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ALL STRICTLY IN ADVANCF. AND THE PAPERS STOP UNLESS THI SURSCRIDPTION
Bl RENEWED,

N the 31st Pecember. 1867, the Mox-
TREAL WITNESS wilt have completed its
twen v-secoud year, a period suflicient to ren-
der i character and objects gonerally known.
Th> WITNESs is devoted to the best interesis
of the people of Canada, temporal and eternal,
1t fearlessty grappler with Oppression, Intidel-
ity, Intemperinee, Sabbatb-breaking, and pub-
lie evils of every kind. It i= counceted with no
party or denomination, and consequently has
no support except from the publie;, on whom
slone it relies.  Its viwions editions are probi-
bly the chieapest papers on this Continent; and,
though the circulation they have obtaiued i
large, we think it mizht be, and hope it will be.
niuch targer throaghout the Provinees of Cana-
day especinliy xince Confederntion s incereased
their number from two to four, with a prospee:
of two more, To this end, we rely on the kind
atd of the friends of evangelical religion and
wholesome literuture everywhere, who, we
hope, will help us in the future, as many of
them have done in the past.,
Besudes a lnrge supply of retigious, useful, und
lateresting “ Family Reading,” and a depart-

'

ment containing selected wrticles from the

ablest newspapers of Britein, the United States,

and the Dominion of Canada, the WirNis:

gives speeial uttention to the news of the day.

It has also an exténgive department for Com-

ness men to the DALY WITX

, which issnes
six editiong, the latest being sent by each mail
thit leaves the eity. This paper has, we think,
more reading nudtter—and that of a more inte-
resting Kind—thuan any of the large Canadian
dailies ) it haxalso the exelusive contract for the
Montreal Corn xehunge duily reports on the
day they issue, and gives the latost commereint
inteiligenee.  Sueh a pajer for 3 per annum
=hould surely be taken by every business man
within two hundred miles of Montreal,

Intike manner, we woaldeail the attention of
those who only vet muils onee a week, to the
WEREKLY Wrrsess, which, for a dollar a year,
gives mare value, probably, thuan can elsewhere
be found tor the money.,

FFor partics not in husiness; who ean get their
papers oftener than once a week, the Mox-
TREAL WITNESS (semi-weekly) is strongiy re-
commended, as containing nearly all that ap-
pears in the daily edition exeept advertise-
ments,

Any Minivter, Post-mnaster, or School-teacher
remitting for efglt subgeribers to any edition,
will be entitlied toa gratizseopy; and for a mixed
list, amounting to eight dollars, & copy of the
WERKLY WITNESs, or of the New DoMmINIoN
MoNTHLY Magazine.

Suabseriptions mny commence at any time;

Cand, s the beat season of the year for ohtuining

mercial Intelligence, Prices Current, &e., &e.. |

upon whichgreat care is bestowed, Thisdepart-
ment always ineludes the latest reports of the
Montrenl Corn Exchange, prepared by the See-
retary of that Association for the WITNRsS.

Permit 1s to exll the special attention of Lusi-

t

new subseribers is probably just after harvest,
we hope ere long to have many lists sent in,
Al orders, advertisements, and communica-
Hons to be addressed (post-paid) to
JONN DOUGATLT & RON,
Maoatreal,



CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S

: Festivities.
Amus eni ent Home Pleasures
axp . ¥om
INSTRUCTION WINTER
IC‘J(-)MBIN‘ED. EINTESINGS:

For Magic Lanterns and Slides, Microscopes, Stereoscopes and Views, and every
description of Optical Goods, go to '

C. HEARN, OPTICIAN,

242 & 244 NOTRE DAME STREE‘II‘
MONTREAL.

N.B‘——_Le.ntgms and Slides lent out for the evening. Call and get price list. |

No. 1 BLEURY STREET,
MONTREAL, '

J. G. PARKS.

QERIBTHAS AMD MRW YRAR'SY

Nothing can be a more appropriate Christmss or New Yea.rs Gift than a good, well-finished
_ Photograph, and guch can be bad at the rooms of

T G P._ARKS, O, 1 BLEUBY STREET.
His low prices open the way fer all to-get thelr pictures taken. ,

Montreal views are algo very euitable, and it is admitted that he has the best Cabinet Views
in the city. Therefore, do not fai lto give him a call.

1



Are the only kinds that should be planted in Gardens. A Yew Standard Apple and Pear trees .
will soon occupy a small garden, overshadowing and destroying everything else; whilst more
than double the number of Dwarl trees can be planted in the same space without interfering
with other crops. -

v

The cultivation of the Dwari Pear and Dwarf ;\pple, on suitable stocks for this climate, has
been made a speciality at the

WINDSOR NNURSERIES,

'

and great attention has been paid to ascertain what varieties are the most hardy and suitable for
the different parts of Canada.

Avery fine stock of these Dwar{ trees of all'the best varicties, prineipally in abearing state—
and which can be removed with safety,—will be ready for sale in Spring, also Standard Apples,
Pears, Plums, Cherries, Grape-Vines, and nearl): everything else in the Nursery Line, at very
low prices for eash. :

" Parties \macquainteﬂ with the most switable varieties for their locality would do well to leave
the selection to the subscriber, who would in all cases send the best varieties and trees. Orders
should also be sent during winter as they will be filled according to the priority of their receipt.

¥

Every person intending to plant Frait trecs should at once send twenty-f{ive cents in postage
stampsto the subscriber—or to John Dougall & Son, Publishers, Montredl,~—for a copy (which will
be mailed free,) of the “CANADIAN FRUIT CULTURIST,” giving full deseriptions of all the
best varieties of Fruits of every kind suitable for the different parts of Canada, with the bed
way to plant and cultivate them.

CATALGGUEE AND PRIGE LIST JEXT FREX

ON APPLICATION T¢

JAMES DOUCALL,

1

WIINDSOR INURSERIES,

WINDSOR, ONTARIO.
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“THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.”

CANADA has long felt the want of a

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

The wealth, and still more the mental culture,
of Canada are also constantly advancing with
giant strides; and, consequently, an ent_erprise
which was unsuccessful a few years ago, may
succeed well now. Another difficulty in the
way of a Canadian Magazine has been, the idea
that it should be composed exclusively of origi-
nal matter; in consequence of which, and the
small number of writers in Canada accustomed
to compose articles for the periodical press,
previous magazines had a somewhat heavy
character. The Editors of the NEw DoMINION
MoNTHLY are resolved not to err in.this way;
and, unlessoriginal matter is both good and in-
teresting, they will prefer to cull from the most
spirited and successful periodicals of Britain
and the United States. They, however, hope
that, by degrees, the proportion of original mat-
ter, of a really suitable kind, will increase in
each number; and o0 soon a8 the circulation of
the MONTHLY will afford it, they mean to pay a
fair rate of remuneration for native talent,

Another cause of failure has been, the high
price, rendered necessary by paying for origin.
al matter, and consequently small circulation;
but the New DoMINION MONTHLY aims at a
very large circalation at a very low price. In
fact, it is meant to give more value for the mo-
ney than can be found elsewhere, and to leave
the enterprise with confidence to the patronage
of a discerning publie,,

. TERMS,.

The NEW DoMINION MONTHLY wil! be pub-
lished at the beginning of each month, or short-
Iy before, com'mencing with October, 1867, at
one dollar per annum, strictly in advance, with
a gratis copy for a club of eight, .

The postage is one cent per number, payable
by the receiver; or, in case of large parcels, one
cent for every four ounces, or fraction thereof,
Subscribers residing in the Maritime Provinces
or United Ssates should remit for Canadian
postage in a(;vance.

To Canvaésing Agents a handsome commis-
sion will be allowed; and to News-men and
Booksellers taking a quantity, a large discount
willbe made from the selling price of TEX CENTS
per copy. Canvassers are desired to communi«
cate with the Publishers for terms, &ec.

Advertisements, illustrated or otherwise, will ~
be inserted on the cover, or on leaves stitched
in with the Magazine, at the following rates :—

Outside page of COVer.ciieiriienrniirensaa.. $12.00

Inside ¢ it derenriesens 10.00

Other pages; half-page ...c.coveevvvveiennnse 4.00

I ¢ whole page........... ciieese. 6.66

“ “  twWopages...........ue YT 10.00
Circulars printed on both sides, or two

ages, when furnished by advertiser,. 6.66

. do. one page.... 5.00
Advertisements measuring seven lines or
under, running across the page, equal

to 14 lines single column............... 1.00

Each additional line 12}c., with a discount to

large advertisers,
All communications and remittances to be ad-
dressed (post-paid) to

=
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
PUBLISHERS
“NEW DOMINION MONTHLY,”
‘MONTREAL.

Publishers’ Notice.---* The New Dominion Monthly.”

It is often said, *“there are too many maga-
zines,” but that cannot be said of the Dominion
of Canada, which has only this one of a general
literary character; and, as it is very cheap, and
i8 intended to contain the cream of British and
American magazines, it is boped that it will be
liberally sustained.

It will take abont 6,000 subscribers, and a rea-
sonable advertising patronage, .to render the
NEW DOMINION MONTHLY self-supporting ; and,
when it reaches that, point, thete will be every
disposition to pay for the highest class of Cana-
dian literary talent. Meantime, we can only

invite contributions, which, if sufficiently inter-
esting, will Be thankfully inserted, and acknow-
ledged as aidsto the establishment of this Cana.
dian magazine,

These explanations will set the charaeter gna
claims of the NEW DOMINION MONTHLY clearly
before the publicof Canada; and it is hoped that
a prompt and Hberal support, in the way of sub~
seriptions, will be received from all parts of the
Dominion of Canada.

JOHN DOUGALL & SOX.
September, 1867,
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OF THE"

“CANADIAN MESSENGER”

FFOR 1868.

THIS IS UNDOUBTEDLY BY FAR THE

, CHEAPEST PAPER IN CANADA,

And, the Publishers hope, one of the VERY BEST. It is published twice a month, and consists
of RIGHT pages, entirely filled with matter, arranged in the following Departments, viz, ;—

.

Temperance,
Agriulllure N
Science and Art,
Education,
N That is to say, it containe a8 much choice matter on the above subjects as would make a respect«

able monthly Jjournal under each name, if published separately; and ttlxe gubscriber to the MEss
SENGER will have the whole four together for

25 CENTS PER ANNEM,

Being devoted to the above objects, and containing neither news nor advertisements, the
Mnsanumm pagsges '

Free through the Malls,

and on account of the high moral and religious character of the “Temperance” and ‘ Educa-
tion” departmernts, and the unobjechonable nature of the others, asalso on account of its new
and select H_ymns set to Musie, the MESSENGER is specially adapted for

Circulation through Sabbath-Schools.

TERMS,-Twenty-five cents per anhum, but there should notbe fewet than four copies to one
address. th clubs of eight, a gratis copy will be sent; or nine copies to one address for two dol«
lars per abniiin; or NINE COPIES TO ONH ADDRESS FOR ONE DOLLAR FOR SIX MONTHS. Where
each subscriber’s narne is required to be on his paper, there can be no gratis copy sent with
clubs. -

All orders and remittances to be addressed (post-paid) w [

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
' MONTREAL.
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a0,
39,
40.
41.
42,
43.
44.
45.
46.

. Alex. Henry.

. B. Gibb.

. N. Graham.

. John Dillon.

. Dr. Arnoldi.

. J. Brown (st:;tionm-).
. Hon.
. Simon MecTavish.
32,
33.
34.
35.
. Mr. Badgley.
37.

REFE

RENCESI.

. Dry Diteh, 3 feet deep.
. Ramparts—a favorite promenade.
. Places where the wall was broken

down previous to 1801.

. Rickett’s Circus.

. Old Court House and Jail.

. Jews’ Synagogue.

. Jesuits’ Chapel.

. Canadian Volunteers’ Barracks.
. Franchére's Bridge.

. Italian Bridge.

. Post-Office.

12.
3.
14,
15.
16.
17.

18.
19.
20.
21.

22,

23.

Custom-House.

College.

Sir George Jolinson’s.
English Church.

Jail.

Court-TIouse.

Scoteh Kirk.

Government House.
Potash-Inspeetion Stores.
Mr. MeCord’s Meadow.
Bridges erected about 1800.
North West Co.’s Stores.

N N N Y

J. Richardson.

T. Poitier.

J. W. Clarke. '
Mr. Beasley.

Mr. Maitland.

Jas. & A, MeCGHll.

D. Davids.

H. Symes (anctioneer).
Judge Davidson.

Forsyth, Richardson, & Co.
G Gauche.

R. Hogle,

Mr. Stevenson (toba,cconm)
John Platt, -

Burton & MeCulloch.

f

47.
48,
49,
50.
51,
52,
53.
54,
55.
56,
. Ml. Stansfield (tohacconist).
. John Shuter (crockery).

62,
63.
64,
65,
. A. Scott.
67.
63.

J. Brown (anctioncer).
J. Fisher.

P. Barsalou.

Auldjo, Maitland, & Co.
Loaan & Watt.
Woolriel & Cupper.

R. McClements.

Jas. Dunlep. |

J ohn Lilley.

J. 2. Leprehon.

. Col. de Longuecuil.
. Henderson & Wipgfield.

E. St. Dizier,

John MeGill.
Samuel Gerrard.
Gerrard & Ogilvie,
Miss Hayes.

John A. Ciray.
R. Debie. .
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The New Dominion Monthly.
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Original.
FATHER MA'_EHEW AND HIS WORK.*
BY THE HON.‘ THOS. M‘GEE, M. P.

THE CITY OF CORK.

The city of Cork is distinguished among
the seaport towns of the United Kingdom,
not more for its magnificent harbor and
“ grand sea-avenue,” of which Tom Moore
speaks, than for its literary and scientific rem-
iniscences. The readers of Mrs, Shelley’s
¢ Perkin Warbeck” will not need to be remind-
ed of the costly devotion of its Mayor and
citizens in the reign of Henry VIIth to the
real, or Bupposed, last of the Plantagenets;
nor need the readers of “ The Faery Queen”
be referred to the passage in which, describing
the rivers of that region, Edmund Spenser pours
his own silvery phrase round the ideal city,
as the river in those days * encircled ” the real
one “ with half-divided flood.” But the lit-
erary and artistic glories of Cork are not all
in the far past; it was the parent or nursery
in the two last generations of Barry, Ford, and
Maclise among painters; of Hogan among
sculptors; of Maginn, Mahoney (‘Father
Prout "), and Sergeant Stack Murphy, among
wits and scholars : there Callanan began, and
Gerald Griffin endeds his days ; and the vicio-
ity is still fragrant with the fair memories of
, Catherine, Countess of Charleville ; Brinklay,
Bishop of Cloyne ; Father Arthur O’Leary, and
Bishop Berkely, the ideal philosopher. Where
there was so much individual renown, we
may fairly infer that there was a correspond-
ing degree of associated activity. And such
an inference would be quite right. No city

* The writer is indebted to two sources for the
facts personal to Father Mathew in this sketch,
namely, to a memoir of him, published early in
the Irish Temperance movement, by the Rev.
Mr. Birmingham, P. P., of Borrisokane, Tippe-

© Yary; but still more to the very full, instructive,
and 1nterest,1ng Life, by Mr. Maguire, M. P. for
Cork, published in 1863, Mr. Maguire, as a resi-
dent and leading journalist at Cork, and as a
close personal friend of Father Mathew (whom
the writer also had the honor to know), was

particularly well qualified for the task of writing
his life. 4

of less than 100,000 { inhabitants in modern -
times has, its means considered, done more,
or better, in works of benevoler.ce, or insti-
tutions for public improvement. We find in
Cork, all of them of several years’ standing, a
highly successful Medical and Surgical school ;
a public Library; an Academy of fine arts,
(founded in 1815) ; a Royal Institution for the
advancement of science ; a Cuvierian society ;
a local Antiquarian society ; a Horticultural
society, and a Botanical garden. The char-
acter of the inhabitants and the whole tone
of society are deeply impressed with literary
and artistic tastes, and it is as natural for a
young person of either sex, in that city, to
discourse of books and pictures, of social
science, or of periodical literature, as it is for
the same classes elsewhere to gossip about
the latest discovered movelty, in the way
of dress or scandal. As compared with the
inhabitants of Dublin, the Corcagenians are
more earnest-minded and better read, and
wholly free from that frivolezza which is the
prevailing curse of provincial towns.

WILLIAM MARTIN.

Among the works of pure benevolence
which did honor to this quick-witted, and
public-spirited city, one of the principal was
the “House of Industry,” or workhouse ,sustain-
ed chiefly by subscription, and under the
direction—in later and more liberal days—of
a Board of Directors, representing as fully and
fairly as possible, the different religious de-
nominations from whom its support was
drawn. In the year of grace, for Ireland,
and mankind, 1838, there were members of
this board, Mr. William Martin, a Quaker
shop-keeper, and the Rev. Theobald Mathew,
a highly popular priest and preacher among
Roman Catholics, and indeed, with the citi-

+The total population of Cork in 1881 wag
93,304 souls; of whom 12,583 are returned asg
Church of England, and 2,475as Dissenters, leay-
ing the remaining 78,000 Roman Catholie.
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zens generally. Mr, Martin was then in his
68th year, a hale, vigorous old man, plain
and blunt in speech, and never wearied in
good works; Father Mathew was entering
on his 48th year, vigorous, elastic, and full of
zeal for any good work that commended itself
to his conscience and judgment. Frequent-
ly, as these two good men walked the wards
and courts of the House of Industry, examin-
ing and exhorting its wretched inmates, the
aged Quaker would pause and say to the Ro-
man Catholic priest, “ strong drink did this!”
It was a simple saying, but it struck deep
into the sensitive and compassionate junior
director, Having heard it with his heart,
he was often reminded of it by his conscience.
Mr. Martin himself, like the Rev. George
Carr of Ross, and other benevolent men, had
emdeavored to propagate temperance, by
means of verbal advocacy, and the written
pledge alone. He had often called them
around him, in this very stronghold of the
vagabondage and poverty of the place, and
endeavored to reason with its inhabitauts, on
the folly and shame of the one vice, which
had thrust most of them in at the grated
door. He had given tea-parties, aided by
other members of the same admirable Society
of Friends, and young people had gone to
hear and to laugh, at speeches without toasts,
and sermons without texts. Often pondered
Father Mathew the example of the Friends,
and then he would hear over and over again,
present or absent, the simple words of his
Quaker associate, “ strong drink did this.”
At length, seeing him more and more occu-
pied and troubled as to his own duty in the
face of the destroying pestilence, William
Martin would sometimes add, “ Oh, Theobald
Mathew, if thou wouldst but take this cause
in hand!” And at length, in down-right
earnest, Theobald Mathew resolved to con-
sider his own duty in the matter, and to do
as reason and religion directed. '
FATHER MATHEW'S ANTECEDENTS.

On surveying the whole subject, it must be
confessed he had some teasons for hesitation,
The brewers and distillers of Cork were a
numerous and respectable body, including
some of his own near relatives and particular
friends. The publicans,—as they are always
called in Ireland,—or retailers, numbered
about500 in the city, and during his twenty-

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

four years' previous administration, had always:
been ready to aid the benevolent curate with
their purses, in-all his charitable undertak-
ings. But there were other and more serious
difficulties in his making the first start.
Hitherto the Temperance movement had been
altogether in the hands of Protestants, and
with the inevitable tendency to sectarian sus-
picion in the Irish mind, was supposed, or
was misrepresented by its interested enemies,
as a species of disguised proselytism. More-
over Mr. Mathew himself, though twenty-
four years a priest, was still only in the
humble rank of a curate. He was not even
one of the secular clergy of his diocese, being
by choice and profession a Capuchin friar, &
subdivision of the great Franciscan order,
so called from the peculiarity of their capucin,
or cowl. The * faculties” granted him, there-
fore, to discharge parochial duties, might be
looked upon as purely permissive and gra-
tuitous on the part of the Bishop of Cork,
and this rendered his stepping out from the
ranks of the clergy generally, and assuming
to himself a special duty and responsibility,
a matter of considerable delicacy. On the
other hand there was the great cause—the in-
cessant call of conscience—the daily and hourly
sights and scenes recalling the words of Wil-
liam Martin. All his antecedents were fortu-
nately of such a nature as to prepare the way
with the public and with his own order more
effectually than any argument or explanation
could have done.

FATHER MATHEW'S FAMILY AND EDUCATION.

Theobald Mathew was born October 10th,
1790, in the County of Tipperary, at Thomas-
town House, famous in tbe correspondence of
Swift and the first Sheridan, as the scene of
much splendid and reckless hospitality. At
the time of Theobald’s birth, his father, James
Mathew, adopted by the owner of that prince-
ly domain, as the orphan son of a distant
relative, was the general manager of the es.
tate, and resided in the old-fashioned, spa-
cious mansion, with his young family, of
whom Theobald was the fourth child. But
as that family increased in numbers and
years (until there were nine sons and three
daughters), James Mathew felt that he should
put forth greater exertions for their edu-
cation and maintenance, and he accordingly -
became, on eagy terms, a tenant of his kins-
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man at the great house, and a highly success-
ful farmer on his owr account. At the
Union, Mr. Mathew, of Thomastown, was
created Earl of Landaff, a peerage which like
most of the same creation, expired in the
second gencration. It was the daughter of
the first, and sister of the second Earl, Lady
Elizabeth Mathew, who took the cost and
charge of little Theobald’s education upon
herself, from the beginning, both out of love
for the gentle, engaging child, and out of
consideration for the numerous domestic re-
sponsibilities of James. Lady Elizabeth re-
mained all her life a spinster ; was considered
“ eccentric ” by those who knew her, but kind-
hearted and clever she certainly was, if the
repartees reported of her are genuine; and
her memory will live long as the first and
best friend of Theobald Mathew. The adop-
tion of our future Capuchin into the Thomas-
town family, where he had opportunities of
acquiring the best manners of a generation
which studied good manners as the.first of
the fine Aits, impressed upon his character
the indescribable air of a true gentleman,
which constituted onec of his many personal
attractions. Never did gentleness work such
wonders in the way of reformation ; for, con-
trary to the usual temperament of great re-
formers, he was never known to be bitter, or
wrathful, or denunciatory, of those who stood
blindly or perversely in the way of his work.

It is not a littke curious that the young
Mathew had to leave both his first schools,—
Kilkenny and Maynooth,—from the over in-
dulgence of his social affections. The former,
when little more than a child, longing for
home, he left without leave, and walked above
thirty miles, to his father’s door; in May-
nooth he transgressed a fundamental rule, by
giving a party in his chambers to some of his
fellow-students, and in consequence with-
drew, rather than undergo rustication. This
was in 1808. Proceeding to Dublin, he en-
tered the noviciate of the Capuchins, one of
the poorest and least influential of religious
orders, and on Easter eve, 1814, &vas ordained
priest in that order, by the late Archbishop
Murray. Hig first mission was at Kilkenny,
where, however, he did not remain long; for
within the year we find him established asas-
sistant to an aged incumbent in the old Friary
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"Chapel of Father Arthur O'Leary, in the poor,

populous, and unhealthy neighborhcod of
Blackmoor's lane, Cork. This was the scene
of his daily labors for a quarter of a century,
until he ventured into that wider sphere to
which no limit can be set, ¢ither in space or
in time. Here, “the young Apostle,” as he
was even then called, from the sweetness of
his disposition, the gentleness of his manners,
and his devotion to the poor, found work
enough to his hand. Always exemplary as to
the neatness of his person, he was equally so
as to the appearance of his church. The
dingy little chapel under his charge became
bright, and even elegant in appearance. The
uncarpeted friars’ room had a good picture or
two on the bare walls, and flowers in their
season always stood by his well-used desk.

PERSONAL HABITS AND CHARACTER.

By early rising, and punctilious exactness
in all his appointments, he proved Limself a
true economist of time. As a confessor he
became much sought after; as a preacher his
success depended mainly on his downright
earnestness and sincerity. If indeed, the Ro-
man’s definition of an orator, “a good man
speaking,” were sufficiently extensive, then
was he one of the first of orators. He avoid-
cd merely controversial sermons; was not
considered profound as & reasoner, nor extra-
ordinary as a theologian ; but his persuasive
powers were of a high order, and his charity
sermons were never preached in vain. But it
was as an o.ganizer of useful Associations—
as an influential promoter of active works of
benevolence, that he rendered his highest
services to the people of his parish and city.
In 1819, he founded the Josephian society
among the young men of his own neighbor-
hocd, for visiting periodically the sick poor;
a year or two later he started the female In-
dustrial School, which, in 1824, counted 508
young girls, acquiring the rudiments of
knowledge and of industry ; and in 1830 he
was the means of conferring on Cork the i.-
estimable benefit of a new Cemetery, by the
purchase for that purpose of the old Botaric
Garden. This beautiful burial-ground ig
now called * the Mathew Cemetery,” and in
the midst of its shrubs and flowers, under the
shade of a veritable cedar of Lebanon, his
mortal remains repose in peace, But, per-
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baps,what most enhanced hislocal reputation,
and best prepared the way to his greater
works, was his heroic devotion to the poor
during the terrible cholera year, 1832, The
mysterious pestilence made its first appear-
ance in Ircland at Cork, and in a neighboring
parish to Mr. Mathews. He was the first vol-
unteer who flew to the assistauce of the resi-
dent clergy. As it spread through the city,
he scemed to be everywhere ; night and day
his toils were incessant, and that powerful
constitution with which nature had gifted
him, was strained and burthened to the utter-
most. Many an anecdote of his courage, his
kindness, and his endurance, has become a
tradition in the city, in which he so nobly
stood up and did battle for the salvation of
the people.

As to Mr. Mathews’ social habits, before
he took up the cause of Total Abstinence, they
were always very temperate. Though extreme-
ly fond of cheerful and innocent society,—
never so happy as when he had friends about
him,~-and though not at war, in those days,
with the customs of the times, he never fell
in with them in one fatal respect. Andal-
though cheerfulness amounting sometimes
almost to a boyish buoyancy of spirits was
the general tone of his mind, especially
when his benevolent undertakings were get-
ting on prosperously, yet Mr. Mathew was
constitutionally subject to fits of depression,
which any blow to his affertions was sure to
precipitate. His family attachments and his
personal friendships were exceedingly strong
and sensitive. Till the day of his death he
never could speak without emotion of his
father and mother; for the greater part of
balf a century he commemorated the death
of-a favorite younger brother, whom he had
lost in his sixteenth year. One of theee mel-
ancholy visitations completely overshadowed
his spirits on the death of his venerable senior
in charge of the Friary Chapel, in the year
1820,

A BINGULAR TEMPTATION.

While plunged in gloom in the deserted
old chapel-house, he was subjected to a temp-
tation of which his friend Mr. Maguire gives
the following account, evidently from his own
relation :

“As he sat one evening by himself before the
fire, whose flickering light filled the room with
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fantastic shadows, a voice seemed to whisper in
his ear—¢‘Father Mathew, that Cognac in the
cupboard is delicious. You have not tasted it.
Why don’t youtryit?” Yielding to this delu-
sion, Father Mathew replied audibly—‘Tea is
much better.,” But you didn’t taste the Cognac
—it is delicious—only try it,” whispered the im-
aginary voice. ‘Noj tea is much better,” re-
plied Father Mathew, nowstarting up in alarm.
He seized ‘'his hat, and almost ran the short
distance which separated the Friary from the
residence of Dean Collins, the Parish Priest of
St. Finn Barr’s. He told the cause of his abrupt
visit to his venerable friend, who was then in
his seventieth year. ‘It was a suggestion of
the Evil One, my child, and you did well to re-
sist it,’ was the answer of the Dean. The next
day, the €ognac, which had been given as a
present to Father Mathew, was sent by him toa
friend. The voice was never audible again,
simply because his nerves had recovered their
wonted strength,” *

JOYFUL NEWS FOR WILLIAM MARTIN.

Such were the antecedents, such the general
character of the man, in whose ears were con-
stantly ringing the appeal of his temperance
friend,, William Martin—*“Ob, Theobald
Mathew, if thow wouldst only take this cause
in hard.” The answer to that appeal came
at last, and we will let the same skilful bio-
grapher just quoted tell the when and how :—

“That was a joyful day to honest William
Martin, on whiech, early in April, 1838, he re-
ceived a message from Father Mathew, request-
ing his presence that evening at his house in
Cove street. William, as he afterwards as-
sured his friends, ‘had a presentiment of
what was about to happen,’ and for that day he
carried his sixty-eight years as jauntily as if
they had been only thirty. At the appointed
moment he was at the door, which was open
for his reception; and there, at the threshold,
stood his friend Theobald Mathew ready to re-
ceive him, his handsome countenance radiant
with kindness and good nature. ‘Welcome,
Mr. Martin; welcome, my dear friend. It is
very kind of you to come to me at so short a no-
tice, and so punctually too.’ ‘1 was right glad
to come to thee, Theobald Mathew, for I ex-
pected that thou hast good news for me.” ¢Well,
Mr, Martin, I have sent for you to assist me in
forming a temperance soclety in this neighbor-
hood.! ‘I knew it said Willlam; ¢something
seemed to tell me that thou wouldst do it at
last.” ‘My dear sir, it Was not a matter to be
undertaken lightly, and I feel that there are
many difficulties in the way.’ ¢There are diffi-
culties in everything we do,’ remarked Wil-
liam; ‘but thou knowest we must conquer
them.” ‘Very true, my dear friend, we

* Father Mathew : a Biography. By J. F, Ma .
guire, M. P, Pp, 55-6,
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must try and do so. You remember that, a
considerable time ago, you spoke to me on the
subject at the House of Industry,” ‘Iremem-
ber it well, and that I often spoke to thee about
it, and told thee that thou wast the only man
that could help us.’” ‘At that time, continued
Father Mathew, I could not see my way ciear-
1y to take up the question; but I have thought
much of it since then, and I think I do see my
way now. Ihave been asked by several good
men to take up the cause, and I feel I can no
longer refuse. How are we to begin, Mr. Mar-
tin? ’Easily enough,’ said honest William.
¢ Appoint a place to hold the meeting, fix a day
and hour—and that’s the way to begin.’ ‘Will
Tuesday next, at seven o’clock, in my school-
room, answer? asked Father Mathew. Is
the very thing,’ said William, who added,—
‘This will be joyful news for our friends.
Oh! Theobald Mathew, thou hast made me
a happy man this night.’ An affectionate
pressure of the hand was the respomnse.’”’*

FATHER MATHEW'S FIRST MEETINGS IN CORK.

Ireland, thirty years ago, contained within

a fraction of eight millions of people, living
almost exclusively as agriculturists. There
was much poverty in the land, but as the po-
tato was still abundant, cheap, and wholesome,
there was much cheerful contentment too.
The state of society it#elf, was primitive, and
behind the times elsewhere. The wooden
plough, the block-wheeled cart, and the hide-
bound wicker boat, were still to be found in
the fields, on the highways, and on the waters
of the country. The privileged beggar still

sat by the kitchen fire, retailing the news of

the country aroupd; the Faery doctor was

still consulted as to the cause of the cow’s

going dry, or the young maiden’s *decline i
children were still passed nunder an ass’s bel-
‘ly for the hooping-cough, and .pilgrimages
and patterns were universally, if not religious-

1y observed. Hurlings and cosherings, for-
bidden by antiquated statutes, were the uni-
versal rule, and a fair witheut a faction fight

wag considered sopmthing out of the order of

nature. At every cross-road, and usually on

both sides of the way, hung the seductive sign
of “Entertainment for Man and Beast.” The

march of the new era was still at a slow pace,

and subject to many interruptions. The first

mail coach between such leading points as

Cork and Dublin was established only in

1789, the year before Father Mathew's birth.

*} MathewFather:

a Bi . By J. F.Ma-
guire, M. P. Pp, 106-7. ography v
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The hedge-schools of Munster had not yet
entirely disappeared from the byeways; and
though the National system was rapidly ex-
tending its organization, its influence could
hardly be expected to be much felt before
another generation. The civil emancipation
of the Roman Catholics, in 1829, had been
followed by some years of legislation in many
respects meritorious. The commutation of ,
tithes, and Corporation reform, had given
the Catholics increased satisfaction; and,
though the members of the one denomination
had not acquired the easy sense of political
equality, nor the other forgotten the old feel-
ing of sectarian superiority, the bitterness of
the emancipation struggle had in a measure
passed away.

It was the pleasant vernal month of April
and the 10th day of the month, 1838, when
Father Mathew, in accordance with his ar-
rangement with William Martin, went forth
to address his first temperance meeting in his
own schoolroom. “The meeting,” says Mr,
Maguire, “ was not a large one ;” but the good
Quaker, and others of a like mind, were there
to encourage him. Father Mathew presided,
and wound up a brief, cogent, earnest speech
by saying “1 kave come to the conviction
that there is no necessity for intoxicating
drinks. I will be one of the first to sign the
book now on the table, and I advise you all
to follow my example. I hope the book will
soon be full.” 8o saying, he moved towards
the table where the blank-book lay, and, first
exclaiming “here goes, in the name of God!”
he, in his exquisitely neat hand, inscril:cd the
name “ Theobald Mathew, C. C,, No 1 Cove

street.” Sixty names were enrollcd that mght
and so at length the man so loug needed had
taken “ this cause in hand.”

The second meeting was called by placard,
and the schoolroom was quite incapable of
containing those who attended. A large loft
over a neighboring store was then obtained,
but fears being entertained for the strength of
the floor, a more suitable place was sought.
In Father Mathew’s own neighborhood, there
was a capacious, if not a commodious, build-
ing, known .as the * Horse Bazaar,” a kind
of Tattersall’s, capable of centaining four
thousand persons, and this was generously
placed at his disposal by the lady, Mrs.
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O'Connor, whose property it was. Meetings
were regularly held, twice on weck nights
and once on the afternoon of every Sunday.
Addresses were made at these meetings Ly
all manner of men, in all styles of oratory.
A young barrister, named Walsh, and a re-
claimed shoemaker, called Blewitt, were the
best speakers. Friend Martin was always
present and always ready, and the good man
went down to his grave rejoicing in the work
he had done, and the good-humored sobrequet
the people had given him, “ Grandfather of
the Temperance Cause.” Mr. Mathew, of
course, spoke more or less at almost every
meeting.  Popular harangues were a new
exercise to him, for he had scrupulously avoid-
ed all political assemblies. His voice, origin-
ally shtill and thin, acquired, by constant
practice, that fuller tone which in 1840 we
first heard booming above the bared heads of
ten thousand postulants of the pledge. Zhen
it had acquired, or so it seemed to us, the
clearness and force of a trumpet; and, taken
together with his excellent physigue, left
nothing for the eye or the ear to desire. At
no time could the great reformer be called a
great orator. Except in his intense earnest-
ness of purpose (which went a very long way,
however), he had not what we may call the
oratorical temperament. His hold on the
language, a conscquence of his strictly theo-
logical education, was not deep. But he used
accurately his simple, one-meaning words;
he spoke with such evident sincerity; he
heaved his appcals up from the heart so
visibly to all; there was such an atmosphere
of pure goodness about him, that he accom-
plished ends which no graces of oratory ever
tould have obtained. Yet, with the con-
. sciousness of being in the presence of one ot
the best of human beings, there was also an
instant recognition of his secret power., Men
of science attributed much of his extraordina-
Ty success to an amazing magnetic force in
the man. When he became paralyzed in his
latter days, they attributed those attacks to
the reckless expenditure of this magnetic
force. Explain it how we may, he certainly
wrought some extraordinary cures, by no
other apparent means than his touch and his
blessing, He always, in the most emphatic
terms, disclaimed the possession of any un-
usual or extraordinary powers in this way.
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He invarie bly taught and preached that where
human science failed, God alone was the
Healer and Physician. But he never refused
his blessing to any one, high or low, babe or
grandsire, ill or well; and, putting aside all
mention of the dozens of well-authenticated
cures he was the means of effecting, there
stands this one miracle to attest his wonder-
ful power, whether spiritual or magnetic, or
both, that in five years from that first start,
with sixty associates, in the Cork schoolroom,
he had enrolled five millions of his own peo-
ple under the banner of Total Abstinence.
Peter of Amiens wrought no such change in
any one nation; John of Vicenza wielded
his passionate Italian multitudes with an in-
ferior pswer ; history has no parallel for the
fact, as biography has.no parallel for the man.
THE MOVEMENT BECOMES NATIONAL.

The revolution proceeded at a revolution-
ary ratio. When the city of Cork got thor-
oughly roused by the nightly proceedings at
the Horse Bazaar, and the daily enrolments at
the Friary Houée, the county began to rouse.
It is the largest and most populous county of
the kingdom, strctching for a hundred miles
along the Atlantic, and averaging half as much
in inland depth. In 1840, it contained with-
in a fraction of eight hundred thousanisouls.
Througheut all the bays and glens ani val-
leys of this fine old land of Desmond, in all
its hamlets and homesteads, during the me-
morable year of 1838, there was extraordinary
agitation. Who had been to the city? Who
had seen Father Mathew? Had this or that
or the other acquaintance, or relative, taken.
the pledge? Would he keep it? Would it
be a sin not to keep it? These were the
questions which every Munster family was,
more or less, forced to discuss. Old customs,
and old abuses, did not want for defenders ;
ard a personal reputation less securely found-
ed than the Capuchin’s would not have es-
caped the interested or perverse industry of
his critics. But the wave swept on. From
the-source of the Blackwater to its mouth;
from Bantry and Valencia; from Waterford,
on the east, and Tipperary, Limerick and
Kerry, on the north, west, and south; some
even from distant Clare and Galway, travel-
ling on foot, many of them, fifty, seventy, and
one hundred miles, each way, had started, on
the pilgrimage of the pledge, for the city of
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‘Cork. Traders and artisans, farmers and
peasants, in groups and in pairs, or alone;
voluble in Gaelic or in Irish-English, well-
mounted or footsore, comfortably clad or in
tatters,—every highroad through Munster
poured its human contingent into Cork. The
Horse Bazaar was converted into an im-
promptu caravansary; and the generous
Apostle could not suffer these devoted way-
farers to be dry and hungry, however they
might lodge. Bread and coffee were provided
for each successive “batch,” as they were
pledged and enrolled, and often, in hundreds
of cases, there was added the price of a fare
home by Purcell’s coaches, or by Bianconi’s
Jjaunting-cars. Never an economist of money,
Father’Mathew found himself, at the end of
the first year, fifteen hundred pounds in debt,
but he had the glorious result to show for
these southern counties, in January, 1839, of
two hundred thousand enrolled teetotallers.
Two years afterwards, the late excellent Mar-
quis of Lansdowne, and the late Duke of
Devonshire, two of the largest proprietors in
that part of the country, paid their respects,
personally, to the Cork friar, and bore their
public testimony to the immense “ moral and
material improvements” he had effected
among the people of the South of Ireland.
What gratified him quite as much,~not for
his own, but for the work’s sake—were the
cordial congratulations of such celebrities as
Maria Edgeworth and Mrs. 8. C. Hall, and
the open adhesion of the great popular leader,
Daniel O'Connell. The celebrated agitator,
fifteen years the senior of Father Mathew,
was in 1840 in full possession of all his
enormous resources, mental and physical.
He had always been a moderate drinker,
though his appetite for solids was gigantic.
He had become, in his latter years, deeply
and sincerely religious; and when he resolved
publicly to take the Mathew pledge, he ad-
hered to it for the rest of his days. This was
considered by the O'Connell party the
greatest triumph of the cause, but it was one
not without its anxieties to the zealous and
sensitive Apostle.

LOCAL ORGANIZATIONS.

The movement had ‘of course necessitated
& certain amount of organization. This was
effected by the establishment of local Tem-
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perance Reading-Rooms, of which there were
soon scores, and subsequently hundreds, all
over the country. To each reading-room
there was commonly attached a banner and a
brass band. In the fourth year of his labors,
the founder could point to three hundred of
these Temperance bands, well uniformed and
instructed, especially in garrison towns. The
local rules as to books, papers, debates, and
bands, were wisely left tolocal discretion, but
Father Mathew was rigid as to one condition,
—that neither religious nor political discus-
sions should be introduced into the rooms.
Gentle as he habitually was, he could be firm
to obstinacy when the cause was at stake.
In this prudent determination to exclude all
party politics from his society, situated as
Ireland then was, he was sorely tried. In
1840, Mr. O'Connell, after a five years' Imper-
ial experiment of obtaining ¢ justice for Ire-
land,” from his Whig allies, raised again the
green banner of repeal. He was, therefore,
running, for the next few years, in a parallel
of popular leadership with Father Mathew.
In 1842, finding that the temperance leader
was resolute never to identify his cause with
that of any party, O'Connell started his local
“Repeal Reading-Rooms.” In very many
Irish localities there was not patronage
enough for two such institutions, and in many
cases the most exciting became the most pop-
ular place of resort. Thus, without any such
intention on his part, Mr. O’Connell gave the
first shake to the Temperance Organization.
During the monster meetings of 1843, the
three hundred bands founded by Father
Mathew, and largely equippéd by his dona-
tions, could not be restrained from leading
their frieze-clad regiments to be reviewed b,
O'Connell,at *the monster meetings,” at Mal-
low, and Mullaghmast, and Tara. But a se-
verer trial was impending over them, the terri-
ble famine of 1847, which closed both Temper-
ance and Repeal rooms, stopped the circula-
tion of books and papers through the country,
and which hastened the death of the political,
while it complicated the burthens and duties
of the moral leader, of the Irish people.

The wisdom of Mr. Mathew in keeping his
cause thus sacredly apart from politics cannot
now be doubted. He needed the assistance of
all men ; he needed free access to all, Thus
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Mr. Peter Purcell, the great stage proprietor,
and others who could not be recruited by
O’Connell, were among his best friends. The
Society of Friends, all over the kingdom, and
in proportion to their numbers they were
& most influential sect everywhere, looked
upon him almost as a second Penn or Fox.
Protestant benevolence and co-operation he
never lacked, never failed to invite, and never
forgot or abused. And this rule of conduct
enabled him to effect things impessible to
any mere ecclesiastic. Though compelled hy
hig priestly orders to await the invitation of
the Bishop of a diocese, or the pastor of a
parish, before entering on a temperance mis-
sion in & new place; though invariably the
guest of the Bishop or Priest in consequence ;
yet neither in Ulster, nor in any part of Ireland,
Scotland, England, nor America, subsequent-
ly, did this entourage ever repel from his side,
8o far as we could ever hear, any temperance
man of any creed or party.

On the other hand, to secure and preserve
the co-operation of his brethren of the clergy,

in their several localities, was to him a lever i

of the utmost importance. He was announced
and expected in advance ; he sacrificed to the
genus loci, and found his course clear ; and he
left behind him, if not always a zealous de-
puty, yet a conspicuous witness of his work.
Feeling the whole value of such auxiliaries,
it was with special pleasure he accepted in-
vitations to give the pledge at Maynooth and
Carlow Colleges, in 1840, and at other eccle-
siastical seminaries, subsequently. He was
intensely anxious to enlist the future clergy
of the land, for the preservation of his work,
while at the same time he neglected no means
to conciliate those already in the ministry,
for the same object. In the winter months of
1839-40, Dr. Foran, Bishop of Waterford,
and Dr. Ryan, Bishop of Limerick, invited
Mr. Mathew to their respective cities, In the
latter he pledged one hundred and fifty
thousand persons ; in the former, nearly one
hundred thousand. In March, 1840, on the
invitation of the goed Archbishop Murray,
who had ordained him Priest, a quarter of a
-century before, he visited Dublin, where he
enrolled a multitude from town and country,
set down at two hundred thousand, including
Mr. O'Connell, and several less-known ce-
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lebrities, clerical and lay. At Dublin, on
this occasion, 500 ladies of the betier class,
assembled at the Royal Exchange, and took
the pledge at his hands.

A(To be concluded next month.)

T T T
Original,
WINTER.

BY JOHN STRANG.

The well-rewarded husbandman
Had garner’d his last sheaf,
The ruthless winds had blown to earth
The last sere autumn leaf,
‘When in his polar stronghold,
His distant icy keep,
The Spirit of the Northland
Arous’d him from his sleep.
He summon’d forth his legions
From leagues of barren coast :
On wastes and sterile regions
He marshall’d his grim host.
“ The hour hath come, my comrades,
To lead you to the war H
Full six months have we loitered
Beneath the Polar Star;
Full six months hath our ancient foe,
The lurid, flery Sun,
Held an usurped dominion
O’er lands which we have won.
My voice grows thick with passion,
My words are all too weak
To paint my indignation,
Then wherefore should I s peak ?
The way lies clear before you,
Across yon frozen seg.
Arise, my trusty comrades,
Arise and follow me.”
No mortal eye beheld them,
No mortal eye could see
That countless shadow’y army
In their airy panoply.
Yet all in vain against them
The fam’d Damascus blade,
Though borne by veteran soldiers,.
In serried ranks array’d.
Yet all in vain before them
A dauntless knight would stand,
Though clad in triple armor,
With buckler and with brand,
That famous Eastern weapon
Would burn* its master's hand;
In vain that knight would reckon
On corslet and on brand,
To earth would fall those veterans,
That stalwart knight wounld fall H
A winding sheet of dazzling hue
‘Would hide and cover all;
Though none had seen a foeman,
Nor sound had smote the ear,
—— L}
* The action of frost and that of intenge heat -
are perhaps sufficiently akin to warrant the
above statement.
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Except the blast as it swept past,
In the midnight dark and drear.

From the dim Arctic Circle
That army issued forth :

They pass’d the glittering icebergs
And snow-fields of the North;

Bergs that have stood for ages,
Wild plains without a tree,

And reach’d at last the waters vast
Of the North Atlantic Sea.

Along the continent they stretch,
Their Southern course they win;

They gain the line where the dark pine
And stunted birch begin, .

Like passing shade the mountain hare
Doth flit across their path,

And to his lair the'sullen bear
Retreats to shun their wrath,

Still onward, ever onward,
They press their tireless march,

O’er many a mountain summit clad
With hemlock trees and larch,

So fiercely did these Northern sprites
Their Southern raid pursue,

That soon Quebec’s embattied heights
Frown’d darkly on their view.

They hover’d round the citadel,
Their scouts explored the gates;

The sentries heard them whistle shrill
To eall their tardy mates.

And so it was by nightfall,
I grieve to write it down,

The old Canadian capital
‘Was a beleaguered town.

Beleaguered ! aye, and sore beset,

S0 insolent the foe,
They scaled the walls and roam’d about
‘Where’er they pleased to go.

Still undespairing were the men
‘Who held that ancient town, .
When from the mountains they beheld
A numerous train come down,
From Charlesbourg and from Laval,
A long and weary way,
Full many a sturdy habitant,
Full many a loaded sleigh,
From far off leafless forests,
With certain steps but slow,
Arrive at last munitions vast
Wherewith to face the foe.

This famous siege did last as long
As countless other sleges
‘Which in Quebec have been sustained
- By Queen Victoria’s lieges.
One balmy day in April,
For that day Heaven be praised,
The sun shone down upon the town
S0 bright, the siege was raised.
And to his Polgr stronghold,
His distant joy keep,
The fotl'd inva,dlng Bpirit fled
To murmur anq to sleep.

THE POET HOPKINS'S INTERVIEW
WITH THE PUBLISHER.

“ My name is Gridley,” he said with modest
gravity, as he entered the publisher'’s private
room. “I have a note of introduction here
from one of your authors, as I think he called
himself,—~a very popular writer for whom
you publish.”

The publisher rose and came forward in the
most cordial and respectful manner. * Mr,

‘Gridley ?—Professor Byles Gridley,—author

of “Thoughts on the Universe ?"

The brave-hearted old man colored as if he
had been a young girl. His dead book rose
before him like an apparition. He groped in
modest confusion for an answer. “A child I
buried long ago, my dear sir,” he said. “Its
title-page was its tombstone. I have brought
this young friend with me,—this is Mr. Gifted
Hopkins of Oxbow Village,—who wishes to
converse with you about—"

“I have come, sir—"the young poet began,
interrupting him.

“Let me look at your manuscript, if you
please, Mr, Popkiuis,” said the publisher, inter-
rupting in his turn,

“Hopkins, if you please, sir,” Gifted sug-
gested mildly, proceeding to extract the man-
uscript, which had got wedged into his pocket,.
and seemed to be holding on with all its might.
He was wondering all the time over the extra-
ordinary clairvoyance of the publisher, who
had looked through so many thick folds, broad-
cloth, lining, brown paper, and seen his poems
lying hidden in his breast pocket. The idea
that a young person coming on such an errand
should have to explain his intentions would
have scemed very odd to the publisher. He
knew the look which belongs to this class of
enthusia<ts just as a horse-dealer knows the
look of a green purchaser with theequine fever
raging in his veins. If a young author had
come to him with a scrap of manuscript hidden
in his boots, like Major Andre’s papers, the

| publisher would have taken one glance at him
and said, ¢ Qut with it

While he was battling -for the refractory
scroll with his pocket, which turned haif
wrong side out, and acted as things always do
when people are nervous and in a hurry, the
publisher directed his conversation again to
Master Byles Gridley.

“A remarkable book, that of yours, Mr.
Gridley,—~would have had a great run if it
were well handled. Came out twenty years
too soon—that was the trouble. One of our
leading scholars was speaking of it to me the
otherday. ‘We must have a new edition/’
he said ; ¢ people are just ripe for that book.
Did you ever think of that? Change the form
of it a little, and give it a new title, and it
will be a popular book., Five thousand or
more, very likely.”

Mr. Gridley felt as if he had been 1apidly
struck on the forehead with a dozen distinet
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blows from a hamwer not quite big erough to
stun him. He sat still without saying a word,
He had forgotten for the moment all about
poor Gifted Hopkins, who had got out his
manuscript at last, and was calming the dis-
turbed corners of it. Coming to himself a
little, he took a large and beautifu; silk hand-
kerchicf, one of his new purchases, from his
pocket and applied it to *his face, for the
weather seemed to have grown very warm
all at once. Then he remembered the errand
on which he had come, and thought of this
youth, who had got to receive his first hard
lesson in life, and whom he had brought to
this kind man that it should be gently ad-
ministered,

“ You surprise me,” he said—“you surprise
me. Dead and buried. Dead and buried. I
had sometimes thought that—at some futrre
period, after I was gone, it might—but hardly
Lknow what to say alout your suggestions.
But here is my ydung friend, Mr. Hopkius,
who would like to talk with you, and I will
leave him in yowr hands. 1am at the Plane
House, if you should care to call upon me.
Good morning. Mr. Hopkins will explain
everything to you more at his ease, without
me, I am confident.”

Master Gridley could not quite make up his
mind to stay through the interview between
the young poet and the publisher. The flush
of hope was bright in Gifted’s eye and cheek,
and the good man knew that young hearts are

- apt to be over-sanguine, and that one who
enters a shower-bath otten feels very differ-
ently from the same person when he has pulled
the string.

“I have brought you my Poems in the
original autographs, sir,” said Mr. Gifted Hop-
kins.

He laid the manuscript on the table, caress-
ing the leaves still with one hand, as loth to
Iet it go.

“ What disposition had you thought of
making of them ?" the publisher asked in a
pleasant tone. He wasas kind a man as lived,
though he worked the chief engine ina cham-
ber of torture. :

“1 wish to read you a few specimens of the
poems,” he said,  with reference to their pro-
posed publication in a volume.”

‘ By all means,” said the kind publisher,
who determined to be very patient with the
protege of the hitherto little known but re-
markable writer, Professor Gridley. At the
same time he extcuded his foot in an ac-
cidental sort of way and pressed it on the
right hand knob of three which were arranged
in aline beneath the table. A little bell in a
distant apartment—the little bell marked C—
gave one slight note, loud enough to start a
small boy up, who looked at the clock and
knew that he was to go and call the publisher
in just twenty-five minutes. “A, five minutes;
B, ten minutes; C, twenty-five minutes” ;—
that was the small boy's working formula,

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

Mr. Hopkins was treated to the full allowance
of time, as being introduced by Professor
Gridley,

The young man laid open the manuscript so
that the title-page, written out very hand-
somely in his own hand, should win the eye
of the publisher.

BLOSSOMS OF THE SOUL.
A Wreath of Verse; Original.
BY GIFTED HOPKINS,
““A youth to fortune and to fame unknown.”
{Gray.

“Shall I read you some of the rhymed
pieces first, er some of the blank-verse poems,
sir 27 Gifted asked.

“ Read what you think is best,~—a specimen
of your first-class style of composition.”

“1 will read you the very last poem I have
written, he said, and he began :

THE TRIUMPH OF SONG.
“f met that gold-haired maiden, all too dear:
AndTItoher: Lo! thou art very fair,
Fairer than all the ladies in the world
That fan the sweetened air with scented fans,
And I am scorched with exceeding love,
Yea, crisped till my bones are dry as straw.
Look not away with that high-arched brow,
But turn its whiteness that I may behold,
And lift thy great eyes till they blaze on mine,
And lay thy finger on thy perfect mouth,
And let thy lucent ears of carven pearl
Drink in the murmured music of my soul,
As the lush grass drinks in the globed dew ;
For I have many serolls of sweetest rhyme
I will unroll and make thee glad to hear.

Then she: O shaper of the marvellous phrase
That openeth woman’s heart as doth a key,

I dare not hear thee—lest the bolt should slide
That locks another’s heart within my own.

Go, leave me,—and she let her eyelids fall

And the great tears rolled from her large blue

eyes.

Then I: if thou not hear me, I shall die,
Yea, in my desperate mood may lift my hand
And do myself a hurt no leech can mend ;
For poets ever were of dark resolve,
And swift stern deed—

That maiden heard no more,

But spake: Alas! my heart is very wealk,
Aund but for—Stay ! And if some dreadful morn,
After great search and shouting through the

wold,
We found thee missing,—~strangled,—drowned i’
the mere,—
Then should I go distraught and be clean mad!
O poet, read ! read all thy wond’rous scroll !
Yea, read the verse that maketh glad to hear!
Then I began and read two sweet, brief hours,
And she forgot all love save only mine

¢ Is all this from real life ?” asked the pub-
lisher.

“It—no, sir—not exactly from real life—
that is,the leading female person is not wholly
fictitious—and the incident is one which
might have happened. Shall I read you the
poems referred to in the one you have just
heard, sir?”

“Allow me, one moment. Two hours’ read-
ing, I think you said. I fear I shall hardly
be able to spare quite time to hear them ali,
Let me ask what you intend doing with these
productions, Mr ——rn—Popkins.”

‘ Hopkins, if you please, sir, not Popkins,”
said Gifted, plaintively. He expressed his
willingness to dispose of the copyright, te
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publish on shares, or perhaps to receive a cer- )

tain percentage on the profits.

“ Come with me,” said the publisher.

Gifted followed him into a dingy apartment
in the attic, where one sat at a great table
heaped and piled with manuscripts. By him
was a huge basket, half full of manuscripts
also. As they entered he dropped another
manuscript into the basket and looked up.

“ Tell me,” said Gifted, “ what are these
papers, and who is he that looks upon them
and drops them into the basket ?”

“These are the manuscript poems that we
receive, and the one sitting at the table is
commonly spoken of among us as The Butcher,
The poems he drops into the basket are those
rejected as of no account.”

“ But does he not read the poems beforc he
rejects them 7

“ He tastes them, Do you eat a cheese be-
fore you buy it ?”

“And what becomes of all these that he-

drops into the basket ?”

“f they are not claimed by their author in
proper season they go to the devil”

“ What ! said Gifted, with his eyes stretched
very round.

“To the paper factory, where they have a
horrid machine they call the devil, that tears
everything to bits-—as the critics trcat our
authors, sometimes—sometimes, Mr. Hopkins.”

Gifted devoted a moment to silent re-
flections.

After this instructive sight they returned
together to the publisher’s private room.

“ 1 should like to know what that critic of
yours would say to my manuscripts,” he said
boldly.

“You can try that if you want to,” the pub-
lisher repli-d with an ominous dryness of
manner which the fanguine youth did not
perceive, or, perceiving, did not heed.

“How can we manage to get an impartial
Jjudgment 7’

“Q, I'll arrange that. He always goes to
bis luncheon about this time. Raw meat aud
vitriol puoch,—that's what the authors say.
Wait till we hear him go, and then I will lay
Your manuscript so that he will come to it
among the first after he gets back  You shall
sce with your own eyes what treatment it
gets. I hope it may please him, but you
shall see.”

They went back to the publisher’s private
room and talked awhile. Then the small boy
came up with some vague message about a
gentleman—business—wants to sece you, sir,
etc., according to the established programme ;
all in a vacant, mechanical sort of way, as
if he were a talking-machine just running
down.

Tke publisher told the small boy that he
Wwas engaged, and the gentleman must wait.
Very soon they heard The Butcher's heavy foot-

step as he went out to get his raw meat and
vitriol punch, i .
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“ Now, then,” said the publisher,and led
forth the confiding literary lamb once more,
to enter the fatal door of the critical shambles.

“ Hand me your manuscript, if you plcase,
Mr. Hopkins. I willlay it so that it shall be
the third of these that are coming to hand.
Our friend here is a pretty good judge of verse,
and knows a merchantable article about as
quick as any man in his line of business. If
he forms a favorable opinion of yeur poems -~
we will talk over your propositions.”

Gifted was conscious of a very slight trem-
or as he saw his precious manuscript deposit-
ed on the table under two others, and over a
pile of similar productions. Still he could
not help feeling that the critic would ba
struck by his title. The quotation from Gray
must touch his feelings. The very first
piece in the collection could not fail to arrest
him. He looked a little excited, but he was
in good spirits.

“ We will be looking about here when our
friend comes back,” the publisher said. “He ,
is a very methodical person, and will sit
down and go right to work just as if we were
not here. We can watch him, and if he
should express any particular interest in your
poems, [ will, if you say so, carry you to him
and reveal the fact that you are the aurhor of
the works that please him.”

They waited patiently until The Butcher
returned, apparently refreshed by his fero-
cious refection, and sat down at his table.
He looked comforted, and not in ill humor.
The publisher and the poet talked in low
tones, as if on business of their own, and
watched him as he returned to his labor.

The Butcher took the first manuscript that
came to hand, read a stanza here and there,
turned over the leavus, turned back and tried
again—shook his head—held it for an instant
over the basket, as if doubtful—and let it
softlv drop. He took up the sccond manu- |
script, opened it in several places seemed
rather pl ased with what he read, and laid it
aside for further examination.

He tock up the third. ¢ Blossoms.” ete.
He glared at it in a dreadfully ogreish way.
Both the lookers-on held their breath,  Gifted
felt a sinking at the pit of his stomach,
as if he was in a swing as high as he could go
close up to the swallows’ nests and spiders’
webs, The Butcher opened the manuscript
at random, read ten seconds, and gave a short
low grunt. He opened again, read ten sec-
onds, and gave another grunt, this time a
little longer and louder. He opened once
more, read five seconds, and, with scmething
that sounded like the snort of a dangerous
animal, cast it impatiently into the basket
and took up the manuscript that came next in
order.

Gifted Hopkins stood as if paralyzed for g
moment.

¢ Bafe, perfectly safe,” the publisher said to
himina whisper. ¢ I'llgetit for you present-
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Jy. Come in and take a glass of wine,” he
said, leading him back to his own office.

“ No, I thank you,” he said faintly, “ I can
bear it. But this is dreadful sir. Is this the
way that genius is welcomed 10 the world of
letters 7

The publisher explained to him, in the
kindest manner, that there was an enormous
over-production of verse, and that it took a

great part of one man's time simply tu over-

haul the cart-loads of it that were trying to
get themselves into print with the imprima-
tur of his famous house. * You're young, Mr.
Hopkins. I advise you not to try to force
your article of poetry on the market. The
B , our friend, there, that is, knows a
thing that will sell as soon as he sees it.
You are in independent circumstances, per-
haps ? If so, you can print—at YOur own ex-
pense—whatever you choose. May I take the
liberty to ask your profession 7

Gifted explained that he was “clerk,”in a
‘“store,” where they sold dry goods, and West
India goods, and goods promiscuons.

0, well, then,” the publisher said, * vou
will understand me. Do you know a good
article of brown sugar when you see it

Gifted Hopkins rather thought he did. He

knew at sight whether it was a fair, saleable |

article or not.

“Just so. Now our friend, there, knows
verses that are salealile and unsalealle as yon
do brown sugar.—Keep quiet now, and 1 wilj
go and get your manuscript for you.——"There,
Mr. Hopkins, take your poems,—they will
give you a reputation in your village, T don’t
doubt, which is pleasant, but it will cost you
a good deal of money to print them in a
volume. You are very young : you can afford
to wait. Your genius is not ripe yet, I am
confident, Mr. Hopkins. These verses are
very well for a beginning, but a man of pro-
mise like you, Mr. Hopkins, mustn’t throw
away his chance by premature publication .
I should like to make you a present of a few
of the books we publiish, By and by, per-
haps, we can work you into our series of
poets; but the best pears ripen slowly, and
80 with genius.—Where shall I gsend the vo-
lumes ¥~ Atlantic Monthiy.

Original.
SKETCHES IN UPPER CANADA.

I left' Montreal for a flying business tour
among Western friends in September- last.
This is not a gay month for flowers, yet the
wayside was often bright with clusters of blue
and white asters, the rich yellow plumes of the
golden rod ; and in swampy spots or along
ditches, still bloomed the asclepiag incarnata,
bur-marigolds, solanums; while from beds
of flags and sedges bristled up companies of
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tall bur-reeds and cat-tails, Neither could I
overlook the simple white flowers of the
humble may-weed, the wmbelled fennel, hy-
brid amaranths, Saint-J ohn’s-wort, odoriferous
yarrow, the blue-flowered chiccory, and the
bright yellow @nothera or evening primrose.
Pretty bushes, too, oft caught my eye,—of
dogswood, white-berried cornel, viburnum,
elders drooping with berries, and occasional
graceful sumachs,

But, raising my eye from the roadside, it
was the fields beyond that most interested me,
Not disfigured by stumps and stones, as in
new townships, but presenting a clean, even
surface of yellow stubble, indented only by
their draining furrows; or they showed a rich,

brown coat, covering the hopes of the coming
year.

The rural scenery west of Toronto is to
me most pleasing, There well cultivated
fields, sweeping up from beautiful valleys,
rise in billows of rich land like the swell of
an ocean, their tops crested with groves of
beech, birch, and maple; or a belt of them
flows like a mane down their sides, filling up
romantic hollows, or shadowing the banks of
rivers and streams that supply the motive
power to numerous mills and factories.

The well-built barns and comfortable look-
ing homesteads, surrounded by orchards
spangled with fruit (not “ smiling orchards,”
but groaning ones, for I noticed trees crack-
ing with the weight of their rosy-cheeked
progeny), all speak of ‘happy homes contain- '
ing mothers and daughters blushing with
health, and fathers and sons rich in developed
or growing manhood Descendants of the
early pioneers, whose stalwart arms made
war on the wooded wilderness, hewed down
forests, and gave their country those fair
fields so smiling with green verdure in spring
and laughing so triumphantly with golden
crops in the fall of each year. Loyal and
prosperous have they thus labored for their
own and their country’s good, through the in-
cipient stages of its colonial dependence, and
having just passed the threshold of its third
stage of growth to independence and gelf-
sustaining power, they hail their young Do-
minion with an outburst of energy, that is
building up factories, piercing-the bowels of
the earth, improving its cities and towns, and
seeking new fields of venture,
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Equally deserving of their country are
their brothers, sons, cousins, and kindred of
remote degree, who make up our towns.
Brimful of energy are the men of Upper
Canada, whether in town or field. Their
towns have done wonders, considering their
sparse populations, - while stern industry,
frugality, and perseverance mark the charac-
ter of their store-keepers. With native vigor
they are ready to back up any feasible adven-
ture by a moiety of their means, and with a
shrewdness which well defines its limit.

About twelve months back some carping
newspapers found fault with their rage for
boring; ostensibly for oil, but really to sce
what was beneath their feet. Yet it has done
and is doing gopd service to the country, and
is making & valuable contribution to our geo-
logical knowledge. All honor, say I there-
fore, to those who have not succeeded in strik-
ing oil or other paying product, who have
been at the trouble and expense of boring
1,000 to 1,500 feet, and still perseveirs. “If we
don't strike oil,” say the men of Preston, * we
may strike salt; if we don't strike salt, we
may strike something else ; and if we don't
strike something else, we shall havi the sat-
isfaction of knowing it is not there, and that
our wealth must be sought above ground and
not bencath.” At Waterloo they have reached
brine, but not the salt rock yet. . The men of
Goderich were not all hopeful for oil. Mr. Sam-
uel Platt, the princtpal speculator, from the
first, went in for salt. But I am anticipating.
The ride from Stratford to Goderich so in-
terested me that I must describe that first, if
only to induce some of your readers when up
west to take that trip, which I am sure will
be made with much satisfaction and pleasure.

I took the 12:15 train from Stratford, and
soon found myself whirled along a road run-
ning through a flat and heavily-wooded coun-
try ; the only cuftings being through belts
of gravel and friable clay, showing on their
top a thick coating of richloam. The lowest
lands are some fifty feet above the rock. So
well drained a bottom accounted for the vig-
orous growth of fine timber; all hard wood.

A beautiful panorama of ficlds and woods
revealed itself as the train swept us along.
We passed well cleared land in sharp,
straight lines, whence rose magnificent groves
of trees in squared battalions. The long
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avenues of shorn fields, checkered by shades
of green, yellow, and brown, formed views of
great length in so flat a level, looking street-
like, in their passage through the wilderness
of bush. At times I was reminded of sub-
urban squares where trees were parked in
clusters ; or where stood alone in their glory,
majestic oaks, burly-looking maples, or wav-
ing elms. The leaves were assuming their
autumn tints, and the color of each trce was
slightly shaded off from its neighbor, that we
could easily read off the character of the
woods. )

Above us was a bright sky, with a few fleet-
ing clouds, whose shadows heightened the
effect of the scene, as they chased each other
through the forest glades, or leaped over the
feafy billows of the forest tops. And wher-
ever there was a chink or opening, down
streamed the sunlight into the deep, gloomy
recesses, lighting up the forest aisles, gild-
ing the trunks, spangling the boughs within,
and ‘diapering, as with gold, the leafy carpet.
Again we came to the radiant fields, flanked
by sombre, dark-looking groves; while more
distant woods were bright and glistening
with light; an azure veil being thrown
over them as they crowded the horizon.
In advanec of some groves were lofty elms,
with trunks as straight and as beautiful
as Ionic columns, and with bough-locked
summits, like the proud pronaos of an Egyp-
tian temple, forming a right royal entrance to
the wooded cloisters. :

In front of others, by side of stream or
swamp, gay young saplings of maple and elm,
clad in crimson and yellow, remind me of the
bright costumes of youngsters playing round
the portals of a wealthy home.

At3p.m.larrivedat Goderich station,where
an omnibus and other vehicles awaited passen-
gers. 1 found the town to lie about a quarter
of a mile west of the station. A splendid wide
gravel road leads to the town. As we neared
it we passcd neat residences of white brick,
with green verandas and porticos pinked out
in green and white, and with pretty flower-
gardens that convinced me I was approaching
a very nice town. Nor was I disappointed.
On the right of us I caught sight of the
wide and noble ravine through which flows
the Maitland river; its waters now low, but
looking the more pretty as it meandered
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through its capacions bed. I dismounted at
the Huron hotel, where I found first-class ac-
commodation, and Mr. Wright an obliging
host. But I found “ a first-class hotel” to be
no solecism here, for there are four or five
others, all with very superior accommodation,
and which I learned were all full of visitors,
as Goderich is a fashionable summer resort
with many American and Canadian families,
who find here health and comfort, with fine
fresh-water bathing in the lake, and salt-
water baths also now. It has likewise the
advantage of splendid country drives along
unexceptional roads and amid beautiful
scenery. *

The situation of Goderich, on the south
bank of the Maitland river, and east shore of
Lake Huron, is very commanding. The
heart or centre of the town is about half a
mile from the lake, and forms a large circle,
or rather octagon, from which radiate its
eight principal streets. In the centre stands
the town hall or court house, a handsome
structure of white brick, and Italian style of
architecture, consisting of a main building
and two short wings, surrounded by a grass
plot, parked out with young trees, and this
again surrounded by a wide roadway flanked
all round by handsome store fronts and hotels.
This circle, commonly called “ the square,” is
nearly half a mile round.

While thus taking a cursory view of “ the
square,” I was introduced to Mr. Van Avery,
a miller, whose flour bears a high characterin
this market. Speaking of the salt well, I was
by this gentleman introduced to Mr. Samuel
Platt, the principal shareholder in it. A first
look at this gentleman told me of his intelli-
gence and good nature. And while I was
thinking how I should make the most of it,
he volunteered to drive me over and show
the works. But he first kindly showed me
over his mill, one of the largest in Canada,
and capable of turning out from 150 to 200
barrels every twenty-four hours. His brand
of flour, the “ Goderich City ” mills is one of
the most popular brands in this market, and
other brands which he makes are in equally
high repute, so I felt proud of my escort.
This gentleman does not do things by halves ;
be has a large cooperage attached to his mill,
for the manufacture of flour barrels; and not
satisfied with his large share in the presentsalt
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well, he is sinking another entirely on his
own account, and on his own property near
the mill ; where his level is fifty feet lower
than the one now working. I had noticed
the tall boarded derrick of the salt well on
the oppesite and north bank of the ravine as
I entered the town, and we now drove to
wards it along a shelving flat on the south
bank. In passing, I could not but admire
the swrrounding scenery and beautiful loca-
tion of this fair town, The river below us
locked charming, but its pristite volume and
glory have suffered a sad decadence, to judge
by the expansive ravine, which is about hailf
a mile wide from its topmost banks, with
a perpendicular depth of some 100 feet;
the river baving worn through that thick-
ness of gravel and clay ; its volume evident-
ly diminishing as its bed descended. Re-
mains of its former beds (in by-gone ages)
are secn in a gradation of plateaus or flats,
especially on its southern banks, along which
we were now driving. I could not but ad-
mire the delightful views of bushy banks,
and stream, with the verdant meadows and
waving trees beyond. There was a blot how-
ever, on this fair picture, apparently not a
large one, consisting as it did, of only some
eight or ten nondescript domiciles. But like
a plague spot, it was to be judged by its ef-
fect rather than its size. The south bank of
the ravine belongs to the B, & L. H. Railway
Co. Its shelving sides and shelfy flats, ori-
ginally river bottoms, are naturally rich.
When the railway was constructing, the com-
pany allowed some [rish laborers to squat
there. At this time the banks were covered
with groves of maple and birch, with clumps of
silver and black spruce. The squatters were
strictly forbidden to cut these beyond what
gave them a garden patch each. The yield of
these patches was, and ig yet, something ex-
traordinary, enabling the squatters to main-
tain thriving colonies of pigs and children.
The injunction to “spare those trees” was
gradually forgotten or despised, so down went
the trees for firewood or to be cut into boards
for their shanties, until not one was left on °
the south bank, and but few on the north. As
you look down from the upper bank this
Paddysville looks picturesque enough, with
its long and sharp angular roofs; reminding
one of tte American illustrations of miners
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huts at Washoe and other western diggings.
Their dwellings were of no make or shape
except on top. The prevailing style was a
peaked roof placed promiscuously over a
lotof styes. How these Hibernians hibernate
in them I cannot imagine, for roofs and sides
admitted freely sun, wind, and rain. The
citizens of Goderich have vain'y tried to get
rid of this colony. They are on the company’s
land, and “the company does not care a rap
whether they stick there or not,” said my
‘informant,

We passed over to the other bank to the
Salt works by a massive Howtruss bridge, 425
feet long, and supported towards the middle
by two stone piers 33 feet high. The main
building, where evaporation is going on, is
120 feet long by 60 feet wide. On entering
it we were confronted by the two furnaces at
the end of the two blocks, on which are seat-
ed the kettles at about two feet apart. The
two blocks run parallel with each other the
whole length of the building, each one con-
taining 52 kettles. At the opposite end to the
furnaces are elevated two enormous tanks,
containing 44,000 gallons of brine, which the
pump always keeps full; from these and
along each block runs a wooden pipe, with a
spigot over each kettle by which they are fed.
Each kettle holds 140 gallons of brine, and
1 was surprised to see the rapidity with which
salt is made. Its crystals form on the top
of the steaming brine and immediately sink
to the bottom. Men run along the top of
the block and ladle it out with shovels into
baskets, one of which is over every kettle, sup-
ported on laths. The superfluous brine ra-
pidly runs off the salt into the kettle again.
When a basket is filled, the salt is thrown
into large bins behind, whence it is pack-
ed into barrels. They evaporate about 1,000
gallons in twenty-four hours, and make
from 100 to 110 barrels. I went up to the
tank and tasted the brine, but it was too
strong to be pleasant; as it flowed from the
Pump, it was white, clear, and limpid, but is
a deep blue in the tanks. The pump throws
9P 1,000 gallons per hour, and the brine is
Now more uniformly strong than at first,—
present strength, 95 per cent.” On mounting
the top of the block the gleaming white of
the salt is quite dazzling. On that very
morning Mr. Platt had heard of the Goderich
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salt carrying off the first prize at Paris, and
he announced the good news in my presence
to an Englishman who was engaged in scoop-
ing the salt out of the kettles. Instead of
hailing the news with pleasure, the man
evidently did not relish it. He said, in fact,
it was impossible to be the case,as “no salt in
the world can come up to English salt, and
English salt cannot be beat.” Asan English-
man I was amused, and relished highly my
countryman’s patriotic faith., I found the en-
gine driving the pump to be but of 15-horse
power; and the total expense per day, to
be only $28. But the cost of fuel for the
furnaces is not large, as wood is only $2
per cord here. I think, however, that it
might be further economized by evaporating
by steam piping through large shallow tanks,
as it is done in many other salt works.

As it is, however, it pays them handsomely,
as Mr. Walker, the superintendent, told me
that the salt thus costs them but 90c. per
barrel of 280 pounds, barrel includea; and
they sell it readily at $1.65 per barrel, f.o.b.

The company consists of 40 shareholders.
Original shares were issued at $10.00 but are
now at 50 per cent, premium. 15 per cent.
per share was paid in the first six months of
working. Mr. Samuel Platt owns one-quarter
of the stock ; Messrs. Detler and Cameron one-
fourth ; and the other half is divided among
smaller shareholders.

From Mr. Walker, I also learned that the
depth of the well was 1,010 feet. The salt
rock was struck at a depth of 960 feet; and
they had to bore through it 43 feet before
reaching present deposit of brine. They
pump from near the bottom to secure uni-
formity of strength. Much credit is due to
the sagacity of Mr. Platt in foretelling that
they would strike salt. He was led to an-
ticipate it, from the fact of salt being abun-
dant on the opposite shore of the lake,and he
had learned from Indians that a salt spring
bad formerly flowed there,

Goderich city, so quietly perched away in
8o lovely a nook of “ our Dominion,” must be
a splendid place for invalids to rusticate at,
Three steamboats run from it to Southampton,
Sarnia, and Saginaw,—to the latter place,three
times per week. There are fifteen fishing-
boats, which bring in about three tons per
day of white fish, hake, and herring, A fine
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trout is retailed out here at 6d. Think of
hat, ye lovers of fresh fish! The delta,with
its tree-bedecked islands at the mouth of the
river, I only caught a distant view of, but
that and the port on the lake side I am told
are very beautiful. But the evening closed
wet and dark, and I had no opportunity of
seeing it, as I had arranged to leave by early
train next morning. Altogether, I was de-
lighted with the place, and (D. V.) will make
arrangements for a more prolonged visit next
year.

In returning, I got off at Clinton station,
12 miles this side of Goderich. This is a ris-
ing town of some 1,500 inhabitants, and it is
only about eleven or twelve years ago since
it started into existence. It has two flouring
mills and one woollen factory. The Maitland
runs by at the back of the town at a distance
of four miles; and steam is the driving
power of these mills,

The enterprise of Clinton has absorbed
much of the Goderich country trade, and it
is becoming a formidable rival to the latter
place in relieving the farmers of thiir grain,
&c. It has“ men of metal” to drive it along.
Joseph Whitehead, Esq., lately elected to the
CUommons, has a very large mill here, com-

" plete with all modern improvements, and
running four pairs of stones by a 45-horse
power engine.

The other flouring millis also a large one,
owned by James Fair, Esq., a very affable
and intelligent gentleman, who is the maker
of the celebrated “Clinton Mills” brands of
flour.

My next sketch will include flax, worsted,
and woollen mills, in a most interesting sec-
tion of the country. In a future one I will
conduct the reader through the interior of one
of our largest Flouring Mills, and initiate him
or her in its mysteries.

. J.L. 8.

Montreal, October 9th, 1867,

—————

~—Love can excuse anything except
meanness ; but meanness kills love, and
eripples even the natural affections.
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BEETHOVEN AND THE BLIND GIRL.

Some months ago I was at Boon, the birth-
place of Beethoven. I met there an old mu-
sician who had known the illustrious com.
poser -intimately ; and from him I received
the following anecdote ;

You know, said he, that Beethoven was
born in ahouse in the Rhein Strasse (Rhine
Street) ; but at the time T became acquainted
with him he lodged over a humble little shop
in Reomerplatz. He was then very pHor, 80
poor that he only went out to walk at hight
because of the dilapidated state of his cloth-
ing. Nevertheless, he had a piano, pens,
paper, ink and books; notwithstanding his
privations, he passed some happy moments
there. He was yet not deaf, and could enjoy
the harmony of his own compositions. In
later years, even this consolation was denied
him. .

One winter evening I called upon him, hop-
ing to persuade him to take a walk and return
with me to supper. 1 found him sitting at
the window in the moonlight, without fire
or candle, his face concealed in his hands, and
his whole frame shivering with cold, for it
was freezing hard. I drew him from his
lethargy, persuaded him to accompany me,
and exhorted him to shake off his sadness.
He came out with me, but was dark and des-
pairing on that eveningand refused all conso-
lation, .

“I hate the world,” said he with passion.
“I hate myself. No one understands me or
cares about me ; I have a genius and am treat-
ed like a pariah; I have a heart, and no one
to love. I am completely miserable.”

I made no reply, It was useless to dispute
with Beethoven, and I let him continue in
the same strain.  He did not cease till we re-
entered the city, and then he relapsed into a
sad silence. We crossed a dark narrow street
near the gate of Coblentz. All at once he
stopped. '

“ Hush I” said he ; ¢ what is that noise.”

I listened, and heard the faint tones of an
old piano issuing from some house at a little
distance. It was a plaintive melody in triple
time, and, nothwithstanding the poverty of
the instrument, the performer gave to this
piece great tenderness of expression.

Beethoven looked at me with sparkling
eyes. ‘Tt is taken from my symphony in F,”
said he; “here is the house. Listen; how
well it is played.”

The house was poor and humble, and a
light glimmered through the chinks of the
shutter.. He stopped to listen. In the mid-
dle of the finale there was a sudden interrup-
tion, silence for a moment, then & stifled voice
was heard, - :

‘I cannot go on, said a female voice.” 1
can go no farther this evening.”

“ Why, sister ?”

“I scarcely know, unless ig because the
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composition is so beautiful that I feel inca-
pable of doing justice to it. T am so fond of
music. Oh! What would I not give to hear
that piece played by some one who could do
it justice I”

% Ah, dear, sister,” said Frederick, sighing,
* one must be rich to procure that enjoyment.
‘What is the use of regretting when there is
no help for it? We can scarcely pay our
rent; why think of things far beyond our
reach ?” '

“You are right, Frederick ; and yet when I
am playing Ilong once in my life to hear
good music well executed. But it is useless!
it is useless!”

There was something singularly touching
in the tone and repetition of the last words.

Beethoven loked at me. “ Let us enter,”
said he abruptly,

“ Enter |” said I; “ why should we enter ?”

¢ T will play to her,” replied he, with viva-
«city. “She has feeling, genius, intelligence ;
1 will play to her, and she will appreciate
me.” And before I could prevent him, his
hand was on the door. It was not locked,
and opened immediately. I followed him
across a dark corridor, towards a half-opened
door at the right. He pushed it, and we
found ourselves in a poor destitute room, with
a little stove at one end, and some coarse fur-
niture. A pale young man was seated at a
table, working at a shoe. Near him, bending
in a manner over an old piano, was & young
girl. Both were cleanly, but very poorly dress-
ed; they rose gnd turned towards us as we
entered.

“Pardon me,” said Beethoven, somewhat
embarrassed, ¢ pardon me, but I heard music,
and was tempted to enter. “I am a musi-
cian [” :

The girl blushed, and the young man as-
sumed a grave, almost severe manner,

“I heard also some of your words,” con-
tinwed my friend. You wish to hear—that is,
you would like—in short, would you like me
to play to you ?”

There was something so strange, soabrupt,
80 comical,in the whole affair, and something, "
80 agreeable and eccentric in the manners of
him who had spoken, that the ice was broken
in an instant, and all involuntarily smiled.

“Thank you,” said the young shoemaker——
“but our piano is bad, and then we have no
music |”

“No music!” repeated my friend; “how
then did Mademoiselle—” He stopped and
colored ; for the young girl had just turned
toward him, and by her sad veiled eyes he
sav;v that she was blind.

—1 entreat you to pardon me,” stammer-
edhe; “busT did not remark at first. You
play from memory o

“ Entirely,»

“ And where b

ave you heard this music be-
fore 7’ ¥y

“I heard a lady who was a neighbor at
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Bruhal, two years ago. During the summer
evenings her window was always open, and 1
walked before the house to hear her.”

“And you have never heard any other
music ?” :

“ Never, excepting the music in the street.”

She seemed frightened ; so Beethoven did
not add another word but quietly seated
himself at the instrument, and commenced to
play. He had not touched many notes when
I guessed what would follow ; and how sub-
lime he would be that evening; and 1 was
not deceived. Never, never, during the
many years I knew him, did Lhear him play as
on this day for the young blind girl and her
brother. Never did I hear such energy, such
passionate tenderness, such gradations of
melody and modulation. From the moment
his fingers commenced to move over the pi-
ano, the tones of the instrument seemed to
soften and become more equal.

We remained sitting, listening to him breath-
lessly. The brother and sister were dumb
with astonishment, as if paralyzed. The
former had laid aside his work ; the latter, her
head slightly inclined, had approached the
instrument, her two hands were clasped on
her breast as if she feared the beating of her
heart might interrupt those accents of magic
sweetness, It secmed as if we were the sub-
jects of a strange dream and our only fear was
to wake too soon.

Suddenly the flame of the, solitary candle
flickered, the wick, consumed to the end, fell,
and was extinguished. Beethoven stopped ;
I opened the shutters to let in the rays of the
moon. It became almost as light as before
in the room, and the radiance fell more
strongly on the musician and the instrument.

But this incident seemed to have broken
the chain of Beethoven’s ideas, His head
dropped on his breast, his hand rested on his
knees, he appeared plunged into a profound
meditation.

He remained so for some time. At last the
young shoemaker rose, approached him, and
said, in a low, respectful voice, * Wonderful
man, who are you then?”

Beethoven raised his head, and looked at
him abstractedly, as if he had not compre-
hended the meaning of his words,

The young man, repeated the question.

The composer smiled as only he could
smile, such sweetness and kingly benevo-
lence.

# Listen,” said he. And he played the first
movement in the F symphony.

A cry of joy escaped from the lips of the
brother and sister. They recognized him,
and cried with emotion “You are then Bee-
thoven.” :

He rose to go, but our entreaties succeeded
in detaining him..

‘ Play us once more, just once more.”

He allowed himself to be led to the instru-
ment—the brilliant light of the moon entered
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the curtainless window, and lighted up his ex-
pansive, carnest forehead.

“Iam going to improvise a sonaia to the
moonlight,” said, he playfully. He contem-
plated for some minutes the sky sprinkled
with stars; ‘when his fingers rested on the
piano, and he commenced to play with a low,
sad, but wondrously sweet strain. The har.
mony issued from the instrument, sweet and
even as the rays of the moon spread over the
shadows on the ground. The delicious over-
ture was followed by a piece in triple time,
lively, light, capricious, a sort of interme.
diate burlesque, like a dance of fairies at mid-
night on the grass. Then came a rapid agit-
ato finale, a breathless movement, trembling,
hurrying, describing flight and uncertainty,
inspiring vague and instinctive terror, which
bore us onward on its shuddering wings, and
left us at last quite agitated with surprise
and moved to tears.

“ Adieu ?” said Beethoven, abruptly pushing
back his chair, and advancing towards the
door. « Adieu !”

“You will come again 7 asked both at the
same time. - Coo

He stopped and regarded the young blind
girl with an air of compassion,

“ Yes,” said he hurriedly. “I will come
again, and give some lessons to Mademoiselle.

arewell, I will soon come again.”

They followed us to the door in silence
more expressive than words, and remained
standing on the threshold till we were out of
sight.

“ Let us hasten home,” said Beethoven to
me in the street. ‘“‘Let us hasten that I
may note down this sonata while it is in my
memory.,”

He entered his room, and he wrote till
nearly daybreak.

I still sat in a listening attitude after the
old musician ceased speaking.

“And did Beethoven give lessons after-
wards to the blind girl 7" I asked at length.

He smiled and shook his head.

“Beethoven never entered that humble
house again. With the excitement of the
moment his interest in the blind girl also
passed away; and though the brother and
sister long and patiently waited his coming,
he thought no more of them.

And is it not too often so in life

THE SUNDAY MORNING'S DREAM.

My first day of returning health, after many
weeks of severe illness, was a bright Sunday
in June. T waswell enough to sit at an open
window in my easy-chair, and as our house
stood in a pleasant garden in the suburbs of
London, the first roses of the year scented the
soft breezes that fanned my pale cheeks and re-
vived my languid frame. The bells of our
parish Church were just beginning their
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chimes, and the familiar sound awskened ix
me an intense longing to be with my family
once more a worshipper in the house of God,
I took up my Bible and Prayer-book, which
had been placed ready on the table beside me,
intending to begin to read when the hour of
the eleven o'clock service should be announced
by the ceasing of the bells; and, in the mean-
time, closed my eyes, and soothed my im-
patient wishes by picturing to myself the
shady avenues of blossoming limes that led
toour Church, and the throngs that would
now be entering it for the public worship of the
day.

Allat once T seemed to be walking in a bean-
tiful churchyard, yet prevented from gratifying
my eager wish to enter the Church by some
irresistible though unseen hand. One by
one the congregation, in their gay dunday
dresses, passed me by, and went in where I
vainly strove to fullow. The parish children,
in two long and orderly trains, defiled up the
staircases into the galleries, and except a few
stragglers, hurrying in, as feeling themselves
late, I was left alone.

Suddenly I was conscious of some awful
presence, and felt myself addressed by a voice
of most sweet solemnity in words to this effect -
“ Mortal, who by Divine mercy hast just been
permitted toreturn from the gates of the grave,
pause before thou enterest God's holy house
again : reflect how often thou hast profaned
His solemn public worship by irreverence :
consider well the great privilege, the unspeak-
able benefit and blessing of united prayer,
lest by again abusing it thou tire the patience
of thy long-suffering God, and tempt Him for
ever to deprive thee of that which hitherto
thou hast so little valued.”

Seeing me cast down my eyes and blush
with conscious guilt, the Gracious Being con-
tinued in a milder tone, “ I am one of those
Angels commissioned to gather the prayers of
the Saints, and form them into wreaths of odor-
ous incense, that they may rise to the throne
of God. Enter now with me, and thou shalt,
forsthy warning, be enabled to discern those
among the devotions about to be offered which
are acceptable to Him, and to see how few in
number, how weak and unworthy, they are.’

As he ceased speaking I found myself by the
side of the Angel still, but within the Churcb,
and so placed that I could distinctly see every
part of the building.

“ Observe,” said the Angel, # that those
prayers which come from the heart, and which
alone ascend on high, will seem to be uttered
aloud. They will be more or less audible in
proportion to their earnestness—when the
thoughts wander, the sounds will grow faint
and even ceasc altogether.”

This explained to me why the organist,
though apparently playing withall his might,
produced no sound, and why, presently after,
when the service began, though the lips of
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many moved, and all appeared attentive, only
a few faint murmurings were heard.

How strange and awful it was to note the
sort of death-like silence that prevailed in
whole pews, in which, as was thus evident, no
heart was raised in gratitude to Heaven., Even
inthe Te Deum and Jubilate, the voices some-
times sank into total silence.  After the Creed,
there was a low murmuring of the versicles,
and then, distinct and clear above all other
sounds, a sweet childish voice softly and re-
verewtly repeated the Lord’s Prayer. I turned

in the direction of the sound, and distinguish- '

ed among the parish children a very little boy.
. His hands were clasped together ; as he knelt,

his eyes were closed, his gentle face composed |

In reverence ; and as the angel wrote on his
tablet the words that fell from those infant

lips, his smile, like a sunbeam, illuminated ,
the Church for a moment, and I remembered

the words of holy David where he says, “ Out
of the mouth of babes and sucklings Thou
hast perfected praise.”

Presently I was again reminded of a Scripture
passage—the prayer of the publican. A wretch-
ed-looking man, who swept the crossing near
the Church, lounged into the centre aisle dur-

ing the reading of the lesson, his occupation |

being for the hour suspended. The second
lesson was the twenty-fourth chapter of St.
Matthew ; some verses attracted his attention :
he listened with more and more seriousness,
until at length he put his hand over his face,
and exclaimed aloud “ What will become of
me at the day of Judgment ? Lord, have mercy
onme as a sinner.” That prayer was inserted
on the Angel's tablets. O may it not stand
alone, but be an awakening of better things.
May God indeed have jnercy on such poor and
neglected ones as he, and raise up some to
teach them, and care for their immortal souls,

After this, growing accustomed to the brok-
€n murmurs and interrupted sounds, I follow-
ed many an humble Christian through large
portions of Litany : though often, while I was
listening with hopeful attention, a sudden and
total pause showed but too plainly the thought
of the kneeling supplicant had wandered far
away, and that he who had appeared so earncst
in his devotions had become languid and silent
like the rest of the congregation.

“Then art shocked at what thou hast obsery-
ed.” said the Angel ; “ I will show thee great-
or abominations than these. God is strong
and patient : He is provoked everyday. Lis-

™ oW and thou shalt hear the thoughts of
allthese people ; 50 shalt thou have some faint
idea of the forbearance God continually exer-
clses towards those who draw near fo Him
with their lips, while their hearts are far from
Him.” .

/As the Angel spoke, my ears, were deafened
with a clamour Which would have been
§hockmg in a public meeting, but which here,
In God's holy house, wag awfully profane.
The countenances Temained, indeed, as com-
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posed and serious as before ; the lips moved
with the words of prayer, but the phrases
they uttered were of the world and its occuya-
tions.

“How shamefully late Mrs. Slack always
comes,” said one woman, who, looking over
the edge of her Prayer-book, saw her neighbor
and a train of daughters bustle into the next
pew.  “ What an example to set to her fami-
ly! thank goedness no one can accuse me of
that sin.” “New bonnets again already I” ex-
claimed the last comer, returning the neigh-
. borly glance trom the other seat, ere she com-

. posed herself to the semblance of devotion.

“ How they can afford it, heaven only knows,
and their father owing all his Christmas bills
.yet. If my girls look shabby, at least we pay
our debts,”

“ Ah ! there’s Tom 8,” nodded a young man
. to his friend in the opposite gallery, “he is

growing quite religious and vespectable, I
declare. He has been at Church two Sundays
running : how much longer will the devout
| fit last 77
I These were shocking and striking examples
Lof irreverence : there were happily not many
f such, the involuntary wanderings of thought
| were more common.
I was much interested in a young couple

near me, whose attention for a considerable
ipart of the service had been remarkable,
| From the dress of the young man, I judged
“him to be a clergyman; the lady wore deep
| mourning ; they were evidently betrothed,—
" they read out of onc book. Gradually he for-
got the awful Presence in which he stood ; his
¢yes wandered from the Bible to her gentle
face, and, fixing there, called off his thoughts
from Heaven. “ How good she is,” he began
‘ to say; “ how attentive to her prayers, as to
I'all other duties! What a sweet wife she will
make ! How happy I'am to have won her
love !” By this time the countenance of the
young girl wore an expression, which showed
that she felt the earnestness of his gaze ; her
eyelids trembled—her attention wavered, and
though she looked at the book some moments
longer, she too began to murmur of earthly
things, and I heard her say, “ O how he loveg
me—even here he cannot forget that I am be-
side him.” It was many minutes before
either of them returned in spirit to their
devotions,

As the service proceeded, the attention of
the congregation flagged more and more—the
hubbub of worldly talk increased. One man
composed a letter he intended to send, and
rounded elegant periods, without one check
or recollection of the holy place where he
stood. ~ Another repeated a long dialogue
which had passed between himself and a
friend the night before, and considered how
he might have spoken more to the purpose,
Some young girls rehearsed with theiy lovers
—some recalled the incidents of their last
tball.  Careful housewives planned schemes
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of economy, gave warning to their servants,
arranged the twning of a gown, or decided
on the most becoming trimming of a bonnet.
. To me, conscious of the recording Angels
presence, all this solemn mockery of worship
was frightful. I would have given worlds to
rouse this congregation to a scnse of what
they were doing, aud, to my comfort, I saw
that for the involuntary offenders a gentle
warning was provided.

A frown from the Angel, or the wavering
of his paticnt wings, as if about to quit a
place so desecrated, recalled the wandering
thoughts of many a soul, unconscious whence
came the breath that revived the dying flame
of his devotions. Then self-blame, tears of
penitence, and bitter remorse, of which those
kneeling ‘nearcst knew nothing, wrung the
heart, shocked at its own careless ingrati-
tude, wondering at and adoring the forbear-
ance of the Almighty, while more concen-
trated thoughts, and I trust more fervent
prayer, succeeded to the momentary forget-
fulness.

In spite of these helps, however, the
amount of real devotion was small ; and when
I looked at the Angcl's tablets 1 was shocked
to see how little was written therein.

Out of three hundred Christians, thought I,
assembled after a week of mercies, to praise
and bless the Giver of all good, are these few
words the sum of what they offer ?

“ Look to thyself,” said the Angel, rcading
my inmost thoughts. ‘“Such as these are,
such hast thou long been. Darest thou,
after what has been revealed to thee,act such
a part again? Oh, could thy immortal ears
bear to listen to the songs of the rejoicing
Angels before the throne of the Almighty.
thou wouldest indeed wonder at the conde-
scending mercy, which stoops to accept those
few faint wandering notes of prayer and
praise. Yet the sinless Angels veil their
faces before Him, in whore presence man
stands Doldly up, with such mockery of wor-
ship as thou hast seen this day. Remember
the solemn warning, lest hercafter it may be
counted to thee as an aggravation of guilt.”

Suddenly the sweet solemn voice ceased,
the glorious Angel disappeared, and so op-
pressive seemed the silence and loneliness,
that I startled and awoke. My watch pointed
to the hour of eleven : it must have been the
stopping of the bell that interrupted my
slumbers, and all this solemn scene had pass-
ed before my mind in the short space of afew
minutes.

May the lesson I learncd in those few
minutes never be cfiaced from my heart : and
if this account of them should recall one
wandering thought in the house of prayer, or
teach any to value more highly and cultivate
more carefully the privilege of joining in the
public worship of our Church, it will not
have been written in vain.—From the Penny
Post.
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ECHOES FROM FAR AWAY.

BY MARY LOWE.

‘Written on reading Longfellow’s “Bells of Lynn”
in Rome.

Under the calm sky bending over Rome,
Iread a book from home;

Slowly its treasure opens to the sun;
I grasp them one by one,

And heeding not the wavering sunlight’s play
On tower and town to-day,

Or how it brightens with ifs crimson glow
The Alban hills of snow,

Or that the Tiber wanders at my feet,
With music low and sweet,

I see, as in a trance, the white sheep pass
On the Campagna grass,

And hear the chirp of birds, and voices young
The olive trees among,

The squalid beggars haunting each fair spot,
Pray, and I heed them not.,

The dark priest kneeling by the wayside shrine,
Has thought nor prayer of mine;

The distant wastes of ruin only seem
The fabrics of a dream ;

For over all the stretch of billowy sea,
A voice has come to me,

So far, so dim, yet so real and near,
I bend my head to hear,

And through the Eternal City’s swell of tone
Hear that one sound alone.

Thro' all the noise without, the jar within,
Break soft the bells of Lynn.

Speak low to me, as in the olden time
I heard your clear_ notes chime,

And as a tired child hears & mother’s voice
Ilisten and rejoice.

I still am gathering pebbles all the day,
It is no longer play,

And not forever by the sounding sea,
Can my poor gleanings be,

But 'mong the ruins and by thorny roads,
‘Which nobler steps have trod,

Burdened and weary oft, I upward press,
Beyond all weariness.

And breaking softly through the ways of pain
To hear the voice again

Is earnest that the rest shall soon begin.
Speak out, O Bells of Lynn!

Tell me, if round the gray rocks of Nahant,
Still, still, the wild winds chant ?

If ever in your music’s wandering low,
It chanced where violets grow ?

If 'mong the mosses and upon the hill,
The wild rose climbeth stiil ?

If you go out to meet the ships at sea,
With winds for company,

Bearing to wanderers thoughts of home,
As here to me in Rome?

Tell me if underneath the wiilow’s shade
Any new graves are made ?

If~but I catch the trembling of thy strain,
And will not ask again,

It needs not voice of wind or wave or bell,
To tell me,—all is well !
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I know not how the golden day has sped, | the men had with immense labor not only to

ona The hgme_'bo"kl‘rsn“’%“:ad !d ruined wall % carry the load, but also the canoe, at length,

n dome, and spire,and mount, an ) | . . .

Softly the shadows fall, !not always without loss of 1.1fe, the ?umber

And far above the distant city’s din, { men reached the scene of their operations for
I hear the bells of Lynn! I the ensuing winter.

The shepherd leads his white lambs to the fold, | o firgt thing th as to desira- -
‘While round the ruin old, g thon wa seeure & oA

| R R cps
There clings the glory of the setting sun,— : ble site for t‘hen winter home. After pitching
And slowly, one by one, on the location, chosen gencrally in as shel-
The penitents forsake the wayside shrine;— i tered a nook as possible, consistent with con-

‘While the uplifted sign | i i i
£ ! venience, and the avoidance of any contingent
Of Christ’s dear love unchanging in the light—: ? y g

Gleams still and white | current of air tha{ might cause the shanty

s still 4 e ‘

And vesper musie, with its healing ecalm, ;to be smoky, the next step would be to
Falls on the air like balm. - clear the spot, and then proceed to put up

Still I am seeing even through my tears, ; the log shanty, all made, even to the rude
The home of early years,

And hearing through all sound of pain or sin, ! door, without the aid of any tool savean
Only the bells of Lynn; |auger and an axe. The inside fittings gen-
Through all that is and all that might have been, ' erally corresponded with the rudeness of the
The dear old bells of Lynn. exterior, and consisted simply of & raised
i hearth in the centre some two feet high, com-
Original. . posed of earth, on which to build the fire, and
STORIES AROUND THE CHANTIER | termed the *camboose,” the smoke from
(SHANTY) CAMBOOSE-FIRE. * which being allowed to escape asbest it could
- 1 through an opening in the scoops or roof
BY A.J. L. ; .
I about six feet square. Around the camboose
Perhaps the majority of my readers have or hearth, and built most generally only
had but little, if any, experience of bush life. ‘! on three sides of the shanty, in a double
If so, they are but slightly aware of the dan-| tier, were the berths. In these the menstowed
gers and difficulties that beset the path of| themselves for the night, and although com-
that daring pioncer into new regions, the k posed of a bottom of bare poles, with some-
“ lumberman.” | times a covering of boughs, and only’a single
Preceding the actnal settler, and fast upon : pair of blankets beneath and the same over
the heels of the tiapper, we find these hardy | the occupants, yet T will venture to say that
sons of the forest in opposition to almost in- } even the denizens of a palace, sleeping on
surmountable dilficulties, and in face of every ' beds of eider-down, enjoyed no sweeter repose
danger, with indomitable perseverance suc- mor arose more refreshed in the morning, than
cessfully effecting a footing ; rearing in the ' these rough children of the wilderness. A
wild, unbroken forest their shanty, in the: large box, styleda ¥ vanjootry,” in which was
‘fall, and trinmphantly, during the following  kept necessaries for sale at double prices to
winter, battling with, and felling, the old| the men, a few uncouth stools, and two or
patriarchs of the woods, to bring them the| three shelves, along with pots and pans, com-
ensuing spring to market as substantiali posed this pioneer habitation. Attached to,
trophies of their victory. lor close by the shanty, was roughly thrown
The life of the lumberman of to-day is one | together a small store-roomt to contain the
of comparative ease to that of his less for-} provisions, etc., and, at some little distance,
tunate brother of forty years or 80 ago. Now | the apology for a stable, in which the horses
we have the railroad and steamboat, with|and cattle were housed; a small brook gen-
good government Ttoads to land supplies, | erally being close at hand, where water could
within eagy reach of the shanty. Then, ! easily be procured. This completed the tout
none of thege facilities existed. Supplieshad ! ensemble of a residence in which reigned more
first to be taken long distances in batteaux, or | light-hearted happiness than in many a fash~ -
open boats ; to be transhipped to bark canoes, ionable cut-stone front in Union Avenue,
and by them, with the interruption of innum—‘ Any onbe, upon seeing the men come in from
erable “ portages » (around rapids), over which’ a bard day's work, after having pulled off
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their boots or moccasins and hung their socks
up to dry around the huge fire that crackled
and blazed upon the camboose, then scttle
themselves into all sorts of pogitions to dis-
cuss the supper, composed of fat boiled pork
and bread, eaten out of the hand, and carved
with a jack-knife which perhaps a moment
before had done service as a tobacco cutter,
and washing down the substantial fare with
large draughts of strong tea, unpolluted with
milk or sugar, dipped from an iron pot
and drank out of shanty tins, guiltless of
brightcring, would agree with me that a
healthier, heartier, happier, rougher, more
careless, reckless, jollier lot of dogs, could
scarcely be found in any other employment
the world over, than our own bold, fearless,
generous, warm-hearted shantymen,

I have often sat and watched their joyous
flow of animal spirits, till'I myself caught
the infection. After disposing of supper, it
was amusing to see how cach one would dis-
pose of himself. The first operation, gener-
ally, after wiping on his pants or smock-sleeve
the knife lately employed dissecting the bread
and pork, was to engage the same tool in the
service of filling his pipe, and, after splitting
off a splinter from the dry timber exposed to
thé heat, kindle it at the fire and proceed to
light his pipe; *“burn incense to his idol,” as
one witty fellow termedit. Then each one
settled down to something or other; one to
whittle out an axe-helve, to replace one
broken during the day; another to repaira
rent in a moccasin ; a third to patch a pair of
ruptured pants; a couple to grind up a new
axe, or put again in order onc¢ which had been
damaged ; a couple more, at imminent risk of
pitching into the blaze, might be seen engaged
in a rough wrestling match, in which a good
deal of strength, science, and agility would be
displayed ; whilst the balance who had not
tumbled into their berths for the night might
be observed gathered round an old, greasy
codger, who, in the intervals of his whiffs,
would relate to his eager listeners some won-
derful adventure which had happened him in
his checkered life. Soon, all would cluster
round him, and he would no sooner conclude
his tale than it would suggest a story from
another, and so on, till some nights, if not
broken in upon by a couple of unappreciative
fellows engaging in a duel, with cach a beef-
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hide moccasin for a weapon, would only be
brought to a close by the foreman peremptor-
ily ordering the story-teller and his interested
listeners to bed. With a good deal of
grumbling, yet obedient to his command, in
a little while the men would all tumble into
their berths, and soon the heavy breathing
and unearthly snoring would attest the sound-
ness of their slumbers,

There is a wild, picturesque abandon in
shanty life which is felt, if not appreciated,
by even the grossest nature, and a fascination
about it that leads him who has once engaged
in it to eagerly look forward to the fall, when
he shall again enter upon it, leaving behind
him the tame existence of the clearance for
the free, untrammelled, active, health-inspir-
ing life of the woodsman. Oh how glorious
it is to go out of the shanty on one of those
beautifully clear mornings in midwinter, and,
just before the first faint tint of the early
dawn, hear the snapping of the trees in the
sharp, keen frost, and dimly see¢ them stretch
forth their huge limbs laden with snow and
coated with frost; the mountain throwing the
valley into dark shadow; the sky overhead a
deep blue, profusely studded with stdrs which
seem like gems to stand out in bold relief,
and giving to the azure vault above that ap-
pearance of immeasurable depth peculiar to
our Canadian winter scenery, No noise dis-
turbs the wild repose of the scene, save the
howl of some distant wolf, joined to the angry,
hissing, sputtering noise of the little brook
which, unfrozen, comes rushing and tumbling
through the narrow gorge in close proximity
to the shanty, and, hasting on, empties it-
gelf into the little lake upon whose margin
the shanty stands, and upon whose icy bo-
som the timber is all drawn. As we con-
tinue to gaze, the first faint streaks of the
early dawn spread their grey tint over the
east, and peep through the huge cleft-like gap
at the eastern extremity of the lake, and
mounting higher and higher soon break into
a warmer hue of subdued reddish purple,
Then, darting over the top of the mountain
that overshadows our shanty, old Sol colors
with yellow and gold the scene, transforming
iike a fairy wand the erstwhile shadowy trees
into beautiful pillars loaded and bedecked
with most costly gems, and wreathed and fes-
tooned with a fleecy covering, that would put
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%o mockery the most enchanting scene ever
conjured up by the Spirit of the Lamp.”
In a little while, the ringing blow of the axe
is echoed back from crag to crag, as the men
enter upon their daily task. From time to
time the crashing fall of some old patriarchial
pine startles into existence the distant echoes
reverberating from shore to shore of the
little lake. As we gaze towards the shanty
and watch the smoke ascend perpendicularly
in the calm, unrufiled atiosphere till it dissi-
pates itself high in the blue ether, the jingling
of bells warns us of the approach of the teams,
and, turning towards the sound, we discover
them emerging from the fringe of bushes that
skirt the margin of the lake, the horses steam-
ing with their first morning load, which they
discharge upon the ice, and then wheeling they
again disappear on their return for another.

But all this requires to be seen to be duly
appreciated, and the lover of the beautiful
will be amply rewarded for all his troubles
and hardships by the recollection of that in-
expressible something that has captivated and
delighted him in the wild, free, heartsome,
uncultivated life of the shanty, and will
scarcely be able to look back in memory upon
such a scene as I have feebly attempted to
describe, without wishing that he was once
more the rollicking, light-hearted lad he then
was, and could again escape from the din and
confinement of the jostling city to the freedom
of the hills, clothed with their magnificent
old pines, and hear once more the music of

the ringing axe as it echoed from hill to hill’

and over dell and vale.
P

BLYTHE.

She passes the house every day. Some-
times you see lier; more often not.  Yet you
know whom I mean, I think. * One of the
factory-girls.” She stands thus labelled and
ticketed in your thought. She wore a brown
veil; or you noticed her eyes, as you sat with
crochet-work in the bow-window. There the
thought has stopped. You would like to hear
& little about her ?

.. There are go many of these girls. Blythe is
like the rest ; neither better nor worse; nei-
ther more interesting nor less ; no heroine;
10 heiress or genjys ; just a plain, hard-work-
ing, hard-worked ittle Scotch girl ; nothing
Tomantic, or at all out of the way about her;

which is the best of reasens for talking about
her awhile.

Scotch ?. O yes; Blythe is quite positive
on that point. Born upon the banks of your
blue Merrimac, it is the very pertinacity of
the Yankee in her, which clings so to the old
birthright of which her mother tells her in
long winter-night stories—her mother, who
has seen the queen, and the heather and the
hLills, and used to wear blue ribbons on her
hair like Highland Mary. Ah, to think of
mother in those days ! ,

Blythe wears blue ribbons, too, on Sunday.
One would think that she should always wear
blue ribbons. They, and the large, full fair
face, with its pallid hair and grave blue eyes,
suit, like tints in & well-toned picture, Look
at her face more attentively, as she goes by,
thisnoon. Itmight be pretty, were it a well,
healthily-colored face, used to fresh and
wholescme conditions of air and temperature.
It is & merry enough face at times, being a
girl's, but inexpectant when in repose, with a
sad mouth. One is notapt to find other than
sad mouths—did you ever notice it?7—in a
factory.

Blythe's mother is her practical world, no
less now at eightcen than at eight. She
praises her, scolds her, pets her, controls her,
buys her dresses, and takes her wages every
Saturday night, precisely asshe would with
Mary and Jane Maria, who were dressing
paper dolls upon the door-step. If Blythe
ever weariesa bit over this, she does not say so.
It may be perhaps weak in her with that under-
current of dull longing for a home of her own,
which winds through the days of all girls
coming as she has come, to the place * where
the brook and river meet ;” but it is a state of
affairs against which she would never think,
nor would she desire, to rebel. “It is the
way with us Scotch folks,” she would say,
smiling, “ mother couldn't get along any
other way. It'sall right” Where there’s a
man at home, some things might be difterent,
times easier, work not so hard, possibly a lit-
tle schooling in prospect. Blythe just re-
members her father dying there in the little
close room, with the bed rolled up to the win-
dow ; his face, his kiss, and his last words
about ¢ being a good girl and not being out
nights.” She would tell you—did you win
her to the telling—a little about those dying
days. Their memory makes the girl move
her lips hungrily. Diligent people never
suffer for food in America did yousay ? Ask
Blythe.

“There were six of us, you know, besides
father and mothér, and nobody but me and
Jane Maria to work. Mother, she used to
plan and plan to get things for father. We
used to go without meat in those days. He
needed it most you know. I used to come
home at noon and smell it cooking. I never
had any. Davie climbed upon a chair by the -
stove one day—Davie was the baby, you
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know--and watched it. He began to cry by-
and-by. ¢ Davie wants some of papa’s beef,
says he, ‘Davie'll be a good boy. ¢No, she
told him, ¢ Davie couldn’t have any of that
beef,’ and she hushed bim up quick. But fa-
ther heard, He pushed the plate away that
noon and couldn’t eat. Mother, she cried that
day.
 Afterwards, when Davie died, she used to
talk about it. 1t made her feel bad. “Mam-
ma,’ Davie used to say, ‘ wasn’t God naughty
to take away my papa? No she told him,
¢ God was good. God was always good.””

She might tell you, too, how she learned
her last lesson at school—she then twelve
years old—how she shut the arithmetic in the
sad afternoon light and put it away ; how she
went in among the wheels and the dust the
next moining ; how early and drearily life
began to be life.

There she has been among the wheels and
the dust from then till now. There she will
be—ah, well, how long? God knows what is
coming to i)er, God knows !—she says to
herself sometimes, when the tears come hot
and guick.

The words areas much a prayer, I think, as
a cry.. Strictly and theologically speaking,
Blythe does not often pray. She “does not
know how,” she would bashfully exclaim.
It might not be ditficult to teach her how,
with such teaching as she needs, which by the
way, is other than that of the pulpit or the
inquiry room., Pulpit and inquiry-rooms
answer their purpose, but are not the alpha
and omega of religivus culture.

She is not strong, vou mark. Her physical
condition or want of condition would make ber
fortune at Saratoga. The circles under her eyes
are heavy and habitual. Something is said
about “ a cough” which comes with the winter
and stays till the spring. She never complains,
but were she kindly asked, would answer
that she “is tired all the time,” and turn
away that one might not see her eyelids qui-
ver. Let us stand with her eleven howrs at
her looms, and wonder if we can. Do some-
thing'else? What? How? What can she
who has handled gearings since she was
twelve years old know about anything elsc ?
Where can any be found to teach her ? How
ean an obscnre, ‘ unreccommended” girl find
her way into the clerkship, the kitchen, the
nursery, which it is so eary to suggest for
her benefit?

No, Blythe must stay where she is,
see about what that means.

The dreary twang of the factory-bell wakens
her at “five o'clock in the morning.” That
is pretty work for the milkmaid in the song,
with the dew-laden fields, and the ferce, and
the clover, and all the rest of it made to order.
It might happen once a summer to yon or me

Let us

~intent on a mountain top, and lemonade |

and Tennyson—and be a delight. It is an-

other tLing to Blythe.

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY. .

Blythe is neat of habit, and she loathes the
sight and touch cf the dirty brown factory-
dress—a factory-dress can be nothing else—
which hangs waiting for her over a chaijr.
She protests inwardly, by her vehement ablu-
tions at the sink, and scolds Jane Maria,
gharply—sorry for it’the next minute—tor
standing in her way. She helps about the
children and the kitchen fire, finds out that
her mother isa little cross, and tries not to
notice it, hurriedly swallows her breakfast,
(of bread and molasses), and starts with the
gecond bell for herwork at a quarter of six, It
is yet early, fresh and cool But Blythe has
learned how many burning July suns are
fresh and cool at six o’clock, and she wonders,
with a sinking heart, how much over a hun-
dred the thermometer will stand by noon.

Up two, three, four—last winter it was five
flights of stairs—she climbs faintly, and into
the lint, the oil, the dirt, the noise, the whirr,
and heat. No leisure for Blythe this burning
day; no slackened work to rest and cool. A
careless touch, and these iron joints would
wrench her nimble fingers from the socket.
An unwary toss of dress, or hair, and—well
Blythe remembers the little Irish girl just
across the room last winter, crushed and
ground there in hersight. Pleasant thoughts
to have on such a day, when one’s hands will
tremble, and one’s sight is dim with weary
weakness!

One hund-ed and seven the thermometer
points at noon. Blythe worked over engines
one summer, whose July temperature was
just one hur dred and twenty.

Home again in the hour'’s nooning to dine
and wash. There is time for little else than
dining and washing. The tenement there in
the close alley by the blazing river, the
dinner-table by the kitchen-fire, do not offer
facilities for cooling. She looks as she passes
back to her work, in through the closed blinds
and windows of your parlor, and dimly sees
you on your afghan with your novel, in the
cool, and dark, and grecnness. Her eyes
darken and brim over. Poor Blythe!

Back again when the glare of the afternoon
has faded—very tired now; tired through
and throngh her body, and brain, and heart.
' She takes another picture of you, (how little
you are thinking of it!) out on the croquet
ground, in muslin and pink ribbons, your
laugh ringing out, your fresh, untired,
happy face full in her sight, It is not one’s
fault, to be sure, that one is fresh and happy,
and can play croquet and sit in a cool parlor.
Blythe has the sense to see that. Her heart
bes neither blame nor bitterness init. She
only takes the merry picture away to thealley
with her, and she only cries out in her dull,
old stifted way,—

“There is this other girl, Here am 1"

And not once, but many times,~
| “There is this other girl, 0 God! and here
lam 1.
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Her feet drag by the time they reach her
alley. The red sun is sinking hotly behind
the red river. The growing cool has scarcely
touched the close, unwholesome place.
Groups of men with bad tobacco befoul what
freshness there might be. Children, tired
and cross, swarm and quarrel everywhere.
In the house her mother, just home from a
day’s cleaning up-town, is likewise tired and
cross, poor soul!  Supper is not ready. Mary
has been pulling Jane Maria’s hair, and both
are crying.

Blythe turris away sick at heart. She keeps
her temper, perhaps ; or perhaps she docs not.
She is glad to hurry out as soon as she can, to
the steps or the street. There are two or
three hours now before bed-time; Blythe’s
only hours; golden hours, perhaps, to you, of
starlight, and - moonlight, and song, and
dreaming. What to Blythe ?

There may be sewing or there may be clean-
ing. Last Friday the girl scrubbed the kit-
chen floor upon her kneesafter her long day’s
work, thinking her mother more weary than
herself. O, little Blythe! 1 doubt not you
will hear of that kitchen floor on some other
summer night in some happier life than this.

She may read a little, perbaps; but Blythe
is apt to be too tired to read. Or the library
book is uninteresting ; and a Ledger or a Chim-
ney Corner takes its place.

1t grows dark, and the girls come by—or the
boys—and Blythe slips naturally away from
her doorstep into the pleasures and the dan-
gers of the stirring, bright strect, where the
wind blows cool, and where one can forget
for a while, in clean calico and becoming hat,
that one must go to work to-morrow.

So back again at nine o'clock to the alley,
and mother, and slecp—to wonder before she
dreams, if one day will always be like another
day, one year like another year, one life so
unlike another life—and then it 1s five o’clock
again, and the endless bell is in her ears, and
the old, hot, tnwelcome morning in her eyes,

Now, were there any to draw from her the
story of her wearisome days ; to sorrow with
her over their pain, and point out to her their
blessing and their tempting ; to help her over
their rough places, and to bid her trust God
and take courage, in such ways Blythe can be
helped and bidden l—but there is none such,
Perhaps therc cannot be. I simply say that
there is not{. Blythc has a pastor, a kind
one, but he is not—probably he could not be
~—just that to her. A teacher, too, at the
Sabbath School,~—a good teacher, a prayerful
teacher ; Blythe respects her, learns her les-
sons to please her, goes away and forgets both
them and her. Neither teacher, nor pastor
friend, has there ever been to draw aside the
veil that enfolds this girl's simple inner life.

Sunday is Blythe’s almost happy day. To
hear no five o'clock clash of bells; to dream
1ill six, if one likes ; to throw the dirty brown
gkirt into the wash; to have the whole long

»
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day before one to stroll away among the pine
trees and the swamps where the lady-stippers
grow; to put on one’s new lawn, and white
lisle-thread gloves, and little tulle bonnet,
and sit at ease among well-dressed people in
the hush of a church; to feel for one day of
the whole week thatone looks “as well as
anybody”—-ah, who would not be almost
happy ?

But Sunday night comes fast, and the sha-
dow of the Monday darkens the little gleam
before it has fairly had the chance to glide and
warm Blythe’s open heart.

There are many more things than the
tale of work-days and rest-day that Blythe
might say to that unfound friend, did their
lives ever meet and cross. Has she not
her little story hidden away in its silence ?
Most girls have. Poor little story! He is
going to matry somebody else. That is all.
Very simple and very sad, like the girl's own
life. How soon, or if ever, she will read it
through, it is little to the point. It bounds
her horizon now. Through mill-hours and
through home hours itruns, a fine, faint pain.
Were there some hand—a woman’s hand—to
steal into hers some nightat twilight and ask
for this story, too—well, you may smile ; but
believe me, that this is not always the best
kind of “ missionary labor” which ignores the
existence of love stories.

Blythe may be a bit of a Christian in her
way, perhaps, after all; that little circum-
stance about her prayers notwithstanding ; but
it is a very small, uncomforted way. It does
not occur to her hopeless thought that heaven
may ever be meant for her. 'This world is
meant for her, apparently ; this world, with
its treadmill days, its tired nights, its lifeless
past, its more lifeless future. Beingin it, she
tries, 1 think, in her quiet fashion, “ to be a
good girl ;” does not mean to be cross to mo-
ther, or to scold the children ; chooses “good
company” when she is not tempted over much
—being tempted over much sometimes as
Launcelot or another—would like not to he
discontented, and “guesses” in her secret heart
# that God knows better than she does.” A
poor little creed, to be sure; but it might be
worse. It might be better, too ;—quite right.

A dwarfed Dleak life this life of Blythe's,
One is sorry for her. One wonld like to help
her., What can we do for her? Anything?
None is the judge of another; but what can
we do? Think of her, at least, a little; if
nothing else, pray for her much.—2Waichman
and Reflector.

e ey et it

— Coventry Patmore gives the following
advice :—

¢ §olet no man, in desperate mood,
Wed adull girl because she’s good.”

To which one might add :

¢#And let no 'Woman in her plight,
Wed a bad man because he's bright,”
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BIBLE RIDDLE.

Come and commiserate one who is blind,
Helpless, and desolate, void of o mind,
Guileless, deceiving, and though unbeliev-
ing,
Free from all sin. By mortals adored,
Still I ignored the world I was in.
Kings, Ptolemies, Casars,
Aaron, Tiglath, Pilesar, birthdays are shown.
Wise men, astrologers,
All are acknowledgers,
Mine is unknown,
I never had father or mother,
Or rather if 1 had either,
Then they were neither alive at my birth.
TLodged in a palace, hunted by malice,
1 did not inherit by lineage or merit
A spoton the earth.
Nursed among Pagans, no one baptized me,
A sponsor 1 had who ne’er catechized me;
She gave me a hame to her that was dearest,
She gave me a place in her bosom the near-
est,
But one look of kindness she cast on me ne-
ver,
Encompassed by danger, nothing could harm
me,
My safety and jeopardy nought could alarm
me.
Isaveq, I destroyed, I blessed, I alloyed,
Kept a crown for a prince, but bad none of my
own;
Filled the place of a king, but ne’er had a
throne,
Rescued a warrior, baffled a plot,
I seemed what 1 was, was what I seemed
not;
Devoted to slaughter, a price on my head,
A Kking’s lovely daughter watched by my
bed;
Though great, she dressed me, panting with
fear,
She never caressed me, nor wiped offa tear,
Ne’er moistened my lips, though parched and
dry,
‘What marvel a blight should pursue till I
die,
Twas rovalty dressed me wretched and poor,
Twas royalty blessed me in deceit I am
sure.,
1lived not, I died not, but tell you I must,
That ages have passed since I first turned to
dust.
Thus paradox whence
This squalor, this splendor,
say, was I a king
‘Or a silly pretender?
Fathom this mystery,
Deepen my history :
‘Was I a man,
An angel supernal,
Or a demon inferna} ?
Solve me who can.
The answer to the above riddle will be found
in five consecutive verses in a chapter in the
1d Testament.—Evangelist.
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CONAN’S GRAVE.

In the course of a tour which I made last
summer in the South of Ireland, with very
agrecable companions, I heard many tales and
traditions connected with various localities
we visited, The legend about the discovery
of Conan’s tomb was 8o interesting that I re-
quested a written copy of it. The following
letter was, of course, not intended for publica-
tion, but T hope the writer will not be dis-
pleased if he should meet with it in the pages
of the Dominion Magazine. 'The reader of
Ossian’s poems will be familiar with the name
of Conan, as one of the lieptenants of Fingal,
or Finn-ma-cool,

WM, HAMILTON, D.D.,
53 McGill College Avenue.

Montreal, Nov., 1867.

HOW CONAN'S TOMB WAS FOUND.

Some fifty or sixty years ago, my grand-
father, Rev, Dr. FitzGerald, Principal of
Ennis College, was in the habit of spending
his summer vacations with his friend, Dr.
Studdert, at Doonbeg, in the west of Clare.,
Both were men who took a deep interest in
Irish archxology, and were well versed in the
subject.  One summer, a certain Theophilus
O’Flaherty, an Irish antiquary of some note,
if not of much authority, joined them at
Doonbeg, and in the course of conversation
informed them that he had been reading some
Irish manuscripts in the library of Trinity
College, Dublin, relating to the history of
Finn, or Fian, McCool (I give the phonetic
spelling—the Irish you could not read, even
if I could write it), and that he had learned
therefrom that C'onan, or Cunniawn (a dissyl-
lable), Finn’s lieutenant, had been killed in
a great battle fought near Callan, and had
been buried on the southern slope of the
mountain, ¢ with his feet to the water, and
his head to the setting sun ;” that he (O'Fla-
herty) had immediately gone to Kilkenny and
made minute search everywhere in the neigh-
borhood of Callan in that county, but without
finding the tomb, or any trace of & legend in-
dicating any recollection or knowledge res-
pecting it among the peasantry. The others
listened attentively to his statements, and
read eagerly some extracts from the Irish man-
uscript which he had brought with him, upon
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which both agreed that he had gone to the
wrong place, and that the Callan indicated by
the extracts was Sliebh Callawn, or Mount
Callan, the chief eminence in the west of
Clare, situated some eight or ten miles inland
from Doonbeg, where they were then assem-
bled. Further examination and discussion
tended to strengthen this hypothesis, and
they separated for the night, having arranged
to proceed to Mount Callan early the next
morning and institute a careful search for
the tomb. The particulars of the expedition
Lave not been preserved; but, after a good
deal of trouble, they found a spot answering
the description in the manuscript—a small
tarn, or mountain lake, on the south side of
the mountain, not far from the summit. Here
they determined to examine move closely,and,
since if Conan lay * with his feet to the
water, and his head to the setting sun,” as
described, his remains must be on the west
side of the tain, they proceeded to search that
side first, and soon found what they sougit,
a long stone slab, some three feet wide—in
fact a tombstone. It was complEtcly over-
grown with moss, and I belicve covered to
some depth with mould, but on being cleared
from the grass and soil which overlaid it, an
inscription, said to be in Ogham characters,
became visible. This inscription has beel)
translated, and is said to record that © Conan
the brave, the nimble-footed,” lies buried un-
derneath. When first discovered, this tomb
was very long, ¢ meet iponument” to a “ joy-
anl” such as Conan; but mischevious per.
sons have broken off much of the stone, and
when I saw it some twenty-three or twenty-
four years ago, it was not much larger thanan
ordinary tombstone. The .inscription was
then invisible in its ordinary state, but when
rubbed with wet grass the characters came to
light. As I remember it, there were two
longitudinal lines down the middle of the
stone, about four to six inches asunder, and
numerous short lines, of varying length, stood
at right angles to these. The tomb lies due
east and west ; and thus Conan, if it he indeed
his tomb, lies as described, with « his feet to
the water (of the little tarn), and his head to
the setting sun.”

Strongly corroborative of the identity of
the tomb, is the great mass of Ossianic legend,
or rather verse, which existed to a recent
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period, and may still exist, among the peasants
of the ncighboring country. I remember,
myself, one old man, Larry Mungovan, better
known as “ Larry the Schoolmaster,” a good
Irish scholar, who used to repeat such verses
by the hour, to the great delight of the listen-
ers.  Unfortunately, I knew but little of
Irish, and, at that time, cared even less for
such old-world lore, but I well remember the
frequent recurrence of Conan’s name in the
monotonous chant. Besides these verses,
which I now believe to be the original Ossi-
anic poems, there were numerous prose
“gstories” in which Fian McCool, Cunniawn
(Conan), Uisheen (Ossian), and others, bore
the leading parts. -These stories, relating
chiefly to feats of strength or dexterity, or to
less creditable exhibitious of chicane and
cunning, are well known and have frequently
been published ; but I know that some six
miles south of Mount Callan, where I spent
the greater portion of my early life, I often
heard them told by men who not only never
heard of the publications in which they ap-
peared, but could not have read a line of one
of them to save their lives. I think the pre-
valence of such legends and verses among a
people so rude and ignorant, goes far to es-
tablish some connexion between the persons .
of whom they treat and the locality where
their memory is kept so green. 1 must not
conceal the fact, however, that the Rev. Dr.
Todd, F.T.C.D., a man well read in Irish his-
tory, and acquainted with the language as it
is found in manuseripts and books, though I
believe unable to speak it, and, moreover,
Librarian of Trinity College, Dublin, told me
last winter, at Lord Rosse’s, in Parsonstown,
that Conan was an impostor, and his tomb an
imposition ; that the inscription was not Og-
ham, but badly-formed English characters
turned upside down; and that, so far from
having been there for centurics, the stone
was not even ome century on the mountain.
This was hard to bear; but Dr. Todd was too
learned an antiquary for me to contradict or
argue with, so I was fain to hold my peace’
and let judgment go against Conan by default.
But, if I must tell the truth, I still cling se-
cretly to the belief that the great battle was
fought ; that Conan was killed thereat; that
he was buried with giant honors on the grassy
slope where the tombstone lies; that the
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tomb was discovered, as I have related, by my
grandfather, Dr. Studdert, and Theophilus
O'Flanagan ; and that the inscription is veri-
table Ogham—whatever Dr. Todd may say to
the contrary.

I hope one day to revisit the tomb, and
bring somewhat more of archaic knowledge to
its examination than I possessed when 1 saw
it for the first and only time in my early
youth. ‘

Not far from Conan’s tomb, and close beside
the public road, is one of the Druidical re-
mains known as ‘“ Darby and Joan’s beds,”
ahout which I need say nothing beyond stating
the fact of its existence. BSuch remains are
too common to need description.

M. F. G.
July 22nd, 1867.

P.S.—1I find I have called the antiquary re-
ferred to in the foregoing statement some-
times O’'Flaherty and somcetimes O'Flanagan,
1 am not certain which was his name, but in-
cline to the latter. Such is fame!

M. F. G.
——— v .

HEROES, CHEAP.

Marketing, vents, clothing, gold, labor,
borses, and most other things, are, just now,
quite dear. Indeed, we know of nothing that
is cheap except heroes. They are manufac-
tured with such rapidity and facility, that the
market is quite overstocked, and instead of
fussing over a single wight, we may buy a
whole gross for an indifterent song. We are
not referring to the glorious defenders of the
nation, the millions of uparmed herocs who
beat down and trampled out the late horrid
rebellion. Nor do we allude to their noble
leaders, whose names will live forever in the
heart and history of the nation. As little are
we thinking of our orators, poets, scholars, or
philosophers. The noteworthy among these
can hardly be said te be numerous, and with
them honest distinction is only won by toil
and noble desert.

‘We refer to champions of the chess-board, |

the billiard-table, the horse-race, the cock-
fight, the prize-ring, and base ball. Pardon
us, timid reader, for tilting this batch all into
the same confused pile. It does seem hard to

associate chess and base-ball and boat-racing !

wiPh prize-fighting and cock-fighting, but the
point of comparison, remember, is cheapness.
Paul Morphy, without doing anything for the
benefit of mankind, has received, in Europe
and America, ovations such as have been
awarded to living genius. A chess literature
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{ ens, too, have lately come into fashion, and
games, played in sight of the blazing decan-
ters of the bar, are constantly chronicled in
| the newspapers, for the delectation of the pot-
"house, and oven for the information of the
| fireside. There, too, are the boat-race—Ha-
'mill and Brown-—heroes, with crowds of
| long-eared bipeds to watch their oars, to bet
| on them, and bawl themselves hoarse in ap-
‘plause. Then comes in base-ball, escaping
‘from the narrow confines of a school-boy
sport, and rising to the dignity of a national
{ game. Almost every urchin who wears pan-
I faloons belongs ko a club, and is brought
junder rule and regulation, pays his fees,
! attends club meetings, and aspires to fame.
i Horse-racing may be considered as a little
less respectable than these—it has, we think,
i rather a worse name; and yetit is precisely
] the sport in which the most money is risked,
and the most florid respectability embarked.
{ Lords and princes patronize them in Europe,
| and stake thousands and thousands of pounds
upon them, while the public press of both
hemispheres record their triumphs and
ﬂ defeats at greater length and with much more
| enthusiasm than is displayed in dealing with
l'stocks and merchandise. An insignificant
lord or duke mounts into a hero, if not & de-
I migod, by simply owning a fast horse. The
tlegs of Fashion or Lightfoot or Piebald or
I Dexter confer immortality even on ignoble
'blood, and put the obscurest name into
the throat of Fame's trumpet to be blown
round the world, But if the owner is made &
hero, how much more the horse! We say of
"a gentleman who is second best in the house
"that he is the husband of his wife. Napoleon
‘TII. used to be called the nephew of his
‘uncle, and in like manner those who are apo-
"theosized by a horse are known as  the
[ “owner of Flying Childers,” or “the man
i who entered Tippy Bob,” or  the happy mas-
"ter of the noble Dexter ;” so that the man, in
"a certain sense, becomes the tail of his horse,
or, at best, his squire, strutting in borrowed
! robes, while the world hurrahs for the quad-
ruped.  Weknow itmay be claimed, and with
| some show of reason too, that the brute is for
the man’s behoof ; but we may well invite the
- human animal to ponder the couplet:
|« Behold,” says man, ¢sce all things for my
i use.’
‘See man for mine,” replies the pampered
goose.”
i At all events, however we may settle the
‘question of ownership, there can be no rea-
sonable dispute about the glory. The man’s
'name is tacked to that of the horse, not the
Phorse's to his.  The horse would sell, perhaps,
for two hundred thousand dollars; but who-
“ever heard of suchaprice foraman? Inthe
Lold times of the auction-block for human
- chattels, prices for first-rate hands were com-

1
P
I

has er_nblazoned dozens of niames for the ap- ! paratively modédst. An old colored preacher,
plauding eye of posterity. Billiard champi- of New-Orleans, delivering a sermon to his
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orethren during the war, on the subject of a . we must go back to the eggs. The female
particular providence, reminded them that:lays her eggs upon the water ; finding a suit-
the great Master had said that two sparrows | able place, she supports herself by her two
_ were sold for a farthing, and that not one of 1 pairs of fore legs and crossing the hinder pair

these should fall to the ground without the | like a letter X, she deposits the eggs, one after
Lord’s notice. “Now,” said the preacher, another, in this support made by the legs,
oIf de Lod takes care of a little sparrow, putting them endwise, side by side, and stick-
that's not worth half a cent, don’t you think ing them firmly together by means of a glu-
he'll take care of you thousand-dollar nige tinous secretion which covers them. When
gas?’ Behold the price of a man! And see | the mass is complete, it is in the shape of a
how much better is a horse than his master. 1 little boat, consisting of from one hundred
The fable of the centaur is realized, only that and fifty to three hundred and fifty eggs,
the horse instead of the man isthe upper part | which is set afloat and abandoned to its fate.
of the monster. The little raft floats persistently ; it will not

But one of the most wonderful forms of | sink, nor will hard usage break it up, nor
heroism is that aspired to by the prize-fighter. freezing destroy the vitality of the eggs. In
Only let a man have the needed mettle and | a few days the larva, as the first stage of the
muscle, with the necessary training, and such | insects is called, are hatched, and make their
is the respect with which he inspires a cer-| way out of the under side of the egg, and go
tain numerous and influential class of citi-| off in scarch of food. They may be seen in
zens that he may violate the law with impu-:any vessel of rain water that has been expos-
nity. When he trains or fights, policemen put | ed for some days during simmer; from their
on their leather goggles, and the newspapers peculiar manner of locomotion they are called
have reporters on the ground, just as they | ¢ wrigglers.” Near the tail is a tube of hair
would at a concert of Biind Tom or even a through which the wriggler breathes. When
session of Congress. So popular and so per- | not disturbed it rests with its head downward,
fectly conceded are these contests, and so hon- and with its tube at the surface of the water,
ored, that when the victor returns with his | but on approach of danger it rapidly wrig-
laurels, in the shape of a split nose, a closed | gles itself to the bottom of the vessel. After
“peeper” or two, a couple of swollen lips, and | wriggling through eight to fifteen of the first
his head generally in a somewhat gelatinous days of its existence, and casting its skin two
condition, he is awarded an ovation. Some |or three times, the mosquito goes into the
double-fisted orator delivers him & personal | pupa state. In this condition it swims with
panegyric, and lays the wreath on his highly | its head upward, and though not so lively as
ornamented head. Why,at this very moment before, it moves and tumbles about by means
the names of these heroos are filling the news- | of some paddics at the end of its tail. While
papers ; their class stands up boldly in Con- in the pupa state it takes no food, and its
gress ; their referees occupy places in the city breathing arrangements are quite reversed ;
government, and crowds of admiring archins | for instead of vespiring through the tube at the
read and discuss their prowess at the strect- | end of its tail it is furnished with two tubes at
corners and in the saloons. . the head, through which it takes in sir. This

We have not space for the cock-fighters. | state of things lasts from five to ten days,
Their contests are only smaller, not lower in | when the skin bursts and the perfect insect
the scale of morals, These are the heroes)comes forth. This isa most critical period in
now filling, to a great extent, the popular eye, | the life of these insects, and they only can
whose facts furnish the chosen reading of a!emerge with safety on a very still, sunny day.
large class whose influence is eating into the The skin of the pupa bursts open on the
very heart of public morals, whose smart back,‘and the insect first protrudes its head,
capers are applauded, or whose supply, from | then its chest gradually follows, and it stands
the facility of manufacture, is inexhaastible, erect in the shell with its Jegs still confined,
and whose mission is to carry us back to an- and its wings limp and damp. The slightest
archy, and render tyranny the only possible | breeze at this time would upset the frail boat,

form of government, and the insects would be drowned. But a
o e e very small proportion of the whole succeed in
THE LIFE OF THE MOsQUITO. passing the last transformation in safety.

Soon the front pair of legs are extricated, and

Did it ever occur to you, when by a well- | placed upon the water. This enables the in-
directed slap you demolish a mosquito, that | sect to steady itself, and much diminishes the
you destroy a very beaupful, qnd in spite of | danger of upsetting. The sun speedily dries
its blood-thirsty propensitics, interesting ob- | the wings, which are gradually expanded ;
ject ? The male inscct is readily distinguish- | then the other legs are drawn out and placed
ed by his plumes. He has the negative quq)ity on the edge of the pupa case, the _&ntemlm
of not annoying us, lives but a short time, | and proboscie are elevated, and the insect is
and what little food he requires he gets from | able to quit its watery abode and fly off to
flowers. The female is armed witha formid- | serenade us with its shtill note and to relieve
able proboscis. To understand her history, us of our surplus blood.




158

Naturalists are not agreed as to the manner
in which the mosquito produces its peculiar
and annoying sound; it is thought by some
that the wings alone de not cause it, but that
they ave aided by the rapid vibration of the
muscles of the chest.
.wings vibrate fifty times in a second. If the
cause of the song of the mosquito is not well
understood, such is not the case with the other
annoying peculiarity—its sting. Here the
object is so small that the microscope must be
called to our aid. When examined by the
glass, the sting of the mosquito is found to be
a very beautiful as well as complex instru-
ment. The wonderful fineness of its pointsis
seen in the ease with which they penetrate
our rough skin. The sting itself would cause
but little annoyance, were it not that the pro-
boscis gives off an irritating secretion which in-
flames the slight wound, and in some persons
vecomes a painful swelling, and even trouble-
some ulcers. This is intended to give an
idea of the structure and habits of Mosquitoes
in general, and not of any particular species.
Our mosquitoes belong to the genera Megarhi-
nus and Culex, but they do not seem to have
been thoroughlv studicd, and there is much
confusion among naturalists concerning them.
—Am. Agriculturist.

“MANY THINGS ARE GROWING CLEAR.”
SCHILLER.

Come ! the summer night is calling,

Through the elm-tree shadows falling,

And the silver moonbeams gleaming,
On the snowy window screen.

These but kints, I murmur lowly,

And I raise the curtain slowly.

Till a flood of splendor streaming
Renders clear the enchanted scene.

Soul ! all nature calleth to thee,
From the bounds of earth would woo thee;
Morn with fragrant breezes blowing
Fresh from the celestial hills; -
Eve, in purple robes of glory,
Sweetly tells her mystic story,
BSuch diviner state foreshadowing,
That the soul with rapture thrills.

Take, oh take these sweet suggestions,
Ask no unbelieving questions;
Wafting thee to fields Elysian,
Death shall surely raise the screen.
‘With celestial Euphrazy
He shall touch the inner eye,
Till thou chant with raptured vision,
Many,things are clearly seen!

Thus saigsgginer, in his gladness,
‘While each bowed the head in sadness
Round hiz dying eouch at even;
Cloged his eyes on gcenes once dear ¢
On the flood of crimson glory
Bathing rock and castle hoary.
Yet while earthly ties were riven,
Many things were growing clear,

It is said that the-
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Sweeter than the carols ringing
Whilst the lark her flight is winging,
Are these words of Schiller, ever
Siuging, singing throngh the soul,

Prelude of diviner pleasures
Where no more in mowrnful measures
Sing the souls who sorrow never,

« Who have safely reached the goal.

‘What though chilling mists enshroud us,
When those vapors that becloud us,
Gazed upon from heights celestial,
Golden “mirrors” shall appear;
Courage ! then, nor wish to alter
One of God’s decrees, nor falter
Through the fear of ills terrestrial,
Many things are growing clear,

Original.
MONTREAL IN THE OLDEN TIME.

[The Editors of the New Doyinion MoxraLY
substitute, for the present month, the follow-
ing interesting letter for the usual article un-
dgr this heading, by “An Old Inhabitant” :=}

H——, Couxnty 0oF DORCHESTER,
October, 1867.

The Post-mistress here has presented me
with No. 1 of the New Dominion, which, I
think, from the many interesting articles it
contains, deserves, and will I doubt not, ob-
tain, a large share of public patronage.

Enthusiastically fond of whatever tends to
the elucidation of the sciences of geography,
statistics, and the archeology of Canada, I
have availed myself of a long life in collect-
ing some interesting documents. Among
them is a plan of the City of Montreal, as it
wag in or previous to 1738, copied from an
engraved plan lent to me by the late Hon.
Jas. McGill, in the year 1801, of which I now
enclose you a trace.

I beg to be considered as a subscriber to
the New Dominion, and will transmit the sub-
scription as soon as I can obtain a paper
dollar,

“ Montreal in the olden time” states some
matters erroncously. The first steamboat
that succeeded on the St. Lawrence was the
“Swiftsure,” puilt by Mr. Molson, and so
named by Sir G. Prevost,in 1812. In 1814,
the Montreal merchants launched the « Car
of Commerce,” after which Mr. Molson built
the “Malsham.” These vessels made the
trip up in two days, and down in ons or one
and a half. The “Quebec” was the next
Loat. It was not till after the year 1835 that
the “ Jobn Molson” was launched. She was
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occupied as a hotel by the Earl of Durham,
and subsequently burned by accident.

Your correspondent’s ¢ olden time” is to
me quite a recent period, At the age of six-
teen I first saw Montreal, in the summer of
1799. 1remained there, in a mercantile ca-
pacity, seven years, and during that period
had occasion to visit most of the country vil-
lages about Montreal, and made several trips
to Upper Canada, as far as Fort Erie. Of the
population of Montreal, about that time, you
may form an opinion from the fact that in
1803 or 1804 (I now forget which, but think
it must have been 1804), there appeared to
be twelve hundred buildings in Montreal, of
all kinds, of which perhaps at least a third
were wooden huts of the meanest description,
in the St. Lawrence and Quebec suburbs.

1 have inserted the names of the prominent
citizens of Montreal in 1801-5, at the foot of
the plan, with their residences numbered on
the plan. Among them, No. 33 is remarkable
as the house occupied by Mr. Walker, the ac-
tive magistrate, soon after the conquest, when
he was so brutally deprived of his ears by
the officers of the garrison.

Your cotrespondent asserts that * nearly the
whole trade of Montreal was with Scotland.”
1t may have been so at the period he men-
tions, but decidedly not so befure. In the
early part of this century, nearly the whole
trade of Montreal was with England, that
with Scotland being quite insignificant. Nor
were all the leading merchants and public
men in the country, Scotchmen. No doubt
they were always most numerous ; but Joseph
Frobisher, the second in the firm of the North-
west Company, and Jacob Jordan, the Seignior
of Terrebonne, were both Englishmen; and
Richard Dobie, John Molson, Wm. Parker,
and his partner, Samuel Gerrard, H. R.
Symes, John Lilly, Francis.Badgely, John
Platt, Mr. Burton, John Stansfeld, Joseph
Shuter, E. W. Gray, the Sheriff, his brother,
Jonathan Abram the Notary, and many
others, were all of them Englishmen; and I
have heard that John Richardson’s partner,
Mr. Fdrsyth, was a Yorkshireman. Mr. B.
Gibb, the merchant tailor, was a Londoner;
and several very respectable citizens were
German, Ifalian, or from the United States—
Jews and Gentiles.
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The vast increase of your city since 1820,
and especially the improvements in building,
which have converted it into a great city of
cut-stone palaces, is very striking when com-
pared with its moderate extent and ill-con-
structed rubble-built structures of half a cen-
tury before. But the difference is not much
more remarkable than what had taken place
between the years 1800 and 1820. Until the
close of the last American war, little improve-
ment had taken place, nearly all the walls and
gates still remaining. Most of the merchants
were still engaged in what may, in opposition
to the Northwest Company, be called the
private fur trade, in the Northwest territo-
ries of the United States, centering at Mich-
illimackinac, still in our possession; the
number of arrivals from sea had not greatly
augmented ; furs still constituted the staple
export; and although the exports of Pot and
Pearl ashes had attained their maximum,
those of wheat and flour were still inconsider-
able. The war put an end to almost every
kind of export. Instead of exporting, we had
to import flour, beef, and pork, in addition to
the large supplies furnished by our smuggling
Yaakee friends in Vermont, who kindly fed
us to enable our armies to meet theirs on the
field. A number of Yankees were allowed to
remain in Canada, without taking the oath of
allegiance, and they profited largely by this
smuggling trade, which was wholly under
their control. *

The profuse military expenditure, scatter-
ing money all over the Province, and particu-
larly in Montreal, enormously increased the
value of landed property at the close of the
war, all the vacant lots in the city were filled
up and the suburbs everywhere extended, so
that before 1820 the population was probably
trebled since 1803. The imports were more
than doubled ; large returns in flour began to
take place from the Upper Province, whilst in
Lower Canada the wheat trade had attained
its maximum, and the lumber trade so much
increased, as amply to compensate for the loss
of the private fur trade, which, however Te-
munerative it might be to the Montreal
merchants, was most unfavorable to agricul-
ture, not only from the absence of so great a
proportion of the young men from the best
wheat-growing districts, while employed in
collecting and bringing down the peltries,
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but still more so by the demoralizing habits
acquired in that slavish and dangerous em-
ployment. A change had likewise taken
place in the food, clothing, and habits of the
citizens, assimilating more and more to the
manners of the old country, while a consider-
able number of enterprising American mer-
cantile houses had been established, and by
their proverbial go-ahead-iveness had given
an impetus to others. 1 Lastly, but not least,
the Montreal Bank had been established, in
1818, and introduced speculations till then
undreamt of. Thousands of emigrants were
arriving yearly; and several new steamers
had supplanted the old “ Swiftsure.”  St.
Ann’s suburb, or Griffintown, a piece of waste
or pasture land, with the small farmhouse, in
1803, had become a large and populous
suburb ; a good turnpike-road had been made
to Lachine, and the Canal was in progress.

Such, and many other, changes had taken
place in about 15 years.

ANTIQUARY”

AN OLD LETTER.

[As we are upon the antiquities of Canada,
the following old letter, from the founder of one
of the first families in Canada West (a family
which has furnished these Provinces with three
Cabinet Ministers) to the grandfather of the
senior publisher of the Dominion Magazine,
may be interesting :—]

MonTrEAL, March Gth, 1804.

«1 was so much disgusted when I arrived
in Upper Canada, finding it fall so far short
of what it was. represented to me, that I be-
lieve I erred on the other hand, and thought
1 saw nothing but horrid deformity where
perhaps another man would see exquisite
beauty. However, 1 view things now ina
different light. A tremendous forest of trees,
towering almost to the clouds, from a hundred
and fifty to two hundred feet high, mixed with
green and blooming shrubbery, some of it
nearly as sweet-scented as your sweet briar,
and as beautiful as your honeysuckle, and all
the production of nature, is certainly a spec-
tacle worthy the notice and admiration of a
contemplative mind. But the embellishing
hand of art and cultivation would make these
rugged scenes truly grand. There is no such
diversity of prospects here as with you. In
summer we are shaded with trees on the
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plain, and if we get to an eminence all we
can see is woods and water on all hands, not
like the beautiful prospects from Craigiehill
or Gleniffer, or the enchanting landscapes on
the banks of the Clyde or Cart.

As one of Flowa's votaries, thiz climate
is by no means suited to one of your taste.
No fine beds of tulips or pinks, ranunculuses
or carnations, to be met with here. The
winter is so long and so severe it destroys
almost all the inhabitants of the parterre.
Nevertheless, natfire displays some wonder-
ful freaks here in the summer months. Ve-
getation is so rapid, and there are a great
many flowers natural to the country and
very beautiful, although they fall far short,
either in point of beauty or smell, to what
you have, except the rose. This has been the
severest winter that has been experienced for
twenty years in this country. I am just now
emerging from the effects of it. Business
called me to the Upper Piovince, and I got
my forehead frost-bitten, which took off all
the skin. Could you get one view of the St.
Lawrence now it would fill you with astonish~
ment. Such an immense body of ice, spark-
ling in the sun like mountains of diamonds.
The snow is near four feet deep in the woods,
where it does not drift. I long to see it take
its departure, which will not be perhaps for
three or four weeks, It began to fall on the
18th of October. I may say ‘I never saw the
like o't.” . N .

So much for Canada; but I hear wonderful
news about Britain, which keeps me in con-
tinual anxiety. I have such a love for my
native country, that her present situation
would fill me with anxiety although I bad
not a relation living in-it; but when Ithink
on those I left behind, it is inexpressibly
distressing to me indeed. The former de-
liverances wrought for that country, your
present unanimity and firmness, together with
your strength and valor, still give me cause
to hope that the insulting foe Will either be
dashed to pieces on your blessed rocks, or,
should any of them effect a landing, they will
soon be swallowed up. However, I hope that
the feet of the sacrilegious Corsican will never
be permitted to tread upon the hallowed
ground of Britain. Iintend to return to
Britain in the fall, and spend the winter
amongst you.
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I might give you a little more clish-
ma-claver, but I shall put it off till a
future period. I wish you health and
peace in your family, a revival to ydur trade,
a good blow of flowers, and many a good seat
in your little arbor, beholding their beauty,

Your sincere friend and well-wisher,
: Senr,

Mr. Duxcan Doveart,
Manufacturer, Causeyside, Paisley.”

THE ISTHMUS OF SUEZ CANAL.

BY WILLIAM KNIGHTON, ESQ.

The distance between the Mediterranean
and the Red Sea, to be united by the great
Suez Canal, is about one hundred miles,
and more than half of that distance has
already been excavated, whilst the works to
be completed on the southern half of the
canal are much less formidable than those
already finished on the northern half, ‘

The canal, in fact, unites four natural
lakes, which have always existed in the
Isthmus, and the largest and deepest of
thése, called the Bitter Lake, extends to
within less than ten miles from Suez. The
channel of the canal, through the Biiter
Lake, only requires to be deepened at the
northern entrance and at the southern exit.
In the body of the lakes there is water suffi-
cient for the largest vessels.

The other lakes, through which the ecanal
passes, are Lake Timsah, Lake Beelab and
Lake Menzaleh, Lake Timsah is’ the
smallest of these, and has long been drying
up. It is situated near the centre of the
canal, south of the town of Ismailyeh—a
town which is situated in the heart of what
Was once a desert, and which has heen cali-
ed inio existence by the eanal and its con-
sequent works only. Lake Beelah is five
miles north of Lake Timsah; and Lake
Menzaleh is several miles north of Lake
Beelah—a ridge of sand only separating its
northern shore from the Mediterranean,

The canal is intended to be, when com-
pleted, one hundred feet wide and thirty
deep, and the works to ensure itg comple-
tion are on the most gigantic scale. Op
the Mediterranean side, a harbor had to be
constructed, Port Sayd, under the most un-
favorable circumstances. The Workshops
at the port are on g very large seale, and re-
pay a visit. ' One of the most interesiing
sights to be witnessed there, which M. La
Roche, the company’s engineer, was kind
enough to show ug himself, was the prepara-
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tion of large blocks of artificial stone which
are being thrown into the sea to form the
breakwater at the entrance of the harbor.
These blocks are made of sand from the
harbor bed, and of hydraulic lime from
France, well mixed togethér with water,
and then put into wooden cases and ram-
med with sand. The wooden easing is re-
moved after two days, and the blocks are
left to dry in the sun. This operation it
Tequires two months or more to complete.
They are said to weigh about five tons each,
and, when ready for use, they are lifted, by
a travelling crane worked by steam, on to
tracks, passed on to a tramway, and pushed
by a locomotive down to where the lighters
are ready to receive them, They are
transferred to the lighter by another travel-
ing crane, and when the lighter has taken
them out to sea, a erane, worked by steam,
deposits them in the position they are to
oceupy.

The breakwater, which is being eon-
structed by means of these blocks, will be
nearly three miles long when completed.
It forms the western side of the harbor,
More than ten thousand of these blocks are
said to have been already constructed, and
it will take five or six thousand more before
this breakwater is complete.

Dredges are constantly*at work deepen-
ing the harbor, and the superfluous earth
and sand, which is not required either
for block-making or for embankments, is
carried out to sea, and deposited several
miles away, in a northeasterly direction.

Two side basins have been constructed
within the port, upon the western side, for
shipping ; and, although a great deal has
been done to tender Port Sayd a harbor fit
to contain large vessels, there is no doubt
that a great deal remains to be surmount-
ed of the most formidable description.

On how large a scale operations have been
conducted in the formation of this canal,
is almost impossible to give an idea by
simple description; but when the reader
reflects that two large towns, each contain-
ing several thousands of inhabitants, have
been absolutely called into existence by the
canal works, he will be better able to ap-
preciate the gigantic nature of the enter-
prise, and the energy called into activity to
overcome the difficulties encountered.
These two towns are Port Sayd, on the
shore of the Mediterranean, and Ismailyeh,
about half way between Port Sayd and
Suez. .

Where Port Sayd now stands, all wag
sand and desolation seven years aga, when
the canal operations commenced. Every
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necessary of life had to be conveyed by boat
from Damietta, thirty miles off; and now
every comfort, and most of the luxuries of
life are attainable in Port Sayd, in greater
abundance, and with more facility, than
in that ancient city—the city of Damietta.

A good deal of the foundation of the
town consists of earth and sand dredged up
from the bed of the harbor. The streets
are regularly laid out, and they are kept
as clean as it is possible to keep them, con-
sidering that Egyptians and Arabs inhabit
most of them. There ig a very comfortable
hotel, with along line of wooded apartments
facing the sea. The hospital is presided
over by the British vice-consul, a physician.
A convent, in which sisters of charity live,
who do much good in visiting the poor, ad-
joins the hospital. The sisters of charity,
likewise, keep a school for girls, both
for boarders and day-scholars.  There
are places of worship, both Christian and
Mohammedan. But the great wonder of
Port Sayd is, in truth, the extent and
variety of the company’s workshops, the
machinery, the activity, bustle, and re-
gularity of the works, the variety of races
—EBgyptian, Arab, French, English, Ar-
menian, Levantine, Italian and Greek-—all
working harmoniously together.

The town of Ismailyeth, called after the
present viceroy, is totally different from
Port Sayd, but it is not less wonderful. It
is situated, as I have said, about half way be-
tween Port Sayd and the Red Sea, apd, like
Port Sayd, owes its origin entirely to the
canal. The fresh water canal, from the Da-
mietta branch of the Nile, originally extend-
ed as far as a town called Zagazig more than
fifty miles west of Ismailyeh which was then
looked upon as the limit of civilization and
habitable villages toward the east. All be-
yond was sand, desert, and desolation, with
wandering tribes of Bedouins to make the
desolation dangerous. One of the first opera-
tions of the canal company was to continue
that fresh-water canal to the east ; and from
a spot near the present Ismailyeh, then all
desert, it stretches away toward the south
to Suez. .

The fresh-water canal has, doubtless, had
much to do with the foundation of Ismail-
yeh in its present position. The town is on
‘the north side of the canal, with the lake of
Timsah not far off on the south. It is re-
gularly laid out, with good, straight, broad
streels, and cannot contain less than three
or four thousand inhabitants. It has its
French quarter, its Greek, Arab, and mix-
-ed quarters, with a Roman Catholic c¢hurh,
a Greek church, and a Mussulman mosque.
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The hotel is a large upper-storied building,
about two hundred and fifty yards from the
canal, and it is really extraordinary how
comfortable the proprietor contrives to
make the European traveller in that out-of-
the-way place in the desert.

The fresh water conducted by the canal
from Zagazig to Ismailyeh, has been the
cause of the cultivation of a good deal of
land in the neighborhood of the latter town.
Wandering Bedouins have given over their
wandering habits, and settled to agricul-
ture ; and the fresh water, which has caused
all this, is not only conducted by the canal
to Suez, but sent also, by means ofiron pipes,
northward to Port Sayd, to supply that ris-
ing town. The soil around Ismailyed ap-
pears to be excellent, and to want fresh
water only to enable it to produce anything
and everything.

From Port Sayd to Ismailyeh, communi-
cation is now daily carried on by means of
small steamers on the salt-water canal, and
from Ismailyeh to Suez, in the other direc-
tion, by means of small steamers also, on the
fresh-water canal. The entire distance is
accomplished in about twenty-four hours, but
exertions are being made to render the tran-
sit more rapid, and it is said that the time
will be reduced to sixteen hours.

The deepest cuttings in the canal are in
the neighborhood of El Geish, north of Is-
mailyeh, and for five miles in that direction
to Lake Beelah. In some partsthe perpen-
dicular depth here will be a hundred feet,
when the canal is excavated to its full
extent. Af present there is a great deal
more to be done before it becomes fit for the
passage of large vessels. South of Ismailyeh
also, as far as Serayeum, there are some
heavy and deep cutiings in progress, the
work being peculiarly difficult when drift
sands-hills have to be penetrated, as in this
portion.

Where the land is very low, as in the ex-
cavations through Lakes Beelah and Men-
zaleh, the earth of sand excavated has been
thrown down on either side to form firm and
permanent banks; and in order to save
time in the removal of the earth, long copper
channels were fixed at an incline to the
dredges, supported by props on a lighter
along side, and again, if necessary, on the
bank. The earth fell from the scoops into
the channels, and was conveyed at once a
sufficient distance away from the water’s
edge.

The chief contractor, M. 8. Vallee, by
name, has invented a new machine on a
large scale, whieh does the work more ef-
fectually than the methods formerly in use,
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although it has not quite superseded them.
It has one great advantage, that it is easily
made available for a number of dredges. It
is like a huge iron quadrant, strongly built,
the outer edge of the segment of the circle
being uppermost, the centre resting on a re-
volving bed. Along the chord of the arc is
placed a tramway, on which trucks are
drawn by a stron~ wirerope. Anengine is
attached to the traversing bed to work the
whole machinery. The machine can be
turned round where it stands, or it can be
transported to any distance required on rails
on which it rests, and which can be brought
into connection with others. The earth ex-
cavated by the dredges is then dropped into

. lightershaving wooden ecases prepared for the

purpose, each about four feet square. When
all have been filled, the lighter is taken
alongside the emptying-machine, each case
is lifted from the lighter, put on to the truck
on the machine, carried along the tramway,
and the contents shot out at the other end
away from the canal. By this means a
lighter may be emptied in a few minutes.

The original agreement between the
government of Egypt and the canal company
ceded to the latter in perpetuity a consider-
able tract of land on either side of the canal,
-and, when the fresh water was obtained from
the Damietta branch of the Nile, the canal
eompany proceeded forthwith to cultivate
these tracts where possible. This interfer-
ed with the pacha’s cotton and sugar mono-
poly. The English also were by no means
pleased at the French contpany obtaining so
much influence in BEgypt, or so permanent
a hold wpon g0 large a proportion of the
population as promised ultimately to be
settled there. Negotiations were, therefore,
commenced two years ago, which ended in
the pacha’s purchasing the land capable of
cultivation on both sides of the canal which
‘was not required by the company, for two
millions of pounds sterling, and this supply
of ready money has been most seasonable, for
the exchequer of the canal company was
nearly drained, whilst halfthe works remain
to be completed. The fresh-water canal
was also ceded to the pacha ; and the narrow
strip of land left to the company on each
side of the canal is for the future to be used
for building purposes and storehouses only,
not for cultivation by means of the JSehallis
or peasants.

There can be no doubt of the advantage-
ous nature of this arrangément. The
government of Egypt is thereby enabled to
add largely to its revenues by bringing into
cultivation the extensive valley befveen
Zagazig and Ismailyeh, where the soil, as I

have already stated, is excellent, and fresh

‘'water only is required to fertilize it. Its

authority is now supreme over the Arabs,
who have settled here for cultivation, and
all fear of subsequent jealousy and clashing
of interests between the company and the
Egyptian government in the future is re-
moved.

The rapid improvement of all the towns
leading to the canal in every direction is
one direct result of the operations already
carried on. Zagazig, for instance, a lew
years ago, wasa very ordinary Arab village,
dirty, small, with a few mud huts, a few
palm-trees, a few cattle, and a popua-
lation of halfstarved, diseased Arabs, and
Egyptians. Nous avons changé tout eela "
the French may well exclaim. Good build-
ings have been erected where all, a few
years ago, was tumble-down wretchedness
and filthy squalor. Factories for pressing
cotton and constructing simple machinery,
mills for grinding corn and extracting oil,
have been erected, and the town bears that
busy, bustling aspect which denotes that its
Oriental lethargy has well-nigh gone, and
has been superseded by the energy of the
West.

In Suez, too, the canal works have already
effected a wonderful revolution. A magni-
ficent dry dock has been constructed, and the
most extensive dredging and breakwater-
making operations are in progress. The dry
dock is more than four hundred feet long
and nearly a hundred broad, whilst large
basins for the secure anchorage of ships and
steamers are being formed in front of it.
Steam power resounds on every side, on shore
and on water; the iron horse snorts, and
pants, and labors incessantly. The new
piers are being connected with the railway at
Cairo, and with the town of Suez by branch
lines of railway. The Egyptian govern-
ment, shamed into activity by the gigantic
works carried on by the canal company, is
constructing piers and basins of,its own at
Suez, and what was, ten years ago, one of the
laziest and filthiest of Eastern cities is now
all life and energy, whilst the constant
European supervision exercised over the
works prevents the Arab and Egyptian from
indulging in their usual license for the ae-
cumulation of filth.

The completion of the canal between the
Mediterranean and the Red Ses is, there-
fore, a question simply of time and money,
There are no physical difficulties to be en-
countered greater than those that have
already been encountered and overcome.
Immense sums of money have already been
spent, and immense sums must still he spent
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upon it, before it can be rendered fit to an-
swer the intended purpose—that is, the tran-
sit of large vessels from sea tosea. Already
goods can be conveyed from the Red Sea to
the Mediterranean, and viceversa, by means
of the fresh-water canal from Suez to Ismail-
yeh,and not the grand canal from Ismailyeh
to Port Sayd ; but ean also be conveyed from
Suez to Alexandria more conveniently by
rail, and more quickly too. The full pur-
pose of the Grand Suez Canal will not be at-
tained until large vessels are able to pass
through it from end to end, so that steamers
from Liverpool, London, Southampton, or
Marseilles may pass on, without unloading
in Egypt, through the Red Sea, to Bombay,
or Galle, or Caleutta, or China, or Australia,
as may be desired; and not till then will
the canal become remunerative.

For sailing vessels it can never be made
largely available, because the Red Sea is a
long, narrow, gulf-like sea, subject to the
_ monsoons, so that for one half the year sail-
ing vessels could only sail up it, and for the
other half of the year down it, without a
ruinous loss of time caused by the incessant
tacking necessary, and considerable danger.

Again, during the blowing of the kham-
sin, or the simoom, the canal will be liable.
constantly liable, to have its works, its locks,
ete., rendered temporarily useless by the
deposit of large guantities of drift sand.
Hedging back the sand by means of pali-
sades on both sides of the eanal may do
something toward preventing its flowing or
sinking into the body of the excavations,
and the vegetation, encouraged on both sides
of the embankment, may also do something
toward preventing the drift sand being so
troublesome as it might otherwise be; but
the work will always be liable to great dan-
gers from the nature of the desert around it.
No one has experience sufficient, nor is it

. possible for any one to have this experience
for many years, to enable him ‘o say what
the effect of the peculiar circumstances
under which it is constructed will be upon
its completion and its subsequent working.

That it is a great, a grand work, is indis-
putable-—a work worthy of a great people
to undertake, and which a great people only
push to completion—a work which, if left
to Egypt and the Egyptian government
only, would probably never be constructed.
‘Whether it will ever pay its consfructors as
a commercial speculation remains to be
seen, and is, in my opinion, very doubtful.

Nothing can exceed the kindness of the
French authorities, and of M. de Lesseps in
particular, in affording ever facility for
strangers properly introduced to inspect the
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works. There is no concealment, no ex=
clusiveness, The work is cosmopolitan,
and it is carried out by the Frenchengineers
and overseers in a cosmopolitan spirit.

It is a curious fact that the valley be-
tween the towns of Zagazig and Ismailyeh,
through which the fresh-water canal passes,
is called both by the French employees and
by the natives in the neighborhood the val-
ley of Goshene. The Arabs did not seem to
know anything of the origin or the extent of
this appellation, nor does it appear to have
formed the subjeet of any investigation. I
do not believe it to be -a name descending
from remote antiquity, but simply a
modern coinage, perhaps introduced by the
French themselves, and adopted by the
natives. .If it could be proved to be an ap-
pellation of remote antiquity, handed down
through all the historieal periodsof Egyptian
history, from the days of the Pharaohs to
those of the Moslem viceroys, it would be a
fact of the highest interest, as well in an
historical as in a philological point of view.
— Bentley's Miscellany.

BLEEDING BREAD.

A very remarkable addition to our know-
ledge of the peculiar action of these in-
fusoria has just been made by Dr. Erdmann,
of Berlin. The singular phenomenon of
«bleeding bread” has been occasionally
noticed from the-earliest times; thus Alex-
ander the Great, gecording to the account
given by Quintus Curtius, was appalled by
the appearance of blood flowing from inside
his soldiers’ bread during the siege of Tyre
in 332 B. C. His seer, Aristander, foresaw
in the flowing of blood from the inside of
the bread a favorable omen for the Mace-
donians, and the soldiers thus inspirited
captured Tyre. From the year 1004, the
phenomenon of the bleeding Host and
bread, as well as the * bewitched bloody
milk,” was observed several times each
century; thus it was noticed in 1264, under
Urban IV., at Bolsena, not far from Civita
Vecchia, and Raphael has taken thisfor the
subject of his picture called the Miraculo
di Bolsena.” In 1383, when Heinrich von
Bulow destroyed the village and Church of
Wilsnach, drops of blood were found eight
days afterwards, on the Host placed on the
altar. In 1510, thirty-eight Jews were
burnt to ashes because ‘‘they had tortured
the consecrated Host until it bled.” In the
year 1819, the same phenomenon was seen
at Legnano, near Padua, and in con-
sequence of the great excitement produced
in the minds of the inhabitants, a Govern-
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ment Commission was appointed to investi-
gate the cause of the appearance of blood-
stains on food, which about the end of
August was to be seen in more than three
hundred houses, and the priests were for-
bidden to exorcise the supposed witcheraft.
The same appearance was observed on the
Moselle, in 1824, and in 1848 the celebrated
mieroscopist, Ehrenburg, had an opportuni-
ty of examining this singular phenomenon
in Berlin. The (conclusion which he ar-
rived at, from the careful microscopic in-
vestigation of the red stains: on bread,
cheese, and potatoes, was that it is caused
by small monads or vibrios, which have a
red color, and are so minute that from
46,656,000,000,000 to 884,736,000,000,000
distinet beings occupy the space of one cubic
inch. In Awugust, 1866, a piece of roast
veal was handed to Dr. Exdmann upon
which a quantity of these blood-stains was
found, giving the meat the appearance of
having had a mixture of cherry and rasp-
‘berry sauce poured over it, dried, and then
partially washed off with water. In this
red portion, large numbers of vibrios were
seen in rapid motion, ¢ dancing like a swarm
of gnats in the sunshine.” Dr. Erdmann
next tried to inoculate these red stains on
to other articles of food, and in this he was
perfeetly successfull ; after thirty-six hours,
the bread upon which a few particles of
the red matter were placed became stained
almost throughout of a bright erimsen color.
A mieroscopic examination of this bread
showed that the stargh granules of the
bread remained uncolored, and that the
formation of the red substance only occurred
on the glutén or nitrogenous portion of the
flour. He also showed that the disease
could be communicated to many other al-
buminous substances,—such as the white of
egg, serum of blood, potatoes, etc. ; indeed
that the contagion could be communicated
without direct inoculation, as the particles
floated about in the air, and all the moist
bread and potatoes left exposed in the labor-
atory where he was carrying on his experi-
ments became imbued with the color.

In his further investigation of the nature

of the phenomenon, Dr. Erdmann arrived at |

two most interesting conclusions: [1] the
color is not due to the vibrios themselves,
which are perfectly colorless, but it is pro-
duced by them from the albuminous matter
contained in the food wpon which the stains
appear; [2] this coloring matter can be
separated from the animals which produce
it, and appears to be indentical in its pro-
perties with the well-known aniline color
known a¢ ‘“‘magenta,” now so much in

165

vogue. Here then we have a real manu-
factory of coal-tar colors from albumen, by
the help, of small infusoria. Who knows
but that as we now have plantations of
cacti on which the small cochineal insect
feeds which yields us carmine, so we may
in time grow our magenta by the aid of
these most minute vibrios !—Edinburgh Re-
view.

TREASURES.

I have some withered flowers
That are softly laid away,

Not because they were so beautiful,
And fragrant in their day;

But little fingers clasped them,
And little lips caressed,

And little hands so tenderly
Laid them on “mother’s” breast.

The paper that enfolds them
‘Was white in other years;

But it’s yellow now and erumpled,
And stained with many tears.

Yet, though they look so worthless,
This paper and the flowers,

They clasp and hold, like links of gold,
Memories of jewel-hours, .

I have some little ringlets,
They are softly laid away;
Their lustre and their beauty
Are like the sun’s glad ray.
But 'tis not for this I prize them—
1t is that they restore
The tender grace of a loving face
That gladdens earth no more.
As shipwrecked men at midnight
Have oft been known to cling
With a silent prayer, in wild despair,
To some frail, floating thing—
8o I, in darkened moment,
Clasp, with a voiceless prayer,
‘Whilst wand’ring wide on grief’s deep tide,
These locks of golden hair,

1 have some broken playthings
That are softly laid away,

With some dainty little garments,
Made in a long past day.

To each there is a history,
But this I mey not tell,

Lest the old, old flood of sorrow
Again should rise and swell.

Now that the skies are brightened,
And the fearful storm is o’er,

Let me sit in tender calmness
On Memory’s silent sbore,

And count the simple treasures
That still remain to show

Where Hope's fair freight, by saddest fate,
Was shipwrecked long ago.

I have another treasure
That is softly laid away,
And though I have not seen it
This many a weary day,
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From everything around me
Comes a token and a sign

That ’tis fondly watched and guarded,
And that it still is mine.

‘When the flowers lie dead in winter,
In their winding-sheets of snow,

‘We know they’ll rise to charm our eyes
Again in summer’s giow.

Thus I, in this chill season,
‘When frost and darkness reign,

‘Wait the blest spring whose warmth shall

Life to my flower again. [bring
- Home Journal.
Original.
AN ENGLISH CHRISTMAS, PAST AND
PRESENT,
BY J. M. W.

A thousand happy reminiscences throng the
memory at the return of Christmas, and there
are very few of us who do not cherish kindly
and pleasant recollections of this, the blithest,
merriest festival of the year. Closely linked
with the hearty fellowship, universal jollity,
and social reunion, there is a quaint com-
mingling of Pagan superstition and Christian
ceremonies, of feasting and fasting, of license
and penance, that gives to Christmas charac-
teristics that distinguish it as the chief of
holidays.

For fourteen hundred years all Christendom
has observed the 25th of December in com-
memoration of the Nativity, though probably
the real anniversary would be more correctly
placed in midsummer. Our thoughts naturally
revert to the favored plains of Bethlehem,
where, in rich, sweet, melting song, the choral
harmonies of the skies were wafted upon the
midnight air to the wondering senses of the
shepherds of Judea, announcing that Carist
was born; that the glory of God was en-
shrined in frail, feeble clay;and that man’s
long-promised redemption was about to be ac-
complished.

But for the inception of the prevailing
jollities of Christmas, we must go back to a
period far anterior to the birth of the Mes-
sish, and long before the legions of Casar lay
enshrouded beneath the white cliffs of Kent.
The winter solstice inspired the gladness of
the nations, and, in what is now our month
of December, they celebrated the cemmence-
ment of the lengthening of the days, and the
fivst faint indications of approaching spring.

The Saturnalia of Rome was marked by gen-
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eral license and merry-making., The slave
and his master met on equal footing, business
was suspended, the houses were decorated
with evergreens, presents were exchanged,
and all feasted and rejoiced. In the gloomy
and frozen north, large fires were kindled in
honor of Odin and Thor ; and the blood of
man and beast flowed together upon Druidical
altars. In the early days of Christianity, the
greatest opposition was encountered by its
apostles when warning their converts against
indulging in their wonted heathen revels;
and the clergy were at last compelled to make
a compromise by amalgamating the Pagan

‘| and the Christian elements in the celebration,

and fixing it as the season of the Nativity ;
and thus we bave the incongruous medley
that composes the festivities of Christmas.

Christmas-eve practically ushers in the
holidays,and they are continued until Twelfth-
night, or the 6th of January. Of the former,
ag it existed long ago, we have & most graphic
picture in Sir Walter Scott's ¢ Marmion” :

¢ On Christmas-eve the bells were rung,
On Christmas-eve the mass was sung;
That only night in all the year |
Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear.
The damsel donned her kirtle sheen,
The hall was dressed with holly green;
Forth to the wood did merry men go,
To gather in the mistietoe.
Then opened wide the baron’s hall
To vassal, tenant, 'serf, and all ;
Power laid his rod of rule aside,
And Ceremony doffed his pride;
The heir, with roses in his shoes,
That night might village partner choose ;
The lord, underogating, share
The vulgar game of ¢ post and pair,”
All hailed with nncontrolled delight
And general voice, the happy night
That, to the cottage as the erown,
Brought tidings of salvation down;
The fire, with well-drled logs supplied,
‘Went roaring up the chimney wide;
The huge hall-table’s oaken face,
Scrubbed till it shone, the day to grace,
Bore then upon its massive board
No mark to part the squire and lord ;
Then was brought in the lusty brawn
By old blue-coated servant man;

" Then the grim boar's-head frowned on high,
Crested with bays and rosemary;
The wassail round in good brown bowls,
Garnished with ribbons, blithely trolls;
There the huge sirloin reeked; hard by
Plum-porridge stood, and Christmas pie ;
Nor failed old Scotland to produce,
At such high tide, her savory goose;
Then came the merry masquers in,



AN ENGLISH CHRISTMAS PAST AND PRESENT.

And carols roared with blithesome din;
If unmelodious was the song,
It was a hearty note, and strong.
‘Who lists may in their mumming see
Traces of ancient mystery:
‘W hite shirts supplied the masquerade,
And smutted cheeks the visors made;
But; oh, what masquers, richly dight,
Could boast of bosoms half 8o light ?
England was merry England when
Old Christmas brought his sports again.”
Two of the popular customs of the present
day—the hanging up of the mistletoe, and the
burning of the Yule-log,~are directly trace-
able to our Druid ancestors. The ancient
Britons regarded the mistletoe with religious
reverence, and on its sacred anniversary, ac-
companied by their priests, the pageant sallied
forth in search of the mystic parasite. When
they had reached the oak on which the misile-
toe grew, two white bulls were bound to it,
and the high priest, clad in pure white robes,
climbed up and cut the worshipped plant
with a golden knife, while another Druid re-
ceived it in the folds of his garments. The
two animals, and frequently human victims,
were then sacrificed, and the festivities were
thus inaugurated. The mistletoe was next
distributed in small pieces to the multitude,
by whom it was suspended in little sprays
above their doorways as a propitiation to the
gods, in the season of frost and snow. And
this Christmas it will be found in the cottage
of the peasant and in the palace of the
Queen ; while the fair one who may be found
beneath runs the risk of being kissed by any
one finding her in such dangerous proximity.
The Yule-log is a memento of sun-worship,
and of Bcandinavian fires in his honor, and is
still burnt in many parts of England upon
the Christmas-eve. In feudal times it was
the most joyous feature of the celebration.
‘With song and shout, this venerable product
of the forest was dragged into the rude baro-
nial hall and beneath the spacious chimney.
Every one saluted it as it passed him by un-
covering his bead, and it was then kindled
with the carefully-preserved remains of its
predecessor. Herrick, a poet of the seven-
teenthr century, has given us an inspiriting
song for the occasion. En parenthdse, our
Christmas poets are not usually teetotalers :
Gome, bring with a noiseé,
My merry, merry boys,
The Christmas-log to the firing,
‘While my good dame she
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BidsTye all be free,
And drink to your heart’s desiring.
'With the last year’s brand
Light the new block, and,
For good success in his spending,
On your psalteries play,
That sweet luck may
Come while the log is & tending.

“Drink now the strong beer,
Cut the white loaf here,
The while the meat is a shredding
For the rare mince pie,
And the plums stand by
To fill the paste that’s a kneading.”

An invariable accompaniment to the Yule-
log was the candle of monstrous dimensions
which illumined the groaning board, and from
which we derive our modern Christmas-
candles.

In Devonshire, the Yule-log is represented
by the Ashton-faggot, a bundle of ash-sticks
tied together by nine bands of the same wood,
which is burnt amidst the greatest merriment.
The master is once again upon a level with
his servant, and all engage in sports together.
Leaping in sacks, diving for apples, and jump-
ing for cakes and treacle, are the time-honored
amusements, and for every snap of the fag-
got upon the hearth the master must furnish
another foaming beaker of cider or egg-nog.

In remote districts of the country there
gtill exists a belief that the cattle in their
stalls bow their knees in adoration of the
child Jesus; that the bees may be heard-ot
ging in their hives; and that bread bakedon
Christmas-eve never grows mouldy.

The mumming—or guising, as the Scots
have it—occupied a prominent place in the
revels of the olden time, and, though not
carried to the same extent as formerly, itis by
no means altogether forgotten in some locali-
ties. The early British Christians, upon the
feast of the Circumcision, or New-Years-day,
are said to have put on masks of most ridicu-
lous features, and, thus attired, to have carica-
tured the superstitions of the Saturnalia ; and
they also frequently shared in th® pastimes
of their pagan neighbors, The clergy en-
deavored to metamorphose these heathen routs
into less objectionable amusements, and the
result was a semi-religious drama in which'
the ecclesiastics themselves sometimes joined.
But the mumming i8 now & mere masquerade-
where the performers disguise themselves for

the purpose of exciting laughter or admira-
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tion by the gorgeous or absurd costumes in
which they are arrayed. In the old-time re-
vels, the Lord of Misrule was the all-impor-
tant personage at Christmas-time. The King,
the Mayor, and the Sheriffs of London, with
numberless others, all had their Lord of
Misrule as master of the ceremonies, and it
was & point of friendly emulation as to which
should make the rarest sport for the specta-
tors. In the Inns of Court in London, the
Lord of Misrule was surrounded by the
splendor and pageantry of royalty ; having
hie lord-keeper and treasurer, his guard of
honor, and even two chaplains, who preached
before him on the Christmas-Sabbath. A
chronicler of the times tells us that so lately
as 1635, this royal fool expended some two
thousand pounds upon the requirements of
his office, and at the close of his reign was
knighted by King Charles 1. at Whitehall.
The clown in the Christgas pantomimes of
London is the best representative of the more
antiquated Lord of Misrule, and the extrava-
gancies of the former now afford the children
one of the greatest treats in the whole year.

As the clocks repeat the midnight hour, the
bells of the churches, changing and chiming,
usher the glad coming of another Christmas-
morn ; and from many an ivy-clad belfry may
be heard some of the simple airs of the church
psalmody, played with surprising exactness
and beauty; while out in the drifting storm,
or beneath the placid, moon-lit sky, the waits
chant, in quaint old rhyme, the Christmas-
carols. Though once the term nad a wider
signification, the waijts are now a band of
singers gathered together for the occasion, or
more frequently the choir of the village
church, who go from house to house, singing
some old hymn or ballad on the birth of
Christ, and who, with the proceeds received,
usually meet in social gathering on Twelfth-
night. Some of these carols are rugged as
primitive verse could be, while all are char-
acterized by extreme simplicity.

In the banqueting-halls of the feudal
barons, the energies of cook and servitor were
tasked to the utmost to arrange a tempting
bi'l of fare. All the wealthy kept open house
during the holidays, and good cheer was pro-
vided without stint or measure. On Christ-
mas-day the grand feast was served, and of

_all the dishes the boar's-head was best loved
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and most diligently honored. Preceded by
merry song, and heralded by blast of trumpets,
it was borne in upon a dish of gold or silver
and followed by a train of lords, and knights
and ladies, chanting as they walked a song
in its praise. Next in importance as a Christ-
mas dish, came the peacock. The bird was
first carefully skinned and his plumage pre-
served, and then, after being dressed for the
table, his resplendent garment was restored,
and with outspread tail, gilded beak, and
lustrous eyes, it glistened upon the board in
almost its living magnificence. Geese, capons,
pheasants, and venison, were the garnishing
accompaniments, and the fluids were proffered
in just as great abundance. A sensual old
singer of six hundred years ago tells us of
how madly they drank as well as ate in those
days:

[y )

Leings Chriims oze ool ks
English ale that drives out thinking—
Prince of liguors, old or new.

¢ Every neighbor shares the bowl,
Drinks the spicy liguor deep;,
Drinks his fill without control,
Till he drowns his care in sleep.” Y

The glory of boar’s-head and peacock has
departed, and roast-beef and plum-pudding
hold undivided sway over the Christmas ap-
‘petites of England. Though the repast isnot
so rude as it was five hundred years ago, it is
‘still one of lavish abundance—very often of
uproarious merriment, The drinking orgies
which in the past characterized the Christmag
feast are now, however, less extensively in-
dulged in. The temperance reform has
effected a wonderful transformation. Though
much license i8 even now allowed at this
season, yet there is & stigma attaching to the
excess that still frequently occurs that res-
pectable men wisely shun; and in the do-
mestic management of the households of rich
and poor there is a growing improvement in
thisrespect. But amidst so much of feasting
and amusement, of revelry and excitement, of
pleasure-seeking and self-gratification, the
charities of England have a world-wide
celebrity ; and a strong plea for the mainten-
ance of Christmas observances might”be de-
duced from the large-hearted, open-handed
benevolence that at this season so freely dis-
penses of its abundance to the necessities of
those whom Providence has less highly
favored.
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Miscellancons Selections, ~

RS-

FRANKLIN, the St. Benjamin of the typo-
graphical profession, made one of the greatest
blunders on record ;In his day. In putting to
press a “form” of the Common Prayer, the
letter “¢” dropped out of the passage, ‘“‘we
shall all be changed in the twinkling of an
eye,” without his noticing it. WHhen the book
came into use, what was the consternation of
the devout when they read, ‘‘we shall all be
hanged in the twinkling of an eye.”

ENGLISH FOR THE PORTUGUESE.—A little
book-has been published in Paris, professing to
teach the Portuguese how to converse in En-
glish, which contains a most amusing collection
of errors. One dialogue commences thus: ¢ Do
you compose without doubt also some small
discourses in English ?” ¢ Not yet I don’t make
that some exercises.” ‘Do you speak English
alwais 2" “‘Sometimes: though i flay it yet.”
¢ ¢ You jest, you does express you self very well.”
Among the anecdotes 18 the following: ‘ One-
eyed was lald agalnst a man which had good
eyes that he saw better than him. The party
was accepted. ‘I had gain over said the one-
eyed; why I see you two eyes, and you not look
me who one,” Here, again, iIs the last para-
graph of the preface: “We expect then, who
the little book (for the care what we wrote him,
and for her typographical correction) that may
be worth the acceptation of the studious persons
and especially of the Youth, at which we dedi-
cate him partitularly.”

CHINESE MEDICAL PRACTICE.—The physician
approaches the sick room with courtesy and
politeness, and having ascertained the nature
of the disease of his patient, proceeds to pre-
pare his prescription. Their prescriptions are
generally vast compounds; they go on the sup-
position, very common withother practitioners,
that it is best to give several remedies together,
so that one or another of them will hit the case.
Sometimes they compound as many as fifty to
elghty different ingredients, and stew them
altogether and then administer them. They
hardly ever prescribe less than fifteen or twenty
simple medicines. The physician is not so
much g prescriber as a seller of medicine. He
tells his customers what he thinks best for
them or their friends, but it i8 very frequently
the case that they make the selection. For in-
stance, he may make up a prescription of ten or
thirty remedies to be compounded, when the
question will arise, how much is this to cost?
The physiclan makes as low an estimate as
possible and replies. The patient or friend may
think ‘it too high, that it cannot be afforded;

and one article or another is thrown out to re-
duce the cost—often the’article most valuable
tothe patient. In some cases they cannotagree
on a prescription or its price, and the patient
deliberately gives himself up to die rather than
pay the price demanded.

A STORY oF CoUNT BisMARCK.—The Daheim
tells a story of Count Bismarck which amusing-
ly illustrates the well-known fondness of that
minister for a practical joke. One day, while
he was dining in his hotel, at the table d’hote, he
observed two young ladies sitting opposite him
who were talking and laughing in a very loud
tone. Hesoon perceived that they were making .
fun of the company, and that their remarks
were especially directed against himself; but
he could not understand a word of what they
were saying, as they spoke in the Lettish lan-
guage, evidently making sure that no one at
the table was acquainted with it. Although the
Count was ignorant of the language, he had,
however, learnt two or three Lettish words
during a recent tour in Courland, and he de-
termined to use his knowledge s0 as to discon-
cert his fair assailants. Turning toa friend who
sat near him, he whispered, “When you hear
me speak in a foreign language, give me your
watch-key.” Meanwhile the ladies went on
talking more loudly than ever, and by the time
the dessert was put on the table their hilarity
had reached its climax. At length, during &
pause after a somewhat heartier burst of laugh-
ter than usual, Count Bismark said quietly
to his friend, “Dohd man to azleck” (‘Give
me the key"). The effect was instantaneous;
the ladies started as if they were shot, and,
with their faces covered with blushes, they
rushed out of the room.

A HuMAN TIMEPIECE.—A wonderful story Is
told of a man named J. D. Chevalley, a native
of Switzerland, who had in 1845, at the age of
sixty-six, arrived at an astonishing degree of
perfection in reckoning time by an internal
movement. He was, in fact, a human time-
piece or living clock. In his youth he was &cC-
customed to pay great attention to the ringing
of bells and vibrations of pendulums, and by
degrees he acquired the power of counting a
succesgion of intervals exactly equal to those
which the vibrations of the sound produced.
Being on board a steamboat on Liake Geneva, on
July 14th, 1832, he engaged to indicate to the
crowd around the lapse of & quarter of an hour,
or a8 many minutes and seconds as any one
chose to name, and this during a most diversi-
fied conversation with those standing by; and
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further, to indicate by his voice the moment
when the hand passed over the quarter,
minutes, or any other subdivision previously
stipulated, during the whole course of the ex-
periment. This he did without mistake, not-
withstanding the exertions of those about him
to distract his attention, and clapped his hands
at the conclusion of the fixed time. His own
account of his gift was as follows: I have ac-
quired by imitation, labor, and patience, a
movement which neither thought nor labor nor
anything can stop., It is similar to that of a
pendulum, which at each moment of going and
returning gives me the space of three seconds,
so that twenty of them make a minute, and
these 1 add to others, continually.”

MAKING GLASS EYEs,~I1t i8 said that there
are in New York at least seven thousand people
who wear false eyes. The manufacture ofthese
eyes is done entirely by hand, and is thus de-
cribed by the American Artisan: *“A man sits
down behind a jet of gas flame, which is pointed
and directed as he wishes by a blow-pipe. The
pupil of the eye Is made with a drop of black
glass, imbedded in the centre of the iris. The
blood-vessels seen in the white of the eye are
easily put in with red glass, while the optic is
glowing with heat likea baliofgold. The whole
eye can be made inside of an hour, and is at
once ready to put in. The reader should know
that it is simply athin glass shell, which is in-
tended to cover the stump of the blind eye.
After being dipped in water this shell is slipped
in place, being held by the eyelids. The secret
of imparting motion to it, depends npon work-
ing the glass eye so that it shall fit the stump.
1f it is too large, it will not move; if it fits nice-
ly, it moves in every particular like the natural
eye, and it is quite impossible, in many cases,
to tell one from the other. The operation is not
in the least painful, and those who have worn
them a number of years feel better with them
in than when they are out. A glass eye should
be taken out every night, and put in in the
morning. In three or four years the false eye
has become 8o worn that a new one has to be
obtained. Some ladies, who live at a distance
from the manufactory, keep a box of glass
eyes on hand, in case of accident, for besides
wearing out, they will Jbreak under certain
circumstances.,”

A CASE oF CONSCIENCE.—Major Wisp, of the
New York Evening Post, writing from Dubuque,
Iows, relates the following bit of local history:
“On Turkey river, at a more recent period,
lived Amasa Barker, a worthy itinerant minis-
ter of the Methodist Church. Besides being a
fisher of men he was a fisher of fish, and also
delighted in the pleasures of the chase. Tohim
one fine Saturday night came another son of
Nimrod, Jack Waters. Jack woke up the min-
ister by calling to him outside. The parson put
his head out of the door and recognized his
friend at once. *Mr. Barker,” says Jack, “fine
night for ‘coon hunting. Can you come out and
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have ashot?” A muffled protest in a feminine
volce was faintly heard within the house; but
the good minister was too ardent a hunter to
yield even to petticoat influence. A moment
later he appeared at the door in hunting trim,
and the two men started off, although the pro-
test was repeated more strenuously, accompan=
ied by the apparition at a window of a head en-
cased in a ruffled nightcap. Spite of the fine
night, however, and the skill of two hunters,
luck was against them ; and several hours had
passed before they met with anything worth
taking home. At last the parson descried a
fine coon in a tree. Being a sprightly parson
and an agile, he climbed up after the animal,
following it to quite aheight. At last, getting a
good chance, he levelled his gun, “Why don’t
you fire ?” hoarsely whispered Jack, after wait-
ing several minutes, during which the parson
remained suddenly transfixed, neglecting to
pull the trigger. “I say, Mr. Waters,” he re-
plied, “what time is it? Remember this is
Saturday night.” ¢“No it isn’t,” says Jack,
looking at his watch, “it’s Sunday morning.
Just five minutes past twelve. Now, fire quick;,
you won’t have such a chance again.,” ¢No,
no,” replies the minister, *“it won’t do, Mr.
Waters. Too late now; we must come another
time.” ¢But just give the coon a crack,” urged

Jack. “Can’t do it,” said the minister, slowly
descending. “Recollect what the command-
ment says: ‘Remember the Sabbath day to

keep it holy’—coon or no coon.”

THE HUMAN Froa.—There is a man on exhi-
bition in London who calls himself ¢ Natator,”»
or the human frog, and who performs feats
under water. Mr. F, Buckland has examined
him, and makes a report thereupon. * Natator,”
practises in an aquarium, and the following are
some of his feats: “ He descends, and eats under
water a sponge cake or a bun. He opens his
mouth to show that he has really swallowed it.
1t is most difficult to swallow cake under water
without also swallowing water. It required
three years’ practice to do this performance
with safety; for if, when under water, he should
happen to cough, the water would enter, he
would instantly be choked, and a serious acci-
dent would ensue. Ascending to the surface, a
soda-water bottle is handed to bim; he dives
with it to his perch at the bottom, and drinks
down the contents, viz: a halfpennyworth of
milk; he chooses milk because of the color, and
in order that the audience may see that he ac-
tually drinks it from the bottle; this is a most
difficult trick, as it is hard to swallow the milk
without the water getting into his mouth. A
lighted pipe is handed to him; he takes a few
whiffs above water, and then descends with it;
when under water, he Imanages somehow to
keep it alight and to emit bubbles which, com-
ing to the surface, burst in little puffs of tobaceo
smoke. Coming to the surface, he shows that
his pipe is still alight. He is a young man,
twenty years old, five feet seven and a half
inches in stature, and nine stone six pounds in

N
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weight; he is lightly-built, but exceedingly well
made and muscular. His pulse, on coming out
of the water, gave one hundred and forty-eight
beats to the minute; twenty minutegafter, they
were ninety-two to the minute. When he first
began to practise long stays under water, some
four years since, he used to suffer from severe
headaches, but now these have quite disappear-
ed; he never has rheumatism, or other ache or
pain in any form, though he goes through his
performance at half-past ten every night, and
sometimes twice a day. The water in his
aquarium he manages to Keep at a temperature
of about sixty-two degrees, but the warmer the
water is, the longer he can stay in, and the
easier his performances become. The longest
time he has ever remained under water at a
stretch has been sixty-nine seconds, and last
Saturday week he remained sixty-four; his or-

dinary tricks require from ten to thirty seconds
under water.

AX ORIENTAL DINNER.—People are not apt
to think how much the enjoyment of convivial
honors and polite hospitalities depends upon
harmony of manners and identity of education.
Travellers in foreign countries find it necessary
to learn one lesson, which, when acquired, must
add somewhat to their comfort, and that is, not
1o be too nice. A recent * howadji,” writing of
his journeyings *“On the Nile,” communicates
some amusing experiences of his own, from
which we take an extract: ‘Fancy a rough,
honest navvy doomed to dine at a Belgravian
dinner party! He would feel about as handy
with his knife and fork, and as happy in his
surroundings, as we did deprived of those useful
instruments, and eating before Mustapha Aga
and the ‘Cadi in that dimly lighted but luxurious
chamber of Amunoph’s temple. Did you ever
accomplish a meal with nothing to help you
but your hands? No? Then just try it, and
think what we must have suffered as course
after course—fowl, pilaff, game—tripped up the
heels of its fellow on the little round table
wheroat we were seated in such illustrious com-
panfonship. It is true that a slave brought
round water after each course, and thata snowy
napkin was given to each guest; jbut some of
the dishes were soft and pappy, and each man
dipped, his fingers into the dish and fed by
mouthfuls. The Cadi had a detestably indefi-
nite way of hooking up his food in the hollow of
his hand, which scandalized the professor, who
sat next to him, mightily, “Will you take
some goose 7" sald Mustapha, addressing Smith,
#Tt is one I shot yesterday.” And he laid hold

" on one leg of the bird, while Bmith tore away
theother. It reminded me of breaking a merry-
thought with your neighbor, for neither was
sure which would get the larger half, After-
wards I was treated to a pull, and got & wing.
The professor came in for the breast; therewas
-some dificnlty, 1 remember, in detaching the
breast; but after a deal of spluttering it was
accomplished. It is neediess to say thatour
awkwardness at the feast was taken in good-

171

part, and that we all laughed heartily and en-
joyed ourselves to the full. In fact, the Cadi,
a fat, moon-faced man, laughed till he nearly
rolied on to the floor. A gilt ewer and basin
were brought in at the finish, and water poured
over the hands of each guest by a robed and
turbaned Oriental, even as Elisha poured water
on the hands of his master.— Leisure Hour.

RETIRE FRoM LIFE.—I observe that trees
keep all their beauty to the closing periods.
How beautiful is the tree when it comes out of
winter, and puts onall its delicate tints and
shades of green! We then look upon the tree
as though it was a new ¢reation, and we say,
“Qurely, God never made anything so beautiful *
as these trees;” and yet when summer deepens
their hues, and they have become more robust,
and we see what vigor and freshness and succu-
lency there is in them, we say, ¢ After all, give
me the summer tints, They are far better than
the spring delicacies.” And yet, when the Oc-
tober days have come, and the last part of the
tree life for the year is enacted, and we [see the
gorgeous yellows, the rieh browns, and the mag-
nificent scarlets, we say, ¢ There, the 1ast is the
best.” And might we not takejpattern from the
trees? Might we not follow ,up our youth and
manhood with fair colors and delicate tints to
the end of life? I do not think a man ought to
want to rest in this world. He may desire to
achieve the means of setting himself free from
physical taxation. He may say: “I will re-
linguish in a measure, this, that I may transfer
my activity to other spheres.” That, it s proper
for a man to do. But for a man to retire from
life and society after he has been an active force
therein, and filled his sphere with usefulness,
and seen the fruit of his labor multiplied at his
hand, and known the satisfaction of well-spent
years—nature itself rebukes it, But many a -
man at the age of forty-five years, says to him-
gelf: %1 am worth 500,000, and what a foollam
to work any longer! Iam going to buy me an
estate in the country, and be a gentleman,” He
buys him an estate, and undertakes to be a gen-
tleman; but a man who has nothing to do is no
gentleman, He goes into the country, and
learns how to gape, and learns how to wish he
knew what to do. He goes into the country in
order to take the cars every morning, and come
to the city every day to see what is going on.
And he soon discovers that he has made a mis-
take, and says: “ What a fool I was! I thought
I was unhappy, but I see that I was not.” And
he becomes discontented, and before two years
have gone he sells his country place for fifty per
cent. less than he gave, and goes back to the
city and enters into 8 new partnership, and says,
«1 have learned that a man had better not give
up business so long as he 18 able to attend toit.”
He could, T think have learned it without going
through that practice. A man ought not to be
obliged to stumble upon every evil of life in
order to find it.out. Something ought to be
learned from other people’s blunders, There
are enough of them.~H, W. Beecher,
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A STORY FOR A BIRTHDAY.

BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL, QUEBEC.

Concluded.
CHAPTER III.

Morning, bright morning! how lovely are
you in the first blooming of your early
beauty, before the sun sips off your dewy
freshness, and you become matured under
his warm gaze! Ah! little do the gay vo-
taries of fashion know of the feast of good
things the Father prepare for his children,
the large table he daily spreads. Walk out!
walk out! and see for yourself, and you'take
with you added health, energy and happi-
ness for companions. See God’s creatures,
with less wisdom, and, strange to say, yet
more rational than ourselves, using the light
" a8 it is given to them, ever working and
singing to their Maker’s praise, and those to
whom life only can be said to be given in a
modified sense—the trees and plants—grow-
ing for Him, filling the air with their fra-
grance, the very perfume of a Father’s pre-
sence. Look at God’s works, see in them
the living expression of His goodness and
smile ; see Himssilently working everywhere,
and think can you afford to trifle away time
when He can spare none, and you, too, to
whom time is but the growth into eternity—
as the poet says:

¢ Little drops of water,
Little grains of sand,
Make the mighty ocean
And the pleasant land.
Thus the little minutes—
Humble though they be--
Make the mighty ages
Of eternity.”

But with this digression we are forgetting
our little friends, in whose little green hearts
lay hidden all the germ of future brightness,
now shadowing forth as each new exigeney
of their life demanded it, and whb not hav-

ing tasted of fashion’s cup, did not require
to sleep off the poison of its dregs, and were
up with the sun, offering the first breathings
of their nature to Him who made them. All
busy and frisky.-were they, chirruping round,
in and out of the warm cabbage heart get-
ting breakfast, the dew of the morning their
coffee, and a crispy leaf curl their toast
After all was cleared away, the natural pro-
pensities of their nature (now developing
fast) to crawl away, being overcome by the
insatiable desire to acquire knowledge and
experience from their brother, they formed a
circle round to listen to the rest of his story,
which he at once began :

¢“My embrace and my fervid exclama-
tions did not at all embarrass my new
friend, but flashing up her eyes, she said,
¢ Another opportunity for good! Author of
my being I thank thee! anotherto warn; to
stimulate ; to encourage; another precious
inner life to save;’ and then turning to me,
shesweetly said, ¢ Tell me all you know about
yourself first, that I may see how to help,
and where to enlighten you.” ThisI did,
from the time we gaw the egg merging into
motion, up to my entry into the mossy cell.
She listened attentively, flashing again and
again those brilliant eyes—starting up with
affright as I told the humbling story of my
weakness and vanity, and sinking back with
flash after flash of brightness (whichstrange-
ly awed me), when I told of my escape—
«My young friend,’ she began, ‘you have
already tasted much of the pleasures, tempta-
tions, and trial of life, without being aware
of the true and the false of their nature
Know then that you are a larva,* produe-
ed as you saw from an egg, and quickened
into life by & great Creator, to whom every

* This name which signifies literally a mask,
waa given by Linngeus because the caverpillaris
a kind of outer covering or disguise of the future
butterfly within,
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thing owes its being, and who though unseen
iseverywhere present—your wishestherefore
to see Him, can only be satisfied in the sight
of His works, for no one can look upon Him
and live ; but to know Him, and feel a sense
of His love and presence, is your great pri-
vilege. He has placed within your keeping
an inner life, that when this frail body de-
cays and passes away, you will live again
in a brighter and more beautiful form,’
Agitated—1I sprung up-—a vision of beanty
was developing itself in my friend. ‘What
did it mean? Did I see the shadow of that
innerlife ? and again Icried out, ¢ Tellme!
oh, tell me what I am tobe; am I awaking
from a dream, and, ecstatic thought,am I the

casket to a psyche ' With a burst of enthu-
" siasm she replied, ¢ You are,—this body is
not your all; within you, indeed, is the germ
of an undeveloped psyche, which is to revel
in the delights of a higher and better exist-
ence. Oh, toput off this body—to be clothed
upon with that better body: Ilongto depart,
to be with those who have gone before. My
friend, my mission is nearly (as1 said be-
fore) ended ; should you remain to cheer my
last hours, you will no doubt'_ea,tch glimpses
of the future glory which I am waiting in
faith to receive. My few last moments of
strength shall be given to warn you, though
perchance to damp your happiness and
sense of secux“ity, for know that the second
life will be yours only as you care for it in
this. There is abroad an enemy, fascinat-
ing, subtle and dangerous, called ichneunmon
fiy * whose great delight is to destroy this

* There is a numerous tribe of insects, well
known to naturalists, called ichneumon flies;
which, in the larva state, are parasitical, that
is, inhabit and feed on other larve. This fiy
being provided with a long sharpsting, which is,
in fact, an ovipositor (egglayer), pierces with this
the body of a caterpillar in several places, and
deposits her eggs, which are there hatehed and
feed as grubs (larvee) on the inward parts of its
victim. The common cabbage caterpillaris often
thus attacked. A most wonderful circumstance
connected with this process is that a caterpillar
which is thus attacked goes on, feeding and ap-
parently thriving quite as well during the whole
of its larva life, as those that have escaped. For
by & wonderful provision of instinet, the ichneu-
mon grubs within donot injure any of the organs
of the larva, but feed only on the future butter-
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gecond life within you. Think then with
fear and joy of your escape, when I tell
you, that you nearly fell a victim to its
snares.” With what horror did I now listen,
grasping, not daring to interrupt, and well
knowing it was to the masked revellers my
friend alluded. ¢Of these you will have to
be constantly wateful, else the present de-
lights of their company will pierce you
through with many sorrows, and end in the
total destruction of your psyche. Sogreatis
their power that their victims do mnot see
their danger, nor ean it be seen in some
cases by others, till the hour of departure ap-
pears; then, in losing this body, they find
they have also lost their brighter and beiter
one, and die in anguish and despair. You
have, therefore, a work before you,—great,
good and glorious,—that life to care for,
this to work in—new germs of being toleave
behind you, and influence for good over all.
You are one more living token of the great-
ness and goodness of Him who made you,
and who will not leave nor forsake you
while you look to Him for help. Moreover,
I have heard it whispered that we (the lar-
ve) are honored instruments, used by Him
to give lessons of glorious immortality to the
highest of living beings, so high, that they
are made in the image of Him who created
them. If this be the case, my friend, how
noble our position ; truly, we were not made
for nanght, nor, as instinet, wisely told you,
were we made for egotistical or sensual pur-
poses. Rouse then, dream not life away ; do
all the good you can ; work while it is day—
night cometh when no one can work. Oh,
glory! glory, 'tis here! I feel the bursting
of the strong bonds of this mortality | I am

fly inclosed within it, and, consequently, it is
hardly possible to distinguish a caterpillar
which has these enemies within it from those
thatare untouched. Butwhen the periodarrives
for the close of the larva life, the difference ap-
pears ;—those that have escaped the parasites as-
suming the pupa state, from which they emege
butterflies. But as for the others the ich-
neumon grubs at this period issue forth and spin
their little cocoons of bright yellow silk, from
which they are to issue as flies. Of the unfor-
tunate caterpillar nothing remains but an empty
skin,the butterfly secretly consumed.— Whately’s
Future State Lecture.
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going ! adieu! adieu. A few moments of
awful silence ensued. I had covered my
head, and when I looked up again, Isaw a
glorious psyche rise from the ashes (so lately
a living larva) and soar upwards in the air,
far, fax out of my sight. ¢Oh, dear friend! I
mourned, to find you, to lose you again so
soon ; what might the dear delights of yourso-
ciety have been to me!’ and the inner voice
answered, ¢ She will never return to you, but
you will go to her. Follow on, then, in the
narrow safe path she pointed out to you,and
rejoice that you have been blessed by the
counsel, and been permitted the privilege of
cheeringthe dying bed of a believer!” With
one fond farewell of the heap of clay (all
that was left of my first friend), I started
towards home again, sorrowing, yet rejoic-
ing. I had not gone very far when it was
my lot to witness another jdeparture from
life ; but oh how different in results; how
sad in the details. I had stopped to rest,
erawling under the shelter of a crumbling
log to escape the observation of a giddy
throng whom I now hated as well as fear-
ed, when I saw another larva slowly and
painfully dragging herselfalong ; a sad pic.
ture of woe. Offering my aid I helped her
to a couch and asked her if she felt more
easy. Laughing scornfully, she replied :
¢Easy! no! easy! that is what I shall ne-
ver feelin life again. Tam dying, dying the
victim to mental anguish and a deceived
heart.’ ¢But, friend, you will live again,’
Ireplied. ¢Never!’ sheshrieked!’ ‘never!
I have destroyed my psyche. Do not mock
me with the thought. = I am lost—undone,a
lost psyche : echo it out; ring it till every
living thing hears, it, if you will, the fear-
ful word—lost !’ Exhausted she sunk back.
+ Great Maker of all, what have I done ? too
late—too late—I know it now—1I am lost.’
“Ah !’ she continued, looking at me and
speaking with bitterness, ¢ take warning by
me ; those gay friends who tempted me, of-
fered me the seat of ambition’s highest
flight, seduced and surrounded.me, have
cheated me, betrayed me ; and now that they
have done their work, left. me to die in
misery—robbing me of all that was worth
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having—giving me a phantom chase in re-
tarn. Oh, for time, ! oh, for life! MustI
die, and that for ever?’ And with a fright-
ful yell, that is still ringing through my ears
—she doubled up her body in agony—stretch-
ed out, and was no more. In vain I looked
for glimpses of a psyche ; it had indeed been
consumed, destroyed, it was not; anlin its
place was left nothing of the unfortunate
vietim, but a festering mass of worms, the
relics of earth’s most tempting enticements.”

My tale is ended! my story is done! its
moral remains to be pointed. May we not,
many of us, trace the analogy to onr own
case, and ask ourselves, can we whom God
beseeches for the early bud of our love, offer
Him the withered blossom of life, after
time has opened its petals and earth’s sun
exhaled their fragrance? Ought we, who
see our Father in the higher glories of His
greatest work, that of redemption, to give the
withered stalk of a worm-eaten and gnaw-
ed heart to Him who quickened it, redeem-
ed it, and offexrs to sanctify it? May the ef-
fect of our story upon you be equal to that
upon the loving little family, an episode in
whose history we have been trying to trace,
who applied this lesson of life to their hearts,
and it enabled them to bring forth the fruits
of a good living, a happy death, and a glori-
ous resurrection to immortality.

THE ROUGH-SHELLED OYSTER.
BY LYNDE PALMER.

‘“ Here, Image,” said Victor, ¢ you pro-
mised to be servant, if we'd let you come,—
take this other lunch-basket, quick, while I
climb up after that bunch of grasses and
columbine, for Flora.”?

Imogen stretched out a patient hand, and
toiled along like a little donkey laden with
panniers ; falling more and more into the
rear, in spite of her anxious efforts,

¢ Now, Florry,” said Vietor, panting back
again, I will make you a wreath,”

“No, I'd rather make it myself,” said
Florry.

« But I shall do it a thousand times bet-
ter.”

« And why, pray,” eried Florry, pouting
her pretty lips. ‘
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«] rLave the very best of reasons for
knowing that I éan do everything better than
you,” returned Vietor, with the calmest
superiority.

It was very provoking. Florry tried to
think of something very cutting and sarcas-
tic; but, failing in that, and the thermo-
meter being over 90, she burst into angry
tears. )

‘wDon'’t ery,” said Vietor, gaping, ¢ it
will spoil your pretty eyes; and girls are
good for nothing, if they are not pretty.
For instance, the Image now—but what has
become of her ? Perhaps we had better
wait under this tree; besides, I think we
have gone far enough; we will have our
supper here.”’

It was full five minutes before Imogen
appeared, with her face in a red heat, and
a liitle handkerchief, suspiciously wet, in
her fat hand.

«1 thought I was lost,” quavered she ;
4T ean’t keep up with the baskets ; they've
grown so heavy,—you don’t know.”

4 O yes, I do,” said Vietor, throwing him-
self back lazily. ¢ That same goblin who
goes about nights, putting round people into
square holes, and square people into round
ones,—always follows people with heavy
baskets, and drops a stone in every few
steps.”

Imogen lifted the covers with large,
frightened eyes.

« O, they're invisible,” said Victor,
s fairy stones, you know,” while Florry
laughed loud and long.

« But what an Image you are! how
frightfully you look 1"’ he continued. «Your
complexion is a perfect mahogzany, and
looks 8o queer with your white hair and
eyes! Dear mel asifit wasn't enough ofa
misfortune to be a girl, without—"" he be-
gan to whistle.

Imogen swallowed a lump in her throat,
and Florry complacently twined a curl of
spun gold around her finger.

Presently Victor finished his wreath, and
placing it on Florry’s head, gazed with great
satisfaction at the result.

¢ Imp 1" said he suddenly. Poor Imogen
started.

“You see before you the Sultan of Turkey,
and his two hundred and ninetieth wife!
Take the cup out of the basket, slave, and
run, get ussome cold water from the spring!
Remember you promised to mind every
word I said.”

Little Imogen ran with nérvous haste.

« That was good,” said Vietor, taking a
long draught, and handing it to Florry.

~ 4 The Sultan always drinks before his

.

wives, you know. Now, Image, you may
take off your broad-brimmed hat, which I
will try to imagine is an Oriental fan,—
and keep off the flies, while I take a little
nap.”

« How stupid and disagreeable !’ cried
Flora.

« That is very disrespectful,” said Vietor.

«Why, who am I talking to?'” cried
Florry, scornfully. ¢ Is it really the Sul-
tan ?’

« Some one very distinguished,” said the
unmoved Victor. ¢ 1 shall be very great
some day ; I have the surest proofs; Imp,”
said he, with an air of superb patronage,
“you are probably fanning a General
Grant or a Shakespeare !" .

Imogen looked impressed, as she shifted
the hat in her litile tired hands.

« Give us the proofs,” cried Florry, with
a jeering laugh., ¢ We’ve had boasting
enough.”

« Nothing could be surer,” repeated Vie-
tor. I read the other day (and, by the
way, I read a very different style of books
from most boys of my age,—much older,
you know) that you could tell from a per-
son’s features, what kind of a man he was
tomake. TFor instance, dark eyes generally
show power, and mine, you see, are like a.
bucket of tar! But what was most satis-
factory to my mind, was what was said
about noses. A small, straight nose,” he
looked at Florry, “ may be very preity
and delieate, but it will never accomplish
much. You will never be famous, Florry.
But a snub nose,” he turned with mingled
horror and pity, to the unfortunate Image,
« jg perfectly hopeless! Any one who has
it, must always be childish and weak ; it
would be perfectly impossible for that per-
gon ever to do anything grand or noble.
Now, don’t turn on the water, Image,—if
those eyes shouldn’t happen to wash now,
and should lose what little color they
have!”

Poor Tmage cried stealthily behind her
hat.

¢« But,” continued Vietor, triumphantly,
¢ 3 large nose, especially a Roman nose,—
like mine, for instance,”’—he passed his
fingers complacently over its ample pro-
portions,— can do anything in the world!
This is the kind of nose that has always con-
quered in battle; that has painted the
greatest pictures, and written the greatest
books. The people with small, common
features, have been pretty sure to have
small, common places in life; but you
never heard of a great man yet, who didn’t
have a big nose! It is useless to struggle
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against it, and I shan’t try. What couldn’t
one expect from such a nose as mine ?”’

A wild rose near by shook till it was all
in a flush from head to foot; and a crow
made a sudden rush overhead, as if he
couldn’t stand another word.

Vietor colored a little; caw! caw ! sound-
ed so wonderfully like haw ! haw!

¢ Imp!” said he, to hide his embarrass-
ment, ‘‘set the table; we will have sup-
per.” ’

Imogen obeyed with a heavy heart. To
be homely was bad enough, but to be stamp-
ed with a little snub nose, so that all the
world would know she was a nobody, at
first sight. She could not eat; the nice
little sandwiches were dust, and the seed-
cakes were ashes. She wished she hadn’t
begged so, to come in the woods that sweet
June afternoon. It hadn’t been at all what
she expected.

¢« Then I'll never be good for anything,”
she said, mournfully, at last, thinking
aloud.

« I didn’t say that, Image,” said Victor,
pausing with a red, ripe strawberry sus
pended at his lips, ¢ Almost everything is
good for something. They say every toad
is worth ten dollars to a garden, in eating
up the liitle bugs and worms. You will
have your little place under a cabbage-leaf
somewhere, and doubtless be very useful.”

Poor Image tried to think herself consol-
ed, but the idea of being a toad in the
béautiful world-garden, was not very in-
spiring.

The afternoon wore away. Florry, with
many pretty compliments, was won back to
good nature, but it was not worth while
wasting time on Image, who was so very
homely, and would always be a nobody.
So the poor child wandered about in a heart-
broken way, arms and feet aching with
playing slave to the Sultan,—till, at last,
her two selfish companions concluded to go
home.

The san had set, and it was growing
guite dark, when they came out from the
pretty green foot-path, in sight of home;
but Florry would linger at the railroad
track that lay between them and the vil-
lage.

¢ Let’s see the train pass, Vietor,” said
she; ‘it is just coming, round the point.”

Vietor agreed, especially as he saw that
Image was nervous about the rushing
monster.

«See,” said he, dancing on the track,

¢« T wouldn’t be afraid to stand here till the
train got within a yard of me !”
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“Yes, but don’t,”’ cried little Imogen,
trembling, and setting down the baskets.

Victor smiled loftily, and stood carelessly
at his ease.

Image wrung her litile hands.

“ What a goose you are !’ cried the scorn-
ful Florry. )

But the train rushed on, and Vietor, ex-
ecuting one last, daring pirouette, caught
his toe in the iron track, gave his foot a sud-
den wrench, and with a cry of pain, fell
heavily across the rails. He struck his
head, too, as he fell, and seemed stunned,
for he made no éffort to move, although the
engine was frightfully near.

Florry saw the danger, at last. It would
all be over in another minute | and, with a
piercing shriek, she covered her eyes, and
rushed wildly back into the woods.

Bat a pair of soft arms—which the fire
of love,and an ice-wave of fear, had sud-
denly turned into steel,—were tugging at
Viector’s shoulders.

On rushed the pitiless monster, his hor-
rible red eye dilating in the dusk; and
mortal terror seized upon poor Image, as
she pulled with superhuman strength. Ah!
how fast it came ! it was close upon them ;
its hot breath was on their cheeks! Alas!
was this, then, to be the end of the Roman
nose ?

There was a dreadful trembling of the
earth, a rushing, mighty wind, a cloud of
dust and cinders, and then the silence and
freshness stole softly back.

It was very still. The night-wind heard
nothing but Florry’s distant sobs, for full
five minutes. 7Then—Victor and Image sat
up, and looked at each other!

But neither of them could speak a word ;
and Vietor’s head must have heen very
much injured by the concussion, for the
strangest idea kept continually recurring,
and that was, that Image had done some-
thing as grand as if she had been a boy
with a Roman nose !

Imogen tried to recover herself.

«I must get you sormie water,”’ said the
little ¢slave,” anxiously, struggling to her
feet; but something had gone out of her
knees ; she trembled, and sat down. The
Death-angel had been so very near!

Victor found his voice. * Don’t go, Im-
age,” said he, breathing hard. ““ItisT that
should wait upon you.”

Florry came back, with a white, fright-
ened face.

« Image saved my life,”” said he, just a
little reproachfully; he would have died, if
it had depended on Florry to save him.

“Did 1? did I? cried the bewildered
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Image, joyfully. Could it be that she had
done anything so grand? “ Am I good for
something, after all, Vietor?’ said she
clasping her hands.

The autocrat hung his head humbly.
¢“It is only I who am good for nothing,
I'm aftaid,” said he. ¢ I have treated you
shamefully to-day, Image, and this is the
way you have paid me! I have had a les-
son I shall never forget. Sit down, Florry,
and let me tell you something else I have
read. I ean’t help thinking of it.”

Imogen’s bright face grew suddenly
blank. Vietor smiled, and took her little
brown hand.

““ When the divers go down searching
for the lovely white pearls, what kind of
shells do you think they look for 7"’

¢ The nicest, and fairest, and smoothest,””
said Florry, promptly.

“Not at all,” said Victor, ‘* those are
worthless; it is the ugly, rough-shelled
oysters that have the pearls in them. And
I can’t help thinking that, to any one who
knows, Florry,—Image is worth a dozen of
you and me.”

WILLIAM HENRY’S LETTERS TO
HIS GRANDMOTHER.

My dear GQrandmother,—I think the school
that I have come to is a very good school.
Wehave dumplings. I've tied up the pills
that you gave me in case of feeling bad in
the toe of my cotton stocking that’s lost the
mate of it. The mince pies they havehere
are baked without any plums being put
into them. So; please, need I say, No,
I thank you, ma'am, to ’em when they
come round? If they don’t agree, shall I
take the pills or the drops? Or was it the
hot flannels,—and how many ?

I've forgot about being shivery. Was it
to eat roast onions? No, I guess not. 1
guess it was a wet band tied round my
head. Please write it down, because you
told me so many things I can't re-
member. How can anybody tell
when anybody is sick enough to
take things? You can’t think what
a great, tall man the schoolmaster is.
He has got something very long to
flog us with, that bends easy and
hurts.—Q. 8. So Dorrysays. Q.S.
is in the abbreviations, and stands
for a sufficient quantity. Dorry says
the master keeps a paint-pot in his
room, and has his whiskers painted
black every morning, and his hair
too, to make himself look scareful.
Dorry is one of the great boys. But
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Tom Cush is bigger. I don’t like Tom
Cush.

I have a good many to play with ; but I
miss you and Towser and all of them very
much. How does my sister do? Are the
peach-trees bearing? Dorry Baker he says
that peaches don’t grow here; but he says
the cherries have peach-stonesin them. In
nine weeks my birthday willbe here. How
fanny ’t will seem to be eleven, when I’ve
been ten so long. Idon’tskip over any
button-holes in the morning now; so my
jacket comes out even.

Why did n’t you tell me I had a red
head? But I can run faster than any of
them that are no bigger thanT am, and some
that are. One of the spokes of my umbrella
broke itself in two yesterday, the wind blew
50 when it rained.

We learn to sing. He says I've a good
deal of voice ; but I've forgot what the mat-
ter iswithit. We goup and down the scale,
and beat time. The last is the best fun.
The other is hard to do. Butifl could only
get up, I guess’t would be easy to come
down. He thinks something ails my ear.
I thought he said I had n’t got any at all.
What have a fellow’s ears to do with sing-
ing, or with sealing up and down ¢

Your affectionate grandehild,
WiLLiam HENry.

Yy dear Grandmother,—I've got thirty-
two ecents left of my spending-money,
When shall I begin to wear my new shoes
every day? The soap they have here is
pink. Has father sold the bossy calf yet?
There’s a boy here they call Bossy Calf, be-
cause he cried for his mother. He sleeps
with me, and after he has laid his head
down on the pillow, and the lights are
blown out, I begin to sing, and to scale up
and down, so the boys cant hear him ery.
Dorry Baker and three more boys sleep in
the same room that we two sleep in. When
they begin to throw bootjacks at me, to
make me stop my noise, it seares him, and
heleaves off erying. Thisisa picture of it.
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I want a pair of new boots dreadfully,
with red on the tops of them, that I can,
tuck my trousers into and keep the mud off. |

One thing more the boysplague me for,
besides my head. Freckles. Dorryheldup;
an orange yesterday. ¢ Can you see it ?’’;
says he. ¢ To be sure,” says 1. *“Did n't.
know as you could see through ’em,” says
he, meaning freckles. Dear grandmother,
I have cried once. Butnot in bed. For;
fear of their laughing. And of the boot-,

jacks. Butaway in a good place under the
trees.
ed my face. But oh! he did make me re-

member Towser, and ery all over again.
But don’t tell. I should be ashamed. I
wish the boys would like me.
come thicker in summer than they do in:
winter. : !
Your affectionate grandchild, {
WiLLiam HeNRY. |

P.S. Here's a conundrum Dorry Baker |
made: In a race, why would the singing-'
master win? Because ¢ Time flies,”” and
he beats time. . |
I want to see Aunt Phebe, and Aunt
Phebe’s little Tommy, dreadfully.

W. H.

My dear Grandmother,~-I do what you
 told me. " You told me to bite my lips and
count ten, before I spoke, when the boys
plague me, because I'm a spunky boy. But
doing it so much makes my lips sore. So
now I go head over heels sometimes, tillI'm
ont of breath. Then Ican’t say anything.

This is the account you asked me for, of.
all I've bought this week :

Slippery elm
Corn ball
Gum . . .
swapped a \E p
whip-lash I 3 ]
found for an L4
orange that &
only had
one suck
sucked out
of it. The
. “Two Bet-
geys,” they N
keep very good things

A shaggy dog came along and lick-|
|
1

I cent."
I cent.
1 cent.

And I

e

to sell.

They

Freckles apple-trees in their garden.
touches a boy, ifshe doescatch him. They

are two old women that live in a little hut
with two rooms to it, and a ladder to go up
stairs by, through a hole in the wall. One
Betsey she is lame and keeps still, and sells

the things to us sitting down. The other’
Betsey, she can run, and keeps a yard-stick
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to drive away boys with. For they have

But she never

have hens and sell eggs.

The boys that sleep in the same room
that we do wanted Benjie and me to join
together with them to buy a great confec-
tioner’s frosted cake, and other things. And
when the lamps had been blown out, to keep
awake and light them up again, and so
have a supper late at night, with the cur-
tains all down and the blinds shut up, when
people were in bed, and not let anybody
known.

But Benjie had n't any money. Because
his father works hard for his living,—but
his uncle pays for his schooling,—and the

.would n’t ifhe had. AndI said I would n’t

do anything so deceitful. And the more
they said you must and you shall, the more
I said I would n’t and Ishould n’t, and the
money should blow up first.

So they called me *Old Stingy” and
« Pepper-corn” and ¢ Speckled Potatoes.”
Said they’d pull my hair if’t were n’t for
burning their fingers. Dorry was the mad-
dest one. Said he guessed my hair was
tired of standing up, and wanted to lie down
to rest.

I wish you would please send me a new

' comb, for the large end of mine has got all

but five of the teeth broken out, and the
small end can’tget through, I can’t getit
cut because the barber has raised his price.
Send quite a stout one.

I have lost two more pocket-handker-
chiefs, and another one went up on Dorry’s
kite, and blew away.

Your affectionate grandchild,
‘WiLLiAM HENRY.

My dear Qrandmother,—I did what you
told me, when I got wet. I hung my
clothes round the kitchen stove on threa
chairs, but the cooking girl ghe flung them
under the table. So now I go wrinkled,
and the boys chase me to smooth out the
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wrinkles. I've gota good many hard rubs.
But I laugh too. That's the best way.
Some of the boys play with me now, and
ask me to go round with them. Dorry has
n’tyet. Tom Cush plagues the most.

Sometimes the schoolmaster comes out to
see us when we are playing ball, or jump-~
ing. To-day, when we clapped Dorry, the
schoolmaster elapped too. Somebody told
me that he likes boys. Do you believe it ?
. A cat ran up the spout this morning, and
Jumped in the window. Dorry was going
to choke her,
ordrown her,
for the work-
ing-girl said
she licked out
the inside of a
custard-pie. 1
asked Dorry
whathe’d
take to let
her go, and
he said five
cents. So I
paid. Forshe )
was just like my sister’s cat. And just as
likely as that somebody’s little sister would
have cried about it. For she had a ribbon
tied round her neck.

The woman that I go to have my buttons
sewed on to, is a very good woman. She
gave me a cookie with a hole inthe middle,
and told me to mind and not eat the hole.

Coming back, I met Benjie, and he look-
d 50 sober, I offered it to him as quick as I
could. But it almost made him cry; be.-
cause, he said, his mother made her cookies
with a hole in the middle. But when he
gets acquainted, he won’t be so bashful, and
he'll feel better then.

We walked away to a good place under
the trees, and he talked about his folks, and
his grandmother, and his Aunt Polly, and
the two little twins. They've got two
cradles just like each other, and just as old.
They creep round on the floor, and when
oue picks up anything, the other pulls it
away. I wish we had some twins.

Kiss yourself for me.

Your affectionate grandehild,
WiLrram HENRY.

P. 8. If you send a cake, send quite a
large one. I like the kind that Uncle
Jacob does. Aunt Phebe knows.—Mrs. 4.
M. Diaz, in  Young Folks.

————

— 1 wish I could mind God as my dog
minds me,” said a little boy, looking at his
shaggy friend ; ** he always looksso pleased
to mind, and I don’t.”
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Not very long ago there lived a little boy
who was 8o naughty that every body was
atraid of him. He struck his nurse, broke
the plates and glasses, made faces at his
papa, and was impertinent to his poor
mamma, who loved him with all her heart,
in spite of his faults. He had been nick-
named Ravageot because he ravaged every
thing about him, and he ought to have
been very much ashamed of it, for it was
the name of a dog, his rival in mischief in
the house ; but he was ashamed of nothing.

In spite of all this, he was a pretty boy,
with light curly hair, and a face that every
one liked to look at when he took a famey
to be amiable. But this was never any-
thing more than a fancy, and the next in-
stant he became unbearable. All the neigh-
bors pitied his parents, who were the best
people imaginable, and nothing was talked
about in the whole town but this naughty
boy. One told how Ravageot had thrown
a stone at him one day, when he was taking
the fresh air before his door ; another, how
he had jumped into the brook during a
heavy rain on purpose to splash the passers
by. The milkman would not let him come
near his tins cans since he had thrown a
handful of fine sand into them, through
mischief, and the policeman threatened to
put him in prison if he did not stop pinch-
ing the little girls on their way to school.
In short, so much was said of his bad be-
haviour, that it came to the ears of an old
fairy, who, after roaming over the world,
had taken up her abode in the neighbor-

_hood.

The fairy Good Heart was as good as it
was possible to be ; but just on account of
her goodness she could not endure evil to
be done around her. The sight of injustice
made her ill, and the mere hearing of a
wicked action took away her appetite for a
week. In the course of her long career,
she had punished many bad people, great
and small ; and when she had learned ofall
that Ravageot had done, she resolved to
give him a lesson that would last him a
long time. In consequence, she informed
his parents that she would pay them a visit
on a certain day.

The fairy Good Heart was well known
in the country, and every one esteemed it
a great honor to see her enter his house, for
she was not lavish of her visits, and it wag

*From “Home Fairy Tales,” by JEAX MAcE,
Translated by MARY L. BoorH. Harper &
Brothers; 12mo,



180

almost an event when she was seen in the
town. On the morning of the day appoint-
ed, the cook hastened to the market, and
returned two hours after, bent double under
the weight of a huge basket holding the
best that money could buy. The rattling
of dishes, and of the old silver plate, taken
from great chests, was heard all over the
house. Baskets full of bottles were carried
up from the cellar, and great hampers of
fruit were brought down from the attic.
Such a commotion had never before been
seen ; the servants were tired out, but no
one complained, for all loved the fairy
Good Heart, and would have gone through
fire and water to please her.

« What shall we do with Ravageot?”
said the father to his wife. * You know
how disagreeable he is to people who come
here. The unhappy child will disgrace us.
If he behaves badly to the fairy, every one
will know it, and we shall not dare to show
our heads.”

« Don’t be afraid,”’ said the good mother.
«T will wash his face, comb his beautiful
fair hair, that curls so nicely, with my gold
comb, put on his pretty new blouse and his
little buckled shdes, and beg him so hard
to be good that he canno! refuse me.  You
will see that instead of disgracing us he will
do us honor.”

She said this because she thought of the
good dinner that she was preparing, and
she would have been too sorry for her dear
little boy not to have been there. Butwhen
the servants went to bring Ravageot to his
mother, that she might dress him, he was
nowhere to be found. The naughty boy had
heard of the fairy Good Heart, and was
afraid, without knowing why. It is the
punishment of the wicked to fear every
thing that is good. Hearing himself called,
he hid, and was finally found, after a long
search, in the pantry, with his fingers in an
ice-cream that had been set there to keep.
The cook made a great uproar whenshe saw
her beautiful cream spoiled, with which
she had taken such pains, but it was in vain
to cry out and scold the culprit; the guests
were forced to dispense with ice-cream for
that day.

The worst of the matter was, that in the
midst of the cook’s lamentations, a great
noise was suddenly heard in the street. It
was the fairy Good Heart coming at full
speed. All the servants rushed at once to
the door, leaving Ravageot, who ran and
hid among the faggots in the loft.

His poor mother was deeply grieved at
not having him by her side on such a day
as this; but it was not to be thought of,
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and, forcing back her tears, she advanced
with the most joyful air she could assume
toward the good fairy who was just alight-
ing from her ecarriage, and conducted her
with the greatest respect to the dining-room,.
where the whole company took their seats
round a large table magnificently served.

When the repast was ended, the fairy
cast her eyes round the room. -¢ Where is
your little boy ?”” said she to the mother, in
a voice that made her tremble.

¢ Alas! Madam,’” replied the latter, ¢ we
have had so much to do this morning that T
have not had time to dress him, and I dare
not present him to you in the state in which
he is.”

“ You are disguising the truth from me,”’
said the fairy, iu a harsh voice, “and youn
do wrong. You render children an ill ser-
vice in seeking to hide their faults. Bring
him to me just as he is; I wish to see him
directly.”

The servants sent in search of Ravageot
soon returned, saying that they could find
him nowhere. The father shrugged his
shoulders, and the mother began to rejoice
in her heart at the thought that her dear
child would escape the lesson that was evi-
dently in store for him. But the old fairy
did not intend to take all this pains for
nothing. She made a sign to her favorite
dwarf, who was standing behind her chair.
This dwagf, who was called Barbichon, was
of the strength of a giant, despite his small
stature. THe was broader than he was high,
and had long arms twisted and gnarled like
the old shoots of the vine. But the most
extraordinary thing about him was that he
smelt out naughty little boys, and tracked
them by their scent as a hound tracks a
hare.

Barbichon ran to the kitchen, where
Ravageot had been left, and following his
scent from there without hesitating, he
climbed to the loft and marched straight to
the faggots, through which he caught a
glimpse of the torn trowsers of the fugitive.
Without saying a word, he seized him by
the waistband, and carried him at arm’s
length into the dining-room, where his
entrance was greeted with shouts of laugh-
ter. Poor Ravageot was in sad plight. His
rumpled blue blouse was blackened on one
side by the charcoal in the kitchen, and
whitened on the other by the walls that he
had been rubbing against ever since morn-
ing. From his matted and tangled hair
hung twigs and dry leaves, gathered from
the faggots, to say nothing of a great spider’s
web, through which Barbichon had dragged
him on passing through the door of the
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loft, and half of which was clinging to his
head. His face, purple with anger, was
daubed with cream from the tip of the nose
to the end of the chin. He wriggled and
twisted, but in vain, in Barbichon’s large
hand. . In short, as I just told you, he made
a sorry figure, and those who laughed at
him had good reason for langhing.

Three persons only did not laugh: his
father, whose face showed great vexation;
his mother, whose eyes were full of tears;
and the old fairy, who cast on him a ihreat-
ening glance.

“ Where have you come from, sir ?"’ said
she, ““and why did I not see you on enter-
ing here 1’

Instead of answering, he slipped from the
hands of Barbichon, who had just set him
on the floor, ran to his mother, and hid his
head in her lap, stamping his foot with
anger,

‘“ Here is a child, ¢ said the fairy, ‘“that
likes to have his own way. Well, I will
leave him a parting gift that will render
him very happy. HE NEED NEVER DO ANY-
THING THAT HE DOES NOT WISH. Adieu,
Madam,” said she, addressing the poor
mother, who was involuntarily smoothing
the disordered hair of her naughty boy with
her white hand; ¢adieu, I pity you for
having such a child. If you take my ad-
vice, the first thing you will do will be to
wash his face, for he is really too dirty.”
And, rising majestically, she went in search
of her carriage, followed by Barbichon
bearing the train of her dress.

This was gn unhappy household. The
fairy Good Heart had gone away displeased,
after all the pains that had been taken to
entertain her, and the gnests disappeared
one by one, in haste to tell what had hap-
pened through the whole city. The father
took his hat and went out angry, saying
aloud that this rascal would disgrace them
all in the end. The mother wept without
saying a word, and continued mechanically
to stroke the tangled hair of her dear tor-
ment, reflecting on the singular gift that
had been made him.

Finally she rose, and taking Ravageot by
the hand, « Come, my dear little boy,”’ said
She,,, ‘“let us go and do what the fairy bid
us.

She_ took him to her dressing-room, and
plunging her large sponge into the beauti-
ful clear water, prepared to wash his face
and hands. Ravageot, still sulky from the
reproaches which he had just drawn upon
himself, at first made no resistance, but
when he felt the cold water in his nose and
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ears, he began to kick, and ran to the other
end of the room, erying,

“Oh! itistoocold ; Idon’t want my face
washed."’

His mother soon caught him, and passed
the sponge over his face again, in spite of
his struggles. But the fairy’s fatal giftwas
already at work. The water obeyed Rava-
geot’s orders. To avoid wetting him, it
splashed to the right and left out of the
basin, and ran from the sponge, which con-
stantly remained dry, so that it was neces-
sary to give up the undertaking. The room
was full of water, while Ravageot’s face,
half washed, had not received a drop since
the imprudent words were spoken.

His poor mother, in despair, threw her-
self in a chair, and, shaking her wet dress,
said, “Come let me comb your hair, at
least ; you will not be quite so untidy.”
Saying this, she took him on her lap, and
began to pass her beautiful gold comb
through his hair. Before long, the comb
encountered a twig around which five or
six hairs were twisted.

“Oh! you hurt me,” cried Ravageot.
“Let me alone! I don’t want my hair
combed.” And behold! the teeth of the
comb bent backward and refused to enter
the hair. His mother, frightened, seized
another comb, which did the same. The
servants of the house hastened thither at
her eries, each bringing all their combs, but
nothing would do. They even went to the
stable in search of the curry-comb, but
scarcely had its iron teeth touched the en-
chanted locks than they bent backward and
passed over Ravageot’s head without dis-
turbing a single hair.

Ravageot opened his eyes wide, and began
to repent of having been so hasty of speech.
He was a little vain at heart, and did not
dislike to be neat and clean, provided that
it cost him neither pain or trouble. To
see himself condemned to remain thus, with
his hair full of dirt and his face half-washed,
was not a pleasant prospect. To show his
dissatisfaction, he began to cry with all his
might—the usual resource of naughty boys
when they know not what to say or to do.

“I want to be washed and to have my
hair combed,” sobbed he, but it was too
late. The fairy had indeed exempted him
from the necessity of doing what he did
not like, but she had not told him that he
could do what he pleased.

To comfort him, his mother wished to
put on his beautiful new blouse and his
pretty buckled shoes. He pushed them
away. “I don’t want them,” he ecried.
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I want to have my face washed and my
hair combed.”

As the water would not wash his face,
nor the comb enter his hair, after storming
a long time he changed his mind, and
asked for his new blouse and buckled shoes.
It was the same story. The blouse and the
shoes had heard his refusal, and, like well-
bred people, refused in their turn to go
where they were not wanted. The blouse
rose in the air when he attempted to put it
on; the higher he raised his hand, the
higher it rose, until finally it fastened it-
gelf to the ceiling, whence it looked down
on him with a mocking air. As to the
shoes, the first one that he attempted to put
on suddenly became so small that a cat
could not have put her paw into it, while
the other grew so large that Ravageot might
have put both feet into it at once.

His mother, seeing this, sent away the
servants, who stood wonder-struck, and
whose astonishment added to the shame of
the little boy; then, gathering all her
maternal strength to resist the terror that
seized her, she gently clasped her poor
child to her breast.

¢ What will become of us, my poor boy,”
said she, ‘if you will not obey at once and
without resistance ? This is what the good
fairy wished to teach you by her fatal part-
ing gift. When children are commanded to
do anything, it is for their good; and the
worst thing that could happen to them would
be to have the power to d{"sobey.. You have
this power now, and you see already what
it has cost you. For Heaven’s sake watch
over yourself henceforth, if you would not
kill me, for it would be impossible for me
to live and see you as miserable as yon will
soon become if you continue to disobey your
papa and me.”

Ravageot was not a fool, and he perfect-
ly understood the truth of what was said to
him. He loved his mother besides, (what
child, however wicked, could do otherwige ?
and the profound and gentle grief of this
tender mother softened his little stony heart
in spite of himself. He threw his arms
around her neck, and layiug his dirty face
against her smooth cheeks, wiped away the
large tears that fell silently on it. They
alone had power to break the enchantment,
since he had declared that he would not
have his face wet.

The reconciliation effected, they went
down stairs to the room where they usually
sat, and there, on 2 beautifully polished
table were the books and copy-books of the
little boy.

“Study hard, my dear child,” said his
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mother, kigsing his forehead. ¢ Learn the
page which you are to recite to papa this
evening like a studious little boy. Perhaps
the good fairy will relent when she knows
that you have learned it thoroughly, and
will take back her vile gift.”

If Ravageot had had the choice, he would
have gone to play in the garden ; but after
the humiliating lessons which he had re-
ceived, one after another, he dare not resist.
He seated himself at the table, therefore,
and, with a great effort, set to work to learn
his page. Unhappily, in the fourth live
came a long, hard word, to which he im-
mediately took an aversion. This hard
word spoiled everything; it was like a
great stone in his path. After uselessly
trying several times to spell it, he angrily
threw the book on the floor.

“I don’t want to study,” said he.
am tired of it.”

“Oh!" said his mother, with a look that
pierced his heart, ¢ is this what you pro-
mised me 1’ !

« Forgive me, mamma,”said he,ashamed,
and he picked up the book to begin to study
his lesson again. It was impossible to open
it. Histerrified mother used all her strength,
but in vain. She called the coachman and
the porter—two very strong men—each
took hold of one of the covers, and pulled
with all his might, but the book did not
stir. She sent for the locksmith with his
hammer, and the carpenter with his saw ;
both broke their tools on the book without
opening it.

“I will take another,” said Ravageot,
and he stretched out his hand toward a
fairy book that amused him greatly. Alas!
it was so firmly glued to the table that he
could notstir it. A third disappeared when
the little boy attempted to take it, and inso-
lently returned the moment he withdrew
his hand. In short, Ravageot had declared
that he did not want books; the books no
longer wanted Ravageot.

“Ah! unhappy child, what have you
done 1" exclaimed his mother, in tears.
“Now there are no more books for you.
How will you ever learn anything? You
are condemned to remain in ignorance all
your life.”” Her tears flowed in such
abundance on-the unfortunate book, the
author of all the evil, that it was wet
through, and already, under this all power-
ful rain, was beginning to open, when sud-
denly it remembered its command in time,
shook off the tears, and shut with a snap.

Except the book of fairy tales, which he

sincerely regretted, Ravageot would have
readily resigned himself to being rid of

«T
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books, for he was not reasonable enough as
yet to understand the use of them ; but his
mother’s grief troubled him, and he wept
bitterly with her, promising never more to
disobey. .

Meanwhile, his father returned to supper,
worn.out with fatigue, and still vexed from
the scene at dinner. He had been walking
since morning all about the town, avoiding
every face that he knew, and fearing to be
met, lest he might have to answer questions
about the fairy’s visit, which was talked of
everywhere ; consequently, he was not in
the best humor toward the child that had
caused him swch an affront. I leave you to
Judge of his anger when he saw his son
come to the table with his clothes torn, his
hair in disordér, and his face still daubed
with half of the morning’s cream. XLook-
ing at his wife with an angry air, he said,
in a loud voice.

*“ What does this mean, madam? Do
you think that we are not yet sufficiently
the laughing-stock of the town, that you
wait for more visitors to come here before
you wash that little wreteh ?”’

The poor woman, seeing her husband so
angry, dared not tell him what had hap-
pened, and suffered herself to be unjustly
accused in order to spare her little boy the
punishment that his father might have in-
flicted upon him, happy that all the anger

. should fall on her. In this she was wrong

again, for the child, full of gratitude to her,
was indignant in his heart against his
father’s injustice, without reflecting that he
was the true culprit, and that it was his
place, if he had a heart, to justify his
mother by telling the truth. The spirit of
rebellion dhee aroused in him, with an ap-
pearance of reason, the child set up his will
against that good father, whose displeasure
‘wasgo natural, and he was left in ignorance
of what had happened ; and when the latter,
softening a little, handed him a plate of
soup, saying, * Here, eat your supper, child,
and afterward we will see about washing
you,” he answered, in a resolute tone, ¢ I
don’t want any.”

It must be confessed that it was a kind of
soup of which he was not very fond, a cir-
cumstdnce which dqubtless added some-
thing to his resolution. Secarcely had he
spoken that unfortunate ¢ 1 don’t want
any,” when the soup sprang from the plate
and fell back with one bound into the
tureen, splashing everybody around the
table. .

His father, who had received a large
share of the soup on his'waisteoat, thought
that Ravageot had thrown it in his face.

Nothing was too bad for such a child to do.
He rose furious, and was about to punish
him on the spot, when the mother rushed
between them. ¢ Stop, my dear,” said she,
“ the poor child had nothing to do with it.
He is unhappy enough without that; now
he can eat no more soup.”” And upon this
she was forced to tell Ravageot’s father of
the fatal power that the fairy had bestowed
on him, and to explain the conseguences
which had already followed from it. As
may be imagined, this did not calm him.
More angry than ever, he broke into re-
proaches against his poor wife.

“This is a fine gift,” said he; ¢ I con-
gratulate you on it. What is to be done
now with this little wretech ¢  The meanest
rag-picker would not have him. I want
nothing more to do with him; and to-
morrow morning I mean to send him as
cabin boy on board a vessel, where he will
have to endure more hardships than he will
like. Until then, take him away from my
sight and put him {o bed, at least he can do
no more mischief in his sleep.”

His mother wished to take him away
herself, for fear of a new accident, but her
husband would not hear of it. ~ ¢ No, no,”
said he, ¢ you will find means of coaxing
him, and making him believe that he is an
innocent victim ; Mary Ann shall put him
to bed.”

Mary Ann was a tall country girl, as
fresh as a rose and as strong as a man; she
had already received more than one kick
from Ravageot, and was not one of his best
friends. She took him in her ams without
ceremony, and carried him off as if he had
been a feather.

Left alone with her husband, the poor
mother set to work to caress him and at-
tempt to soften his heari. She at last per-
suaded him not to send Ravageot to sea as
a cabin boy; but, that it might not be
believed that he had yielded to his wife,
the father swore solemnly that he pardoned
him for the last time, and that he would be
merciless at the next offence

Meanwhile the time passed; half an
hour, an hour went by since Ravageot had
been carried away, yet Mary Ann did not
return. Unable to resisi her anxiety, the .
mother hastened up stairs, when what did
she see but Mary Ann clinging to the cur-
tains, and trying with all her might to hold
down the bed, which was eapering about
the room. Vexed at being obliged to go to
bed without his supper (for he had not
dined, you must remember), the little boy
had refused at first to go to bed, and the

bed had taken him at his word. As soon
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as he attempted to approach it, the bedstead
reared and plunged like a furious horse ;
the mattress rose in waves like a stormy
sea ; and the coverlet itself joined in the
dance, and flapped in the face of the dis-
obedient child till it brought tears in his
eyes. It was evident that he would have
to pass the night in a chair.

It was too much to bear at once. Exas-
perated by the remembrance of all the mis-
fortunes that had been showered on him
like hail ever since morning, he fell into a
terrible fit of rage, and rolled on the floor,
gnashing his teeth.

His mother approached him. ¢ Come to
my arms, my dear child,” said she ; ¢ I will
wrap my dress about you, and keep you
warm all night.”

In his fury he listened to nothing, and for
more than twenty times pushed away the
loving arms that offered to shelter him.
Worn out at last with erying and struggling
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he felt the need of a little rest, and as his
good mother still opened her arms, smiling
sadly, he sprang toward her to take refuge
in them, when suddenly he felt himself
held back by an invisible hand, and found
it impossible to take a single step forward.
It was the final blow. His last disobedience
had deprived him for ever of the pleasure
of embracing his mother.

They passed the night six feet apart,
looking at, without being able to touch
each other. The- poor child was in the
greatest terror, and bitterly reproached
himself for having scorned the dear refuge
which was forever closed to him. Butwho
can tell the despair of his mother? She
neither wept nor spoke, but gazed with a
haggard face at her child, banished from
her arms, and felt that she was on the
point of becoming mad. :

(To be Continued.)
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‘When storms arise, and darknegs clouds

The faithful ptigrim’s way, .
The angels gide on either side,

To drive the clouds away.

And brighter gleams the morning light
Behind the gentle rod;

For Christ’s redeemed more clearly see
The shining way of God.

And soon they walk the golden streets,—

Not slighted and alone,
On either side the angels glide,

To lead them to the throne.

And there they Wear a starry crown,
‘While mortals tire and plod;;

For Christ’s redeemed are kings who praise *
The shining way of God.
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Shall we meet with many a lov'd one, That was torn from our em - brace ?

Shall we meet with Christ our Saviour, When he comes to claim his own?
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Where, in all the  bright for-ev - er, Sorrows ne’er shall press the soul.
‘Where the walls are all of jas-per, Built by work-man - ship di - vine,

Shall we lis - ten to their voic - es, And be - hold them face to face?
Shall we know his  bless - ed fa - vor, And sit down up - on his throne?
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Shall we meet? Shail we meet? Shall we meet? Shall we meet ?
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EVENINC.

«Abide with us; for it i3 toward evening, and the day is far spent.”
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Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away;
€hange and decay in all around I see;

0O Thou who cbangest not, abide with me.

I need thy presence every passing hour;
‘What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s

power?

‘Who like Thyself my guide and strength can

be?

Through cloud and sunshine, Lord abide with

me.

II.

IIT,

v, -

1 fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless;

Ilis have no weight and tears no bitterness;

‘Where is death’s sting, where, grave, thy vic.
tory ?

1 trinmph still, if Thou abide with me,

v.
Hold Thou Thy Cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the
skies ;
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth’s vain
shadows flee;

In life, in death, O Lord, abjde with me.




HOW THEY RO IT.

Bomestic

HOW THEY DO IT.

“1 -don’t understand how they do it,”
said Mrs. Warren, thoughtfully.

“You were talking about the Went-
worths, as I came in,” responded 2 friend ;
“ was it with reference to them that you
spoke as you did ¥’

¢ Yes,” was the reply. « We don’t per-
sonally know the Wentworths, but Mr.
‘Wentworth has the same position in society
which my husband has; gets the same sal-
ary; his children are no older, and they
have one more daughter than we. Yet
they dress better than we do. How they
can do it, honestly, I can’t see, for it costs
us every penny that is made to live decent-
ly, and sometimes we go behindhand. It
is a puzzle to me, I confess.”

«] am very intimate with the Went-
worths,”” remarked the new-comer, quietly.
“ As you say, they are no better off with

‘regard to money than you are, but they are

great managers.”’

“ 0, I hate managing people,” said Mrs.
‘Warren, shrngging her shoulders.

««You don’t quite understand me, per-
haps,” said her friend, gently. ¢I hap-
pened to be staying at the house some three
years ago, when Mary wasfourteen. Mary
is the oldest, and was always an ingenious
girl. Iremember they had a dressmaker
there, and Mrs. Wentworth questioned her
very closely about the trade-—so closely
?hat she glanced up at last in surprise, say-
mg,—

«“+«Why, Mrs. Wentiworth, are you
going to make a dressmaker of Mary ?’

«¢1 have serious thoughts of it,’ said Mrs.
Wentworth. ¢ Will you teach her by the
shortest method for a certain sum ¥

% Well, the bargain was made, to the
good woman’s astonishment, and Mary
went for two or three hours a day, as one
goes to take a music lesson. The conse-
quence is, that for that outlay they have
established in their family a dressmaker
who never fails them, and who in her quiet,
efficient way, aided by her sisters, fits and
makes all the dresses worn by her mother,
her sisters and herself. Consequently, as
the making often costs half as much as the
material, all that extra expense is saved,
and they can afford to buy a better fabric,

. er sum.
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one that lasts longer  and looks richer.
Another daughter was initiated in the art
of bonnet-making, and for a bonnet for
which you would give ten dollars at a good
store they give less than half that sum, and
can, consequently, if they wish, afford two
bonnets to your one. Of course, all the
other sewing is done at home, and special
hours are set aside for this work. Theysew
together, chat together, compare notes,
originate tasteful trimmings and fashions,
and really outdress and outdhine their
wealthier neighbors (though I don’t think
they desire to do s0), on a very much small-
I tried one day to pattern some
buttons which I very much admired, but
failed, and finally went to them. ¢ Why,
you couldn’t purchase them.’ said Mary,
laughing,  because we made them ourselves.
We obtained some thin rings, covered
them, as you see, with gray satin, worked
the edge all round with thick silk, in but-
tonhole stitch, made a little bee in- the
centre with silver thread, and &0 we pro-
cured our stylish buttons, which everybody
has admired, for less than half of what we
could have bought a very inferior button
for.”

8o that is the way they do it,” said Mrs.
Warren, thoughtfully. I wonder I never
guessed at it, for certainly my dressmaker’s
bills are terrible. 1 always dread to buy
new dresses, because of the after expenses.
But are they cultivated girls 1’

« Thoroughly so. Mary sings. She did
not wish 1o study musie, 50 she was never
encouraged. Alice, the second girl, is a
fine performer on the piano; Nellie paints
wonderfully ; and the youngest has a great
aptitude for making bread, I am told, and
is a born cook. As Isaid before, their time
is equally divided. There is no hurry or
confusion there, for every thing seems to
be done upon careful system at the right
moment. They are all practical workers,
and often earn something for themselves by
turning their ingenuity to account for their
friends. They live simply and frugally.
Mrs. Wentworth is a good housekeeper, and
every thing is turmmed to some useful pur-
pose, even twine and paper; nothing isever
wasted at meals; whenever you meetthem
they are neat, and clean, and cheerful.
Their re-unions at night are something
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quite delightful, for each one tries to add
something to the happiness of the others.
They are never idle and never overworked.
‘The house is filled with pretty ornaments of
their designing, simple, but novel and
beautiful. There is a magic about the fa-
mily that impresses the most thoughtless
observer. The house is a workshop, an art
unien, where the most delicate designs are
originated, and where genius is both stimu-
lated and applauded. Then, you observe,
they are all well fitted to go out into the
world as independent laborers, should they
be reduced in circumstances, or quite com-
petent to manage houses of their own,
whether they marry the humblest or the
wealthiest.”

“1I see,’”” said Mrs. Warren, thoughtfully,
and there Was a new light in her face.
““One is never too old to learn.”’—ALMA.
— Watchman and Reflector.

BREAD AND ROLL MAKING.

EXTRACTS FROM “ LETTER TO A YOUNG HOUSE-
KEEPER,”” IN “ ATLANTIC MONTHLY.”’

¢t 1t is not always that there is as much
genuine joy in a novel as one may get out
of bread-making. This is quite too scien-
tific and interesting to be left to a domestic.
It is really among the most exciting experi-
ments. Try it every week for two years,
and it seems just as new an enterprise as at
the beginning—but a thousand times more
successful, we observe. Working up the
light drifts of flour, leaving them at night
a heavy path and nothing more—waking to
find a dish flowing-full of snowy foam. The
first thing on rising one'’s self, is to see if
the dough be risen, too ; and that is always
sure to be early, for every batch of bread
sets an alarm in one’s brain. After break-
fast, one will be as expectant as if going to
2 ball in lieu of a baking. Then to see
the difference a little more or less flour will
make, and out of what quantity comes per-
fection. To feminine vision, more precious
than ¢ apples of gold in pictures of silver”
are loaves of bread in dishes of tin. If one
were ever penurious, might it not be of
those handsome loaves of hers ¢

After compliments, however, to come in
with the cash down of the practical, here is
a veritable bread-making recipe, well tested
and voted superior. Take a quart of milk;
heat one third and scald with it a half-pint
of flour; if skimmed milk, use a small
piece of butter. When the batter is cool,
add the remainder of the milk, a teacup of
hop-yeast, a half-tablespoon of salt, with

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY

flour to make it quite stiff. Knead it on
the board till it is very fine and smooth ;
raise over night. It will make two small
loaves and a half-dozen biscuits. .

This recipe ought to give good bread,
week in and week out, so saving you from
the frequent calamity of soda-biscuits.
These may be used for dumplings, or as a
sudden extempore, but do not let them be
habitual. True, you will occasinally meet
people who say that they can eat these,
when raised ones are fatal. But some per-
sons find cheese good for dyspepsia, many
advocate ice-cream, others can only eat
beans, while some are cured by popped
corn. Yet these articles are not likely to
become staples of diet. They would hardly
answer a normal appetite ; and any stomach
that can steadily withstand the searching-
ness of soda and tartaric acid seems ready
to go out to pasture and eat the fences.

But probably the greatest of all bread
wonders are the unleavened Graham cakes.
These are worth a special mail and large
postage to tell of. So just salt and seald
some Graham meal into a dough as soft as
can be and be handled. Roll it an inch
thick, cutting in diamonds, which place on
a tin sheet and thrust into the hottest of
ovens. (Note this last direction, or the
diamonds will be flat leather.) Strange to
say, they will rise, and keep rising, till in
ten minutes you take them out quite puffed.
One would never guess them innocent of
yeast. An inch thickisthe rule; butthere
is nothing like an adventurous courage. It
is at once suggested, if they are so good at
an inch, will they not be twice as good
at two inches? And certainly they are.
The meal will not be outwitted. It is the
liveliest and most buoyant material. Its
lightness keeps up with the upmost experi-
ment. Finally, it may be turned into a
massive loaf, and with a brisk heat it will
refuse to be depressed.

The morning when were produced these
charming little miracles remains a red.
letter day in our household. Who ever
tasted anything, save a nut, balf 50 sweet,
or who ever anything so pure? We ate,
lingered, and revelled in them, thus be-
coming epicures at once. It seemed as if
all our lives we had been seeking some-
thing really recherché, and had just found
it. I hastened with a sample to my best
friend. She, too, tasted, exulted, and
passed on the tidings to others. Now, in-
deed, was the golden age in dawn. Al-
ready we saw 3 COmmunity rejuvenated.
Before our philosopher-cakes, bad blood
would disappear, and already the crowns
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of grateful generations were pressing on
our brows. But something went wrong
with all the cooks. Either they didn’t
scald the meal, or they didn’t heat the
oven—what in one hand was light beaten
gold, in another became lead. For a while
it seemed that I could not go to my friend’s
without meeting some one who cast scorn
on our reformation cakes. All tried them
and failed. :

But now hope plumes itself anew. You
at least will attempt the little wheatens.
You have a deft hand, and will suceceed.
Pastry, the physiologists have been shaking
their heads about for some time-—especially
as many persons use soda with the lard,
not being aware that they are making
soft soap. This sort of paste one often
sees in the country. But it is easy to
omit the soap. On the next bread-making
day, simply reserve a piece of the well-
raised dough, and roll in butter. This gives
a palatable and harmless crust. I have
also experimented with a shortening of
hot, fine-mashed potato and milk, which,
if it may not be recommended to an epi-
cure, is really better than it sounds. And
does it not sound better than Dr. Trall’s
proposal of sweet oil? Will not some of
these ways satisfy our ardent reformers
and physiologists ? But about chicken-pie,
remember the tradition, that, unless the
top erust is punctured, it will make one
very ill. At least, it is truer than some
other traditions, such as that eating burnt
crusts will make the cheeks red, or that
fried turnips will make the hair curl.

EFFECT OI; DRAINAGE ON HEALTH.

The Metropolitan Sanitary Commission of
London compute that for every inch-depth of
water drained off, and which would other-
wise pass into the air as vapor, as much
heat is saved per acre as would raise eleven
thousand cubic feet of air one degree in
temperature. A farmer was asked the ef-
feet of some new draining, when he replied,
« A1l that I know is that before it was done
I could never get out at night without an
overcoat, but now I never put one on.” A
physician took one of the Sanitary Commis-
sioners to a hill overlooking his distriet.
* There,”” said he, ¢ wherever you see
those patches of white mist I have frequent
illness, and, if there is a cesspool, or other
nuisance as well, I can reckon on typhus
every now and then. Outside these mists I
am rarely wanted.”
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SELECTED RECIPES.

To MAKE PEA Sour.—A pint of split peas,
well washed in hot water. Put them into
an iron saucepan with two ounces of drip-
ping and half a pint of cold water; let
them simmer till the peas have swelled and
the water cannot be seen ; then add less than
half a pint of cold water; continue doing
this for an honr and a half, till the peas
will mash readily with a spoon; then
add as much water as may be needed and
a little salt. When the peas boil up again
throw in six small onions. Let it all beil
together for half an hour; then pulp the
whole with a wooden spoon through a co-
lander, return the soup tothe saucepan, mix
smoothly a piled teaspoonful of flour with
some cold water, add some soup, and strain
it to that in the saucepan—Iet it simmer up
once ; then serve it with dry buttered toast
into squares. For fourpence an excel-
lent addition can thus be made to a dinner.

Roast Duck.—Clean and prepare them
as other poultry. Crum the inside of a
small baker’s loaf, to which add three ounces
of butter, one large onion chopped fine, with
pepper and salt to taste. Mix all together.
Season the ducks both in and outside, with
pepper and salt. Then fill them with the
dressing and skewer tightly. Place them
on the pan, with the backs upward ; dredge
a little flower over, with water sufficient to
make gravy. Wheén a nice brown, turn
them over ; baste frequently, and when done,
send to the table hot, and eat with cran-
berry sauce. .

OysTER P1E.—Wash out of the lignor two
quarts of oysters; season them with pepper,
a little mace, a glass of white wine; add a
cup of very fine cracker crumbs, and some
little bits of butter; put them into the pie
dish, lined with paste ; add half the liguor.

The dish must be quite full, and covered
with a rich puff paste ; baked until the crust
is done.

CAKES OR ‘BAELS MADE FRoM Corp Cop
Fisn.—Take out all the bones and mash it
up with an equal quantity of potatoes.
Season highly with cayenne pepper and salt.
Add as much beaten egg as will form a
paste. Make it out into thin cakes, flour
them, and fry them to a fine brown. Any
cold fish may be dressed in this manner.

Friep PoTaToES.—Pare an_d cut the pota-
toes in thin slices over night, let them
stand in cold water. In the morning,
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shake them in a dry towel, till perfectly
drained. Then drop them into very hot fat,
enough to float them. (The fat from beef
suet is best.)—Shake and turn them till
-brown, keep them very hot. Dip out with
‘a skimmer and salt them a little. If pro-
perly done they will be crisp and delicious.

OmeLET.—Take four eggs, one tablespoon-
ful of flour, one cup of milk, and a liitle
sall. Beat the whites of the eggs separate-
ly and add to the above, (which should
be well stirred together,) just before cook-
ing. Butter a spider well, and when hot
pour in the omelet. Cook very slowly on
top of the stove, and keep the vessel covered.

——

AprLE FRITTERS.—Put in a vessel with
two yolks of eggs, three tablespoonfuls of
flour, and one and a half gills of cold water,
and mix; the two whites are beaten toa stiff
froth, and mixed with the rest; then cut
apples into slices and put them in the bat-
ter, and drop into hot fat and fry ; sprinkle
the slices of fruit with sugar before dipping
them into the batte. Fritters must be
served hot. Turn in a colander, and then
place them in a dish and powder with sugar.

MuFFINS.—One quart of warm milk ; a
piece of butier about the size of an egg;
four eggs; a tablespoonful of salt ; one eup
yeast; flour enough to make a stiff batter ;
beat it with a large spoon ; put it to rise six
hours; fill the rings half full; bake them
about twenty minutes.

Lemon CustarRp withHout Eces.—Take
one lemon grate, enough of the outside to
flavor it, then peel off the rest and throw
away ; cut the inside up very fine ; mix one
cup of sugar with the lemon ; pour over it
a quart of boiling water ; stir up four table-
8poons corn starch in a little water,add it to
thd rest and let it boil up well.

APPLE FLOAT—One pint of stewed apple,
strained, and the white of one egg. Beat

them together until the mixture is as light !

as whipped eream, and fill in jelly glasses.
A very handsome dish for dessert.

Purrs.—These are very easily made.
Two eggs, well beaten, two teacupfuls of
milk, flour enough to make a thin batter,
with a pinch of salt are all that are requir-
ed. First mix together the flour and milk
smoothly, then jnst as they are ready to go
into the oven, add the eggs beaten very
light. Common Queensware tea-cups, kept
for the purpose are used for baking them

1
|
i
i
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They must be well buttered, and filled
only half full of the batter and then set in-
toahot oven. When done they will be
found puffed up far beyond the tops of the
cups and browned beautifully. They will
come out of the cups readily before being
brought to table, and are to be eaten with
butter, syrup, apple sauce or anything else
that may be preferred.

INk.STAINS.—Ink may be taken from
Morocco by rubbing it with a flannel and
soap, not very wet and then polishing it up
with a dry, soft cloth or flannel. To re-
move ink from wood, use half a tea-
spoonful of oil of vitriol, with a large spoon-
ful of water, touehing the ink-spot with a
little on a feather. It must be done care-
fully, for if allowed to remain on too long,
a white mark will be made, and therefore
it must be quickly rubbed off, and the pro-
oess repeated if not efficient on the first ap-
plication.

To CLEAN KIp Grovess—Have ready a .

little new milk in one saucer, a piece of
brown soap in another, and a clean cloth or
towel folded three or four times. Lay the

glove smoothly on the cloth, dip a piece of |

flannel in the milk, rub well on the soap,
and commence to rub the glove downwards
towards the fingers, holding it firmly with
the left hand. Continue this process until
the glove, if white, locks of a dingy yellow,
though clean ; if colored until it looks dark
and spoiled. Lay it to dry, and in a short
time it will appear nearly new, being soft
and elastic as when first bought.

A New USE For SPONGE.—Sponge, when
moistened, is the most compressible and
elastic of any known substance. The kind
known as velvet sponge is found in deep
water, is of very slow growth, and is searce
and dear. The coarse kind grows rapidly
and in shallow water, is easily gathered,
but has heretofore found a limited market.
By a process recently invented, this coarse
sponge is torn into shreds, and prepared so
that it is soft and elastic in the highest
degree. The preparation With which the
sponge is. treated does not evaporate, and
the elasticity is therefore permanent. It is
used in the manufacture of mattresses, pil-
lows, church cushions, gnd for upholstering .
easy chairs, sofas, carriages, and railroad-
cars. Whilst it i8 more compressible and
elastic than either curled hair or feathers,
it eosts much less, and is therefore within
the reach of many heretofore unused to such
luxuries.
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EDITORIAL.

We have again to repeat, with thankful-
ness, that the reception which our Magazine
has met with throughout the Dominion of
Canada has greatly encouraged us. We
continue to receive, from every quarter,
the most flattering expression of apprecia-
tion and good will. The Newspapers of the
Dominion, especially, we have 'to thank for
their cordial notices, a number of which,
having reference chiefiy to the November
number, will be found on a fly-leaf. We
have also been much gratified with some fa-
vorable notices both from Britain and the
United States.

Our thanks are also due to many who have
been canvassing for subscribers to the NEw
DomiNioN MonTHLY, and to all who have
kindly shown or recommended it to their
friends. Seeing the universally favorable
reception this effort has met with, and feel-
ing the strongest, desire to render the New
Dominion Monthly more and more accept-
able, we now hope for a circulation much
larger than we at first ventured to acticipate.

To the numerous friends who are sustain-
ing the interest of the Magazine by their
contributions, we tender our most hearty
thanks. Some papers sent in for this num-
ber have had to be postponed till next
month, on account of pross of matter, and
others because they were received too late.
An article, to be in time, should be on hand
six weeks before the month in which.it is
to appear.

We would call particular attention to the
able biography of the Rev. Father Mathew,
by the Hon. T. D. McGee. In the January
number, we intend to give, with the.con-
clusion of hislife, a port‘raitrof ¢ the Apostle
of Temperance.” .To the qther original ar-
ticles we invite special attention.

We have to congratulate the readers of

the DomiNION MONTHLY on the number of
Canadian writers of ability who have
already contributed to its interest, and the
still greater number who have intimated a
willingness to do so when they can find
time. Of the latter class we are not at
liberty at present tg give the names, though
some stand very high.

‘Weunderstand that more than one author
is at work on the Canadian tale of New
Year's day, for our next number, though
the premium offered for the best was only
the modest amount of twenty dollars. The
question of paying for contributions is
looming up, we hope, in the near future.
Our readiness to do so will be announced
as soon as we have 6,000 subscribers, and a
fair advertising patronage. '

We have been under the necessity of
putting to press a second edition of one
thousand copies of the October number
of the NEw DoMINION (being the’first of
the volume), as the first edition of 5,000
is about exhausted. This makes 6,000 in
all: and those who wish to obtain the NEw
DomiNioN MoONTHLY from the beginning of
the volume, are requested to forward their
orders, accompanied by the money, without
delay, as when this last thousand is ex-
hausted we will not be able to supply any
more of Number One. . )

The Specimen, or August number, of
which we printed in all 6,600 copies, is ex-
hausted ; but as it makes no part of the vo-
lume, this is not a matter of importance.

We take the liberty of enclosing in this
number a prospectus of the NEw DoOMINION
MONTHLY, together with the other publea-
tions issued by the same publishers, and ask
our subscribers to do what they convenient-
ly can to help to extend our circulation.

Any one remitting for the periodical
publications of John Dougall & Son, to the
amount of Eight Dollars, will be entitled '
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to the “ New Dominion Monthly” or the
“ Weekly Witness’’ gratis for one year.

And now, though it may seem premature,
yet as we will not have any more appro-
priate opportunity, we wish our readers,
young and old, the compliments of the ap-
proaching holiday season. To one and all
we send the hearty, old-fashioned greeting,
A MERRY CHRISTMAS.

ANOTHER VOICE FROM THE PAST.

Editors New Dominion Monthly :—

As you have published a few items about
the earlier days of the good old ecity of
Montreal, permit an old citizen to add a
few from his memory.

Great St. James street, previous to 1816,
had been a burying-ground. The coffins,
ete., were probably taken away during the
winter of 1815-16. At the North end was
a dead-house, about opposite to the present
City Bank. The West end was stopped by
3 powder-magazine, with a passage of about
ten feet wide, on the line of St. Peter street.
The ground was levelled; and the first
houses'built were built by the late Benaiah
Gibb, Esq. The next was the Methodist
Chapel, where the Apothecaries’ Hall now
stands. The Montreal Bank, which had
commenced business near the Nelson-mon-
ument Market, in St. Paul street, put up,
and removed to, the building now occupied
by the People’s Bank.

Notre Dame street was stopped in the
centre by the Roman Catholic Church,
which faced to the west; the East end of
the same street was stopped, at Bonsecours
street, by a Government fort, built on a
mound eighty to a hundred feet high, with
the gates facing that street. The mound
was levelled, and the earth thrown into the
hollow in the rear, on the north, from which
it had probably been taken in olden times,
and ‘raised as a protection against the In-
dians. Previous to that removal, the only
entrance to the Quebec suburbs, from the
city, wag by a gateway at the corner of the
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barracks on St. Paul street, Dalhousie
Square and the street now occupying the
ground that the fort did. Mr. Porteous
built a cistern for his water-works on the
opposite side of the street, and for many
years supplied the city with water that was
forced up from the river, near the Bonse-
cours Church.

The great improvement at the West end
was the construction of the old Lachine
Canal, from the Windmill Point. Previous
to that, all goods for Upper Canada were
carted to Lachine.

The laying of the foundation stone of the
Montreal General Hospital was a day of
great rejoicing in the good city.

The Hon. John Mokon, sen., the pioneer
of steamboats on the St. Lawrence, had, in
1816, the old ¢ Swiftsuro,” the ¢ Mal-
sham,” and the * Lady Sherbrooke.” The
first opposition boat was built that year and
called the “Car of Commerce; her first
captain was (feorge Brush, sen., now of the
Eagle Foundry. The ¢ John Bull” was
built some years later by Mr. Molson ; and
when Lord Durham paid his first visit to
Montreal, in 1838, in thatsplendid steamer,
he paid £500 for the trip, and remained
two or three days on board in the harbor ;
in which harbor, I may add, there were
then no wharves. The vessels lay where
they could, with long skeeds to the beach.

Horatio Gates, Esq., the great American
merchant, took up the idea of tow-boats,
and, with other merchants, commenced the
“ Hercules,” towing vessels from Quebec
and up the Current St. Mary with ease,
where passenger boats had required to be
towed with horses and oxen. The ¢ John
Molson,” Capt. J. D. Armstrong, was the
next tow-boat.

We have few citizens now who were so
in 1816, but there are still some, among
whom are Mr. Edmonstone (since gone to
London), John Smith, John Torrance, Es-
quires, and Hon. James Leslie, all active
and prosperous men.

A MONTREALER oF 1816.

Montreal, Nov., 1867,
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dM H L l I AS one of the Mr,fat and most complete swcki in the

Dominion of Canas

OPERA, FIELD, AND TOURIST'S GLASSES,

Sprelacles and Fye Glass:s specialiy adepted to all defecls of vision.

Microscopes, Telescopes, Thermometers, Barometers, Hydrometers, Drawing Instruments,
Magle Lanterns and Slides, Galvanie Batteries.

] .
OI’T‘ICAL, MATHEMATICAL, AND SURVEYING INSTRUMENTS, Manufactured to order
. on the Premises.

FOR

DRESSES, MANTLES, SHAWLS,

And Every Description of

BRITISEY AND FOREIGINN

DRY GOODS,

GO TO

M@BISBW

~ MONTREAL.
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ILLIAMS & CO.,

Manufacturers of

MONTREAL.
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Parties in want of Sewing-Machines will please take notice that we build machines for every
rapnge of work; from the FINEST FAMILY fo the COARSEST MANUPACTURING,

'
1

We warrant nll Machines made by ux to be equal in crery respect to those of any other makor
in America, while our peices ave from '

20 TO 30 PER CENT. LESS.

[V W N

WE WANT ACENTS IN EVERY TOWN AND VILLACE

In thizs Dominion, and will make it remunerative to any competent
person to represent our Machines.
'
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Send for Circulars and Photographs of our Machines,

-

Office and Salesroom :
Na, 63 GREAT S‘l@”, JAMES STREET,

MMONTREALIL.



