back.”

Edna brought the case and handed it to
her father; he opened it, and after looking
al it for some moments, handed it to his
daughter. It was a miniature in ivory,
and Edna gazed with admiration on the
lovely face before her. The eyes seemed
life-like in their melting tenderness, and
the light brown hair was arranged in little
curls over the fair high forehead ; the dress
was deep blue, cut low, and plaited from
the shoulders, crossing in front, and fas-
tened in the centre by a large brooch, with -
pendants. Edna recognized it as one she
ther wore,—her father having given it to
her but a year before. The deep blue of
the dress set off the fair, iransparent-looking
neck and throat; and Edna thought, as she
gazed, that she had never seen anything so
lovely; and yet that beauty was that of
delicacy, and there was a shade of sorrow
in those lustrous blue eyes, as if they were
piercing the veil which hid the future,
with all its sadness, from their view.

¢ Oh, it is so very, very lovely!”
exclaimed Edna, looking up at her father
through her tears.
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‘“ And not one whit more lovely than she
really was. I remember so well the night
your mother gave it me. It was the even-
ing she had promised to be my wife, and I
th(;ugh', that never did any man win a
lovelier bride. But I wish not to dwell on
what happened afterwards; I want to
think nothing but happy thoughts to-night,
and yet so closely are the threads of sorrow
and joy inwoven in the web of my life,
that it is hard to separate them. But my
hopes are not on earth now, my child ; it
is my joy to look forward to the rest above,
to the meeting my wife in heaven. Oh,
Edna, my child, I sometimes long to go!”

Edna looked up at her father’s face, and
saw there such an expression of rapturous
joy that it filled her eyes with tears, and
she said, sadly :

¢ But, father, you would leave me all
alone. What should I do without you ?”

“ Ah, my daughter, that is my only grief
now ; and, yet, I leave you in the hands of
my God. He will surely watch over and
keep my child. But it is fully time you
went to your room, my dear; I am going
to rest in a few minutes.”

¢ But i3 there nothing I ean do for you,
dear papa ?’

“ Nothing, my child; God ever bless
you; we shall soon all meet in our Father’s
house; we shall soon join our loved and
lost ones there; good-night, and God bless
you, my love,” said Mr. Clifford, tenderly
kissing his daughter, and lingering long
over his farewells.

When Edna left him she felt strangely
anxious, and could not account for her
uneasiness. She did not go to bed, but sat
up for an hour, listening anxiously to hear
her futher leave his study. When the hours
had passed, and he did not go, she grew
restless and uneasy, and at length went
into the hall and listened at his door, but
she could hear nothing ; and after waiting
for some moments, she softly entered the
study. Her father was sitting where she
had left him, his head slightly thrown
back against the chair. His Bible lay
open before him, and on it rested his wife’s
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miniature. Edna went softly up to him,
and laid her hand on his arm, but she
started back with a seream of terror, for
her father slept the sleep of death.

Calm and quiet was the face of the dead ;
an expression of peace and happiness on
it, the eyes closed, the hands folded,—so
natural he looked, Edna could not believe
that the spirit of her beloved father had
fled, that she was indeed left fatherless and
friendless.

She aroused the servants, and sent oft the
sorrowing, affrighted Larry for Dr. Pon-
sonby, telling him to ask Miss Ponsonby to
come also.

She then returned to the study, but such
a feeling of desolateness, of utter loneliness,
crept over her, that again seating herself
on the stool by her dead father's side, she
gave way to her sorrow. Gradually she
grew calmer, and looking up through her
tears on her beloved father's face, so still
in death, she exclaimed :

“Surely that smile proceeds from the
knowledge that to depart and be with
Christ is far bettes. Surely those dear
eyes, which never looked on me but in
tenderest love, now see the King in His
beauty, and behold the land which is far
off ! Truly he is better off,—done for ever
with earth, its cares and sorrows; and sad
and lonely as I am, I could not, would not
wish him back.” |

She was interrupted by the entrance of
Dr. Ponsonby and his sister, but the doctor
could do nothing. Charles Clifford was
beyond the reach of mortal aid. How often
we see that those who, during life, enjoy
perfect health, die suddenly without g
day’s illness; yet Mr. Clifford’s death was
not unexpected to Dr. Ponsonby ; he had
long feared that his friend’s heart was
diseased, and he was not surprised when
Larry, in breathless haste, told him the sad
news of his master’s sudden death.

Edna could not be persuaded to leave
her father, hut she was very ealm and col-
lected ; and, when Ernest came, reeeived
him with such quiet kindness, that he
could not but regard her with astonishment.
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When all was over,—the last farewell
taken of all that was left her of her
beloved parent, and the solemn words,
t¢dust to dust, ashes to ashes,” said over
him who had been Edna Clifford’s all,—
she was at once obliged to prepare to leave
her home, hallowed by so many recollec-
tions of the departed.

The day after the funeral she sent for
Ernest, and listened, in unmoved silence,
to the tidings that her father had left
nothing for her support; but when ILrnest
told her that the house, and even all the
furniture, must be sold, she clasped her
hands tightly together, and leaning her
weary head against the wall, she closed her
eyes, as if to shut out the terrible truth.
However, she made no display of her feel-
ings, but rising, she said, quietly:

“Is that all? You will excuse my
leaving you ; I must think over this alone.
Thank you, for all your kindness, Mr.
Leighton. I suppose,” she added, as she
was leaving the room, ¢ that I must leave
immediately.”

«It is not absolutely mnecessary, Miss
Clifford ; but, taking everything into con-
sideration, I think it would be better for
you to do so,” was Ernest’s quiet reply.
She gave him her hand, without speaking,
and slowly quitted the room.

That aflernoon Edna went back with
Miss Ponsonby, with only the hope of com-
ing onece more to bid a long farewell to her
childhood’s home,—that home so dear to
her,—where every spot was hallowed by
some memory of happy days long flown.
She seemed crushed with the depth of her
sorrow, and suffered her kind friends to
take her where they would, submitting to
all their arrangements without a murmur.
The future was dark and uncertain, and she
knew not what course to pursue; she
intended, for the present, to accept Miss
Ponsonby’s and Mrs. Maitland’s kind offers
of a home, and remain with them until
some way of supporting herself should be
open to her.

Sometimes the doctor feared for her
health, even for her life, so pale and

fragile she looked; her grief seemed too
deep for tears, and her kind physician
dreaded all the more the effect it might
have upon her feeble frame ; her patience,
and uncomplaining resignation, tonched all
who saw lher, and moved their pity even
more than her open sorrow would have
done.

CHAPTER XXVII.

Nay, shrink not from the word ‘ Farewell,”
SBuch fears may prove but vain;
80 changeful is life’s fleeting day,
Where'er we sever—1ope may say
We part to meet again,
—Rarton. :

A week or two after Edna went to Miss
Ponsonby’s, she begged to be allowed to go
and take one last farewell of her dear old
home, and as she implored to be alone, her
friends yielded to her request; so in the
quiet July afternoon she was driven there
by the docior.

Entering the still, desolate-looking house,
she began her dreary work of visiting each
room in order; she lingered long in her
father’s study, but as she knew Ernest and
Miss Ponsonby would collect together all
that might still be lers, she left everything
untouched, save her mother’s miniature, and
one of her father, taken at the same time,
and which she knew would be valucd by
her alone. How strange, and yet how fami-
liar everything looked—the old clock stand-
ing in its usual place, enjoying the long-
est rest it had ever known ; her father’s
coat and hat hanging in the hall just as
usual; but her footsteps echoed in the silent
halls, and she started at the sound of her
own voice when her cough would bhreak the
stillness, for she had taken cold a fow days
before, and was feeling wretched in body
and mind.

Sad work it was, visiting one by one the
old familiar places, and knowing that she
should see them nomore, except as occupied
by strangers. Atlength all the rooms had
been gone throngh, excepting her own,
which she had reserved to the last, that
here she might spend a little time in quiet,
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and take a lingering farewell of all that
had been peculiarly her own. N

She had heard -that the house and furni-
ture had been sold to a gentleman not resi-
ding in L , though as yet she had not
learnt his name or any particulars about
the family. She wished she might know
something about those who would occupy
these rooms so dear to her, and if her little
garden would be cared for. Her eyes filled
with tears, as she gazed on the roses and
honeysuckles she and Ernest had planted
together long years ago, when they were
happy children; or as she looked on the
rustic seat under the old elm at the lake
shore, where, of late, she and her father had
so often spent their evenings.

She sat down on a low seat near the win-
dow, knowing she had yet several hours to
spend there, as she had told Miss Ponsonby
not to expect her before dusk, when she
would walk home alone.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL,

Indeed, Ilove thee: come,
Yield thyself up; my hopes and thine are one;
Accomplish thou my manhood and thyself;
Lay thy sweet hands in mine, and trust to me.
—Tennyson.

Early in the same afternoon on which
Edna was taking a last farewell of her
childhood’s home, Ernest rode out to Mrs.
Maitland’s, from whom he had received a
note that morning saying that she wished
particularly to see him.

He found her sitting alone, waiting for
him ; and, after a few moments of intro-
ductory conversation, she said :

“Mr. Leighton, perhaps you have al-
ready an idea that my reason for wishing
to see you to-day, was to speak to you
about Elna Clifford ; and I trust you will
not think me intruding on your private
affairs, but I cannot but believe you are
still attached to my dear young friend, and
knowing you both since childhood, I have
long wished to reconcile you. Would you
think it rude of me, if, before I proceed, I
should ask you one question? Isit only the

fear, or the belief, that Edna no longer
loves you, that prevents your telling her of
your continued aflection for her #’

Ernest did not at once answer, and it
may be well believed that Mrs. Maitland
anxiously awaited his reply. At length,
he said :

“I should have spoken to Miss Clifford

long e’er this, Mrs. Maitland, but thag I

have the best of proof that if she is not at
present engaged to Captain Ainslie, she
was at no very distant period.. She must
either care very little, or nothing, about
me, or else mnst have led Captain Ainslie
to believe she loved him when she did not ;
and, Mrs. Maitland, I would never marry
@ woman I did not respect.”

He spoke warmly, partly to hide his real
feelings, partly because he was a little
annoyed at Mrs. Maitland’s question. Ilig
friend, however, quickly perceived that
Ernest’s sceming radeness was but a cover
for his emotions; yet her cheek flushed as
she said :

“Idid not believe you could have mis-
judged Edna Clifford thus; of course, I can-
not tell what reasons you have for the
belief that Edna is, or ever was, engaged
to the Captain, but I do know you are
wholly wrong in your supposition. I
know, from Edna’s own lips, that before
we left Liverpool, Captain Ainslie pro-
posed to her, and she positively refused
him. From the first that the idea of his
preference for her had erossed her mind,
she had endeavoured to avoid him, but he
was persistent in his attentions, though he
himself told her she had never given him
the slightest reason to think she cared for
him. On his arrival in L yand at hig
first meeting with her, he begged her to
tell him if the decision she Lad made in
Liverpool was irrevocable; and when she
assured him it was, he asked her at least
to allow him to attend her as g brother,—sg
friend. It is only as such that he ever
visits her. This I know to be the positive
truth, Ernest Leighton.”

Ernest was sitting with his head boweq
in his hands, and for some time he made no
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reply. At length, he said, in a low,
husky tone :

“ But supposing this to be true, Mrs.
Maitland, I do not know that Edna still
loves me.”

“ But I know it,”” replied Mrs. Maitland
warmly ; ¢“I am assured of it.”’

¢ Oh, why did you not tell me all this
before,”’ said Ernest; ¢ how much trouhle
it might have saved.”

1 sought for the opportunity to do so,
but you would never give it to me, Ernest,
and I well knew it would not have the
eflect I desired if I wrote to you ; but it is
not yet too late to repair the wrong, surely.
If you still love Edna, now is the time
when she needs comfort. Poor child! she
has gone this afternoon to take & last fare-
well of her home ; she begged to be alone,
but it will be sad work for her bidding
adiea to a home so dear; I trust she will
not remain too late, and add to her cold.”

These words, quietly spoken as they were,
had the eflect Mrs. Maitland desired, for
Ernest suddenly started up, and, taking
ont his wateh, said hurriedly :

“I had no idea it wasso late: I must
really go, for I have some Dbusiness to
transact before evening. I thank you, Mrs.
Maitland, for the information you have
given me; perhaps, at some future day, 1
may be able to thank you even more.”

He left, and Mrs. Maitland sought her
room, there to implore God’s blessing on
what she had suid. Meantime, Ernest
rode at a rapid pace towards town ; he had
resolved, come what might, to seek Edna,
and tell her all.

He left his horse at the stables, and hur-
ried on to Mr. Clifford’s house. To his
surprise, he found the gate unfastened, for
Edna, in her eagerness to escape notice,
had hastened in, forgetting to re-lock it.
Ernest walked round the old familiar path,
his heart heating quickly, and every nerve
throbbing. There stood the window wide
open ; there sat Edna, yet so altered from
the Edna who used to await him there,
long years agone: the deep mourning
dress, the pale, sad face, told all too plainly

the tale of sorrow. She rose quickly when
she heard footsteps, and was about to close
the window, but when she saw Ernest she
sank into her seat again, and looked up at
him with such an expression of patient
sorrow, it made Ernest’s heart ache. e
could wait for no lengthened explanation,
but going up to her, and standing before
her, he looked down with his eyes full of
pitying tenderness and deep love, and said :

“Oh; Edna! my darling, my darling :
loved, oh, so truly, all these long years, I
love you still! Oh! come to me,—come to
me, and let me comfort you ; come, and be
my own Edna once more!”

He held out his arms, and Edna went
and was folded to that loving breast, on
which, through life, she might henceforth
lean for support, for consolation,—to which
she would fly in times of Joy and sorrow,
prosperity or adversity.

How long they sat there together they
knew not, but the deepening shadows at
last warned them they must go.

“It does not seem so hard to say fare-
well to my old home, now that I know my
home through life is with you, darling,”
said Edna, lifting her tearful eyes to
Ernest’s face.

“You need say no farewells, my dear-
est,” replied Ernest. ¢ The house, and all
in it is mine; and, as I am yours, they
must be yours also, at your pleasure.
Edna, my own one, you take possession
here.”’

The murmured words of reply seemed
fully to satisfy Ernest. He drew her
shawl around her, and, fastening the win-
dows and shutters, he gently led Edna
from the room.

““ They will be Edna’s rooms still,” he
said, as he closed the door.

Edna answered with a smile, yet her
thoughtls were with her dead father; and,
as they closed the gate behind them, she
said :

‘Oh, HErest! if dear, dear papa had
but known of this, how happy he would
have been ! ”

“ But your dear father is beyond the
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reach of sadness or sorrow, and, much as
we might wish him to have known of your
happiness, it was not God's will that it
should be so, my beloved Edna.”

“ And His will must be best,”” replied
Edna, ¢ though, to our finite minds, it
sometimes appenrs otherwise.”’

* * * * * *

Dr. Ponsonby had just taken up his hat
to go for Edna, when his sister, who was
sitting near the window, called out,

«Oh! John, come here, look I’ and she
pointed to Edna walking slowly up the
street, leaning on Ernest’s arm.

“ Well, what of that ?”’ said her brother,
quietly, yet evidently regarding the two
with great satisfaction. ¢ Did ‘you not
expect it? I did.”

« No, hardly,” replied Miss Ponsonby.
« I hoped it might be so, if he should again
come to live here, but I did not anticipate
a reconciliation so soon. I am heartily
thankful tor it.”

A tear dimmed Miss Ponsonby’s quiet
grey eye; perhaps her thoughts had travel-
led over the long years since her girlhood
to the time when she, too, had an arm to
lean on, and a loving care to depend on;
but that had all been over years and years
ago. It was now her one wish to live for
her God, and her brother.

Edna, on reaching the house, went di-
rectly to her own room; and it was not
until she had heard the doctor go out, on
one of his errands of merey, that she came
down stairs. It was moonlight, and Miss
Ponsonby was sitting withouta lamp in the
little sitting-room. FEdna entered almost
noiselessly, and, drawing a low seat to Miss
Ponsonby’s side, she sat down, and laid her
head on her friend’s lap, as she used to do
when she was a little child. Neither
spoke for some moments; then Miss Pon-
sonby broke the silence, by saying :

“My love, I am truly glad and thankful
for your sake ; surely, the Lord has been
very gracious to thee. He has indeed puri-
fied thee by the fires of affliction, and
brought thee to Himself by the path of sor-
row ; but now He hasgiven thee the desire

of thine heart, so praise Him for all, my
child ; all, all, has heen in love.”

“Yes, I know it, I feel it, dear Miss Pon-
sonby ; but if my dear father could but
have known of this before he died, how
happy it would have made him. Oh! o
think of living in my old home, of being
near you all, and, above everything else,
having my Ernest with me once more,
Oh! it seems happiness too great to realize !
how darling Charlie would have rejoiced at
this |” ‘

“Well, my dear, may not your loved
ones Lave the happiness of seeing your joy ?
We have nothing in God's word to induce
us to believe that it may not be so.”’

¢* No, that is true ; what a happy thought

Tthat is,” #id Edna clasping her hands

tightly together, as she always did when
she was deeply moved.

And thus the early joy of Edna Clifford’s
life was restored, and the future looked
bright before her, ever blest with the assur-
ance that He who had so signally proved
Himself the Father of the fatherless would
never leave nor forsake her; and her daily
life made bright and happy by the loving
care and tender watchfulness of him, with-
out whom, in the joyous days of childhood
and girlhood, no pleasure had been com-
plete ; with whom every joy and sorrow had
been shared; for whom the trials of her
womanhood had but served to deepen her
affection, and who was now to be her hus.
band,—he whose joy and privilege it would
be, to love, honor, and cherish her till
death should part them. And not even
death could divide hearts united as theirs
in the holiest of bonds; it would be but g
separation for a season to end in a joyful
meeting which should know no parting,—a
meeting in the glorious country where love
shall reign in all hearts, where every harp
shall be tuned in praise to the God of love.

CONCLUSION.

And now, ere we bid a last farewell to
the friends with whom we trust a few plea-

sant and profitable hours have been spent,

+
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we will take a hasty glance at the events|lives flowed on, and there was ever before
which took place in the month sub-|them the hope of a life of bliss in Heaven,
sequent to Mr. Clifford’s death. FErnest{when earth’s cares should be over, and its
went at once to wind up his business in | warfare ended.

B-——, and on his return took his place at| Mrs. Leighton still occupies her old home
the head of the firm, formerly known asiin Woodbine cottage, with Winnifred and
¢t Clifford and Austin,” now ¢ Leighton and | Frank; and young Master Frank toddles
Austin.””  As soon as possible, Ednaand he | about among the flowers, much to the delight
were quietly married in the little churchin | of grandmainma who watehes him from the
West Street, Mr. Wyndgate performing thelvine-covered porch ; her desires on earth

service, aid Margaret and Captain Ainslie | seem gratified now, and she awaits with
acting as bridesmaid and groomsman. ‘ Christian patience her Master's call to her
FErnest felt it would be impossible to leave | home on high.
his husiness at the time, so he took his bride Report says that I\Ia,rga,ret “7yndga,te and
at once to her old home. IElna muech pre-| Captain Ainslie will soon follow the good
fered remaining quietly at L to travel- . example set them by Edna and Ernest, and,
ling, and she and Ernest purposed (o spend | if we can judge from appearances we should
some months in the spring in visiting the | gay it was not unlikely. Mrs. Maitland
places of interest in their own country,]seemsto think so also, and rejoices over what
which Edna had not yet seen. she laughingly calls her ¢ match-making
Ernest had retained all the old servants, | powers.”” Brnest has long since tendered
and with proud satisfaction Larry resumed | her his heartfelt thanks for her succeessful
his place under his old mistress, his only | efforts on his behalf, but she always seems
regret heing that Mr. Clifford and dear) to think that a subject too serious for jest,
young master Charles could not be there to|{and tells him he must not thank her, but
see Miss Tidna and Master Ernest in the old | Giod, for giving him back his treasure.
bhome. How glad was Ednaio rest after| And whatof Jessie,—dear, gentle, loving
the toil and sorrow she had undergone. Jessie ? She is now as ever the sunlight

“Two birds within one nest, of her home, which she says she will never
Two hearts within one breast,

A . leave ; Margaret’s loss will not be felt as
Two souls within one fair

Firm league of love and prayer, much now as it would have been a year
Together bound for aye,—together blest. |ago, for, almost imperceptibly, Jessie is
An ear that waits to catett taking her place, winning her way every-

A hand upon the latch;

where wilth gentle kindness.
A step that hastens its sweet rest to win. . e S .
A world of care without, Lionel has made himself a home in the

A world of strife shut out, far West, and they are expecting him and
/A world of ove shat in.” his bride daily at the Rectory.
—Dera trecwoell. Dr. Ponsonby and his sister still inhabit
Such was Edna Leighton’s home! Well| the little coltage near Edna, and they often
might the bloom return to her check, and | walk up in {he evening to see their old
the light to her eye: yet here we must ! friends, when the doctor amuses himself by
leave her, blest with all that can make life| teasing Edna unmercilully, while Miss
happy. It was the inmble endeavour of| Ponsonby and Ernest chat quietly together.
Edna and Ernest Leighton, to live in the] And now we must say Adien, hoping only
fear of the Tiord all the day long ; that thus| that we may have been able to show how
their home might be asthe home of Bethany, | bitter are the fruits of selfishness, and self-
blest with the presence of Jesus, and thug| will, and that true happiness can alone be
with Ilis smile resting on them, and each | found in walking in the ways of wisdom,
having of the other, ““help and ecomfort| whichare pleasantness, and whose paths are
both in prosperity and adversity,”” their' peace; and in following Him who is meek
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and lowly in heart, so shall the rest of the
righteous be found on earth, and the rest in
heaven of those who have fought the good
fight of faith, and come off more then con-
querors throngh Iim that loved them.

THE END.

VOX DEL

BY JOIN READE.

The beauteous pyramid of harmiless flame

Bpelled GOD for Moses; but the thundered law

Was needed for the wlld unruly crowd.

The awfal test of swift-consuming fire

Alone shewed Baal false to Baals friends;

The ¢ still, small voice” touched lone Elijah’s
heart,

80 God speaks variously to various men;
To some, in nature’s sternest parables;
To others, in the breath that woos the flowers
Until they blush and pale and blush again,
To these, the Decalogue were just as true
If uttered on asummer Sabbath day
In village church,~to those there is no God,
Till fiery rain has searred the face of earth.

CRUISE OF THE GALATEA>

The “ Galatea,” as every one knows, was
fitted out to carry her gallant young comman-
der, the Duke of Edinburgh, on a cruise
throughout the world, or, what is nearly the
same thing, for a cruise to every dependency
of the United Kingdom. How the voyage
was cub short—to be completed, however, at
another time—everyone knows ; but sufficient
of it was performed to maie the tour of real
and abiding interest. As a matter of fact, a
very small part of the adventure is written by
the Duke himself, His share of the narrative
is, in truth, comprised in a description of an
elephant hunt in South Africa, which was
written in a private letter to the Prince of
Wales, 50 that the Captain of the © Galatea”
can hardly be placed amongst the list of royal
authors. It was included apparently to give
substantiality and weight to the volume, and
it is undoubtedly interesting, simply because it
was never intended for publication, and it
therefore gives the Duke as he really is. It
ouvht also to be said that the writers claim &
special indulgence from the public for the

*Cruise of H. M. 8. Galatea, Captain, H. R. H.
the Dukeof Edinburgh, K. G. By the Rev. John
Milner, and Oswald V. Brierly. Lopdon: W.H.
Allen and Co.
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notes which they lay before them. The
Jjournal, it is urged, cannot have the freedom
of a private record. It must necessarily par-
take of the nature of a “chronicle.” It must
combine, in some sense, the character of a
report of a royal progress, with its loyal
effusions, addresses, incidents, and must,
therefore, be something like an extended
newspaper report, though it bears the stamp
of cold officiality. .

No doubt, the special interest of the cruise
lies in the fact that it was performed by the
“Galatea,” under the command of the second
son of Her Majesty., Many merchant vessels
in our days have performed much more won-
derful things, but then they were merely mer-
chant ships, which excited little interest at the
ports where they touched. The cruise of the
‘¢ Galatea” has a much larger ioterest than this.
Let the narrative of any voyage be well told
and it will be greedily read. We never tire
of reading glowing accounts of shark captures,
of the wonderful flights of flying fish, of the
wondering aspects of the natives of distant
and rarely visited lands, of tornadoes and
cyclones, hurricanes, disasters, and tales of
shipwreck. They are always new——always
attractive. Butadd toa cruise, which may con-
tain something of these incidents, the adven-
ture of a royal progress, such as a son of the
British Crown may make, and the interest
culminates. The very expanse of empire isa
theme to dwell upon. Everything is shown
to the representative of majesty. The thou-
sand representative races of the empire come
to make wondering and awe-struck submission
to the royal representative. They have
heard with a sort of mythological accretion
of the grandeur of the “great mother” who
governs them, and they come to see her son,
as if he were a divinely appointed personage.
Their thoughts, ideas, phraseology, perhaps
even theiv contentment with, or dissatisfaction
of the government which holds them in direc-
tion cannot be got at in any other way. It is
most interesting to sce how the thoughts of the
myriad subj=ct races of the British Crown run
in their addresses to the captain of the “Gala-

tea.” Generally they turn on the matter of
religion. They glory in the thought that they

are free to worshipas they please, free to serve
their Creator in the form to which they have
been accustomed ; and of course next to that
comes, if not contingent on it, the social and
commercial freedom which they enjoy. This
is a lesson for us at home. If the “subject
races” display this intense appreciation of
freedom, we may expect that what Dr.
Manning calls the “imperial race” will have
it also. And so indeed it is. It is most
intercsting to mark the intense love of “ home”
which inspires the colonial heart, Every
aspiration comes this way. Our land is their
land, our Queen is their Queen, our home is
thoir home. But things have suffered a sca
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change which is by no mecans unplcasant to | scttlement. The boat was steered by a vene-.

us. The “sea change” offers the same rude
but hearty loyalty we are accustomed to in
out of the way (narters in the United King-
dom. We find that ready loyalty combined
with apparent rudeness, but which is in reality
the language of a heart that throbs only for
the object on which its affections are placed,
in the Cape as in Australia, in Gibralter as in
Malta, in those of pur own blood a¢ in those
who had felt what we may trathfully call
the sympathy, the honesty, and the fairness of
Britisk rule. It is very pleasant to see this
spirit, and we hope the Duke of Edinburgh
enjoyed its manifestation, in the wilds, asthey
may be aptly called, of South Australia, as
among the men of the “ Galatca.” “Stop a
moment, sir,” shoutsa gnnner of the “ Galatea”
to the Duke, as the Duke was proposirg a toast
to the prosperity of South Australia in the
midst of his cvew, “stnp a moment, sir, we
bave not got our glasses full yet.” There
was & hearty laugh, in which the Duke joined,
but the panse was made, ard the glasses were
filled. In something of a similar way the
people somewhere about Adelaide complained
amongst themselves that the Duke had not
been hospitably treated by those who ought
to have taken the lead in the matter, and the
“indignation” mceting which they held showed
what stuff they were made of. There was the
rough and ready language of the digger.
There was what some people might consider
the rudeness of a semi-civilised people, but
there was also what was almost idolatry of
country, of the * old home,” and of love for the
representative of both, which would have
thrown a halo of glory round the roughest
randeness and the most old-fashioned simplicity,
For these things we must refer the reader to
the “ecruise” itself, but amongst the real
novelties of the book must be reckoned the
visit to Tristan d’Acunha, whichisa veritable
island in the vast ocean, for it can maintain
no more than a hundred people, whilst it is
about 1,200 miles from St. Helena, the nearcst
land, and 1,500 from the Cape of Good Hope.
The authors of “The Cruise” say ;—

Yoon after daylight on Monday morning we
found ourselves atout two miles and a half
from the island. The whole of the peak, and
the upper portion of high precipitous rocks
below the table-land from which the peak
rises, were entirely obscured by a long dark
mass of cloud, extending in a distinctly
warked line from one extreme to the other,
below which the little settlement, with its few
scattered cottages, was distinctly visible in
the grey morning light. For some little time
we could not detect any movement amongst
the people on shore; but at length we
observed a red flag hoisted on the largest
cottage. Soon after seven o'clock a boat, con.
taining eight men, but pulling only four oars,
was descried coming out of a bay ncar the

rable-loocking old man, with a lorg white
beard, whom we at first tock for Governor
Glass.  As they neared the ship, we noticed
that the boat contained a welcome supply of
fresh provisions, in the shape of poultry, fish,
eggs, and a couple of lively young pigs.
They were soon alongside, and most of the
crew came on deck, when we found that the
old man was Peter Green, the oldest sirviving
colonist, Governor Glass having died (as they
informed us) thirteen yecars before, soon after
the visit of Captain Dexham referved toabove,
The men all wore merely shirts and trousers,
the former, however, being good woollen ones,
stich as are usually called Chobhaxs, or Bal-
tics ; warm stockings knit by themselves
from the wool of their own sheep, and hide
moceasing for shoes, The old man, who
acted as spokesman, modestly said that he
was in no respect superior to the others, and
that they were all equal—there having been
nothing like a governor or government of any
sort or kind since the death of old Glass; but
that he always arranged the barter with ships,
and transacted any business mattors that they

might have to settle. His Royal H ghness .

invited him to breakfast, but he had hardly
sat down at the table before the motion of the
ship rolling in the swell, began to affect him
to such an extent that he could not eat any
thing, and only partook ofa cup of tea. The
Duke inquired what would be most useful to
the islanders in the way of clothing and pro-
visions, and himself noted down the various

things that the old man mentioned, and after- -

wards gave orders to the pay-master to supply
them, The welcome nature of the present
may be imagined from the fact that it con-
sisted of the following articles, viz. :—34
yards of blue cloth, 80 yards of flanmnel, 40
yards of serge, 151bs. of tobacco, 9 gallons of
rum, 9 gallons of vinegar, 501bs. of sugar, 501bs.
of tea, 3301bs. of flour, and 2401bs. of chocolate
~worth in all about £110. Green informed
His Royal Highness that the ship’s hoats

could easily land in such favorable weather.

Accordingly, about 9 a.m., two of the cutters
were lowered, and the Duke, with hissuite
and a number of officers, started from the ship,
taking Green with them as pilot. The ship
at this time wag not more than a mile and a
quarter from the shore. The swell was so
great, that occasionally, as the boat went
down into the trongh of the sea, the ship
would be entirely hidden fiom view., When
about a quarter of a mile frem the landing-
place, we entered a belt of sea-weed, which
grows up from a depth of fifteen fathoms, and
acts as a natural breakwater, lowering the
height of the waves and preventing them
from ¢ breaking,” and giving an undulating
rrlassy appearance to the surface of the water.
The long flit leaves floating at the top consi--
derably itmpeded the progress of the boat
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through them, as the men had constantly to
draw in or dip their oars to clear them. As

-oon as the weed was passed, a short space ot

clear water extended up to the Duach,
where the sca was breaking, but not in
sufficient force to interfere with the boat's
landing. Here we were met by a party
of the islanders, who were ready to drag the
Loat up the beach, if practicable; butas the
first roller broke right over the stern-sheets
and wetted most of those who were sitting
there, everybody hurried out as quickly as
possible, some being carvied on the backs of
men, others leaping over the bows as the sea
receded, At the landing-place—a beach of
fine Llack sand—there was a ship's long-boat
hauled up high and dry, which had belonged
to a vesscl that had foundered at sca a hun-
dred miles off. The crew, seventeen in
number, landed in ithere, and after remaining
fifteen days were fortunate enough to geta
passage to the Cape in a Lrig.  We proceeded
at once up to the little settlement, which con-
sisted of some eleven houses scattered over a
sloping open space of ground at the north-
western side of the island. They had all
some portions of land, c¢nclosed by walls of
loose stones about four feet high, attached to
them ax gardens, but which at this season of
ths year—their carly spring—had very little
growing in themn. In one we observed some
marigolds in flower, and a number of dwarf
strawbeery plants ; others were overgrown
with tufts of coarse tussock grass. The
houses were well, though primitively, built
of the soft stone of the island, cut into blocks
of all sizes and shapes, which are fitted to
cach other very neatly, like the picces of a
Chinese puzzle, mortar appavently not being
used in their construction. The roofs were
thatched with long grass, secured inside to raf-
ters placed horizontally,the ridge outside being
covered with a band of green turf. The
thatch made «f this grass will last for thirty
years, and out-wear the wood. The timber
they had obtained at great expense from
American whaling ships, the trees indigenous
to the island not being sufficiently large for
the purposz; and, what is worse, many of
them have been destroyed by a worm or
species of blight. Ths walls are about
cighteen inches thick, They told us that
two of the houses we saw in ruins had
been blown down in a strong westerly gale
on the 10th of May last (1867): and that it
was necessary to build them very solidly to
enable them to resist the heavy gales which
frequently visit the island. Green’s house
stood high up the slope above the rest, and
viag distinguished by a large old red ensign,
very ragged, and attached to a staft which
came out of a chimnsy. He told us it had
originally been a Hanoverian flag, procured
from a Dutch m-rehantman ; but that he had,
with laudable patriotism, cut the horse out of

it and inserted the Union Jack in its place,
which transformed it into an English red
ensign. His first flag was given to him by
Captain Crawford, of H. M. S, Sidon, who
authorised him to hoist it whenever a vessel
hove in sight. When we arrived at his house,
Green presented his wife to His Royal High-
ness, and introduced her to the rest of the
party. She was a buxom, merry-looking
mulatto woman, about forty-five years of age,
who had come from St. Helena with the first
settlers. His Royal Highness went round to
all the cottages, and visited the different
families in succession, where the ladi-s were
all formally presented to him by Green. In
the meantime, some of the men were employed
in collecting their cattle from the pasturage
grounds, situated a few miles on the other.
side of the low land and below the scttlement,
T'wo bullocks were shot down (one of them
by a mere boy) and were afterwards cut up
and sent on board for the use of the ship’s
company. The quantity of beef required was
1,2501bs, and so accurately were they able to
judge the weight of an ox, that they contrived
to single out two, the meat of which, when
weighed on board, turned out to be the exact
amount ordered, Whilst this was going on,
the Rev. J. Milner, the chaplain—who had
been requested by Green te go on shore and
baptise the children who had been born since
1857, when the Rev. W, F. Taylor, left—
collected the mothers and children together
in Green's house, and baptised no less than
sixteen of them. Whilst speaking o! the
women, it may be mentioned that they were
all very neatly and respectably dressed. They
generally wore white or black straw hats,
ornamented with some bright coloured rib-
bons, with veils, short jackets, skirts of
various materials and colours, all in good
taste, and well made spring-sided boots, and
crinolines, which have mys eriously penetra-
ted to this remote corner of the world, The
remarkable coincidence of there Leing seven
unmarried girls in the place—one of them
remarkably pretty—and just seven equally
eligible bachelors, naturally suggested to the
chaplain the propriety of offering them an op-
portunity of pairing off then and there in the
orthodox way. He, therefore, expressed his
willingness to remain among them two hours
to perform the ceremony, if any should be so
inclined. But the maidens were coy, and the
swains were slow, and no advantage was taken
of the offer. Explanation may be found in
the fact that the adventurous youth of the
place generally turn their eyes towards the
Cape as the lasd of promise. Tristan d’'A-
cunha being too small to maintain more than
a limited number, they seem to consider the
Cape as the natural destination of their
surplus population, and although distant
about 1,500 miles, they speak and think of it
as if it were close at hand. In 1857 H. M. S8,
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Geyser took thither forty-five of them, to-]said to have served with Nelson in the Vic~
gether with Mr. Taylor, who had fulfilled his|tory. A son of his formed one of the boat's
term of five years as resident clergyman. I crew which came off to the ship in the morn-
About the same time five families went to the | ing.

United States, Before thisexodus their num-| In the elephant hunt, at the Cape of Good
bers had risen to 112 ; there are now only fifty | Hope, the Duke speaks for himself :—

three in all. Some of the young menare fine,| 'I'he other half of our party (including the
handsome fellows, with only just a perceptible | Governor, as spectator without a gun) re-
mulatto shade, combined with a healthy red|mained on their horses on a knoll on our
tinge on the checks. Of the women two:rigat rear. The dogs were then put in on the
were black, several olive (some with woolly, | other side, but the men did not venture in
others with straight black hair), and a few | before the exact whereabouts of the elephants
had no black blood in their veins at all. Some | was known., The barking of the dogs soon
of the children were very fair, with light hair | told us that there was something there, and
and blue eyes. After the christenings were | very soon the “ bush-buck ” made his appear-
over, they gave us to understand that they werc ; ance, followed by a dog; not half a minute
going to prepare a luncheon for His Royal l afterwards, however, out came the tusks,

Highness and those who had come on shore |

with him. Whilst it was getting ready, we
took a stroll to the graveyard, which was
situated between the houses and the sea.
It was a square piece of ground, half an acre
in extent, and enclosed with a stone wall
four feet high. It appeared to contain about
twenty graves, two of which had headstones
attached to them. One of these was a very
handsome white marble one erected to the
memory of Governor Glass, containing the
following inscription
WILLIAM GLASS,
Born at Kelso, Scotland,
The founder of this settlement at
Tristan d’Acunha,
In which he resided 37 years,
Angd fell asleepin Jesus,
November 24th, 1853 aged 67 years.

“ Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee

Thy kindred and their graves may be,

But thine is still a blessed sleep,

¥rom which none ever wakes to weep, ?

It will be seen from the emblemsat the head
of the stone that old Glass belonged to the
venerable order of Freemasons. The second
headstone was, if possible, even moreinterest-
ing than the other, as the inscription will
show 1-—
THOMAS SWAIN,
Born at Hastings, England,
Died on the 26th day of April, 1862,
Aged 102 years.

The story of Swaiu’s life is remarkable, He
was an old man-of-war’s man, having entered
the service at the age of thirteen in the Fox
cutter, tender to the Agamemnon, com-
manded by Nelson ; but, after serving eighteen
years, he ran away at Lisbon, and was taken
prisoner by the French, and compelled by
them to serve against his country. He was
re-taken three years afterwards, and was con-
fined in prison for nine years as a French
prisoner. At the conclusion of {he war he
went to the Cape, and from thence was
broug ht to the Island by Captain Amm,
where he resided nearly thirty-eight years,
Taylor, another settler who arrived with
Swain, was also a man-of-war’s man, and was

trunk, and big cars of an elephant. We
thought he would make right for us, but he
swerved and went back, and kept inside along
the edge. We were then much too fur off to
fire, and kept our position, as we were very
nearly on their known usual traek to the
great forest, and anticipated their coming that
way, since we were to leeward, and they had
the wind of the men and dogs on the other
side, Some time elapsed, our friend re-appear-
ing periodically, having just time enough be-
tween these visits to make a circuit of the
wood in company with the curs; but he
showed himself to us no more. After a time
the Governor rode over to us, asking what on
earth we were about, as two enormous ele—
phants were walking about in an open of burnt
trees, dividing the patch into two; the same
open we had tried from the other side. Our
position, however, was much lower than that
of the mounted party, and we had never seen
them. We therefore attempted the other
side of the bog, which was between us and
the wood, but found that, far from being an
open, the bushes were higher in some parts
than our heads, breast-high when upon our
horses, which we had remounted to cross.
This plan, therefore, was also given up, being:
useless, and, moreover, very dangerous. Our
last attempt was taking our stand nearer the
left leeward end of the wood on foot, where
the brush only came to our knees, with occa-
sional higher bushes, but this time not more
than forty yards from the edge. No progress,
however, having been effected s0 far, I sent
round a man on horseback to tell the men to
fire on the other side——a wise but yet scarccly
a prudent measure ; for although we had not
yet encountered any danger from_ the ele-
phants, we now had bullets whizzing about
our heads. It however, stirred our friends
up, and they commenced their circus perform-
ance again, coming partially into sight every
now and then, and disappearing as they kept
making a turn round the edge of the wood.
Once more we shifted our place a little to the
left, whence we had a more commanding
view, and shortly saw the trunk of one pull
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down a big branch close to us. However,
this time, there was a change in the perform-
ance, for he went round the opposite way,
and we had cause to fear that the venerable
gentleman was taking his leave through a
door at which there was no one placed to do
him honor. This made us send a Hottentot
round there on horseback to give his wind.
“ Elephans Africanus,” however, was there as
soon as he was, and, secing him, gave chase
to poor totty at such a pace that the horse
(and he was a good one) could only just keep
ahead of him. The poor boy came galloping
down towards us, though rather to our left,
praying us to shoot to save his life. And now
old Elephans came in sight, and we all formed
to receive him, and got ready. I had stand-
ing next on my right George Rex, a farmer of
the Knysna and head man of the hunt, and
faithful Smith, who never left me, close be.
hind me; and close behind Rex stood Tom
Rex, his brother, Archibald Duthie, and Geo.
Atkinson, also farmers of the neighborhood.
These four had settled tokeep their fire to the
last, and never fired. Next to George Rex
stood Sir Walter Currie, with (I can’t call it a
rifle) an enormous engine, No. 6, single-bar-
relled, and throwing a conical bullet about four
to the pound ; on my left General Bisset, Cap-
tain Gordon, and Captain Taylor, the military
secretary. That was the party. As soon as
the elephant saw us, he gave up his chase
and charged wus. There was so much
excitement prevailing, that I thought I had
better wait as long as possible. The sight of
this enormous beast towering up above us,
and coming on at this tremendous pace, which
one can scarcely understand so unwieldy an
animal in appearance going, was magnificent,
—his ears, which are three times as large as
those of the Ceylon elephant, spread out
square on each side, I could not help being
reminded by it of a ship with studding-sails
on both sides. When he had reached about
twenty-five yards from us, I fired at his head ;
the bullet struck, and he instantly seemed to
stop himself as much as he could, and I gave
him the shell just over the left eye, at which
he swerved to the left and shook. Two or
three others fired, and by this time he was
nearly broadside on, when Sir Walter Currie’s
engine went off, with the bullet through his
neck, and he rolled over, as I may say, at our
feet,—for sdven yards was the outside he was
from us as he lay—and we cheered lustily,
He, however, continued struggling for some
time, and I put four more bullets into his
heart at about three yards. His height, as
one measures a horse, was 10ft., the height
of the head must of course be added to this ;
girth, 16ft. 6in.; length from tip of trunk to
tip of tail, 23ft. 5in. On seeing the elephant
fall, the party on the hill (including Brierly,
who had sketched the whole scene) returned
our cheer, and galloped up to the spot. By
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this time, however, the beaters had entered
the wood, and were kecping up a skirmishing
fire upon the other large ¢lephant from behind
trees, and he was trumpeting and smashing
about in anguish and rage, so that shortly
after being joined by the others we were
called to attention by his being quite close
and expected to charge cvery minute. On
the first being killed, I went up and sat upon
him, when the hunter said I should stand ;
having done so, they gave me three good
cheers. The other being now close, I kept
my stand there, like standing on the parapet
of an earthwork; the others, some standing
behind him on each side of me, the rest sit-
ting in front so that they could be fired over,
and we should then Dblaze away altogether.
The alarm, however, ceased, and the party
entered the wood, when a general platoon fire
commenced. I remained with some com-
mencing to skin our trophy, and some hun-
dred or more shots having been fired in the
wood, we heard a cheer announcing the fall
of the second, which we answered. Dr.
O'Malley, Smith, and myself had now our
coats off, and had with our knives got pretty
well half through the skinning, when we
were agreeably disturbed by the announce-
ment of the arrival of a basket of provisions,
and the Governor hailed us to come, as he
had finished cutting up the meat and loaf, and
with the assistance of a borrowed corkscrew
drawn the corks of the sherry and B. (N.B.
The Governor does not carry a young man’s
constant companion.) Our hands and arms
were now all covered with blood, and our
breakfast—for such it was, although the time
was 3,30 p.m., and we had risen at 5 a.m.—
was laid near the only small pool of water for a
couple of miles; so we had to get our friends
to bale up water in the cups of our spirit
tlasks, and wash us down clear of the pool, it
being our only water to drink. Having
finished our breakfast, we ministered to the
wants of the farmers, who had so kindly got
up and . managed the hunt so well, and to
those of Smith, who sat down with as radiant
an expression as I ever saw on his good-
natured face. We then returned and finished
the skinning of the elephant, with the excep-
tion of his decapitation, which had to be
effected with the assistance of sixteen oxen,
which were yoked to the head to pullit off,
whilst the spine was severed with an axe.
These oxen had come up to take head, skin,
and feet all together down to the camp in a
wagon, the sides of which had to be left be-
hind, and the load strapped on with hide
“riems.” We now all went to see the other
elephant ; his measurements were in all direc-
tions rather less than mine. He had fallen
in exactly the same position, on his side with
his legs stretched out quite straight, but his
left tusk, which was much more worn from
use than the other, was buried nearly up to
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the root in the soft ground of the forest. The
place, which was not more than fifty yards
inside the high trees, was cleared in a circle
about thirty yardsin diameter, he lying on the
one edge. The space was entirely cleared by
him in his death rage, he having gone round
and round breaking down the trees with his
weight, or actually pulling them down with
his trunk, the inveterate sportsmen blazing
away at him all the time; but many bullet
marks were to be seen on the trees, which I
should suppose had not previously passed
through the elephant. The day was fine and
weather was hot, and my short clay was very
enjoyable sitting on the vet warm carcase.
‘Whilst sitting in this position the post was
brought up, one of the party getting a letter
from his little boy, saying that * the guinea~
fowl had laid seven eggs,” which was read pro
bono publico : letter's style, pothooks and han-
gers. 1 got together some good groups to pho-
tograph, and sent down a couple of miles, to
where the camp was to be pitched, for my
camera to be brought up by my coxswain,
whom I had taken with me, and who was also
with me during all my journey to Natal from
Euryalus.  Unfortunately, * circumstances
over which I had nocontrol” prevented their
being recorded photographically, as the plates
{dry ones) I had bought at London from
Messrs. Something-or-other turned out bad.
One of the most amusing incidents of the
day occurred on our way to the camp. You
will not know—as no one who has not tra-
velled in South Africa can—what is done
with horses at a halt, which is there called an
¢ off-saddle,” in the same way that a halt with
wagons is called an “out-span,” which will
remind you of the German word for the same
thing. The horses have a “riem,” or thong,
vound their necks or attached to their halters,
and all one docs is to take the saddle and
bridle off, an1lift onc fore leg, tie the “riem ”
Just above the knee, and let him go; he can
then feed and roll, but not run away so that
you cannot catch him. This iscalled “knee-
haltering.” 1f you did not take the saddle off
a Cape hor:e he would break it as they im-
mediately roll on your getting off. The lan-
guage which is used there, you will remark,
is a mixture of English and Dutch. We re-
turned to our horses, which we had left where
we breakfasted, saddled and bridled, and
mounted them. Poor Smith, however, was
minus a bridle, and stayed behind with the
two or three with whom I was returning, the
last of the party, but could not find it. We
bhad just reached the rise from which we
could see the camyp, when full gallop came
Smith, with two rifles slung over his shoul-
ders, one before, the other behind, and a third
in his right hand, trying to steer his horse by
the cars with his left; he seemed perfectly
delighted, and told us as he passed, in fits of
laughter, that he bad no bridle and could not

hold him. We were not more than a hundred
yards from the ford by which our camp was
pitched, and through which Smith charged
headlong ; but before we could reach the
tents his horse was grazing, “ knee-haltered,”
and he was already hard at work getting our
tent in order, with his coat off. You can
easily imagine that we spent a most jolly
evening, and drank our mutton-broth out of
tea-cups with more than ordinary relish. We
were here not more than eight miles from the
Knysna, and there was a dance going on
there, to which our farmer friends were going,
intending to return and fetch me in the morn-
ing, as we were to re-embark next day. They
invited Captain Gordon to accompany them,
and it caused us the greatest amuscnient to
see him get himself up a feartul swell for this
entertainment, after four days camping out
in the bush, the whole of his baggage consist-
ing of a greem-baize table-cloth, which he
slept in, and a tin box about eighteen inches
by eight, and four in depth. By some process
peculiar to himself and Colonel Stodare, he
got out of this & superfative pair of cords, ang
a wonderfully polished pair of hutcher boots,
and a black coat. The adjustiment of the
necktic and pin took some time, in a look-
ing-glass the size of balf a-crown, but was
eminently successful. We watched this toilet
with great interest, but couldn’t understand
where the things came from. After dinner
I rpent a good time at one of the camyp fires,
talking over the day with the Hottentots and
hunters, my friends Currie und Bissett inter
preting the Dutch for me. We chafted the
boy who was chased by the clephant; so he
said, “but I thought his horns wer- into me,”
and certainly his tusks were but a few yvards
from him. Next day we rode back to the
Knysna, where we had a first-r.te luncheon
of oysters, which are very good about here,
very small, in curiously-shaped shells. About
one o'clock a signal wuas made that the bar
was practicable, so we embarked and steamed
out about half-past four o’clock There was,
however, a good deal of surf, and we touched
on the bar just slightly, ouly one sheet of
copper being damaged, as afterwards ascer-
tained by the diver, and replaced by him. A
mile and a half outside I got on board the
“ Racoon” again, and we made the best of
our way back to Simon's Bay, where we
arrived just eight days out.

If the Duke has not got his sealegs, he has
certainly got his sea language, as is here seen,
and he acts throughout the voyage, so far as
the accounts can inform us, like a British
sailor. In that unhappy incident, which put
a stop to the voyage for the time, the Duke
acted like a man, Whilst the people of
Australia were roused to fury by the atrocious
attempt, the Dute was quite cool, and this
fact goes a long way in his faver. It is, how-
ever, after all, but a little matter considered
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by itsclf as ap ipcident in the cruise of the
‘“ Galatea.,” We would willingly blot it out
from the record, alid the account would gain
by it. It would be a narrative of gallant and
happy adventure to unite the scattered tribes
of the United Kingdom in one common feel-
ing, and, whether the incidents described in
it were big or little, the object was still so
great as to make the narrative, what it really
is, one of great interest and well worth peru-
sal and consideration.—ZEnglish DPaper.
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THE SUN'S DISTANCE.

BY J. NORMAN LOCKYER.

A somewhat important error in our mea-
surement of the distance of the sun {rom
the earth has recently been discovered. It
is now proved that we have heen accus-
tomed to over-estimate the distance by four
millions of miles, and that, instead of
ninety-five millions, the real figure is
nineiy-one. How this came ahout, the
following observations are an attempt to
explain:—

This time last century the celebrated
Captain Cook (then only Lieutenant) was
on his way in HL.M.S. “ Endeavour” to
Otaheite, to observe the transit of Venus,
which took place in 1763. The observa-
tions were made in due course, not only hy
Cook, but in Lapland, Hudson’s Bay, St.
Joseph, and elsewhere; and the result
was a value of the sun’s distance which,
afier a century’s existence, has just given
way Lo a new one,

For some years this new value has been
dawning upon us, for, with our modern
methods and appliances, the problem is no
longer dependent upon transits of Venus
for its solution. Wheatstone and Foucault
have enabled us to measure the velocity of
light by a chamber experiment, and, as we
know how long light is in reaching us
from the sun, the sun’s distance is, as we
may say, found by the rule of three.. It
has been so found, and appears to be less
than was formerly thought.

Again, elaborate investigations into the
motion of the Moon, and of Mars and Venus,
have yielded evidence to Hansen and Le
Verrier that the old distance was too great,
and by assuming a smaller one they have
brought the theoretical and observed mo-
tions into unison ; finally, observations on
Mars have all gone in the same direction.
In fact all the modern work shows that the
Sun’s distance is about 91,000,000 miles,
whereas the value determined in 1769 gave
a distance of 95,000,000.
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Now humanity has a sort of vested inte-
rest in that time-honored ninety-five inil-
lions of miles; it is not lightly to be
meddled with ; and in certain quarters not
only was the new value altogether rejected,
but astronomers were considerably twitted
with their discovery that their very unit of
measurement was wrong, and that to an
extent of some 4,000,000 miles! although
in fact, as Mr. Pritchard has ingeniously
put it, the difference amounts to no more
than the breadth of a human hair viewed
at a distance of 125 feet.

The thing certainly was embarrassing,
for the observations of 1769 were well
planned, and made under fair conditions by
skilful men, and further, the received value
was deducted by such a man as Encke,
whose reduction no one thought even of
questioning. But still the closeness of the
agreement inter se of the four independent

‘methods to which we have referred—all of

which differed from the old value—made it
evident that there was something wrong
somewhere—where, it was impossible, most
people said, to know uniil the next transit
in 1882,

One astronomer, however, has not been
content to let the matter thus rest. Mr.
Stone, of the GGreenwich Observatory, think-
ing that a new discussion of the observations
of 1769 must necessarily lead to a clearer
view of the sources of systematic error or
wrong interpretation (b be guarded against
in 1874 and 1882, has with infinite pains
re-collected all the observations ; reduced
them ag if they had been made yesterday ;
and has been rewarded hy the discovery,
not only of several material errors in the
prior diseussions, but by a value of the
Sun’s distance from these old observations
almost identical with that required by all
the modern methods.

To understand this result, it must he
remembered that the observations in 1769
were to determine how long Venus took to
eross the Sun’s disc at the different stations ;
the time would be different at each station,
and the amount of difference would depend
upon the Sun’s distance ; the nearer Venus
was {o the Sun the nearer would the
observed times approximate to each other,
since it is obvious that, if the Sun were a
sereen immediately hbehind the planet, the
times observed at all stations on the earth
would be absolutely identical.

Now, to the uninitiated, this mere deter-
mination of the length of passage may
seem absurdly easy, and even those who
are generally acquainted with such pheno-
mena imagine that Venus enters on the
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Sun as the shadow of Jupiter’s satellites do
on Jupiter. But this is not the case. In
consequence, most probably, of the exis-
tence of a dense atmosphere round Venus,
it is extremely difficult to determine when
the planet appears to come into contact
with the Sun, or when it is exactly just
within his dise, and vice versa.

Before anything is seen of Venus itself
that portion of the Sun on which it is about
to enter appears agitated, and the planet
enters, not as a sharply-defined black ball,
but with a many-pointed tremulous edge ;
as it encroaches more and more on the
Sun’s dise, not only is the side of the
planet further from the Sun lit up by a
curious light, but a penumbra seems formed
round the planet itselt; and after it has
really entered on the dise, the edges of the
Sun and planet seem joined together by
what has been variously called a black
drop, ligament, or protuberance, on the
rupture or breaking of which, and not before,
the planet seems fairly off on its journey
across the Sun.

It is thus very difficult to determine the
exact moment of ingress or egress, and if
the matter is not considered even in great
detail—if all the phenomena are not abso-
lutely acknowledged and separated—the
reduction of the observation is valueless.

““The first appearance of Venus on the
sun,” says Cook, ‘was certainly only a
penumbra, and the contact of the limbs did
not happen till several seconds after; this
appearance was observed both by Mr.
Green and me; but the time it happened
was not noted by either of vs: it appeared
to be very diffienlt to judge precisely of the
times that the internal coniacts of the body
of Venus happened, by reason of the dark-
ness of the penumbra at the Sun’s limb, it
being there nearly, if not quite, as dark as the
planet. At this time a faint light, much
weaker than the rest of the penumbrs,
appeared to converge towards the point of
contact, but did not quite reach it. This
was seen by myself and the two other
observers, and was of greal assistance to us
in judging of the time of the internal con-
tacts of the dark body of Venus with the
Sun’s limb.”

Both when the planet enters and leaves
the Sun’s dise, then, two phenomena are
observable—the actual contact, and the
breaking of the ligament or black drop. It
is clear that the duration of the transit,
measured from contact to contact, wonld be
longer than if measured from rupture to
rapture.  Ience it is essential that the
observers at the various stations should

ohserve the same phenomena, or that due
allowance should be mide if a contact is
observed at one station and a rupture at the
other.

It is here that Mr. Stone’s labours come
in. They have been chiefly directed to a
strict interpretation of the langnage of the
former observers, having regard to these
details and to the introduction of the neces-
sary corrections just mentioned.

Hence, from what we may almost term
Mr. Stone’s re-observation of the transit of
1769—{for he has more than reduced the
observations, he has infused into them
modern seientific accuracy—one of the
most important guestions in science may
be looked upon as now definitely settled.

It is difficult to imagine a more beautiful
instance than this of the value of one side
of the scientific mind—the doubtful, the
suspicious side, the side of unrest. Till
now ¢ 95,000,000 miles” almost repre-
sented a dogma ; for a century it has been
an article of faith ; and all our tremendous
modern scientific appliances and power
of minute inguiry might in the present
instance have been rendered powerless and
ineflectual for a time if this otker scientific
power had been allowed to remain dor-
mant, or had been less energetically em-
ployed.— Macwmillan’s Magazine.
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A TURKISH CUSTOM-HOUSE.

There is a slight difference between an
American and a Syrian custom-house. On
entéring the latter the Hadji dons a pair of
spectacles, and taking a serap of paper from
the nearest applicant, carefully peruses the
same before handing it over to some subor-
dinate. The room is an oblong one, with
only one entrance door, and a few pigeon-
holes close tothe ceiling, which do for win-
dows. Round three sides are placed long
narrow divans, with equally low wooden
desks, before them. Only the Hadji, in
compliment to the high office he fills, is
accommodated with a lofty seat, which
serves for manifold purposes; on it he sits,
tailor-fashion, himself; on it are his ink-
horn, his pepper-box, full of steel gratings
(to serve instead of blotting-paper), his
tobaceo pouch, his private aceount-book,
his seal of office, a large pair of shears to
cut his paper with, a quire of paper, and a
few envelopes. All the clerks have the
same inventory of goods, with the excep-
tion of the signet, either on the desk before
t‘hem or on the divan heside them, and, as
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far as can be judged, very few of the clerks
seem to pay any particular attention to
what is going on around them. Some are
playing backgammon, shuflling the dice,
and speaking or laughing as loudly as
though the place were an hotel ; others are
playing at cat’s-cradle ; some are narrating
little episodes of private adventure, and one
or two, with intense anxiety depicted in
their faces, may be seen endeavoring to
unravel a sum in simple addition, adding
up some six lines of figures, and arriving
repeatedly at most unsatisfactory results.
At the farther end of the room, and
nearest the door, are some half-dozen patient
individuals, who, seeing the throng pres-
sing around the Hadji’s desk, despair of
transacting any business for a good half
hour to come, and endeavor to while away
the time with the stale old newspaper, or
in desultory conversation. In the centre
of the room, wrangling with each other in
no measured accents, are a couple of He-
brews—the one the seller, the other the
purchaser of a few barrels of sugar, which
are warehoused in the custom-house. The
bone of contention between them is a
couple of rusty old hoops, which have fallen
off said casks, and which both lay claim to
as their respective perquisites; their joint
value might be somewhat under six cents,
and the dispute grows fierce and loud. At
last they appeal to the Hadji, and the
Hadji, who always has an eye to the main
chance, claims them as his own. The cus-
toms charge nothing for warehousing, there-
fore he considers himself entitled to occa-
sional windfalls. Vainly they expostulate
against this, pale with anxiety and rage
to think that they are both outwitted ; the
order is given to the warehouse seribe, who
chances to be in the room at the time, to
make an immediate memorandum of the
matter, and this dignitary, who to all ap-
pearance is totally unfurnished with mate-
rials, squats down immediately upon the
floor, and producing ink-horn and paper,
thrusts up one knee, which serves him as a
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desk, and the minute is forthwith entered.
Then the two dealers go away, full of
enmity towards each other, their tempers
not being improved by a sly allusion, on
the part of some witty individual, to the
fable of the two cats and the cheese—
which table itself was originally copied
from the Arabs.

Every one is talkmg and clamorous,
when a hurried shipmaster, accompanied
by a consular canvass and an interpreter,
elbows his way to the Hadji’s desk and de-
mands, as the wind is fair, to have his ship
cleared out instanter. ¢ Shuay, shuay, ye
ebney ! yauash! yauash! (Gently, gently,
my son ! quietly! quietly !} Doesthe man
think we work by steam in this office 17

Thus demands the Hadji, to which, on
due interpretation, the captain allows that
he would be mad or blind to think so.
Nevertheless, the Hadji has a wholesome
fear of the English Consul, wherefore he
takes the documents out of the Captain’s
hands, and gives them to his own private
translator. This individual, who is clad in
hybrid costume, reads out the manifest line
by line, the Hadji making note of the same,
and comparing them with his own entries.
of shipments, which are found to tally
exactly. Then comes the most important
question, viz.: * Have all these shipments.
paid the right export duty?”” The Greek
broker has made some omission, it appears,
and mafters cannot be proceeded with till
the mistake is corrected. Upon this infor~
mation the shipmaster isnaturally annoyed,,
but there is no remedy ; he is obliged to go
all the way back to the broker’s, thenee to
the shipper, and in all probability is forced
to appeal to the Consul. Meanwhile the

fair wind subsides, and the owners, the:
underwriters, and all parties concerned,
have lost a week, if not more—a week of
hardship, wear and tear, of expenses in
pay and sustenance, and perhaps the cargo
is about ruined by so long confinement.—
Packard’s Monthly.
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JACK THE GIANT-KILLER.

BY FRANCIS COLE.

There wasa hut on the edge of a great forest
at the West. Perhaps 1 ought to call it a
BLoard shanty, for a hut suggests the idea of
But
¢verything about this dwelling was new.
The rough edges of the boards formed its only
cornice, and the freshly cut stumps around
the clearing told where the materials of the
house had come from. Jack lived here.
Jack’s father and mother were German people
who had come to the new world to try their
tortune., They had come to own more than
they ever did in their lives before, viz.: the
acres round their home, which they tilled ; a
couple of cows that furnished their butter and
cheese, and the milk for Jack’s nightly sup-
per; and the pigs that gave their winter's
supply of bacon. So it came to pass that one

|

night Jack was gent after the cows. He knew |

their paths and where to find them.
had browsed allday in the shades of the wood,
and would godown in the middle of the after-
noon to the brook which ran through it.
Jack knew they would be somewhere near
their daily drinking-place, about a mile from
home. Often and often had his mother told
him not to linger on the way. But to-night
the brook sang to him louder than ever; and,
instead of following up its course to bring his
cows home, he wanted to stop and play in its
waters,

A bright idea came into his head. He
would, he thought, wade down the brook in
the water instead of walking along the path
at its side. S0 he rolled up his trowsers, and
stepped in with his bare feet. But the water
felt cold, and he did not like the sharpness of
the pebbles in its bed. While he was wading
along, making believe it was sport, he caught
sight of some large, square chips left where
bis father had been cutting wood that after-
noon. These gave him a new notion, so he
stepped out of the water, and collected some
of the chips, and sent them sailing down the
brook. By and by he began to think his ships
would look better with a mast and pennant.
So he cut some green boughs, and stripped all
the leaves off but two or three at the top.
Then he dug some holes in the centre of the
chips with his knife, splitting a good many in
the process, stuck the boughs in, and sent the
fleet sailing down the stream. Then he
watched them eagerly to see which would
come out ahead. He hoped that one which

They |

he had succeeded in fixing better than the rest,
would do so. It did not, and Jack rose up
disgusted to find out that the daylight was
almost gone, and that he was scarcely twenty
rods on his way. Frightened at the thought
of the terrors of the woods ona dark night, he
started headlong after his cows. Butthe dark-
ness gathered about him faster than he walked,
and he gave up after a littlg, and faced home-
ward. Now that he had made up his mind to
leave the cows and go bome, he walked slower,
thinking how his mother would receive him
if he came without them. What should he
say ?

While he plodded along with his hands in
his pockets hie became aware of a misty shape
standing before him. It was ill defined, but
it looked like a huge man’s form with long
flowing hair.

“What do you want, my boy ?”

Somehow Jack was not very much afraid,
but he thought the shape accosted him as if
he had called for it.

“fdon't—know,” said Jack hesitatingly.

“But I do,” the man of the mist rejoined |
s take this and plant it out in the open glade
in the t woods and it will help you out of
your (nulties,” artd he dropped a small
hard substance into Jack’s hand. Then he
disappeared.

Jack was more frightened at his sudden
going than at his coming,and he now took to
his heels incontinently till lhe came near
enough to the house to see the light in the
windows. Then he dropped the stranger’s
gift in his pocket and began to consider the
situation again.

«Pshaw! T'll tell them T've heen looking
for the cows all this time and can’t find them.
That's easy enough!”

Then he thought he felt something in his
pocket, and he put his hand in, and behold!
the stranger’s gift was bobbing up and down,
and sideways, in a most unaccountable man-
ner. :

“ 1 wonder if it's bewitched ?” said Jack, as
he entered the house.

“It's you that are bewitched,” cried his
mother. “ Where are the cows?”

“Well, T can't find 'em,” said Jack sul-
lenly.

« (ood reason why; you haven't looked.”

#1 have,” Jack replied angrily, ¢ They’re
not at the brook, and they are not in the
woods.” Jack felt the little thing bobbing up
and down in his pocket.

“You're a lazy good-for-naught,” began his
mother again; but the father interposed.
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#XNever mind; if Jack can't find them, it is
not his fault. I'll go look for them myseclf
to-morrow.”

This made Jack feel badly, but he did not
take back what he had said, and going up to
the table where the candle stood he began
carelessly to play with the contents of his
pocket. By and by he drew out what the
stranger had given him, with a little snarl of
string, and looked at it furtively. It wasa
little black bean. Jack sat down to eat his
bowl of bread and milk with his mind full of
curious speculation, and scarcely spoke during
the hour that elapscd before he climbed
thoughtfully up the ladder to his little garret
bed. Early in the morning he jumped up and
«ressed himself, and ran off without his break-
fast to the open sunny glade in the woods.
He stuck his bean into the soft mould with
his fingers, and stood looking at the spot
reflectingly, when he saw two green leaves
push themselves above the ground. Full of
wonder he watched them. They opened them-
selves and grew green and broad, and a tiny
stalk appeared between, that shot up and up,
and put out leaves and grew thicker and
higher till it reached the top of Jack's head.
The morning air began to remind him that he
had not had any breakfast, and he reluctantly
left his beautiful bean-viane to go and get
some. As soon as it was over, Jack’s father
set him to feed the pigs and the chickens, and
then to help about the house; so that, however
impatient he might be, he could not get away
for two or three hours. This being WC, he
ran out to the place; and, behold ! his vifie was
as high as the house and had covered itself
with branches. While he marvelled at the
sight, it grew on faster than ever, and the top
beeame indistinet to his eyes. But he grew
tired of standing still, and went lack to the
house.

“ Mother,” asked he, “may 1 go over to
Tom Parkers?” Tom lived three-quarters
of a mile away on the road toward the old red
school-house.

“ Yes,” suid his mother without looking up;
“mind you're home by sundown.”

“Yes," replied Jack, scampering off.

For a while Jack and Tom wondered what
to do. There were no more boys within a
long distance exceptibose at school. Finally
Tom proposed to go over there and have some
fun, Jack had a very indistinct idea of what
the fun was to be, but off he went with Tom.
Afternoon school had been in scssion some
time. The sun washot, and everything about
the building seemed sleepy.

“1 say, Jack, let’s build up a lot of sticks of
wood against the door of the school-house,”
said Tom in a suppressed tone,

“ Well,” answercd Jack ; and they wentat it.
There were no windows on the front of the
house and the wood-pile was in front; so, as
they were carcful to keep out of the range of

the side-windows, they could not be seen from
the inside. They were very still about their
work, and in a few minutes had constructed a
loosely built pile, completely barring up the
door-way. Then they retreated to the road-
side, and awaited the result of their experi-
ment. It came time for the afternoon recess.
All at once, with a burst of noise, the door
opened, and five or six boys rushed out, with-
out looking to see where they were going.
Of coursc they tumbled over the wood-pile,
bruising their faces, and tearing their clothes,
and getting sundry hard knocks. The master
hearing thedistarbance came to the door. He
knew somebody must have put the wood there,
and his keen eye searched round for the offend-
crs. It spied out Tom and Jack, only half
hid by the trees on the other side of the road.
Quickly throwing aside the sticks of wood,
and picking up the fallen boys, he strode for-
ward. But the mischicf-makers had seen that
they were discovered, and they took to their
heels down theroad.  The master took to his,
too, and the pack of schooi-boys joined in the
race.  But, specding down the dusty road, the
two fugitives gain on their pursuer and finally
make a short cut out into the woods that com-
pletely baftles those following. Then they
discourse as follows:

“1 say, Tom, don't you s’pose they knew
us?”

“Don’t know and don’t care!” said Tom.

“Father says that'sa bad team, Tom. Any-
how I'm really frightened. Suppose he should
go and tell our folks of us.”

Tom was frightened, too, but he dida't care
to show it.

“Pshaw!” said he bravely, “T1l fix it up
some way.”

“ Well I'll go home,” Jack concluded.

The truth is he did not care to stay as long
as usual. He wanted to get home and see
how his vine came on. So when he arrived,
he went straight to the open glade where the
vine grew, instead of going into the house.
It was taller and stouter than before, and the
top was out of Jack's sight. So, as the
branches secmed strong enough to bear him,
he thought he would climb it, and he began
to do so. All at once a rhyme came into his
head, and he began to sing:

“ Hitehety, hatchety, up 1 go;
Hitchety, hatchety, up I go,”
and he began to feel very light-hearted. The
rhyme seemed to make the ascent easier, so
up he went wonderfully fast among the thick
leaves and branches that shut out the sun’s
light.

All at once it began to grow lighter,and he
came into full view of a glass house perched
among the branches. The sctting sun shone
beautifully on its various colors, for it was
not of clear glass that Jack could see through,
but stained in many hues.
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Jack, who, you will have observ.d, was given
to doing anytLing the fancy of the moment
prompted, resolved to goand knock at the door.
So he walked boldly along the bough, and did
s0. He heard a grim voice saying, © Enter,”
And Jack walked in, spite of his h art failing
him a little. He found, crouched over the
fire, his old giant friend that he had met in
the wood. He chuckled at Jack.

‘“Ho, ho, my boy ! so you plarted my bean, :
did you, and provided me with a home Very
good quarters indeed! Now then, if I can do
you a kind turn, [ will.”

Curiously enough, he thought of his impend-
ing flogging at home, were the truth found
out, and wondering much at himsclf as he did
50, he told the giantall about it.

“Just so.  Well, that is one of the cases [
know how to manage. The schoolmaster did
not see you very plainly did he ?”

“Don’t know,” replied Jack; “guess he
could tell who I was.”

“You needn’t guess anything of the kind.
You were so fur away that he can say nothing
positively. Deny the charge squarely, up
and down, and yow'll be safe enough.,”

“But father knows I went over to Tom's,” |

“Can't you tell him that you left there
before three o'clock, but did nof come directly
home 7 :

“ Hallo! old fellow, seems to me I've got to
tell a good many fis to get out of this !

“ What did you come up here for asking my
advice ?” thundered the glant; “ [ didw’t call
You, nor even invite you to come.”

“That's true,” said Jack, a little more
politely, *but if I had not planted the bean
You would not have had any house.”

“Don't pride yourself on that, youngster. |
My nameis Giant Deceit, and [ can find plenty
of boys to do my work.” ’

“Well,” rejoined Jack; undauntedly, “don’t !
leave here yet. 1 may want you to get me.
out of more scrapes.”

“Then you mean to follow my advice ?”
said the giant with a leer.

“ Ay, ay,” said Jack, as he walked out of the
docr.  “(ad Pve found out the name of my
new tenant,” reflected he, scrambling down. !
“It’s an ugly one, though ; but I'll do as he
says all the same, s:eing I can't think of any
other way.” And Jack was as good as his!
word and found the plan successful.

But of course Jack could not keep his won-
derful experience to himself. He let Tom into
it first. Tom told another boy as a great
secret,  And, of course, boys’ eyes being wide -
open, ard bLoys' feet nimble, and boys curi-
osity hungry enough to swallow anything, '
they all visited the bean-vine and the giant's
house, and made the acquaintance of the
inhabitant thereof, for themselves. Singu-:
larly enough, from that time forward the
neighborhood began to be noted for its dis. |
orderly character. [ts boys were the terror of|

%

all the country round. The haird-working
fathers and mothers were somewhat puzzled
at the change; and, though they sometimes
discovered the lies their children told them,
they never traced them back to their source
in the councils of Giant Deceit, And the
abode of the giant seemed to be invisible to
the elder people. Jack, one day, saw his
father walk dircctly through the glade, and
noticed with astonishment that he secmed to
see nothing uncommon. Time went on ; Jack,
having listened to the teachings of the giant
too often, became untrustworthy and unman-
ageable at Home, and his father apprenticed
bhim to a trade in a neighboring town. He
was to become a printer,

Now this did not well suit Jack. He did
not care to be Lound down steadily to work of
any kind, but he was to go, and there was no
help for it. 8o the rumbling wagon jolted
iuto town, and Jack was left at the office of

i The Western Llanner, whose proprietors had

taken him on trial. He was to go home every
Saturday night, and matters had been made as
easy for him as possible. But things went

. wrong the first week., Jack was to open the

otlice and sweep it out,and light the fire every
morning. For a day or two he did very weli,
The third morning he began handling the
sticks of type and fretting to himself that ig
took so long to learn how to set them. He
took up one carelessly enough, and by and by
overturncd it. Here was a pretty accident, to
be sure, but Jack called the councils of the
giant tdhis aid, and resolving to brave it out
went to work at the office fire. Presently one
of the men came in, and walked up to the

~desk,

‘“ Here, you young monkey! what mischicf
is this?”

“T don’t know,” said Jack doggedly,

* Don’t tell me that ! you did it yourself.’

“ No, I didn’t,” replied Jack sturdily.

“You can tell astraightforward lie, T see,”
said the man catching hold of his coat-collar,
and giving itanadmonitory shake ; “ but you'd
best not. Now tell me how it happened,”

“I don’t know,” said Jack, sturdily yet,
The wan began to be a little shaken in hig
opinion. So he contented himself with giv-
ing Jack a cuffing and walked away,

It is enough to say that matters in town

s went on from bad to worse, till there was no

bearing with Jack any longer, and his master
took him home in disgrace. It was toward
night when they drove up to the door of the
lonely house. Jack's father came out won-

“dering, when the man said, grufily enough :

“Here, I've brought this boy back for a bad
penny.” ’

“The farmer asked what was the matter
with his son, but the man replied that he
would leave Lim to tell his own story, and
went away.,

“Tell bis own story!” the words sounded
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strangely in Jack’s ear. What if he should do
it! Maybe after all it would not be so hard a
thing to do.

Jack's father did not say much to him, but
sat moodily by the fire with his head bent on
his hand. His mother, too, forgot to be loud-
tongued for once, and let him eat his supper
in peace. The silence oppressed him as scold-
ing and flogging had never done, and as he
puiled off his stockings and shoes he said to
himself:

“Hello, old boy, you're getting into a bad
way.”

But Jack was little accustomed to thought
about himself, and had nobody to show him
the right way to go at the work. So he went
to sleep with a confused feeling in his mind
that he was a very bad boy, but he hardly
knew how to remedy it.

All at once he woke suddenly, it seemed to
him from a tap of some cold metal against his
cheek. IHe saw, in the bright moonlight that
filled the room, a figure of a warrior dressed
in antique armor of burnished silver. From
the edge of every overlapping scale the light
streamed. His visor was raised, and Jack
could see his face. It was one of immortal
youth, and every feature expressed that kecn
penetration that does not stop short of the
heart ot things. He leaned upon an unsheathed
sword which glittered as though itself a moon-
beam. His eye was fixed with an expression
of gentle severity upon Jack’s, and he inspired
the boy with a strong sense of liking mingled
withawe.

“I am Truth,” said the figure ; and the voice
echoed through the room with a clear, ringing
sound. “I have come to ask if you choose to
serve me.”

“If I can,” said Jack, falteringly. :

“ But I will have nobody that is a friend to
Giant Deceit. You must choose between us.”

A sense of shame and dishonor began to
creep over Jack.

“I don’t care for Giant Deceit any more. 1
will follow you.?

“1 must have proof of it. If to-morrow
you go to your father and tell him the exact
history of the last weck, I shall know you
mean to keep your promise. AndI will have
no half-service, said the shining figure.
“ You must obey me implicitly if you care to
keep me on your side, and whenever you are
found with me you are safe.”

« I will obey you,” said Juck, enthnsiastically.

“Then you can go to sleep again,” and he
raised his sword. Jack shut his eyes from
very terror as he saw the flash and felt the
cold tap on his cheek again. When he opened
them he was alone. 'But in one thing he did
not obey the injunction of the vision. He
could not go to sleep.  As he luy there, a sud-
den impulsive, heroic resolve seized him. He
rose and dressed himself and stole quictly
down. There was no necd to make a clatter
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getting out, for he had only to lift the latch.
He took his hatchet from the corner by the
wood-box and was out of doors in a moment.
There was nothing to frighten him but the
shadow of the trees on the ground, but he felt
somewhat strangely as he strode along through
the still night. He came to the glade and
stood a moment considering the vine. It was
tall and strong and its branches spread out far
above him. But Jack was not & boy to think
long about anything, ard he swung his hatchet
over his head and brought it down on the
trunk with a vigorous thwack. He did not
stop and palter, but rained the blows down
faster and faster. The thick boughs above,
that in the witchery of the moonlight cast so
black a shadow, began to tremble and shake.
A blow or two more and they shivered and fell,
house and all. Jack heard the crash of glass,
and saw the giant pick himself totteringly up
and advance toward him, bellowing revenge-
fully. He was frightencd, but had no notion
of running away. And as he looked a bright
sword seemed to shape itself from the air and
a white hand held it and smote the giant
dead. After the sword-flash, all seemed to .
shrivel away and disappear. In a moment
Jack stood looking wonderingly upon the
empty space, and went home wondering still.

The next morning, he came down stairs feel-
ing far from brisk. But Giant Deceit was
gone, killed, dead. There was nothing for it
but to tell the whole story. He did tell it,
falteringly and hesitatingly enough, but it was
got through at last. His father was asto-
nished, but he recognized the fact that Jack
had forsaken his old ways, in the telling them.

“ And what will you do now, my boy ?’
said he, far more kindly than he usually spoke
to his son.

“ Stay and work the farm with you, if you
will let me,” replied Jack humbly.

One morning Jack and his father were
going through the glade to their daily work,
Jack was feeling awry that day, for the tool
was missing he had used the day before, and
he felt strongly tempted to deny having had
it. He perceived a little green shoot peeping
out of the ground where his bean-vine used to
stand. Suddenly he seized the hoe and set to
work to dig it up. The sods flew in all
directions. Jack’s father looked on amazed,
for he could see nothing, and asked :

“ What are you doing ?”

“Killing an enemy, father. You goon, and
I'll come pretty soon.” The father wondered
still, but he was a wise man and said nothing
more,

Jack found the hoe would notanswer, so he
went back to the house for a spade, and dug
deep and long, patiently pulling up every
root and fibre. There was no half-way work
this time, and when Jack left the glade, he
felt that Giant Deceit would never again find
a home there.
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LITTLE BURT’S CROSS.

BY HARRIET ANN HATHAWAY.

Sitting at my window this soft spring
morning, breathing the faint perfume of
crocuses and hyacinths, while looking
across the open common upon the beauti-
fully green grounds of the ¢ Capitoline,” the
grand base-ball ground of this fair city of
Brooklyn in the summer, and the delightful
skating-park in the winter, my mind wan-
ders back to.another spring morning away
in the past.

So vividly does that morning rise before
me, that I almost imagine myself with my
dinner-basket upon my arm, going to my
school, for I was then a teacher in a pretty,
quiet Massachusetts town.

Well doI remember how bright, yet deli-
cate, was the green of the leaves just burst-
ing their buds, and of the grass, so cool and
grateful to my tired feet, for my walk was
long ; also my delight at marking how
rapidly the latter had grown at the bottom
of a shallow little brooklet by the roadside,
for it was a country town, this one of which
I am speaking.

The soft breath of the early violetsscented
the air, mingling with that of the pale pink
anemones, and here and there the bright,
but more common, dandelion lifted its
honest face fearlessly in the very footpath.

What a lovely haze lay all around the
horizon, and was reflected on the margin of
the beautiful ‘“ Acushnet,” that divided us
from the fine city on its opposite bank 1—a
city accounted one of the neatest and pret-
tiest in the New-England States, noted for
ranking first as a whaling port, and, on
aceount of its numerous places of worship,
often styled ¢« The city of churches.” And
what more desirable name could be given
to a city, however fair ?

As I neared my pretty school-hounse, in
its large green enclosure, boasting but one
story and painted white, with green blinds,
it almost seemed like coming in sight of
home after a long absence, for we had been
having a two months’ vacation.

It was the opening morning of the term,
and the children in their delight came
bounding, in one laughing, shouting, merry
crowd, to welcome me. )

How pretty the girls looked in their new
spring dresses, and pink, white, blue, and
corn-colored cape-bonnets ; and the boys, in
their wide-brimmed straw-hats, with blue,
black, and green ribbons flying, and their
bright green satchels over their shoulders!
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How gayly they trooped before and behind
me into the school-house !

“ Oh, girls, see; our desks have all been
newly varnished !” cried one, with delight.
“I can see my face in mine!?”

“ And we’ve new maps and a globe ! "’
exclaimed another.

‘¢ And the old clock, with its painted face,
is gone ; and just see what a beautiful, gilt-
framed, round one we have !  added a third.

“ Well, of all things ! if the teacher hasn’t
a new chair, and a pretty silver hand-bell,
girls,”” called Ella Millet.

“Oh, teacher, ain’t you glad of those pretty
vases?”’ asked ¢little Burt,” lifting his
great blue eyes lovingly to my face.

“ Yes, children,” I said, as soon as I could
be heard for the pleasant tumult, ¢TI am
very glad,—very grateful that so much has
been done to make our school-room cheer-
ful and inviting; and, in return for it, I
think we must all try and do better than
ever before. Now,” I added, “as it wants
a half-hour to school-time, you may leave
your books upon your desks, and go out and
enjoy this beautiful morning.”

And so they trooped out as gayly as they
trooped in, the boys to trundle their hoops,
play at marbles, and * hopseoteh,” while
the girls clambered over walls to roam the
little grove near in search of wild flowers,

When I was a little girl I had a teacher
who rang her bell with such an irritating
* Ting-a-ling, ling, ting-a-ling, ling ! >’ that
it ever seemed to say to me, % Come in, or
'l whip you! Come in, or I'll whip you!"”
and sometimes a voice within me would
answer, “ Ring away if you want to; who
cares for you,old bell 7" "Not that I did not
intend to mind it, but because it jarred an
unpleasant chord in my bosom ; and I think
I seldom took my bell in my hand without
the thought, «“I will ring it cheerily aud
invitingly.”

‘ Ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-ding, dong,’
rang out my pretty silver bell, and I heard
the children say,—

¢ Oh, it’s sweet as music ! "

Then they eame trooping in, not without,
confusion, for they could not at once hreak
themselves to school routine and habits.

Several of the girls left tiny bunches of
violets, and pale-pink, drooping anemones
upon my desk ; but the boys had been too
busy at their games, all but little Burt (his
name was Albert), who timidly slipped
into my hand a spray of the sweet trailing
arbutus. I thought I saw a grieved look
upon his face, as he hastily turned from my
desk.

When the children’s voices rang out so
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sweetly, “I want to be an angel,’” I noticed
Burt’s painful efforts to join with them ; for
he was the sweetest singer of the school,
and dearly did he love singing; but he
could not wake hi¢ sorrowful heart to musie,
and he was as unsucecessful in repeating
that beautiful Psalm, *“The Lord is my
shepherd,” and also in uniting in ¢ Our
Father.”” I counld hardly keep back my
own tears to see this little boy trying so
manfully to master his grief, and I longed
to say some little word of comfort; but I
knew it would attract the notice of the
school, and he was so sensitive.

¢ Class in ¢Second Reader,””” I called,
and Burt came with the rest. He stood
near the foot of the class,—bheing one of the
smaller ones,—and so I could not get a full
view of his face, but hoped he had forgotten
his trouble in the delight of taking his
place with this class for the first time.

¢« Burt will read,” Isaid, as it came his
turn ; ¢ he is such a stundious boy I suppose
he'simproved greatly during the long vaca-
tion.”

Burt straightened back, braced one foot
firmly upon the ¢ line,” grasped his book
with both hands, and eleared his throat with
a tremulous little ¢“ ahem.” Then his lips
opened and shut once, twice, and again,
but no sound followed ; one more mighty
effort, and, with a painful pause between
each word as though it hurt him, he
read,—

¢ What — have — you — in — that —
basket, — ¢hild ?”” I{ was in vain ; his
grief was too great for him. His little
heart beat so I could see its motion under-
neath his brown and white checked apron ;
his book dropped at his side ; his large blue
eyes filled and overflowed with big tears,
and, with a sobbing cry as though each
word tore his little heart, he wailed,—

¢« Harry — Card —oh, — he —said —my
—my — father — was — was —a —a —
drunkard!”

Then, sinking upon the reecitation-bench
and hiding his face in both of his hands, he
sobbed and wept in such an abandonment
of sorrow as 1 hope never to see again in
soyoung & child. Some of the girls sobbed
with him, and the boys, now and then,
drew their jacket-sleeves across their eyes
slyly, while Hal Wood, the champion of the
gmaller boys, shook his fist, unseen, as he
thought, at Harry Card.

Poor, pitiful little heart! how I longed
to take him in my arms and comfort him !
But I crushed back my tears, which gave to
my throat a feeling as though I’d attempted
toswallow a small-sized apple whole ; and in

a little time school was going on as quietly
as usual, save that now and then there
came, less and less frequently, from Bury’s
corner, a soft sob, which at last ceased alto-
gether.

“Now,’” I thought, as it neared the time
for recess, I must think of some way to
save him from the prying questions the chil-
dren will be likely to ask, all in kindness ;
for he was so sensitive I knew he would
shrink from their notice, as yet. So I went
to him, laid my hand upon his head, and
said,—

“Burt, will you take this order to the
committee for texi-books? I want you to
do the errand : you are so trusiy.”

A shadow of a smile played around his
mouth then, which deepened as I added,—

¢ Choose some boy to go with you, for it
is a long walk.” His voice was almosi
cheery as he brightened up at this proof of
my confidence in him, and he said,—

“I'll choose Griles Wilhor,”” and shortly
after I heard them chatting pleasanily, as
they left the yard.

But now my duty lay before me:; I must
call Harry Card to an account for his eruel
words. But what was I to say? He had
spoken the fruth! Little Burt’s father was a
drunkard ! not a low, besotted one, but refined
and intelligent, and belonging to one of the
first families in the town; a good hushand
and a kind father when sober, but a drunkard
all the same! and his children, I knew, for
these very reasons, felt their father’s degra-
dation more than if educated in squalor and
sin.

I can not tell just what I said to my
school that morning, but 1 think I was
guided. Isaw how all the better feelings
of my scholars’ hearts were touched, and I
knew, when they promised to be more kind
and thoughtful in the future for each other's
happiness, that they were in earnest.

“I am very sorry I spokeso to little Burt,
teacher,” said Harry Card in an humble
tone as he passed my desk on his way to the
play-ground ; “ and I +hink I'll try never to
hurt anybody again by cruel words.” And
this of his own accord.

That day, during noon intermission, I
saw Harry come into the school enclosure,
and throw himself upon the grass close by
little Burt, who seemed half-hiding under
the wall, as though he had not quite got
over his heart-pain.

¢ Burt, Burt,” said Harry sofily, drawing
from his pocket a two-bladed knife, * see
this!”

“0 my! what a beauty!” exclaimed
Burt, now fairly aroused. ¢ I'd like a two-
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bladed knife. I had one with one blade,
once, and that was of hoop iron!”

“ Yes, they're prime! and the best of it
is, I bought it with my own money. Guess
how long I was saving up enough to do
it ? t)

Y don’t believe I could hit it if I tried ;
but it must have taken you a very long
time, Harry.”

“Yes, sir, it did.
months.”

“ I'd be proud as a king if I had a knife
like that, Harry., How itshines,—just like
silver!”

* Well, then, be happy asa king; here,
take it! Mother said I might give it to
you."”

“ What, Hazry, for my very own?” cried
Bart, in round-eyed wonder, reaching out
for it eagerly.

¢ Yes, here goes! Good-bye, old knife !”
and Harry slapped it into Burt’s open palm.

Burt turned the knife from side to side,
then end for end, examined the two blades,
tested the edge of them a little fearfully,
looking very thoughtful ; then, with a sud-
den effort, he thrust it into Harry’s hand
again with—

*No, no, Harry, I can’t do it! take your

1 was two whole

knife, and you go without one! I should
feel too mean. ’Tis ten times better than
my old hoop-iron one ; but I can’t do it: I'd
feel like a little sneak.”

* Well, T shall feel mean all the timse,
and always if you don’t take it ; and unhappy
too, thinking of what I said this morning.
Please do take it, Burtie.”’

Thus urged, Burtie took it, and the next
minute they went out of the yard with one
arm of each around the other’s neck. I
knew then that the breach of the morning
was healed,—that the soreness had left
little Burt’s heart.

‘ Poor little Burt,” said I to myself;
‘“this is but one of the bitter lessons in store
in the life before you, each one of which, as
you increase in years and knowledge, will
bring you deeper and more lasting pain and
humiliation than this lesson of to-day.”

Children, did you ever stop and think of
the dreadful thing it must be for a ckild to
blush for its parent’s sin and shame? If not,
begin now ; and never, by word or deed, add
tothe sorrow of these little sorrowful hearts;
for, oh, there are very many children, more
than you can even dream or think of, who
are bearing a “ cross” as heavy as was
¢ Little Burt’s Cross! "—Sabbath at Home.

Bomestic

Gronomy

=

SHEDD=

COLORS AND COMPLEXIONS.

There is an old story, familiar to every lady,
of an old and ugly and spiteful queen who
played a sorry trick on one of the most beau-
tiful blondes of her court by inviting her, at
a time when she was magnificently attired in
white, to sit beside her brunette majesty in a
chair trimmed with yellow and with yellow
tapestry surroundings. The poor blonde
blushed at divining the motive of the queen
but dared not decline the honor. She had no
sooner taken her seat, it will be remembered,
than she changed to a faded, sallow, dirty-
yellow complexion, while the queen, who wasa
brunette, looked all the better in her yellow
surroundings for the contrast with her rival.
The maid of honor appeared to such dis.
advantage beside the queen that the beauty
of the latter and the ugly complexion of the
former were the court gossip for weeks.
That queen understood better than most
modern ladies the philosophy of colors, and
she owed her triumphs to that knowledge,

If portrait painters were ever practical
fellows they could and would give their lady
friends and patrons a wise suggestion or two
in regard to colors and how to blend ther;
but we may learn of them if not from thew .
We may learn a lesson or two from the differ-
ent colored screens which are found in their
rooms, and which many ladies imagine are
kept to conceal the artist’s toilette arrange-
ments.  They are really used for « backing
up”’—that is, to form the back-ground which
is to relieve the figure of the model or subject
which is being painted. Tbe lighter colored
ones are for brunettes; the dark ones are
placed behind blondes when they are being
painted, the effect being to more clearly mark
the outlines of face and figure, and to improve
the complexion,

Again, every artist, if asked, will tell you
why the colors on his pallet appear so inferior
to the same wheu put on the canvas, by
explaining that they are placed on the pallet
at random, and as is most convienient, while
they are arranged on the canvas with careful
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study of effect. Certain colors, side by side
on the pallet, appear dull and dirty, though
they came from the tube a moment before in
all their purity and brilliancy of tone. Yellow
beside white makes the white look yellowish,
and the yellow becomes paler; so red beside
orange reddens the orange; green gives a
greenish tinge to white, yellow, and orange.
The colors thus placed appear dull and dirty,
not because they are really dirty or inferior
in color, but because of their arrangement.
Thus white and yellow, placed side by side,
injure the tone of each other, because there is
not sufficient contrast, and appear to the eye
a8 if really run together, just as the faded
colors that do not wash look. But if the
artist places red hetween yellow and blue the
tone of each will ba heightened and improved ;
for red, yellow, and blue, as any tasteful lady
knows, or red, white,and blue, as every patri-
otic lady knows, blend most harmoniously.

The beautifully blended colors of the Gobe-
lin tapestries have long been admired, and it
is common to hear the colors, as well as the
material, spoken of as of a superior quality.
This is not the case. The Dbeauty and
magnificence of the Gobelin carpets are due
less to the richness of the colors than to the
skill and taste which has directed their blen-
ding. They are the result of years of study
of the effect of colors. Many years ago black
tints used to be employed as shadows to the
popular blue draperies and carpets of the
Gobelin make, until it was discovered by the
manager that black not only did not wear
well, but that it never bad its deep glossy
appearance when blended with blte, but took
& dirty, brownish hue. The latter fact dis-
covered, the cause was sought for, and it was
found that the black was spoiled by contrast
with the blue. Further experiments resulted
in its disuse in that connection, and hence
you seldom see black in carpets of modern
make.

Many of the beautiful India shawls which
are imported into this country contain black
in large quantities, but it is not a popular
color; and hence American importers find it
to their advantage to change the black for
more agreeable colors. The changing of the
colors in India shawls for the purpose of in-
creasing the effect is as much a branch of
needle-work as the repairing of shawls.

Upon the same plan, and guided by the same
rules which influence the artist and the
needle-woman in the choice of colors, a lady
should compound, or arrange and blend the
colors which compose her dress, furnish her
room, plant her flowers, and arrange her bou-

uets, The same principle applies to one as
to all. All that is necessary to success is a
slight knowledge of the grand laws of colors.

The effect of each color or tint in one’s dress
is increased or modified by its neighbor.
Every lady can test this by arranging a

301

bouquet, or, better still, by making a pieced
quilt. 'To dothe latter she will, in the first
place, have previously gathered together a
large quantity of scraps or pieces left from her
own and her friends’ dresses, and these she
will have cut into diamond or hexagon
squares, or some other shape, according to her
taste and design. Before beginning let her
discard all figured pieces, so that each of those
to be used shall be of one uniform tint. Then
in arranging them in the quilt, let her form a
regular scale, beginning with the lightest
tinted piece and ending with the darkest, or
vice versa. The result will be that every
square will be modified by those on either
side of it. The border next a darker square
will be lightened in effect; the border next a
light square will be darkened in effect. The
whole row or circle of squares, seen from a
little distance, will be made in this way to
appear not flat but fluted. Such is the effect
of tints upon each other.

The same effects can be produced in dressing,
in arranging a bouquet, and in furnishing your
house, if the same plain fact is observed in
relation to the laws of color. The main laws of
color to be borne in mind are as follows : Biue,
yellow, and red, principal or primary colors,
when mixed together produce white; but
when either two of them are mixed, another
shade is produced which is naturally the
opposite of the one which does not combine
to produce it, Thus blue and yellow mixed
create green, and hence green is the opposite
of red. Green will, if placed beside blue, yel-
low, orange, violet, or white appear to redden
them ; while red placed beside either of the
same colors gives it a greenish finge. But
green and red when placed side by side set otf
each other, not “making the green one red,”
but greener by the contrast, and the red is also
heightened incolor. Red and yellow produce
orange ; hence orange should always go with
blue, and not with the other primary colors.
In the same way red and blue produce violet;
and for the reason before given, violet goes
best with the color that does not aid to form
it. Hence green and red are contrasting
colors; so are yellow and violet, and blue and
orange, In the same way the shades of these
primary colors may be contrasted to advan-
tage. Yellow tints of greem contrast with
violet, yellow tints of orange with blue, and
orange tints of red with bluish-green.

Blondes should wear blue or green. Blue
imparts orange to the blonde, thereby enrich-
ing the white complexion and light flesh tint,
and improves their yellow hair. Green is
becoming to blondes who have little color,
because it heightens the pink of the cheeks
and the crimson of the lips, but it should be
adelicate green. If the blonde has much color
she should indulge most in blue; but if she
wears green it should be very dark. If the com-
plexion is, as is often the case with blondes,
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of a brownish-orange hue, the green should
be very dark, or else it will impart to the
countenance of the wearer a brick-red hue.
Yeliow imparts violet to the pale complexion
of the blonde, and this hue is not desirable to
the Circassian race. Orange makes a blonde
look still paler or yellow. In fact, it becomes
ueither light nor dark beauties, and should
not be worn near the skin. Red increases the
effect -of whiteness in the blonde, and suggests
a greenish hue to the pink of the face. Kose-
red destroys all the freshness of a good com-
plexion.

Brunettes should wear yellow or red. Yellow
Las the effect of neutralizing the yellow in the
vrange complexion of the brunette, and at the
same time increases the red, thus giving fresh-
uess to the black-haired beauty. Red is
chiefly to be used to increase the whiteness
of the brunette's skin, and it should be used
sparingly even by the darkest ladics, Blue
should be carefully avoided by all brunettes
with much orange in their face, as it imparts
orange.  Orange, of course, does not suit an
orange complexion; nor any other for that
matter. It gives a brunette a dull, whitish,
Llnish, pallid appearance, without increasing
her red as does yellow. It has the same
objections for brunettes that red has, and in a
still greater degree. Violet imparts yellow,
which, in a brunette, is not highly desirable,

In the same way these facts may be applied
in furnishing one’s Louse. The drapery of a
toow should be blue, green, amber, or yellow,
Blue and green drapery tends to increase the
color in the face of all standing near it.
Hence the popularity of blue and green reps
with blondes. Amber and yellow hangings
and furniture are suitable only for bruneties.
Kose-red, wine-red, and light crimson curtaing
give a green tint to a lady standing near them,
and are thercfore objectionable. Dark crim-
son draperiess tend to whiten atl faces, and to
neutralize the natural color; hence they are
objectionable for blonde and brunette,

Wall-paper should be yellow, light green,
or blug. The same reasons which are given
with regard to drapery apply to colors in
wall-paper.  Yellow combines well with
mahogany, though damaging to the effect of
gilding. Light green goes well with both
mahogany and gilding. Light blue does not
suit mahogany quite so well as yellow, but is
admirable for gilding, and is ‘the color for
rooms with yellow and orange furniture.

It should be remembered that the color of
the furniture should be in proper contrast to
that of the drapery and wall-paper. Thus,
yellow hangings should accompany blue
furniture, crimson hangings should accompany
green furniture, and vice versa.

The carpet should be chosen by the same
rule, which each lady can apply for herself.—
Marper's Bazar,

SELECTED RECIPES.

PLAIN PASTE For MEAT-Pres.— Put into
a pan half a pound of flour, quarter of a pound
of dripping, half a teagpoonful of salt; rub all
well together for about three minutes, add by
degrees Lalf a pint of water, mix the paste well;
it requires to be rather hard; throw some flour
on the board, roll, and use it instead of putf
paste ; three, or even two ounces, of dripping
will be enough where economy is required, or
many children to feed,

Where the cottager has a small garden, in
which he can grow a few herbs, which I have
already recom’mended, then introduce in the
paste a little chopped parsley or eschalot, a very
small piece of winter savory or thyme, or
bayleaf chopped fine: these herbs cost little,
and are at once relishing, refreshing, and whole-
some.—From * Cookery for the People.”

OYSTER-PIE.—~Make a crust by working flour
into mashed boiled potatoes with a little salt.
Line a deep dish with it, invert a small teacup
in the middle to hold the Jjuice in and to hold up
the upper crust. Putin the oysters with a little
bepper and butter, and dredge in some ilour,
Cover with crust, make a large slit on the top,
aud bake an hour,

OYSTERS ON ToasT.—Upen twelve very large
oysters; putthein in a pan with their liquor, a
quarter of a teaspoontul of pepper, a winegluss
of milk, two cloves, and a smaull piece of mace,
if handy; boil a few minutes until set; mix one
ounce of batter with half an ounce of flour; put
ity in small picces, in the pan, stir round; when
near boiling pour over the toast, and serve. A
little sugar and the juice of a lemon, is a greut
improvewment,

KGGS AND SAUSAGES. —Boil four sausages for
five minutes; when half cold, cut them in haif
lengihways; put a little butter or fatina frying-
pan, aud put the sausages in and fry gently ;
break four eggs into the pan, cook gently, and
serve. Raw sausages will do as well, only keep
them whole and cook slowly.

BROWNING FOR SAuCEs.~Put half a pound of
brown sugar into an iron saucepan, and melt ig
over a moderate fire for about twenty-five
minutes, stirring it continually, until quite
black, but it muast become so by degrees, or too
sudden a heat will make it bitter; then aqd two
quarts of water, and in ten minutes the sugar
will be dissolved. Dottle for use.

GROUND RICE PUDDING.~Boil one pint of
milk with a little picce of lemon-peel; nmix a
quarter of a pound of ground rice with half a
pint of milk, itwo ounces of sugar, and one of
butter; add this to the boiling milk ; keep
stirring, take it off the fire, break in two eggs,
one aflerthe other; keep stirring; batter a pie-
dish, pour in the mixture, and bake until set,
This i3 atie of the guickest puddings that can be
made.
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@orrespondence.

SFRE S DD

C. J. BRYDGES, Esq.

(See F'rontispiece.)

Charles John Brydges, Esq., Managing
Director of the Grand Trunk Railway, and
Intercolonial Railway Commissioner, was
born near London, in February, 1827. His
parents died while he was very young, and
he was sent to a private academy, where
he remained until he attained the age of
fifteen years, when he entered a merchant’s
office. A year afterwards, in 1843, he was
appointed to a junior clerkship in the Lon-
don and South-Western Railway Company.
IIe rose rapidly, until, before ten years had
elapsed, he was preferred to the post of
Assistant Secretary. At this time the
Madras Railway Company was established,
and Mr. Brydges applied for the office of
General Manager. This post was given to
another, but a month afterwards Mr.
Brydges was appointed to the office of
Managing Director of the Great-Western
Railway Company of Canada,—receiving
from his former employers a flattering tes-
timonial of their regard. During his con-
nection with the London and South-Western
Railway Company, he was mainly instru-
mental in establishing a ¢ Friendly So-
ciety ” for the benefit of the workmen, and
in 1850, he took an active part in promot-
ing the formation of a Superannuation Fund
for railway clerks.

In January, 1853, Mr. Brydges arrived
in Canada, and entered on his new duties
in connection with the Great Western
Railway. The line was not opened for
traffic until the following January, and
then, being in a very incomplete state, had
to struggle through great difficulties; yet
such was its success that, in 1856, the
shareholders received a dividend of eight
per cent. In the autumn of 1861, negotia-
tions were entered into between the Grand
Trunk and Great Western Railways for the
fusion of the two lines, and on the resigna-

tion of the Managing Director of the former,
the situation was offered to, and accepted
by, Mr. Brydges. He continued to manage
both lines until September, 1862, when, the
fusion bill having been withdrawn some
time before, he resigned his position on the
Great Western.

From that time his whole energies have
been devoted to the Grand Trunk, until his
recent appointment as Intercolonial Rail-
way Commissioner. As he is one of the
ablest and most influential of all the pro-
minent men of Canada, our readers will
doubtless be pleased to see his likeness, and
peruse this brief biographical sketeh.

We copy from the Quebec Chronicle the
following notice, from the pen of Mr.
Lemoine, a Canadian writer of considerable
celebrity ; but while we are fully sensible
of the value of the contributions therein so
prominently praised, we would by no
means be understood to depreciate the
many other writers who have given us the
aid of their talents:

WELCOME TO THE * NEw DoMmiNION
MonrtHLY.”—With the rosy dawn of a new
year, our old familiar, the NEw DOMINION
MoONTHLY, drops in amongst us, brimful of
interest, and bidding fair to furnish for the
year of grace, 1869, a brilliant and useful
career. ltis then fitting to greet encour-
agingly, as well the enterprising editors of
this repository of knowledge, as those to
whose midnight toil we owe the thrilling
pages which compose it. To the latter,
especially, from this our cosy sanctum,
slippered, and seated in presence of our
grate fire, amid the green glens of Sillery,
do we waft our most grateful thanks in the
name of our household gods, our little ones,
who devour each month the contents of
this budget of interesting stories and scraps
of history. Can it then be that this glo-
rious parish, as old Kit North would call it
—the most ancient, * the most romantic, t
the most renowned in history, of all the

* Sillery was founded in 1637 by Le Comman-
deur Bralart de Sillery.

1t Under the shades of Sillery 1 would like to
lay my bones. (Words of the Earl of Elgin,
when at Spencer Wood,)
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many happy parishes of this our happy
land of Canada, is too partial to the
MoNTHLY, which borrows some of its bright-
est gems from the literary talent of Sillery ?
It may be =0, for oUR PaRrisH dotes on and
ever did love letters. Kind reader, thou
knowest, or thou shouldst know, that for a
century and more Sillery has been one of
the chief seats of learning and of learned
men in the Canadas.

Two centuries ago, the French Attorney-
General Ruette d’Auteuil composed his
Requisitoires in his Villa on the Sillery
heights, close to where an eminent Judge
in our day enjoys rural felicity, under the
shades of Clermont. Later on the annals
of the parish tell of an enthusiastic sazant,
the botanist Gomin, building himself a
dwelling at the point where the Gomin
road branches off, at Coulonge Cottage, in
order to be able to study, at all hours of the
day, the floral treasures which May and
June spread bountifully each spring under
the rustling oaks of the Gomin wood, whose
botanical glories have since been becom-
ingly recorded by botanists of our day, the
Abbe Brunet and S. Sturton, Esquire, and
that noble and literary lady, the Countess
of Dalhousie, whose researches appear in
the Transactions of the Literary and His-
torical Society of Quebee for 1827.

In 1767, a British writer, the gifted Mrs.
Brooke, the wife of an English officer, wrote
from the old Manor House, at Sillery Cove,
those fascinating letters which compose the
novel she dedicated to the Governor of the
Colony, Guy Carleton, afterwards Lord Dor-
chester, under the title of The History of
Emily Montague. Cap Rouge still repeats
the respected name of the Nestor of the
Canadian Press, the Hon, John Neilson, for
Years the member for the County of Quebee.
From Kerkella hails one of the collaborators
of that elegant history of Quebec, which
the late John Charleton Fisher, L L. D.,
and the talented Andrew Stuart, compiled
for Mr. Hawkins in 1835— Hawkins' New
Historical Guide of Quebec. How long floux-
ished in our midst that Venerable prelate,
who wrote the Songs of the Wilderness,—
Bishop Mountain, the respected owner of
Bardsield, Then have we not, in our
own day, in our midst, some fervent
friends of literature, some of the staunchest,
Supports of the New DominNion Magazing ¢
Mr. J. Paxton, landscape gardener at Wood-
field, the author of Canadian Ferns,—the
writer of Maple Leaves and of the Orni thology
of Canada, at Spencer Grange —and the
wainstay of the DomiNion MONTHLY, the

Chatelaine of Thornhill, Mrs. A. Campbell |

whose noveletles and feuilletons have made
her name a household word amongst the
young of all Canada. There is a moral
tone pervading all Mrs. Campbell’s stories
which assures them the entree to every
family cirele. We are glad tosee her figure
so largely in the January number. Now
that we have said so many pleasant things
of the editors and contributors of the
DominioN MoNTHLY, we would like on part-
ing to give the former one word of advice :
combined with the light and pleasing stories
which form the staple of the Magazine,
one would like, for the young, gleanings
from the history of onr native land—
Canada ; and if the pudding and blane-
mange reeipes, which take up so much
room in the Magazine, were set aside, and
published by themselves in a pamphlet of
some thirty pages, and given as a Christ-
mas gift, they would be of more general
use. Asit is, this useful culinary literature
causes each number of the magazine to dis-
! appear from the drawing-room, and when
Biddy returns it from the realm of her
dreaded power, it exhibits dog-leaves, blurs,
spots—in fact sauce and gravy where it is
not wanted, so that the book at the end of
the year is unfit to be bound np.
A WELLWISHER.
Sillery, 1st January, 1869.

D

A CARD.

The Publishers of the NEw DoMINION
MoNTHLY have found it necesgary to an-
nounce publicly and explicitly that, at the
low price it is published, they cannot afford
to pay for contributions until its eircula-
tion becomes greatly extended. The only
co-operation that they can look for is that
of writers who may be willing to aid, with-
out payment, in the establishment of g
healthy British American magazine. As
soon, however, as the NEW DomINiON
MoNTHLY begins to be profitable, it will be
the pleasure of the publishers to pay what
they can afford for original contributions,
and to that end every effort will be made
| to extend its circulation, in which they ask
| the help of all interested in the literature
of the Dominion.

—— e

! TO CORRESPONDENTS

i
{

J. N. L.—We cannot insert your article,




S. R. PARSONS,

FURNITORE WAREHOUSE,

603 & 605 CRAIG, STREET,
IN REAR OF ST. LAWRENCE HALL, MONTREAL.

CONSTANTLY IN STOCK

A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF FURNITURE

IN ALL ITS VARIETIES,
Arranged in Light and Spacious Show Rooms.

BLACK WALNOT AND ORNAMENTAL BED-ROOM SETS

IN GREAT VARIETY OF STYLES.

MATTRESSES, PILLOWS, &c., &c.

Goods carefully packed and delivered to Boats or Railway free of
- charge. :

A Cough, Cold, or Sore Throat,

REQUIRES IMMEDIATE ATTENTION, AND SHOULD BE CHECKED.
IF ALLOWED TO CONTINUE,

&, Irritation of the Lungs, a Permanent Throat Affec-
tion, or an Incurable Lung Disease,

IS OFTEN THE RESULT.

BROWN’S BRONCHIAL TROCHES,

MAVING A DIRECT INFLUENCE TO THE PARTS, GIVE IMMEDIATE RELIEF.

For Bronchitis, Asthma, Catarrh, Ceonsumptive, and Throat
Diseases,

TROCHES ARE USED WITH ALWAYS GOOD SUCCESS.

SINCERS AND PUBLIC SPEAKERS

will find Troches useful in clearing the voice when taken before Singing or Speaking
and relieving the throat after an anusual exertion of the vocal organs. The Trockes are
recommended and prescribed by Physicians, and have had testimonials from eminent
men throughout the country. Being an article of true merit, and having proved their
efficacy by s test of many years, each year finds them in new localities in various parts
of the world, and the Troches are universally pronounced better than other articles.

OBTAIN only ‘ BROWN’S BroNcHIAL TRocHEs,” and do not take any of the Worth
less Imitations that may be offered.



FIRST PRIZE SEWING MACHINES.

J. D. LAWLOR,

MANUFACTURER.

PRINGIPAL OFFICE,
365, Notre Dame Street, Montreal.

Salpar

Uy, &
U SEING Jgouds

Would most respectfully invite the public toexamine the great variety of First-Class Sewing
Machines, before purchasing elsewhere, among which are:

A New Elliptic Family Machine, with Stand, Price $23.00.

A New Lock Stitch Family Machine, Price $30.00,

Singer’s Family, various Styles.

Singer’s No. 2. for Tailoring and Shoe Work.

The Florence Reversible Feed Family Machine.

Howe’s for Family and Manufacturing purposes.

The Aitna Noiseless Machine, for Tailors and Family use.

A Button Hole and Lock Stitch Machine, combined.

‘Wax Thread Machines, which possess many advantages over all others.

o I'warrant all Machines made by me superior inevery respect tothose
i of any other Manufacturerin Canada. I have the best Testimonial from
all the prineipal Manufacturing Establishments, and many of the best
Families in Montreal, Quebec, and St.John, N.B,,testifying to theirsupe-
riority. My long experienceinthe business, and superior facilities for ma-
nufacturing, enable me tosell First-Class Sewing Machines from 20 to 30
per centless than inferior Machineg of the same patiern can be purchased
elsewhere. 1 therefore offer better Machines and better T'ermsto Agents.

Local and Travelling Agents will do well to give this matler their
attention.

A Special ﬁiscount, made to the Clergy and Religious Institutions.
PARTICULAR INOTICE.

The undersigned is desirons of securing the services of active persons in all parts of the Domi-
nion to act as local or travelling Agents for the sale of his celebrated Sewing Machines. A very
liberal salary, and ex}}genses will be paid, or commission allowed. Country Merchants, Post-
masters, Clergymen, Farmers, and the business public generally, are particularly invited to give
this matter their attention, as I can offer unparalleled inducements, and at the same time the
cheapest as well as the best Sewing Machines now before the public.

All kinds ot Bewing Machines Repaired and Improved at the Factory, 48 Nazareth Street, and
at the adjusting Rooms, over the Otfics, 365 Notre Dame Street, Montreal, and 22 St. John Street,
Quebec; 78 King Street, St. John, N.B. Every description of Sewing Machine Trimmings,
‘Wholesale and Retadl.

Pegging Machines Repaired at the Faclory, 48 Nazareth Street, Montreal. Send for Price
Lists and Photographs of Machines Address in all cases,

J. D. LAWLOR.




GARDNER'S BAKING POWDER

11h. PACKETS 6 PACKETS
25 (I g,’h){]u@@o

TEN REASONS

WHY it should be used in PREFERENCE to all others:—

1st.—Bread or Cakes made with it are MORE WHOLESOME than if
made with yeast or any other process.

and.—Its PURITY is such that it will stand the test of the most perfect
analysis.

3rd.—After having been extensively used for the last 14 years, in NOT
ONE instance has it failed to give ENTIRE SATISFACTION.

4th.—Families that have used it pronounce it THE BEST, and will use
no other.

5th.—It contains no SALERATUS, nor does it impair the digestive
organs like those powders where SODA or an excess of ALKALI predomi-

nates.

8th.—It never gives to Bread or Cakes an unpleasant ALKALINE or
MAWKISH taste.

7th.—The ingredients that form its composition are more BENEFICIAL
than otherwise.

8th.—Dyspeptic subjects can eat HOT Bread and Rolls made with it,
and derive BENEFIT by its use.

9th.—Every packet contains its full weight. One pound packets weigh
SIXTEEN OUNCES.

10th.—It is ALL that it is represented to be, namely :

. “UNRIVALLED FOR PURITY AND CHEAPNESS.

DEPOT AND MANUFACTORY :

375 NOTRE-DAME STREET,

MONTREAL.

FOR SALE BY GROCERS EVERYWHERE.

J. GARDNER, Chemist,
Sole Proprictor and Manufacturer.




CANADA TRUSS FACTORY.

F. GROSS,
SURGICAL MACHINIST,

Elatic Spring-Truss Maker,

INVENTOR AND MANUFACTURER.

OF ALL KINDS OF

Instruments for Physical Deformities..

36 VICTORIA SQUARE,
MONTREAL.

F. GROSS’'S ARTIFICIAL LEGS.

Distinguished in their superiority for combining In the highest degree Sclentific and
Ansatomical principles with the articulation of the natural limb, and possessing great strength,
with lightness and durability. They are perfectly adapted to all forms of amputation, Every
1imb is made firsi-class, of the best material, and” fully warranted. They are recommended by
the leading Surgeons, and universally approved and recommended.

F. Gross’s Chest-Expanding Stee! Shoulder Braces.

Manufactured at the Canada Truss Factory, 36 Victoria Square, Montreal. This isan entirely

ew and superior article for Ladies and Gentlemen who have acquired a habit of stooPlng.
is Brace is certain to answer the purpose otkeegmg the Chest expanded and the body upright;
the two Steels on the back running over the shoulder-blades, giving a gentle and even pressur
they will prove conduecive to Lealth and gracefulness; and being strong and well made, will las!
a long time and always feel comfortable. For Gentlemen, this (?hest—Expander will enable them
to do away with the common Suspenders (which are Injurious to health) by simply cutting holes
in the leather of the Belt around the walst, and thereby keeping up the pants.

CAUTION TO PARENTS,—Parents, 100k to your children! Gross’s newly-invented Steel
Shoulder-Braces are almost indispensable for children, as they are liable to contract the habit of
stooping and shm?gln‘g their shoulders at school, causing them to grow narrow-chested, and
laying the foundation fo!

r consumption and lung-digeases., Parents should bear this in mind, as
wearing our Braces will counteract thisbad habit.

I beg to call particular attention to the London Belt Truss, This Truss—for the cure and
relief of every species of Hernia admitting of a reduction within its natural limits—will be found
1o afford to those laboring under this common bodily infirmity instantaneous rellef, and isso
sinaple a contrivance that it may be worn with ease in any posture of the bodg during sleep, or
when taking violent exercise, and, when properly fixed on, is not percepti ie. The pressure
obtained is gentle and continuous, and may be increased or diminished at Ppleasure,

F. Gross can produce a great number of certificates from_doctors and others to show that in
sl cages this Truss has given great satisfaction, and been applied with complete sucoess,

ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO.

T iy e s~ =
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HOME AMUSEMENTS.

HENRY SANDERS,
OPTICIAN,

No. 141 GREAT ST. JAMES sSTRIEIOMTY,
OPPOSITE THE OTTAWA HOTEL,

MONTREAL.

B T R O e

THE LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTMENT IN CANADA OF

MAGIC AND DISSOLVING-VIEW LANTERNS.

A Boy’s Lantern, with 36 Pictures, $2.285.
PRICE LISTS ON APPLICATION.

BOOK ON THE LANTERN. ‘“How T0BUY AND How.TO USE IT.” ALS0, “ How 10 RAIsH
A GHOST, BY A MERE PHANTOM.—Price, 30 cents,

THE NEW MICROSCOPE.

This highly-finished Microscoye is warranted to show the animalculs in water, eels in paste,
&C.y ma,gnifging several hundred times. The Microscope is mounted on a Brass Stand, and has a
compound body with Achromatic Lenses, Test Objects, Forceps, and spare glasses for mountl
objects, &c., &c. The whole contalned in a highly polished mahogany case. Price $3.00, sen
to any part of Canada.

Opera and Field G'zsses, Telescopes,
ALSO, .
THE CELEBRATED BRAZILIAN PEBBLE

SPECTACLES AND EYE - GLASSES,

MATHEMATICAL AND DRAWING INSTRUMENTS,

THERMOMETERES, BAROMETERS, HYDROMETERS, GALVANIC BATTERIES,
STEREOSCOPES AND VIEWS.

. SANDERS’ FPOCHEKET BAROMEBETER,

size of a wateh, for foretelling weather, and for mountain mesasurements, as supplied to
leading scientific men.

RATMOND'S IMPROYED FAMILY

$12.00 SEWING MACHINE !

The Best and Cheapest Machine in the Dominion of Canada.

It makes the Elastlc Stitch, and will HIem, Seam, Bind, Quilt, and Embroider, in fact do all
kinds of Houschold Sewing, from the coarsest to the finest work, and is so simple in its conatruo-
tion that a child may work 1t with ease.

UPWARDS OF ONE THOUSAND

Have been sold In Montreal alone, and not one complaint. Call and see them at
H. SANDERS, 141 Great St. James Street,
R Opposite Ottawa Hotel, MONTREAL,

And at C. RAYMOND'S MANUFACTORY,
GUELPR, ONTARIO.

Agents wanted in Province of Quebec,



F. B. WRIGHT,

IMPORTER OF AND DEALEBR IN

BERLIN WOOL,

8hetland, Andalusian, Fleecy, Fingering, Merino, and Lady Betty. Berlln Wool Patterns,
Slipper Patterns, Canvas, Beads, Crochet, Knitting, and Embroidery Cotton, Stamped
Work for Bralding and Embroidery, Sofa-Cushion Cord and Tassels, Em.
broidery and Sewing Silk, Filocelle, and materials for various
kinds of Fancy Work.

|-

DOILI.S! DOLIL.S!!

A complete assortment in Wax, China, and Comic, dressed and undressed.

TOYXYS AND GAMES

In great variety.

3

BASKETS,

Markat, Waste-Paper, Fancy, Nursery, and Work-Baskets, at all prices.

WAX LILIES AND FRUIT,

Under Glass Shades, Bohemian Vases, etc., ete.,

GLASS SHADES, 4

Round and Oval,

Also, Paper Hangings, Ladies’ Dress Buttons,

Dress Shields, Combs and Brushes, Portemon.
nales, Leather Satchels, Walking-Sticks,

and a general assortment of Fanoy Goods,

No. 388 Notre Dame Street, Montreal.

(Opposite C. Alexander & Son’s.)

R S o h




MONTREAL BUSINESS COLLECE,
Comer of Notre Dame street and Place d'Armes,

A Link inithe Bryant and Stratton International Chain.

THE BUSINESS AND COMMERCIAL COURSE INCLUDES
BOOK-KEEPING, DousLE AxD SiNn¢LE ExTrRY, COMMERCIAL
AND MENTAL ARITHMETIC, PRACTICAL PENMAN-
SH'P, BUSINESS PRACTICE AND CORRESPONDENCE,

Lso

TELEGRAPHING AND PHONOGRAPHY,

A Scholarship issued by the Montreal Branch entitles the holder to Tuition for an unlimited
period of time, and the privilege of reviewing any part of the Course in any of the Colleges con-
nected with the Chain.

The attendance of students is gradually and steadily increasing, and many who have been in
attendance are now occupying positions of trust and responsibility in Montreal and other places.
Every effort is made to assist those who are deserving and competent to procure situations,

The original copies of the following and other testimonials may be seen on application at the
College :
From James Mavor & Co., Montreal Marbls Works, Corner of St. Catherine and 8. Alexander sireets.
MONTREAL, 18th March, 1868,
MR, J, TASKER,
Principal,
Montreal Business College.

) . We have much pleasure in expressing our approval of the system
of instruction and training for business pursuits adopted and carried out at your College. We
have lately received into our employment a young man as Book-keeper, one of your graduates,
he having had no previous instructions of the kind, to our knowledge, and we have found him in
every respect fully competent for the situation.

We remain,
Yours truly,
JAMES MAVOR & CO,,
Per RoBT. REID.

From Murray & Co., Wholesale and Relail Staiioners, corner of Notre Dame and St. John streets.
BTATIONERS' HALL, MONTREAL, March 26, 1868,
MR. J. TASKER,
Principal,
Montreal Business College.

DEAR SIR,—We have great pleasure in informing you that the
young man you recommended to us as Book-keeper has given us entire satfsfaction, He has un-
doubtedly received a thorough training in the principles of Bonk-keeping; and his general cor-
rectness and steadiness testify to the advantages of your system of study.

We are, dear gir,
Yours very truly,
MURRAY & CO.

—

Circulars containing full information in reference to terms, course of study, &ec., may be ob-

tained on application, either personally or by letter, to
J. TASKER, PriNcIipAL.



TO HOUSEKEEPERS

BOXRINNEIXX’S

Perfectly Pure and Highly Concentrated

STANDARD EXTRACTS;

COMPRISING
LEMON, VANILLA, ROSE,
ALMOND, NECTARINE, CELERY,
ORANCE, PEACH, NUTMEG,
CINNAMON, CLOVES, CINGCER,

FOR FLAVORING

Ice-CreEAMS, CusTarps, Pies, Branxc-MANGE, JELLIES, SAUCES,
Soups, &c., are used and endorsed by the most popular
Hotels, Skilful Caterers, and Confectioners, and are
extensively sold by Druggists, good Groacery
Dealers, and Storekeepers throughout the
United States, and in many
Foresgn Countries.

We respectfally ask you to prove, by trial and comparison, their general excel-
lencs, and their superiority over those factitious and unhealthy kinds which may have
heen brought to your notice, and which parade their cheapness as the most important
point to be considered.

Wa ask your attention io the following evidence of the truth of our statements:
* The best in the world.”—FirTH AVENUE HoTEL, N, Y,
‘ The purest and best. I sell no others.”—ALEX. McGIBBON, Montreal.

FOR SALE, WHOLESALRE, BY

ALEX. McGIBBON, Grocer,

Heszy SiMpsoN & Co., Medicine Dealers, Montreal ; GEORGE MICHIE & Co., Grocers
Toronto; and, at Retail, by ALL FIRST-CLASS Family Grocers Everywhere. iy

JOSEPH BURNEIT & CO,,

BOSTON (Sole Proprietors).
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; und yields a Bread wore digesible uud of tmer fluvor than the fermenial articl

“more digestible aud nutritious; making 32 pounds wore bread to the barrel.

- destroyed during fermentation, to the extent of seven per cent. or wore; while they

¢ egus and butter will suffice.
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SELF-RAISING FLOUR.

This Self-Raising Flour is au iuvaluaple rticle for producing, in & few minutes,
by the addition of cold water only, withgut yeast or salt, the most nutritious and
wholesome Bread ; also, Biscuit, Cakes, ustry, etc., rendering it of great importance
to Housekeepers, Invalids, Dyspeptics, ¥nd Seu-faring Meu.

Bread, to be wholesome, must be light und porous. 'I'his result, hitherto, has been
obtained almost exclusively by Térmagptation with yeast. 1t is well known that fer-
mentation is the first sgage of ‘decunsposirion, and that a portion of the succharine and
other nutriticus parts of the ¥lour ure sucriticed to reader the remainder palatable
and wholesome. ~ The Selt-Raising Flour contains the entire nutrition of the grain,
and

or SELF»'-:RAISING FLOUR

may be produced by the addition of wld water ouly.

ADVANTAGES OF

Bread from Seli-Ruising Flour will keep good much longer than sny other, and
will not mould nor becowe sour, and may be eaten while tresh without detriment.
Tt gives 16 per cent. more bread thau flour raised with yeast; of finer Havor

The gluten, succhurine, and othr elements of nutrition in flour, ure wasted or

ure preserved iu ull their strength in bread made trom the Selt-Raising Flour.
When used for Pustry, Pies, Confectionery, eto., less thun the usual quantity of

In Custard and il other Pies, the under-crust bakes us light as the uppér—an
gertant advantage over common flour, as regards heslth and economy,
e SELIF-RAISING FLOUR will be found decidedly THE CHEAPEST that
iused <Yor household purposes, saving thirty per cent. in butter and e s, and
ik myperior Bread, light Pastry, Cake, Puddings, Dumplings%gBatter
¢ etc., with much economy of time and trouble. , |




