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[For tho Maple Leaf.

A NOBLE FROFESSION.

%E.\CHING is a profession for which comparatively few are
really fitted. The most accomplished scholar has not
always the tact 1equisite to command the attention of the youth-
ful mind, and awaker an enthusiastic interest in acquiring
knowledge. Peculiar skill is necessary to enchain the
roving thoughts, and concentrate the scintillations of youthfu}
fancy upon something real. The man of profound research,
of mathematical acumen, and logical precision, may quickly
arrive at the premises in any course of reasoning pre-
sented to him, or lay down a proposition, and from sthence
draw his own inferences with perfect accuracy ; but his
thoughts, accustomed to bold conclusions, to a kind of menial
prescience, often disdain the trammels of exact order, and lose
their strength if brought to the slow pace of ordinary thinkers.
The teacher, however, ought not only to be a polished scholar,
but to be able to recall his mental experiences, and detail the
steps he takes to arrive at certain points. He should understand
his subject thoroughly, and possess a gift of language, so that
he can explain it, and carry along with him the rapt attention of
his pupils. The person who does not love the young for them-
selves, who does not feel a kindlig of heart, as he looks round
upon a class of young persons, ought never to teach.

The bright eyes of affectionate scholars, like so many
radiant points, seem to light up the school-room, and lend an
ingredient of vivacity to the very atmosphere that pervades it.
The exciting interest that animates the class-room is astonish
ing, when one who Joves fo Zeack attempts to unfold a subject.
The mysteries of vulgar fractions are soon unravelled, the
abstruse definitions of grammar assume a tangible shape, and
as. he urges the idea that history is not to be studied for its
facts merely, but to be reasoned about, and made the index to
point out the curiosities of human character in different ages of
the world, the pages cf the otherwise dull study become,
to the scholar, luminous with undying thought, and the teacher
can turn the glowing minds before him to noble aspirations after
future excellence. Geography, as a study, becomes delight-
ful, when taught with reference to its more extended bearings.
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Mere definitions of latitude or longitude may give birth to many
highly interesting thoughts. The adaptation of man to the
zone which he inhabits may be improved by the skilful teacher
to compare the habits and appearance of the Esquimaux, for
instance, with those of some other nation, and while fixing the
fact clearly upon their minds, he may srrest the train of thought
in & class to advert to the wisdom of God in thus planning the
wondrous machinery of tie physical world, and fitting men
and animals for the locality they occupy. What an opportunity
has he of sctting his impress upon the young hearts before him,
and stamping upon their memories facts and associations that
they will never forget!

We have said that but few, comparatively, are fitted for the
employment of teaching, and we believe this istrue. Teaching
calls for great self-control, deep insight into human character,
and ardent desire to do goud on the part of the teacher. It
demands untiring patience, sympathy in the trials and difficulties
which beset the pupil, and decision to execute necessary rules
for his benefit. It absolutely forbids self-indulgence, or self-
satisfaction with present attainments, and urges upon the
teacher to be ¢ always and everywhere a learner,” ever ready
to treasure up & happy thought, or forcible expression for the
benefit of his scholars, and ever on the alert io call out their
talent, and show them their own strength, The person who
lacks imagination, and possesses little enthusiasm of character,
had better, if possible, leave the business of teaching to those
whose warm hearts beat gladly when they enter the school.room,
and whose encouraging tones urge the pupil to make great ex.
ertions to advance in knowledge. Young people are not Stoics.
Their affections are ardent, their imaginations lively, their
perceptions are keen, and they arc ever ready to respond to
just reasons, and sympathise in measures, which can be shown
to be for their good. A school is a litile community, 8 minia-
ture government. The great secret of success in teaching, lies
in bringing opinion in the little society to embrace sound prin-
ciples. Rules are necessary, but let the teacher convert the
influential members of a school to a belief in the doctrine of
personal responsibility, and show them that he loves to instruct
them, that he seeks their true wellare, and the work of govern.
ing will become comparatively easy. Viewing in his scholars
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the future men and women of the country, the conscientious
teacher feels that they will soon pass from the mild restraints,
and pleasant associations of the class-room, into the bustle and
earncst warfare of life, and he nerves himsell day by day to
make cach lesson tell for their benefit, and cach hour show
some advance in the noble art of self-control.

Montreal, October, 1854.
2o e ==y

[Written for the Maple Leaf,

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF & THIMBLE.

BY A. T. C.
No. II.

Not long after my arrival at my new home I was * brought
into play,”—I can huerdly call it work. My new mistress, re-
volving in the higher circles, of course never seriously worked ;
true, she did something now and then which she dignified with
that name, but it never came up to what a needlewoman
would understand by the term. She didn’t require to make her
own dresses, trim her own bonnets, nor darn her own stock-
ings. She knew little about these homely things, and cared
less. You know it is all very well for those who have plenty
of time, or who are impelled by necessity, to undertake such
vulgar work, but such young ladies as my mistress, have to
attend to their music and dancing, and, of course, have an
aversion to spoiling their hands and manners by hard work, or
contact with vulgarities. So, while we elegantly employed our
time with a little ¢ fancy work,” another more sturdy pair of
hands, and a relation—a very distant relation—of my own were
doing the little necessary manualexercises I have before men-
tioned, far away somewhere in the kitchen atmosphere. I was
fast becoming & convert to my mistress’s views, and began to
sympathize with her in her aversion to being caught with a
stocking in one hand and worsted in the -*her, and, in conse-
quence of this antipathy, I think she fave.ed Berlin more than
any other of the wool variety.

1 began, however, to feel my life rather monotonous. In
the morning I had ample time for reflection and quiet meditation,
while my mistress was either testing the reflecting powers of
her glass, or meditating deeply upon ¢ Evangelina.” [ was
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sometimes required in the afternoon when my mistress was
not going out, but dressed to receive visitors ; and on these
occasions I gathered a vast store of useful and varied informa-
tion, which may perhaps be of service when I como to under-
take my great literary task of ¢ a friend—hehind his back.” My
mind at one moment became impressed with the great fact that
Mrs. Dash had got such an ugly bonnet ; bulletins of the state
of various gentlemer’s moustache duly impressed me ; I dwelt
upon the truth, gathered from so many sources, that ¢ domestic
treasures’’ are necessary evils; and I drank in tae stories of
the cvanesence of china when left within their magic influence.
Of course 1 was well up with the latest fashions, the most
approved shapes of the ¢ wide awake” and % come and kiss
me” bonnets, the newest puff comb, the proper size ofthe new
heel to the hoot, the most fashionable polka, and the last novel.
It would take me a long time to name all the subjects I have
heard discussed ; and, if I only had the necessary time to spare,
I might let you behind some' of the scenes, and describe, for in-
stance, the little ¢ at home® given by Mzs. Stunner, as detailed
by that lady’s very dear friend, Mrs. Bightbac; upon which
occasion the bed-room was turned into the supper-room,~—to
the dissatisfaction of quiet Mr. Stunner, who was sent to the
garret for three or four nights, while Mrs. Stunner * put up”
comfortably at a friend’s house,—and also upon which occasion
the little Stunners were banished to some penal colony, and
when the kitchen became a domestic Baleklavu—a grand basis
of operations.

From what ! have said it may be seen that I have had an
opportunily, in one epoch of my life atleast, to lay in a vast store
of knowledge ; and that, in poigt of fact, I have actually done so,
is apparent from the little scintillations 1 have just allowed to
sparkle out.

Now, to me, brought into the world with the one grand idea
of usefulness in my head, this life of mine appeared rather frivo-
lous. Ioften asked myself what was the great object of our lives,
and 1 think the answer suggested was, to be of use in the world ;
and then I would moralize upon this fundamental principle, and
try to prove that the life I led was a useful one. But we thim-
bles know very well when we are employed on a useful piece of
work. Some of us are desperately utilitarian, as, for instance,
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our brethren under the tailor’s auspices; but others of ue, and
amoungst the number myself, enjoying life in the higher circles,
are employed in the fancy rather than the useful line. One fact
was that I never helped at a good vigorous * quilting bee,” but
for days and weeks fiddled away at a complicated collar, which,
after a fortnight’s toil, never looked half so ni > as a shilling one
worked by machinery.

And this brings me to an event which 1 hoped would change
the current of my reflections a little, and make me feel myself at
last a benefactor in an humble way. The fall of the year was
approaching, when the ladies annually meet for the purpose of
preparing something comfortable for the poor. 1 heard a meeting
of the ¢ Dorcus sewing circle’” announced with great pleasure.

On the day appointed my young mistress took me, along with
some ¢ work,” to the meeting. It was held in a room replete with
every comfort, and made cozey by the presence of arm chairs,
sofas, and a blazing fire, We were rather early, but soon after
we entered several of the segments of the ¢ circle’ dropped in,
with bundles of work ; and about an hour after the appointed
time a very full meeting, because the first of the season, was
hard at work. I will jot duwn a few of my observations.

The composition of the Society exhibited a great variety.
There were a great many married ladies, probably with large
families, whose establishments I thought would rather suffer by
their absence ; a great many young ladies, who should have been
reading and sewing under the direction of a school.mistress; one
or two old maiden ladies, Dorcas veterans ; and a few, very few,
plain, unpretending hard workers, who talked little, but whose
fingers went like spindles.

But if the composition of the circle was varied, much more so
was the occupation and conversation of the ladies composing it.
Mrs. Stunner was at a bonnet, a fragment bonnet, which no
doubt she intended to be very besoming for the poor old lady to
whose lot it should fall, but which elderly person in her simpli-
city would probably object to such a close adherence to the
fashion, and might possibly prefer an article more fitted to cover
her head, and freer of those external decorations which Mis.
Stunner thought proper to put upon it. One sentimental young
lady was engaged upon a pair of fancy slippers, probably destined
o adorn the feet of a pauper hodman, and, if not exactly suitable



364 LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A THIMBLE.

for the purpose, at least well fitted to enable the possessor to
obtain a quart of whiskey on the strength of them. Another lady,
one of the hard workers, was shaping something warm from a
great piece of flannel, Miss Lydia Languish was embroidering
the hem of an elegant geranium-colored child’s pelisse. Miss
Laey was crotcheting a Berlin wool waistcoat, while her friend
next to her was engaged upon something which was probably
destined fo increase the attractions of a mendicant apple-woman.
Your humble servant was occupied with a child’s frock of crim-
son cashmere, neatly trimmed with white braid, destinéd to cover
the back of a charwoman’s young hope, whase happiest moments
are spent in the dit. And, by the bye, two or three hard workers
were sewing away at a quilt, which; most likely, would be given
in charity to one who had plenty of blankets.

A continual buzz of conversation went round the room, and
it was rather curious to listen to the disjointed sentences that
floated my length in the current of small talk,

Before all the members had assembled, the conversation was
pretty general.

«1 wonder,” remarked Mrs. Stunner, * if Mrs. John Smith
will appear with a great bundle of that odious red fla..nel P’

¢ You may be sure she will,” rejoined Miss Young, « because
you know it’s the cheapest stuff to be got.”

At that moment the identical Mrs. John Smith appeared with
the predieted bundle of red flannel.

¢ How do you do, Mrs. Smith 1’ said Mrs. Stunner, % whata
delightful piece of warm flannel you always bring us I”

Mrs. Smith immediately commenced upon a petticoat.

« What a lovely sermon that was last Sunday ! remarked
Miss Stacey.

¢ Yes, said Mrs. Dash, “ but did you notice how shabby the
Minister’s gown is getting, I propose we make him a new one
immediately.”

T would think it more charitable,” Mrs. Smith rejoined, « if
we got ready something for our poor. The season is very far
advanced, and the cold will bring great suffering, 1 fear.”

«Yes,” whispered my mistress, * but that red petticoat of yours
would make a whole regiment warm if only hung up to look at.”

As more ladies dropped in, the conversation became divided
among little knots, and the sentences, to a quiet listener, appeared
confused and ludicrous enough.
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« Hand me those scissors, please,” was answered by, ¢ Did
you ever see such a fright of a shawl?’ and my ears were
tickled with the general buzz of conversaticn in such fragmentary
portions.as « No, I never went there. You know they’re ter-
ribly vulgar.”” “Oh! I am sure he’s no friend of mine.”
« Don’t you think she has a very red nose P «] don’t know
what size to make these slippers; I never noticed a laboring
man’s feet.”” «If I were you I would make ihem quietly for
Frank ——.” « Never mind, put a tuck to it.” “He iz so
handseme,” ¢ Have you been very gay lately 7 «Yes. I
have the gussett ready.”

‘The red petticoat was proceeding to a full development of its
glowing proportions ; the bonnet was getting into shape; the
slippers got the addition of a flower and part of aleaf ; the waist-
coat was increasing in size ; and the numerous little infantile in-
describables began to assume intelligible shapes, when the hour
for dissolving arrived, and the Dorcas sewing circle adjourned to
meet again next week.

(To be continucd.)
2 s ]

CoNFIDENCE IN ONE’s SELF.—When a crisis befalls you and
the emergency requires moral courage and noble manhood to
meet it, be equal to the requiroments of the moment, and rise
superior to the obstacles in your path. The universal testimony
of men whose experience exaclly coincides with yours, furnishes
the consoling reflection that difficulties may be ended by opposi-
tion. There is no blessing equal to the possession of a stout
heart. The magnitude of the danger needs nothing more than a
greater effort than ever at your hands. If you prove recreant in
the hour of trial, you are the worst of recreants, and deserve no
compassion. Be not dismayed nor unmanned, when you should
be hold and daring, unflinching and resolute. The cloud, whose
threatening murmurs you hear with fear and dread, is pregnant
with blessings, and the frown whose sternness now makes you
chudder and tremble, will ere long be succeeded by a smile of
bewitching sweetness and benignity. Then be strong and manly ;
oppose equal forces to open difficulties ; keep a stiff upper lip ;
and trust in Providence. Greatness can only be achieved by
those who are tried. The eondition of that achievement is con-
fidence in one’s self.—Selected.
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EARTH'S DWELLINGS.

& Come, let us laugh, as we oft have laughed
The live.long night away,

And fill the cup with the ruddiest draught,
And sing the merriest lay.

Luugh, drink! the rosy flowers arc quafiiing
Full many .« liquid gem,

‘The moun and stars o’er earth are laughing ;
Laugh, laugh. and drinls with them

And rose upon th:~ silent night
The ehout of revelry,

And the bright moon shed her silver light
Upon the [Fouse of Glee.

QOh! let us weep, the task is done,
The toil of the weary day;

Let us mourn awhile for the kind hearts gone,
For the fond hopes passed away.

Heaven’s silent tears the carth are steeping,
Bencath the waving fir ;

Sad might o’er all the world is weeping,
And we will weep with her ;»

And brake upon the silent night,
A wailing voice and low,

And the fair moon shed her gentle light
Upon the House of Woe.

* Ah! let me die! ’tis time. *us ame !
I’m sick of the world’s bard strife,

Of the maze of folly, and grief, and crimc,
That ye mock with the name of life.

1 go, the night-wind’s idlo sighing
My sweet, sole requiem

The last pale stars in heaven are dying,
And I will dic with them ;»

And burst upon the silent night
One sobbing, struggling breath,

And the wan moon shed her trembling light
Upon the House of Death.

* Come, let us pray, the hour is come,
Night’s shadcs arc gathering dim,

The peasant child, in his cotiage home,
1s singing his cvening hyma;

‘Through the tall clms the breezes straying,
The light lcaves scarcely stir,

All nature scemeth wmutely praying,
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And we will pray with her ;"
Ard murmaured through the silent night

Deep tones upon the eir,
And the pure moon shed her holy light

Upon the House of Prayer.

R. A. P
Cobourg, November, 1854,
+DDEERORIECSo
[Written for the Maple Leal.

THE STEP-SISTER.

A VILLAGE STORY OF REAL LIFE,
By Mrs. Trail, Author of the Backwoods of Canada, §c., &c.

“ Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile,
The short, but simple annals of the poot.?*

“1t is not a story of faries or giants, or great lords or ladies I
have been thinking of to tell you, miy child,” suid Mra. Harrison,
a mild, gentle-old lady with dove-like eyes and silver hair, press-
ing her hand kindly on the head of a little girl, who sat at her
fest with nupraised face and look of anxious expectation ; ¢ itis only
about a poor village girl, that I knew many, many years ago,
when [ was a little maid like you, dear Katie, and lived with my
father and mether in a mud-walled cabin on the ontskirts of Red-
esdale moor. .

« Mary Elliot was the only child of poor parents; her father
tended sheep and cattle on the moor, or dug peat or turf from the
bogs; her mother earned a trifle by spinning and knitting, for
there was much of that sort of work done when I was young.
There was little or no other goods woven at that time, and sach
things as stocking-looms were never heard of. Many persons
thinkithe introduction of these things has been the ruin of the
country, for much money was earned formerly by means of the
spinning-wheel and knitting-needle, but you know nothing of
these matters, Katie, so I will go on with my story. Only, I
would say, that come to Miles Elliot’s cottage when you would,
Mary and her mother were never idle. The spindle and distaff
were in the hands of the cne, and knitting-needle or sewing work
in those-of the other. Or it mighit be of a fine spring or summer
evening you would see Mary seated boneath the overshadowing
woodbine and sweet briar roses that grew beside the cottage door,
with the Bible on her knees, her round arms folded over her
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waist, reading with studious care some favorite.passage from that
holy book. Or maybe she was singing in her sweet notes her
evening hymn of prayer and praise, her meek blue eyes just
glancing upwards from among the thick ringlets of pale flaxer
hair that shaded her delicate cheek.

« It was pretty to see her frolicing en the heath among the
lambs, or chasing the small blue butter-flies, or those with dark
and crimson wings, which we call Bracken-clocks, that sported
among the heather bells and daises that starred the dewy grass.

«] knew Mary well, for our cottage siood on the same bit of
waste-land. The same green lane led to both our dwellings, and
we were as twin sisters in affection. Our heartsand minds were
as one, only Mary was better than I. She was one of the meek
of the earth, and ¢ they are blessed.?

“Though an only child, Mary’s mother did not spoil her by
over-indulgence. Sheloved her child too well to suffer her faults
to remain unchecked. When Mary was froward or disobedient
she chid her. She early taught her to control her tongue, and
1o be humble in her own eyes, to bear with patience the crosses
and vexations of life, and to do good to her fellow creatures, to
those that were unkind, as well as to the gentle and affectionate.

« It is a good thing, my Katie, when children are blessed with
parents able and willing to instruct them, and to lead them for-
ward in the path of duty. Mary had but one good parent. Her
father was a harsh man, who had not the fear of God before his
eyes. He often treated Mary and her mother with great un-
kindness. He would repel his little girl’s affectionate caresses
with surly rudeness, and repulse her when she sought most %o
please and serve him, and these were sorrowful things to Mary,
but her good mother checked all complaining on the part of her
daughter by saying, ¢ Mary, he is your father, and, as such, it is
your duty to be patient under reproof from him, and obedient in
all things that do not interfer with your duty to Ged.’

«“QOne day when Miles Elliot had been unusually cross to
Mary, her mother took that opportunity to remind her of the
necessity of bearing in mind the promise contained in the fifth
commandment. Do you remember what that commandment is,
my child 2 The old Jady paused and looked earnestly at little
Katie.

¢ Honor thy father and mother, that thy days may be long in
the land which the Le::} thy God giveth thee,” replied the child.
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“ 1t is so, and Mary’s mother explained it all to her, and then
she said, ¢ Should I be taken from you, Mary, promise me you
will be kind and dutiful to your father, even if he should be un.
kind to you. Never leave nor forsake him. He is your father.’

¢ Mary, with tears in her eyes, promised to bear m mind her
mother’s advice, but she did not then think how soon she should
be called upon to act upon that promise, nor did her poor motuer
know how fast the time was drawing on that would see her Mary
motherless. God keeps the book of life and death closed from
mortal eyes, and surely it is in wisdom. Were it not so, our
days would be spent in grieving for the coming woe, and in taking
too much thought for the morrow.

« It happened early in the spring of that year the small-pox
broke out in our village, and many persons died of it. Mary fell
ill just as Spring flowers were beginning to make gay the fields
and lane, and she had the disorder so badly that for many days
she laid between life and death, and was quite blind ; she could
not so much as unclose her eyes, and no one that saw her thought
she would ever have opened them to meet the blessed light of
the sun again.

s« Her mother used to =it beside her hed and weep, and pray
that God would restore unto her her child, her only child, and
that if she lived her eye-sight might be spared. The mother’s
earnest petition was not refused. Mary lived, and was not
blind.

¢ J think I shall never forget the cry of joy that burst from her lips
when, after several days darkness she opened her eyes and looked
upen her mother who was kneeling by the bed-side holding her
hands in hers,

« I had just recovered from this dreadful malady myself, and
was able to come abroad, and as there was no danger of my
. taking any hurt, my mother suffered me to go to the cottage to
see my sick friend, ‘

“In my way to the cottage I had gathered a ncsegay of hare
bells and heather blossoms, and some favorite white flowers that
grew in the lane. Mary and I always reckoned on the return of
spring, beeause the banks of that green lane used to look so
beautiful, covered with deep blue violets, ard primroses, and
daisies, and blue-bells, and those sweet silvery flowers that some
call silver-locke, When Mary saw the flowers I bad brought for
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her to smell, she burst into tears and passionately kissed them.
She told me ihat during the time she had been blind her thoughts
had dwelt on those white blossoms. I thought, dear Annie,’
she said, ¢ I should have looked upon these flowers no more,
unless it had been in my dreams.’

« Well, Katie, Mary got well at last, but it was only tc nurse
her poor mother. She had taken the infection while tending on
her sick child. Though very weak, and far from well, Mary
scarcely left her mother’s side, but tenderly kept watch beside
her till she died, which was on the evening of the ninth day.

«1 will not dwell on the grief of Mary for the loss of her
beloved parent, she sorrowed, but not as one without hope, for
she knew her mother had placed her "trust in him who is the re-
surrection and the life of those that put their trust in his merey.

« Mary soon found the necessity she was under of ronsing
herself from an indulgence in sorrow, that she might attend to
those household duties which her mother had hitherto been
accustomed to perform. She had often heard her mother say
that tiue affection is notshown so much by unnecessary weeping
and mourning for the dead, as by doing one’s duty to those they
have left behind them. She remembered the promise she had
made to her dying mother to do all in her power to make her
father’s home happy and comf{ortable. So she strove as much
as possible to appear cheerful before him, for she knew he would
not like to see ber crying continually.

« Miles Elliot’s cot soon wore the same appearance of neatness
and comfort as swhen his wife was living. for Mary was very
notable, and had a clever way of managing her household. The
spindle and distaff did not remain idle, they were but transferred
from the hands of Mary’s mother to those of her child, and in ike
quiet fulfilment of her duties Mary felt that peace of mind, which
may be said to be the peculiar gift and blessing of God to those
that humbly and faithfully walk in his ways, and do their dutyin
the sphere to which it hath pleased his wisdom to call them.

¢ That summer was the saddest season Mary had ever known,
hitherto sorrow had been little more than a name, but this year
it had come home to her dwelling, and there were times when
the recollection of all she had lost by the death of her mother
pressed very heavily upon her young heart.

¢« Many a time have 1 lifted the latch of the cottage door and
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stepped in so silently that Mary had not neticed my approach,
and have seen her with tearful eyes leaning her head mournfully
on her hand while the unspun flax stood before unheeded, and 1
have wept with her just for company sake.

«It-I were.sad Mary would weep with me, if T were gay her
sweet face would catch a smile from mine, even though it
gleamed through her tears ; it was like the dew drops glittering on
the pale blossoms of the May flowers.

« And though I am now bowed down with years and infirmity,
and the green turf has long been springing over the mould that
covers the grave of my early friend, her memory is still as dear
to me as when we roved among the heather on Redesdale moor,
ur paced the green lane, and wove garlands for each other's hair
of Spring’s sweet flowers.

¢ It happened one hot day in the middle of August that,as
Mary sat at her eottage door spinning and singing with light heart,
a neighbor came to the garden gate, with her lap full-of gleaned
corn, and asked Mary to give her a cup of ¢old water, for she
was ready to faint with hest and thirst.

<« Now, Mary knew it was a bad thing for any one to drink
cold water when they were hct, so she bade the woman step into
the cottage and sit down, while she shook down some ripe sum-
mer apples from the old tree that grew by the well,

# While the gleaner was eating the apples, she looked round
and praised the neatness of Mary’s cottage, which was in truth
a picture to be seen.

4-<J doubt, Mary Elliot,” said she, ¢ your cot will not look thus
when you have two little children running in and out at all times
of the-day. Well it's a pity people do not know when they are
well off, I think.’

% Mary iooked at the gleaner with a face full of wonder, for
she could not think what she meant, and the woman seemed
equally surprised that Mary should not know what every one in
the village did, that Miles Elliot was to be married in a few days
to a young widow with a family of two small children.

 Mary felt very uneasy on hearing the change that was about
to take place in her quiet, bappy home. The neighbor, who was
a.gossipping sort of woman, began to condole with Mary, and tel}
her what a bad thing it was to have a step-mother, When she
had finished all she had to say, she thanked Mary for the apples
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and went away, leaving the poor thing in great perplexity and
tribulation of mind.

« My mother found Mary sitting on the green bank under the
great oak tree in the lane crying bitterly, and when she learned
the causs of her distress she gave her some good advice, and
pointed out very clearly her duty as a child, and as a Christian.

« Well, Katie, not to tire your patience, I will say that a short
time after this conversation took place, Miles Elliot married and
brought home his wife and her two young children, the eldest of
whom was only five years old,

¢« Mary felt very uncomfortable at first, for she had been her
own mistress now for nearly two years, but she took great pains
in shewing her the ways of the house, and telling her where
everything was kept, and she strove to wear a cheerful counten-
ance and to gain her step-mothrer’s good will by many little acts
of kindness.

« Now,Miles Elliot’s wife was a very sickly person, and not being
at all of an active turn of mind, she took no pains in keeping the
house neat and clean, besides she suftered the children to run
about with dirty feet, and to be very noiey and troublesome, so
that Miles did not find his home so confortable as formerly, and
he grew cross and surly, and seldlom came home after his day’s
work was over till late of an evening, and so evervthing went
wrong.

% Poor Mary found she had now nearly twice the work to do
she had when she was alone. Mary would have gone 10 service,
but her father refused to part with her, for he knew if she went
away there would be an end of all comfort for him. Mary re-
membered the promise she had given to her dying mother, and
she considered it was her bounden duty to remain at home, as ber
father wished her to do so.

¢ At the end of a year’s time Miles Elliot’s wife gave birth to
an infant daughter and died at the end of a few days, leaving to
Mary the charge of her young baby, and her two motherless boys.
This was a sad trial for one so young.

¢ Mary’s kind heart was deeply grieved at the death of her step-
mother, who had grown very fond of her, for she had had a long
illness, during which time Mary had nursed her with as much
care as though she had beer her owwn mother, and had tended
her night and day, and it was a great satisfaction to her that she had
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done so, for in the midst of all her troubles, she was glad she had
not to reproach herself with unkindness to her poer step-mother.

“ The neighbors came to offer their services to Mary in this
season of distress, and some of them advised Miles Elliot to get a
house-keeper to take care of his family, but Miles, who was a
selfish man, would hear nothing of the kind, and replied that he
had never been so happy as when Mary kept his house, and he
would not be troubled with a stranger ; for he well knew there
was no other person who would put up with his ill humour like
his own meek Mary.

¢ Qthers advised him to send the two biggest children to his
wife’s friends, but for once Miies displayed a kindly feeling, and
said, ¢ No, it never shall be said that as soon as their poor mother
was laid in her grave, Miles Elliot seat her orphan babes out of
the house.” And Mary declared, as the children hung weeping
round her, that they should never want a mother’s care while
shelived. ¢ And thou, motherless babe,’ she said, looking kindly
on the helpless infant that was sleeping in the cradle at her feet,
¢ hast early been deprived of thy mother, and will need a double
portion of my care to nurse and tend thee.’

« Though only a step-sister, Mary fulfilled more than a sister’s
part. In due time she began to reap the benefit of her care.
Little Sally grew a healthy babe ; while, under her judicious
management, Tom and William became very quiet and ordersly
children. Besides the work of the house and the care of the
young child, Mary devoted a portion of her time every day to the
instruction of her step-brothers, and, by the aid ot an old spelling
book and primer, she taught them both to spell and read, and
also to spin and knit, so that they were rather a comfort to her
than otherwise.

« Though she was often much fatigued before the close of the
day, she laid down to rest each night with the happy conscious-
ness that she was contributing to the general comfort and welfare
of several beings, whose very helplessness and dependence on her
rendered them more dear than they would have been had they

been nore fortunately circumstanced.
(To be continued.)

e

THE IRRITABLE Max.—Hood g{ivesa. phic picture of an irrit-
able man thus:—¢He lies like a hedgehog rolled up the wrong
way, tormenting himself with his pnck?es.”
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LINES,
[Written for the Muplo Leaf.
LINES.

Tell me, O tcll me, yeo stars on high,
As yo roll through the upper deep,

Gaze ye not down uvn many an oye
That waketh to watch and weep 7

Shine ye nut oft on the splendid dome,
Where gildéd misery dwells ;

Gleams not your light on the humbler home,
Where the note of sorrow swells?

Say, as ye look on the homes of earth,
With-their sablo tints of woe,

Or list to their hollow sounds of mirth,
As the life-tides ebb and flow;

Veil ye not oft your light in tho cloud,
And feel ye no pangs of pain,

As now ye shine on the long, white shroud,
And now on the bridal train ?

Methinks the dews of the early dawn,
And the gentle ehowers of rain,
Are tears yo weep for our lov’d ones gone,
For hopes we'vo cherished in vain.
Methinks that your long white rays of light,
Like fingers so fair and thin,
Beckon us up to your home so bright,
And sweot voices say, ¢ enter in.”

And then from your walls of pearl I see,
Far up in the realms of space,

Foud-arms reach’lovingly down to mo,
And I feei their soft ombrace—

And I long to drop this robo of clay,
And soar through the ether blue,

And forget that sorrow here hath sway—
That hearts are not always true.

Roll on, roll on ye orbs of the night
In your cireling cycles vast,
And still your calm and silvery light
On the earth.worn pilgrim cast—
Roll on, roll on, and still as ye roli
Shall your light a beacon be
‘f'o cheer the weary-and storm-toss’d soul
Ovoc life’s uncertain sca !
Epra.

Montreal, November, 1854,
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§ILE OF THE CHINESE.

One of the most tamous manufactures of China is silk, in the
production of which they excel all other nations. The Empress
is the patroness of the manufacture; and once every yen: she
goes with her maids to worship the god of silk, while she does
everything she can to encourage the rearing of the worm and the
weaving of the article amongst the women. In China the people
wear silks in many ways. They are used as robes of state, as
trousers, shoes, caps, boots, and in many other ways. 1In general
they are plain silks, but of the most brilliant colours, and often
beautifully embroidered. All, from the princes to the peasants,
wear them more or less ; and those who connot afford to get much
are delighted if they can only get a little,

To supply the large demand for silk, both at home and abroad
they rear great numbers of the silk worm; and its proper feeding
and management is quite a business amongst them. They have
houses built on purpose in which to keep them, and people em-
ploved continually attending to them. Their common food is the
mulberry leaf'; and they have, therefore, large plantations of this
tree. The houses for their rearing are in the centre of these
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plantations, and great care is taken to keep them quiet, as they
maintain that the worms will not thrive, but often die, if disturbed
by noise. . These houses.are.heated or cooled as-the weather and
season require, so as to bring out the young brood, just as the
mulberry tree puts forth their supply of food. The principal
provinces in which the silk worm is bred, are Che-keang, Keang-
nan, Hoo.pe, and Sze-chuen. Here too the mulberry is most
cultivated. They are planted in a kind of orchard, at a conve.
nient diatance from each other, and every means tried to make
them produce great guantities of leaves and little fiuit. To effect
this, the trees are not allowed to exceed a certain age and height ;
and when they grow too old, or show a tendency to produce
fruit, they are uprooted and cast away. In gathering the leaves
they use a sort of ladder, with a prop to support it, as the young
trees could not bear the weight of a commea ladder, and our en-
graving gives you a view of the process.

The Chinese loom in which the silks are woven seems to be
a very simple kind of thing’; and yet such is their ingenuity that
they can imitate the most beautiful patterns from either France
or England, and produce materials, that we, with all our finer
machinery, can never imitate. Their flowered damasks and
satins, their crape (Canfon crape), and their washing silks
(Pongu), which grow more beautiful and soft the oftener they
are washed, have so far defied all attempts at imitation by us.—

Seiected.
02BN ORISR

THE GAP OF DONLOE.
BY MRS. C. HAYWARD.
CHAP, IV.
(Continued from page 343.)

About the time we write, Father Dolan was summoned on
ecclesiastical business to a distant parish, and during his absence
one of his flock became seriously ill, to the dismay of his family,
and of the poor man himself, who was earnest in his prayers for
the speedy return of his spiritual adviser, Word had reached
Beranger Hall of his illness, but not contenting themselves with
sending bodily comforts to the sufferer, they yearned with aching
hearts to impart the comforts of the Gospe! in all its purity and
simplicity to one entering, in darkness, the dark vale of death.

{For the Maple Leaf,
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“ 0, papa,” said the young Emilie, that same afternoon, “ do
let me go and see poor Larcy ; Father Dolan is away, and who
can tell him of the 8aviour 77

My child, my heart bleeds as [ think of the ignorance under
which he is resting, and yet I shrink from thus openly interfering
among Father Dolan’s parishioners, it might cause ill feeling
between us which I should indeed regret,”

“O no, papa, indeed I think not,” pleaded Emilie, “he
always looks so kindly upon me when we meet him in our walks,
8o differently from that gloomy, dark looking man we once met
with him,”

¢ He, my dear, is, I fear, of a very different spirit from Father
Dolanj it isthat spirit which has unhappily in other parts caused
in some parishes such bitterness of feeling, and which falls as a
curse upon this otherwise beautiful and highly favored island. I
observe, too, since his brief visit here, a surliness of manner on
the part of Larry’s family, which I fear has spr. g up from some
remarks of his.”

¢ But poer Larry himself, papa, I am sure he is grateful ; he
has never forgotten your kindness the time he was in such trouble ;
do let me go and ask for him.”

“ Well, my love, I suppose I must congent ; Ged speed thee,
sweet one, in thy mission of mercy,” as he kissed the brow of
his pleading daughter ; “ you will accompany her, Constance,”
and the sisters hurried off on their walk.

Tt was nearly dusk ere they reached the lowly cot where Larry
lived, but sounds of sorrow fell on their ear, ere they reached it;
and, at the same moment, his mother rushed to the door, wring-
ing her hands, and praying tothe Virgin for aid,

Emilie hastened on, * What is it, Mary? how is Larry 27

“ 0, lady, sure is not the boy of my heart passing away, and
the priest not here to commend his parting soul. My boy ! my
poor Larry 12

“Let me go to- him, Mary,” exclaimed Emilie, and without
waiting ber reply, she entered the cabin. Larry was propped
up in bed, wasted with fever ; his hands were clasped, and his
eager gaze rivetted upon a small wooden cross, held by his weep.
ing sisters before him.

¢ There, look at it now, maveurneen,” said the heart-broken

mother; ¢it will help you,”
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Emilie sprang forward, ¢ Let me speak to him, let me speak to
him,” and casting hersalf on her knees by the side of the dying
boy, she bowed her head in silent prayer to heaven that she
might be enabled to speak words of comfort to the passing spirit.
For a few moments emotion checked her utterance, but soon, in
accents of irresistible tenderness, she began to tell of the Saviour
who on that cross had died. ¢ Hear me, Larry, and T will tell
you of one, the great High Priest, who came down from
heaven, and bore death upon that cross, that yow, and all who
believe on Him, might be saved, and who has promised to hear
your penitent cry. He has said, ¢ Look unto me,’ not to man,
but to Him; will you not look? he will see and hear you.”

Larry groaned. ¢ Let me tell my beads,” said he faintly.

“ 0, Larry, listen to that precious Saviour,” pleaded Emilie ;
“he says, ¢ Come without money, without price,’ only believe,
that is all he asks. He has taken your sins, and borne them
upon that cross for you,” and gently she repeated the words of
that beautiful hymn :—

* Just as F am~without one plea—
But that thy blood was shed for me,

And that Thou bid’st me come to thee, -
O! Lamb of God I come.

““Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot,
O! Lamb of God I come,

‘“Just as I am Thou wilt reccive—
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve,
Because thy promise I believe,

O! Lamb of God I come,”

At that moment Father Dolan entered the cabin, and wiih
him a dark, tall form, which Constance instantly recognized as
the priest who had formerly visited the parish. She trembled as
she perceived the dark scow! of ill concealed hatred which his
face wore, ag ha perceived Emilie. Father Dolan advanced
to Larry; but, unable to control his anger, the strange priest
interrupted him, ¢ Father Dolan, I pray you command the with-
drawal of that heretic.”

Father Dolan gazed on Emilie ; her bonaet had fallen, her
golden ringlets parted on the fine brow ; the soft eyes filled with
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tears. His own betternature prevailed, and removing from the
grasp of the excited priest, he bent over Larry, whose eyes
were rivetted on the carnest, speaking face of Emilie.

“ Larry.” He turned his eyes to Father Dolan, the mist of
death sat on them, but his lips moved faintly.

“ What is your hope, Larry ?” said Emilie, regardless of
aught save the dying boy.

For one moment the dim eyes lighted up with an almost un-
natural brilliancy, and repeating in a clear voice the words,
* Just as I am,” his soul entered on its eternal rest.

Father Dolan spoke not; was it that light had, indeed,
entered his own soul, or that the stifled convictions of years
were at last too strong for him.

For & moment Emilie bowed her head in thanksgiving to
the Saviour, on whom she had been leading peor Larry to rest
his hope, and then rose to leave the cabin. As she did so, she
first became aware that many others had entered it ; she shrunk
from some of the fierce looks she encountered, and advanced
timidly te Father Dolan, who was standing by the threshold,
and by him a tall commanding figure, enveloped in a military
cloak. He withdrew as she spoke ; * you will forgive me, good
Father, will you not ?”

The pleading voice, tearful eyes, and his own inward con-
sciousness, perhaps, of the truth, all overcame him. He moved
a fow steps by her, watched with suspicious and threatening
lovks by the newly arrived priest.

% My child, Ged bless thee! May that plea become mine,
which was poor Larry’s,” Then lowering his voice, as he
witnessed her luok of astonishment. ¢ Hasten home, my child,
the night is growing dark. Alas! I fear evil days are coming
upon my poor country. Farewell.”’

(2% be continued.)
oRPRoIEETRS0
TRUE LOVE.

¢ Love is not love, which uttereth when it utteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to romove.

Ah! no; it is ever fixed mark,

‘Which looks on tempests, and is never shaken ;

It is the siar to every wandering bark.”—SONNETS SHAKESPEARE.
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{For the Maple Leaf,
BESSIE CRAMPTON;

ORy ONE CHAPTER IN A LITTLE GIRL’S EXPERIENCE.

“ Mamma, mamma ! exclaimed a little girl of some seven
winters, as she bounded into the kitchen afier her mother, who
was overlooking some preparation for dinner. « Mammo, is
there any little brook here with clear, sparkling water, and
beautiful little white stones in the bottom ?”

Mrs. Crampton, quite occupied in her own thoughts,
answered hait-abstractedly, © No—yes—no—I don’t know.”

“ But which, please mamma, do you mean,” asked Bessie,
with a face really woeful at her mother’s contradictory answer.

“ Well, in truth, my dear,” repiied Mrs. C., now raising
her head, I do not know, but I think there is no brook here
about which answers to your description. The one below the
old saw-mill has a pebbly bottom, but the stones are anything
but white, and the water at times, if not always, .> Jark and
rauddy, for above the mill there is a sand bottom. Why ars
you so anxious to know 7%

As the answer was not quite as favorable as Bessie had
hoped she did not at once reply, but stood revolving the subject
in her mind, as if she might compass her object in some
other way. Mrs. Crampton, therefore, resumed her work,
while her thoughts reverted to their former channel. Bessie
stood some moments apparantly all absorbed in the progress
of her mother’s operations. When, as if hastily gathering up
her courage, she asked quickly, « mamma, did you ever wade in
a brook 77

This question was 2 key to the former one, and Mra. Cramp-
ton replied, after a moments hesitation, ¢ Not exactly, Bessie.”

“ What do you mean by ezactly, mamma 2

¢ I ought, perhaps, to say that 1 did once, but it was probably
so different from you ideas of ¢ wading,’ as hardly te deserve
the name.”

“ Was it in a beautiful, clean little brook, with white stones,
mamma ?’

“Noj; far from it. It might have been called muddy brook
bad it been of sufficient dignity to have received any name.”

“ Won’t you tell me all about it, please 7

“Why yes, my dear, if the story will be of any service to
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you, though it is not much of one afler all. When a little girl,
1, with six or eight other little girls, went te the village school,
which was held about a quarter of a mile from us. We were
all just about the same age, and in our plays out of school ware
always together, and always separate from the rest of the
school. Not far from the school-house ran a little brook, which,
when swollen by the melting snow of spring, or the autumnai
rains, was of considerable importauce. But in summer it
moved very lazily, if it moved at all, and the bottom being
mud, it took but a step or two to make it as dirty as the little
pools you see in the roads after heavy rains, At this time,
however, I am telling you of, there was considerable water in
it, owing, perhaps, to a previous rain, though I don't quite re-
member about it. As we often carried our dinner-baskets we
bad nothing to do during the ¢noon’ but amuse ourselves the
best. way we could. So we wandered over all the hills, hunted
all the pastures for berries, scoured all the woods for flowers,
and drank water from all the many springs within any reason-
able distance fromour house. But we had done that again and
again, till every rock, and bush, and tree was familiar to us.
So one day we set off in a different direction, and pulling off
stockings and shoes explored a marsh formed by this same little
brook. Here we found ¢Spearmint,’ which we ate with our
dinner, and flowers, which we carried to our teacher. But it
was pretty tiresome work, and the next day we felt inclined to
try something else. So after a general council it was pro-
posed to try wading in the brook. We all jumped for joy at
the thought, and wondered we had never thought of such a
beautiful thing before. So sitting down on the green hill side
we began our preparations. The stockings dnd shoes were
deposited in one pile. Then we rolled up our panties,
gathered up our dresses, and all started for the brook. Down
we ran, hurry-scurry, like a flock of sheep, and into the water
pell-mell, splash, dash. But our light calicoes told long stories
to our mothers that night. For the water being stirred from
the bottom was of the thickness of hasty pudding, and every
splash left a spot, which only water and soap could take out.
Wo very soon began to think that there was not much fun in
this, and were talking of getting out, when a sudden, sharp
disagreeable feeling in my leg, a little way above the ancle,
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persuaded me to get on the grass as quickly as possible, and
the rest followed suit. On looking down to see what was the
trouble, I found a blackish thing, about as long as my finger,
dangling dows, having attached itself to the leg by a sort of a
round mouth.”

« Why, mamma !” exclaimed Bessie in a choking voice,
¢ what was it? Did it hurt you?”

« None of us knew whatit was. 1t looked, in some respects,
like a little snake, and yet we were sure it wasn’t. We pulled
it off with considerable violence, for it stuck very tight, and when
it was off the blood flowed very fast. We were all a little
frightened ; and, running to the school-house, washed it in some
cold spring water which we found, and ‘this soon checked the
bleeding.”

¢ But didn’t you ever find out what it was, mamma

¢« Yes, dear, my mother told me that night that it was a leach,
or blood-sucker. They are gathered, some in this country, and
more from other countries, for the very purpose of drawing blood.
They are used when there is great heat and inflammation. When
your father was sick with scarlet fever he had six upon his
throat at one time. And your little brother had three on his
temples and that poor blind eye. They are very useful creatures,
and the gathering of them is a regular trade.”

¢¢ Don’t they hurt, mamma 77

] suppose not greatly, though they produce a disagreeable
sensation when drawing. I will tell you more of them some
other time. 1 was talking now, you know, of our adventure in
the brook. Our experience cured us all. We never tried it
again, and never wanted to. The little brook long since dried
away. The green grass grows thickly over its bed ; the marsh
has become a beautiful fair field, and it is only when the heavy
snows of spring are melling away that 1 can trace the old
channel,”

« But all broocks do not do so, mamma,” said Bessie, afier a
few moments silence; ¢ some live for ever, don’t they? that
is, I mean as long as the earth lives. That beantiful little brook
you told us of when Clara and her sister used to play, don’t you
suppose it’s there now ?”

« Very likely,” said Mrs. C., it flows, and will flow on, send-
ing down to the broad river and the mighty ocean its pure sweet
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waters, when Emma shall have found her last rest by Clara’s
side, under the old elm tree. Yes, Bessie dear, many a dear
brook that yos and 1 have looked upon will run on,and sing on,
when our bodies shall have long since mouldered in the grave.”

Bessie stood 2 moment, sobered by her mother’s last remark.
But presently looking up she exclaimed, “I don’t like your
brook, mamma, but I do wish I could play in such a pretty brook
as Clara’s, don’t you wish I could ?”

« Well, dear, if it would really make you happy or hetter, 1 do.
What do you think 7

«1 think it would make me Aappy,” answered she.

% Doubtless yom would enjoy it as others do. But it is not
necessary to your happiness, and as there are no means of grati-
fying your desire here, you may be just as happy without it, if
you choose. For happiness is found in what we are, rather than
in anything outside of us, however pleasant it may <ceem.
You are happy when you have been kind and datiful, though
you may have been in no play; while the best play in the world
can’® possibly make you happy,if you have an unkind or dissatis.
fied spirit. But, Bessie dear, if you had the dearest little brook
in all the world to play in, something which you now don’t know
of might come up to mar your satisfaction. Not in the same way
that mine was marred, but yet just as completely. Pleasures
seem 2 great deal brighter a good way off than when we have
them realiy in our hand. So, my dear, learn a lesson from your
mother’s experience, and be satisfied and happy on dry land.”

Mrs. Crampton now left the kitchen, and Bessie followed her
convinced indeed, but not a whit the more satisfied, or less eager
to paddle in a brook.

It was a beautiful sunny day in April, and the saow was melt-
ing away like a morning cloud under the sun’s soft beams. Bessie
stood a few minutes at the window, wearing a most dissatisfied
expression vpon her usually happy face. But catching a sight
of her brother, she quickly snatched up her shaw! and hood and
ran into the end yard, where the men were busily engaged
chopping. Robert was seated on a log ¢scraping birch,” his
cheeks stuffed out with the precious morsels, equal to a young
squirrel’s who had made a clear gain in his day’s gleaning among
the beech nuts, For he had so made his way into the good
graces of the workmen as to persuade them to remove the outer
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bark from the sticks, thereby making it an easy matter for him
to get at the sofl, sweet coat which envelopes the wood, Bessie
was soon seated at his side, and commenced operations with ag
much zeal, and considerable more dexterity than himself,

The day passed quickly away, and Bessie’s thoughts scaree
reverted to the morning’s conversation tiil her head was fairly on
its pillow for the night, her mother’s final kiss was given, and the
last sound of her footsteps had died away. Then, instead of
shutting her eyes in sleep as usual, all her thoughts and faculties
scemed to waken into a new life, and concentrate themselves
upon some scheme for the accomplishment of her desire. Bessie
was a very romantic litlle being, and her head teemed with con-
ceits and fancies as varied and droll s were ever dreamed of on
a fairy’s pillow. Her safety, however, lay in the fact that they
were entertamed only for the briefest time in the same form.
They changed with every changing hour, though they might have
developed from one idea, vet it would have taken a very wise
head to have established their relationship, or traced their pedi-
gree.  But in the present instance she had actually held to
the same notion for two whole days, and it was now furthe; than
ever from being given up. So she lay for two whole hours re-
volving in her head some possible plan for getting to a brook.
But the brooks were all s¢ far ofl, and so difFeult of access, how
could she getto them ? At last from very weariness she fell asleep.
Yet, with her mind so pre-occupied, her waking and sleeping
dreams so inierlaced, that it would not have been easy separating
them. .

Sometimes a fair brook ran like a silver thread through bright
dreams, and she played on its flowering banks, or danced over
its sparkling bed in a very extacy of delight; then suddenly the
fair waters swelled and grew deep and dark, and she struggled
vainly midst a mighty torrent which wasg sweeping her away from
all she loved. Her deep distress now answered to her former
Jjoy, and O if she could only gain her mother’s side agair, the
world would not tempt her awag. Thus, during the live-long
night, she tossed upon her little bed, as light and shade chased
each other in 1apid succession through her excited mind. But
the morning came at last, and broke her uneasy slumbers, The
sun, as if caught napping bevond his honest time, sprang with a
bound from his ¢ saffron couch,” and climbing the steep ascent
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of that long line of hills which engirdled the slumbering village,
poured forth such a flood of rosy light as unscaled, in a twinkling,
the lids of its many sleepers. Bessic was one of the first to greet
the glad morning.  And worth many a greeting it was, so bright
and joyous in its early light. There is nothing like it even in the
far off, creamy south. Its glowing beauty and beautiful exhilara-
tion are lavishes! only upon the dwellers in this northern clime.
The stern, unbending winter has fairly yielded to the soft embrace
of spring, and lies weak and faint in her arms. Soft airs and
warm suns are breaking nature’s long repose ; a repose so like
death that the awaking is as the re-kindling of dead fires, the re-
vival of departed existence. A new life pervades her great
heart, and the freshness of youth is mounting to her brow. There
is not a spot in this vast domain, nor a life amid her countless
myriads, from man, her highest form, down to the poorest insect
that has slept on her bosom, that is not thrilled by this influence,
and breathes not a newer and more vigorous existence. But
none are more susceptible to these influences, more completely
yield to them than children.

Bessie and Herbert had been chasing each other over the hard
crisp snow, a full hour before the hell called them to breakfast.
And now, reluctant to leave, they stood within the shadow of the
¢ old shop’ with glowing cheeks, and sparkling eyes, their merry
laugh ringing out full and clear on the morning air. But a new
sound has caught their ear, and hushed their voices. Tt is the
morning song of the newly-arrived robin, trilled forth from the top
of the old poplar tree—his favorite home in summers gone.

s O, Bessie, doesn’t he sing as if he wasglad to be back?” said
Herbert, at length breaking silence, « I believe he’s tiying to tell
us how much pleasanter ’tis here than where he’s been staying.”

¢« Yes,” said Bessie, ¢ he’s glad to get home I know, and if it
is 2 bit colder here he doesn’t mind it, it will be warm by and
by. Maybe, too, he will sing to us morning and evening, just as
he used to last summer.”

A second bell started the children, and saying good morning to
robin, they burried in, for now they bethought themselves, their
appetites were quite clamorous.

The hour for breakfast and prayers had hardly passed, ere the
patting of feet and the sound of many voices was heard, and soon
some haif a dozen bright little faces appeared inquiring if the
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children were ready for a “slide.” Equipped in cloaks, mittens
India-rubbers, and so on, ihe little party soon set forth, Mrs.
Crampton, like a properly careful mother, bestowed sundry
charges on the little troop, the last of which was to be at home
hefore ten, so as to avoid the softening snow.

The hours flew quickly by. At home they were improved,
as everybody knows the absences of children are, for the accom-
plishment of divers things which their active bodies, seeing eyes,
meddlesome hands, and insatiable curiosity render exceedingly
diflicult.  Mrs. C. was startled as the clock told the hour of ten,
and hastening to a window looked out upon the hills whither the
children had gone. She saw them in the distance, slowly drag-
ging their sleds homeward. Some little time, however, elapsed
ere their voices were heard from the yard, and the troop, weary
from their excessive exercises, stopped at the door a moment
before separating. But good-bye was said at last, and the two
children entered the house. Bessie flung herself into the first
rocking chair she found, exclaiming, < O dear, ’m so tired. 1
don’t think there’s so much fun in sliding.”

“ Then you have not enjoyed the morning,” said her mother.

“ Why yes, mamma, at first,” replied Bessie, “ but then the
snow grew soft, and it was such hard work getting the sleds
home.”

«“ Well, my dear, supposing you had remembered mamma’s
advice and came home before ten, what then ?°°

Bessie was silent, and her mother thought better to leave her
1o her own reflections. But Herbert suddenly turning up his
eye in a roguish manner to his mamma said, ¢ and how much
fun do you think it is to wade in the spring, Bessie ??

Bessie answered her little brother only by a look of supreme
contempt.

« What does Herbert mean, Bessie,” said her mother, choosing
that she should make the explanation.

¢ Oh! just nothing at all, mamma, I only thought it seemed
so bright and beautiful, and the water looked so clear that I'd just
try it.”?

¢ In the spring,” said her mother, « that ice-cold spring 1’ and
the thought ran like a chill through her heart.

«Yes, mamma, there wasn’t much ice in it, not near so much
as there was two days ago.”
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¢ And what did you do ?”

1 sat down on the rock and pulled off my stockings and shoes,
and put my feet into the water. But I didn’t get clear in, for it
was so cold, and Henry Newcombe said there were poisonous
things in the bottom, his mother told him so. He got one out
one day. It wasa sort of a brown creature, with little short
legs and fezt, and had a tail, and it looked some like a fish,
Wasn’t it a little like the one you saw ?”

« No ; he probably means a lizard, they are sometimes in the
bottom of springs.”’

% Are they really poisonous ?”

¢« They are said to be ; I don’t know how mueh so. But how
long did you stay in the water 77

« Oh! only alittle. I pulled my feet right out when Harry
told me that, besides it was too cold,” said she, looking up a little
conscious.

« How did you dry and warm them ?”

«QOh! I wiped them on my handkerchief, and then I dried
it on the rock in the sun, and I am sure,” said she, pulling it out
of her pocket, ¢ it looks as well as though it was just ironed.
Why, doesn’t it I” she exelaimed,a little petuiantly observing her
mother smile.

“Q yes, it looks quite smooth. But how did you warm
them 7%

“ Oh! they warmed themselves, s warm as pussy, when they
were gut of the water.”

Well,: Bessie, now .you have fairly been in, the. water, I .sup-
pose you are a great deal happier than ever befere, and will be
happier all the rest of your life. How is it ??

«“T don’t feel very happy.”

“You ought to have some recompense for the risk you run.
Smaller things have brought many children to their graves.”

% But this wasn't like wading in a brook.”

« No, my dear, i was a very different thing. That might be
pleasant and perfectly safe in a warm summer’s day. But this
was presumptuous and yielded you not the least satisfaction. Let
this be 2 warning to you, my child, your life long. If a pleasure
is reasonable, and within your reach, take it, and enjoy it,and it
may add to your happiness. But if, for any reason, it is denied
you, or lies heyond your grasp, be content without it. If you



378 LADY’S WORK BASKET IN BEAD WORK,

rush head-long after it, determined to have it at any rate, it will
certainly disappoint you in the end, if nothing more.  Bat it will
he likely to do more. It will be very likely to bring mortification
and distress upon you, and may be your ruin for this world and
for the next. So, Bessie dear, write it down in the little book of
memory which God has given you, and it will serve as 2 ¢ guide-
hoard’ to you the rest of your life.”

We will only add that Bessie has never mentioned the subject
since.

A. R. D.
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LADY’S VIORK-DASKET IN DBEAD WORK.

Muterials.~Perforated card-soard ; a wire frame, 10 inches by 4, and about 2 decp ;
a little narrow satin ribbon, broader ditto, fringe, gold thread, and beads of various
colors, all No. 2,

The dimensions we have given are for the bottom of the basket.
The upper part must of course, be proportionately larger, as it is
very open. A wire at each corner nust connect the two parts of
the framie. The handle is also formed of two wires, placed aboutan
inch apart at the bottom, but close together along the upper part.
The best way to form these baskets is to cut the various pieces the
proper length, and a little over, and join the ends by binding them
round with fine wire.

The perforated card-board, of which the basket is chiefly com-
posed, is in five pieces, namely, for the bottorn and four sides. All
are embroidered in beads. For this purpose a Berlin pattern of pro-
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per size may be used, and adopted to any beads that the worker
may have by her. As there is not the same v.riety to be found in
beads of the required size that we can obtain in wool, and this fre-
quently prevents the adaptation of designs intended for the latter
material.

The leading colors in beads are—Dblue, about four shades ; orange
about five; green, about seven; pink, not more than two; gray,
three ; lavender, three or four; white, four; Lronze, three; ruby,
one; coral, one; and black.

Suppose that, on an average, four shades enter into a single leaf,
and you intend to work a group of three leaves in bronze. The
lightest you will compost: o{l;the four lightest shades,—that is gold
and the three lightest bronzes. For the leaf nearest to it—which
therefore, you would like 1o make as great a contrast as possible—
take black and the three darkest bronzes, and the third leat may be
worked in the bronze only. Other colors, whether for flowers or
leaves, must be arranged with similar care.

In the list we have given four whites ; these are chalk, alabaster,
opal, and clear white.  Steel beads are frequently mixed with these
in white flowers, and grays and stone-colors are employed to deep-~
en the shades.

With a little ingenuity, therefore, a great variety may be made,
and almost any Berlin pattern or section of one, used. For roses, the
two pinks, the coral, and ruby, and even black may be employed.
Alllt e}:l dark shades for a dark rose ; and pinks, fading into white,
for light.

The perforated cardboard being worked, the frame must be en-
tirely covered by winding round it satin ribbon ot any predominant
color. Light blue, pink, or crimson, will answer for this purpose
The handle must be covered in the same way. Then the pieces
are sewed in at the back of the frame; the fringe is placed at the
top, and a quilling of narrow ribbon, with a gola thread run along
the centre, forms the heading of the fringe, and the cover of the
handle. Bows and ends are placed on each side of the widest part
of the latter.

The basket may be worked on silk canvass if preferred.

°35BERGKIHB
EDITORIAL.

The present number of the Maple Leaf sbounds in original matter. Con-
tributions from the United Siates, as well as from Canada, enrich its pages,
“A. T, C.” gives sume true views of gossipping sewing societics. We would
like to have him know, however, that his picture by no means upplics to all
who meet to sew for benevolent purposcs.  The beautiful little poem by “R,
A. P we insert with wmuch pleasure.

We call attention to Mrs. Traill’s new work, * The Female Emigrant’s
Guide, or Ilints on Canadian Housckeeping.” Her experience in regard to the
subject on which she writes renders it very valuable.  The publishers have
already received large orders for it both in Canada and the Unitc 1 States.
It is written in that easy, truthful style that characterizes her productions ;
and,while it abounds in valuable directions to the newly arrived settler, it is also
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adapted to the genernl reader. We should like'te henr that every family in the
countrylind ordered it.

Our design'for funcy worlk in this number has beeneut {tom a new pattern, -
and will be much liked for its clegance. The prineipal topica of conversa.
tion here just now, are the price of markets and tho progress of the war‘in
the Crimea, ainong the older citizens, and the Christmas festivities and ¢ ox-
amination” among young peoplo and scholars « genorally”-—these last arc
anticipating grand times during the holidags ; may they find the reality
cqual to ‘their fond hopes.

We wero thinking just now of our little magazinc, and adopted nursling,
hoew in proportion to the anxicty it has cost us, hes been our pleasure at see.
ing it keep fresh and flourishing. Each monthly number finishéd and sen-
forth, strengthicria the tie that'binds omr heurt to the country altéady en.
deared to us by tender assscialions. We have felt that we were not really
alono in tho world when we could speak our thoughts to so many, and
have hoped-that-in thus-speaking, we may have sthred-some mind to nobler
resolutions and carnest’ activity: - It is, thercfore, ‘with & kind of regretful

¥ tendernces towards the Maple Leaf, thet wo learn fram our respéctod pub.

i lisher'that he feols unwilling to continue the work any longer, unless his ap.
peal in the circular sent in this number is 'promptly responded to. We took
the responéibility of tho magazine at a umu when touched with sorrow we
turned instinctively to some frxcndly coutto for comfort,  What we heve
said- urging others to persevore in a course~of self.conquest, has ‘conic
warmfromn ourown spirit; the 'fruit-of cur own desite to add a miteof influ. -
cnce on thé side’of right.

To sec the little magazine dio suddenly after living 50 long will be doubly
trying, since it will add anotherriame to the number of wagazines that have
failed in Ganada for the want of proper support. - We hope, however, - that -
it will not-bo giveh up.  Its contributors, for whoth'\e entertdin’ a grateful
regard, will, we trust, long find 2 place for their names on its pagés, and'sce
the Maple Leaf outlive thé blasts of wintér, and, like the loxid of ‘which'it is
a seion, remain green and flourishing many a day.

We feol thut this life is not intended as a place of repose ; theseare not ¢ the
vales of heaven,” that wo need iish to slumber, The pilgrim road along
which we journoy is often beautifully diversified, but the traveller nceds to
be well furtified, and-well instructed to walk safelyand happily, Thus fecl
ing, we look upon-the young as tho'most'interesting portion of the commu-
nity. They need stirring'up to know their own abilities'and responsibilities.
They vught to be taught to livé lessfor show, less for public énjoyment and
morc for home comlorts and intellectual pleasures. .ot the presont race of
young peopie be well taught and well disciplined, ‘thoroughly greunded in
good principles, and the land will fecl & new impulse. The niext gencration
will seo the broad acres of Canada tceming with plenty; and her citios and

s villages, under wise and just poliny, ranking high smong the places of the
Western Continent,
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WEoSLE’YAN BOOK pDE;

. . Vool
§t. Francois Xavier Strzet, o eer
S prépared 1o furnish Books ae cheap, if not cheaper thar . . i
in Montreal, Amongst hie Stosk will be found the 1y ad ey
BrEs
Clurke's Commentaries, in 6 or 4 vols.
Scott’s 0., in 6 vols, .
i 0, on the Now Testament, in 2 vols,
Bonson's D in 6 vols,, illustrated,

0
And the Comprch’ensivc Commentary, in ¢ vola,
WO)RlI‘(S OoN THEOL_OG Y.
Dick’s, IKnapps, Clarkgrs, Jerbmy Tuylars, Archbishop Loightuns, Barrows,
MeCheyno's, &e., &e. ’
E. P. is also Agent for the Nationag Misgazine, pablished nt B2 por annun,

by Carlton & Phillips, Now York, Clubs of 4 wil] be supplied for 37. Py
ment in advance,

te has also just received a large supply of WESLEY'S HYMNS, and is
#ble to sell the same Cheaper than any other House in Canadu.

WHULESALE AND ReTang,
Montreal, July, 1853,

G. A. HOLLAND,

Corner of Notre Dame and St Franuois Xovier Sereets,
BIORTIR

IMPORTER OF COMBS AND FANCY GOOi}S

English, 'Erenqh, and A;ngrioan Paper Hangings,
FRENCH TRAVELLING AND FANCY BASKETS,

Faucy ?oapg, !ferfumgry. ,
HAIR, TOOTH, NAIL, AND OTHER P{RUSHES, .

ESPECTFULLY inyites the atlention of Purehagorg, either at Wholesale
R or Retail, to the largs assortment of Goods of. the above mentioned
descriptions, with which he is cunstantly supplied, ang which, whether it regards
variety, quality, or cheapngss, cannot be excellied by anr House in ti:e line in

anada, Lo . :
{3 Country Merchants, and the Trade generally, supplied: on
tiberal terms, T T .
Monireal, July, 1853,

WEST END MUSIC STORE,
: 174 NOTRE DAME STREET. .

SHEBOLD, BROWHDRS,

HE latest German, French, and American  Musijeal Puablicationg always
T to bo found at this Establishment ; alsg, every description of Musies!

Instruments, and Piaros'of best American makerg,
Montreal August, 1853



