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C. W. WILLIAMS & CO.,

Sewing Machine Manufacturers,

Would respectfully invite the public to examine the numerous kinds of Sswing-Machines bujlt
by them, among which are

WILLIAMS' FAMILY DOUBLE-THREAD,

In a variety of styles;

SINGER FAMILY LOCK-STITCH,

In Beveral styles;

SINGER’S No. 2,

For Tailoring and Shoe-work;

HOWE, LETTER B,

For Family and Light Manufacturing ;

HOWE, LETTER C,

For Talloring and Leather-work;

HOWE CYLINDER,

For Leather-work;

A NEW WAX-THREAD MACHINE

which possesses many advantages over all othera.

They warrant all Machines built by them to be equal In every respect, and in many superiar,
to those of any other maker. They have testimonials from every large firm tn Montrea), testl-
fying to their superiority. Their facliities for manufacturing are so com plete that they are able
to offer their Machines at froin

$5 to 815 LESS THAN ANY OTHER DEALER,

AND BETTER TERMS TO AGENTS THAN CAN BE OFFERED BY ANY OTHER
MANUFACTURERS.

W= Special Discount made to the Clergy of this Dominion.

Bend for Clreulars and Photographs, or call at their New Htore,

No. 347 Notre il)a.me Street, Montreal,
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SUPERIORITY

AND BY SPECIAL APPOINTMENT IS MANUFACTURED FOR H.R.H THE PRINCESS OF WALES.

S

FOR T1

THE PRIZE MEDAL

ED

IT WAS AWARD

on ASK for
CLENFIELD STARCH,

hen

-"

YOU CETIT

that

SEE
AS INFERIOR KINDS ARE OFTEN SUBSTITUTED

FOR THE SAKE OF THE EXTRA PROFIT.

& VAIDONALD CiASCOW £ LONDOUN ~
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GLENFIELD
STARCH

EXCLUSIVELY USED IN THE ROYAL LAUNDRY.

BY SPECIAL APPOINTMENT,

STARCHE PURVETORS

TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS

THE PRINCESS OF WALE&

The best proofs of the great superiority of this StarcH are the numerous distinguished

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

IT i8S EXCLUSIVELY USED IN THE ROYAL LAUNDRY

AND

HER MAJESTY'S LAUNDRESS says it is the FINEST STARCH SHE EVER USED.

HONOURABLE MENTION was awarded it at the Great Exhibition in London, in 1851.

A PRIZE MEDAL was awarded for it at the New York Exhibition in 1853: and

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

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

HUNDREDS OF GROCERS, Xc., say that it pleases their Customers better than any
other; and ﬁerhaps the most striking proof of all is, that the demand for

THE GLENFIELD STARCH

HAS CONTINUED TO INCREASE RAPIDLY.

The Manufacturers have every confidence in asserting, that if those Ladies
and Laundresses who do not regularly use this STARCH would disregard the
advice of interested Dealers, who are allowed extra profits on inferior articles, -
snd give it a fair trial, they would then feel satisfied with the very superior finish
which it imparts to Leoces, Linens, Muslins, &c.. the great saving of trouble in
its application, and the entire absence of disappointment with the results; and
would, for the future, like

THE QUEENS LAUNDRESS, USE NO OTHER.

To be had of all respectable Grocers, Druggists, Oilmen, &c., and Wholessle of the Manufacturers,

ROBERT WOTHERSPOON, & CO,,

STARCH PURVEYORS TO

e Rounl Fighness the Lrineess of Wales,
AND MANUFACTURERS OF
WOTHERSPOON'S VICTORIA LOZENGES,
WHIOH WERE AWARDED
A PRIZE MEDAL FOR PURITY AND EXCELLENCE OF QUALITY
at the INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION of 1862,

GLASGOW; AND LONDON, E.C.

Agents { Messrs. J. BUCHANAN & CO., Montreal.
- ' | Messrs. J. B. CAMPBELL & CO., Halifax.




FIRST PRIZE SEWING MACHINES.

J.D. LAWLOR,

MANUFAOTURER

PR!NCJPAL OfFIC,E,
365 Notre I)a.me Street, Montreal.

Would most respectfully invite the public to examine the greay variet; %of First-Clags Sewmg
Machines, before purchastng elsewhere, among which are:

A New Elliptic Family Machine, with Stand. Price ns.oo.

A New Lock Stitch Family Machine, Price. 00, .

Singer’s FPamily, various Styles.

Smger’s No. 2, for Tailoring and Shoe Work.
The Florencoe Reversible Feed Family Machine. ,

Howe’s for Family and Manufacturing purposes. -

he ZBtna Noiseless Machine, for Tailors and Family use.
A Button Hole and Lock 8Btiteh Machine, combined.
Wax Thread Maohmes, which possess many advantages over all others.
Twarrant all Machines made by me superior in eve@ respect o those o

of any othhler Manufacturerin Canada, I haveihe best stimonlﬂ trom
all the p rlnobigﬂ Manufacturing Establishments

. Families in cmn'ea.l nd St.John, N B, teatifyl upe-
riavity. M he busineus, an peﬂorfmmﬁea for ma-

nufaefuring; Mng achines from 20 to 3
per centless than inferior Machinesofthe SATOG) fﬁi noan be Purohsaed
elsewhere. Ttherefore offer better mc net and | Terms to Agents. -

" Loecal and Travemng Agents win do woﬂ to: #v& ﬂm wm&ter t.heir
attention,

A Special ﬁiscount made t;o bhe G&etgy and Rellgious lnsutm,ioms.
PARTICULAR I OTICE.

; ha ‘undersigned i8 desirous of securifig the services of sotive persons in all parts of: t.he Domi-
{‘ on to act gs local or travelling Agents for the sale of his celebrated Sewing Msmhinas A very
ibert’:l salary, and expenses wmdth %d, or_ om ission ?I&lﬁwad. Co%in%xym ) | ~

on, mers, an & business py ne Y, &re partic vn;od Ve
this matiet heys im&n?gn sl osn offer unpa,ra,ng duceméms, and at the samxe timeﬁehs
che&;‘:e«t a8 well as the beai Bewing Machines now before the public.

1 kinds ot Bewing: Machines B/e ired and Improved at the Factory, 48 Nazareth Btreet, and . "

at the adjusting o
fros 178 Tt Rggre ar the Offfce, 365 Notre Damse Strest, Montreal, and 22 8. John & rget, -

holasale and et 8t. John, N, B Every descrlption of Sewing Machins Trimmings,

Pogring. Machioar Repaired at the Factory, 48 Nazareth Street, Montreal. Send for Price”
Llsts} andnﬁhomaphs bf hines. Address 1’;’ all cases, ) t,
, e . D. LAWLOR..




' CANADA TRUSS FACTORY.

 SURGICAL MACHINIST,
Hastc Sping-Truss Maker,

INVENTOR AND MANUI’AOTURE,R

OF ALL KINDS OF

Instruments for Physical Deibrmitiesm

" 36 VICTORIA SQUARE,
 MONTREAL:

F. GROSS'S ARTIFICIAL LEGS. -
- Distinguistied in thelr superiorily for combining in the highest degree Sclentiflo and
‘Anatomical principles with the articulation of the natural lirab, and possessing %‘eat strengg:;}
with lightness and durability. - They are perfectly adapted to all forms of axapu; tion. Ev
1imb Is made first-clags, of the best, material, and fully warranted. They are recommended by
the leading Surgeons, and universally approved and recommended. .

T, Gross's Ghest;éExpa,nding Steel Shoulder Braces.

Manufactured at the Canada Truss Factory, 38 Vietorin S(lmare, Montreal. This isan entirely
new and superior article for Ladies and Gentlemen who have ascquired & habit of stooping.
This Brace is certain to answer the purpose of keeping the Chest expanded and the body upright;
the two Steels on the back running over the shoulder-blades, ziving o gentle and even pressure,
they will prove conducive to licalth and gracefulness; and betnfiszrong and well made, will las
& long time and always feel comfortable,  ForGentlemen, this Chest-Expander will enable them
to do away with tke common Susgelders(which are injurious to health) by shitply cutting holes
in'the leaiher of the Belt around the waist, and thereby keeplng upthe pants. :

| CAUTION To PARENTS.~Parents, 1ook to your childrenf -Gross's newly-invented Steel
Bhoulder-Braces are almost indispensable for children, as the{‘ are liable.to contract the habit of
stooping and shrugging their shoulders at school, causing them to grow narfow-chested, and
taying the foundation for eonsumption and ling-diseases, Parents should bear this in mingd, s
wearing our Braces will counteract thig bad ha%t. ®

.- -1 begio call partieniar attention to the London Belt Truss, “This Truss—for the cureand
relief of every species of Hernis admitting of a reduction within its nutural limite—will be found
to afford to those laboring under this eommon bodily infirmity instantaneous rellef, and is so
-simple s contrivance thutit may be worn with-ease in any posture of the bodg during sleep, or
when taking violent exercise, ‘and, when yproperly fixed on, .j8 not. perceptt {e. The pressure
obtatned is' gentle and continuous, and may be increased or dlminished at pleasures’ .
P, Grogs can prodice a great humber of certificates from: doctors and others 1o show that in
all cases this Truss has given great satisfaction, and been applied with complete Suceess. "

ORDERS PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO.

> . PO
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 F. B. WRIGHT,

IMPORTER OF AND DEALER IN
BERLIN WOOL, -

Shetland, Andalusian, Fleeoy, Fingering, Merino, and Lady Betty.  Berlin Wool Patterns,
_Slipper Patterns, Canvas, Beads, Crochet, Knitting, and Embroldery Cotton, Stampped '
Work for Bralding and Embroidery, Sofa-Cushion Cord and Tassels, Em-
broidery and Sewing Silk, Filoceile, and mateylals for various
kinds of Faney Work.,

DOLLS! DOLILS!!

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

TOYS AND GAMES

In great varlety.

BASEKETS,

" Market, Waste-Paper, Faney, Nursery, and Work-Baskets, at all prices.

WAX LILIES AND FRUIT,

Under Glass 8hades, Bohemian Vases, ete., etc.
GLASS SHADES,
‘ Round md 0v§l. ' o

- ‘M?apetmmim, Ladies’ Dress Buttons; Dregs Shields, Combs and Brushes, Portemone
pafes, Lei;t.her Satchels, Walking-Stlcks, and a general assortment of Fapney Googs, ;

No.386 : Votre Dame Street, Montreal.

. ,(%oxite C. Alexander & Son's) .
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Original.

ANNALS OF THE CAMP.

(Continued.)

UT I must not antici-
pate.
discussion — for  many
elements entered. into
the question—as to how we
should arrange our expedi-
tions, it- was resolved that
: Murphy and the minister

should start forthwith; sleep at
Castle Chinky, on another lake, and return
to the camp next night. He had, unfortu-

Wehad three mileé before we got tothe por-

tage where we were tosay farewell to Rev.’

Mr. Robertson. We thought we were gain-
ing on Murphy, the tail of whose canoe
wagged ‘amusingly in the distance, when
we saw him haul ashore on an island ; and
Jones assured us he was looking at an otter
slide. We soon were near him, and saw
one or two steep places where the sand was
smoothed down by this sliding operation,
which the otter performs, it is said, exactly
in the same manner as boys and girls slide
down & snowy bank on the heels of their
snow-shoes. Some will doubt this, how-

ever. What unseen reasons there are in

the mind of the trapper for choosing one
of these in preference to others must be
imagined by the expert; but in all such

After a long’

AT,

&

nately, to start on Saturday morning for
home, as he had to preach in Dover on
Sunday, and some one' must waich the
nets, so that the party -could not go
off all together.  We- would accompany
them, however, to the .limits of the
lake, and we four visitors. took the big
canoe, while Murphy preceded us in
the cat. Behold us, therefore, again
afloat on the lake, bound further into the
wilderness. :

N S
e Y Lk N

matters he was very decidéed, and the trap
was set in the following manner. The
trap was the familiar steel rat-trap, except
that it was much larger, and bad a spring
at both ends of the jaws, each of which, for
compactness sake, was made to circle the
jaws at the opposite sides of the trap from
that to which it was attached. This trap
was laid in the water, just at the foot of the
glide, without bait of, course, and was
fastened by a chain to a spruce sapling,
which was easily locked to its position by
placing the thin end of it among the branches
ofatree, and sticking the suspended point of
the stem into the mud. A little considera-
tion will show that no amount of pulling in
any possible direction from below could do
anything but tighten this stick in its place.
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Thence, after a little partridge-hunting,
we again set forward. At the next point
the ‘“ cat’” was changed for what Murphy
called his ““kitten.” As the young of his
fur-bearing animals were called kittens, it
was natural that this baby-boat should get
the same name. It was an Algonquin
canoe, while the large one in which we
were was an Abenaqui—pronounced by
Murphy, who was doubtless, as he claimed
to be, an authority on such maitters,
Abenakée, with the accent on the ¢ kee.”
The Algonquin differed from its larger
neighbor, chiefly in having a flatter bottom,
and, consequently, being a little less
“foltlish”’ I don’t find it in ¢ Get-the-
best,” but you know what I mean by that.
The Irogois (accent on the ‘rog ") of
Caughnawags, 1 believe,are not now great
canoe-makers. The ¢ cat,’” as I bave said,
was of mongrel breed, having been made
out of a larger one. It resembled the Mille-
seet of the St. John river in form, being
solider at the end, and without the upturned
point in the bow.

l(m Alg:nqnin.

Every cance is made out of one piece,
of bark, unless it be such an enormous
canoe as those used by the Honorable
Hudson Bay Company, and familiar to
visilors to Lachine. Those are pieced so
that the unions on the sides do not coincide
with the unions at the bottom. If they did,
the canoce would break its back the first
time it was strained. The way a canoe is
built may be found by cutting a piece of
stiff paper about three times as long as it is
broad, and pinching it together at the two
ends, then tarning off the lower corners of
the ends very little. It hasthen only to be
laced together with willow, to be strength-
ened with a gunwale, cross-bars, and
ribs of ash, and all the cracks and im-

Micmac,

THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.

perfections to be soldered with a mixture of
pine-gum and beeswax. *

Further on we got to a narrow part of
the lake, across which there had been
thrown in past years a beaver-dam, and
which had become in consequence very
shallow, being filled with bottomless depths
of light mud, into which it was easy to sink,
but from which it was impossible to rise.
In this grew a dense forest of Eguisetan
rushes, through which our progress was
somewhat singular, reminding one of the
Mississippi steamer that was built to sail
throngh a meadow on a heavy dew. It was
with some difficulty that our laden craft
could find a channel to float them over this
shallow. At the dam, Murphy set a trap
for muskrat, and then we went on to the
most beautiful landing in all the lakes. Its
advantages were these : you could not see
it from the water, and yet, when found, it
was not only easy to land, but any number
of canoes could be hauled up, and left with-
out fear. In this beautifully overhung
bower, we bade farewell for a day to the
Rev. Mr. Robertson and the trapper, who,
with the kitten over his shoulder, started
off through the trackless forest before the
parson. That evening, after seeing to the
net, which, by-the-bye, had no business
to be there, we got to a good angling-
ground just at sun-down, and there began
to bag lusty trout as fast as would ordinarily
be thought desirable. I, John Smith, how-
ever, must honestly own that I only caught
one. Asit darkened the bites slackened,
and we returned to our camp, and made a
relishable meal, and burned the nose off the
tea-kettle. It was a glorious moonlight
night, and we went forth again, but got
nothing but our fill of moonlight beauty,
and with a due supply of ¢ Nicholas Nichol-
by,"” interspersed with snores from Jones,
we closed ithe day, and sought slumber on
our hard bed, lying length-wise this time,
ag there were only three of us.

Next day fish were scarcer, and we sought
them, from place to place, from dawn till
evening, and, had we never got a fish, we
should have considered that day as one of
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peculiar enjoyment. Jones, always with
the ste’ering paddle, and young Tom, in
wvirtue of his enthusiasm, alwaysin the bow,
and John Smith, midshipman, and every
time we dipped our paddles in that glassy
water, we opened new marvels of beauty to
our view ; for island upon island, point
beyond point, elad in the royal apparel of
autumn scattered in ever new combinations,
imparted as much of beauty to the scene as
if we had travelled on all day through para-
dise., Though we caught little, Murphy’s
contraband net was well stocked. This
net will some day make Inche Brachie
Lake as destitute of fish as some of
the lakes nearer the settlements are to-day.
How the net is so destructive I do not
know, for a few otters might, with ease,
destroy as many fish as it does.

At dusk we welcomed back our spiritua
and our temporal guides. Whenever Mur-
phy started, however far he went, he
always reached the lake on his return just
at dusk. That night, as the hunter—the
pot-hunter, as he called himself—sat un-
dressing a muskrat, which, for the purpose,
he had hung by the jaw to the roof with a
string of bass bark, and which when its
Esquimaux trousers were being peeled off,
presented a comical appearance, we had
many a good story told, and, among the rest,
we learned why our leader called himself
the pot-hunter. Fifty years ago, we shall
say—no one could have told Murphy’s age
from his looks, but this makes the most of
it—he was in the service of Sir Richard
Murray Billingson, a noted surveyor in one
of the countries in which he had been—
and in what country had he not been since
he forsook the smuggling trade on the north
channel for lack of adventure ? Sir Richard
had as his assistant a Mr. Fooline de Forest
Jaques, whopressed grasses and staffed birds.
Jaques had secured the disdain of the
humbler atfackés of the pariy by bringing
curisities of camping life into the bush.
He had one box of horns to be distributed
to the various members of the party—to
blow when they got asiray; and a tent of
costly fabrie, which. had not been pitched

“the island as usual.
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an hour before, (through some mischance
which also cost the owner his whiskers), it
became a blackened pole—an occurrence
which Marphy never complained of, as his
labors in making a new tent out of several
heavy rolls of the same costly fabric which
had been provided againet such an emer-
gency, saved him mach toilsome labor in
portaging the weighty provisions. Among
these provisions was one parcel of sugar,
which had been packed in a thick, hard-
wood tub of great size, lteavily clamped
with iron, which too often fell to the share
of Black Fergus, a patient Highlander, who,
for fault of better English, always designated
hisload as the ¢ Sukar boosh.” Well, Mr.
Fooline de Forest Jaques had become
aware of the existence of an eagle’s nest on
an island in a lake at some distance, and
eagily obtained permission from Sir Richard
to go and shoot one or both of the assidunous
parents. With Murphy as guide, after a
journey over mountains of some six oreight
miles, they found the bird on the nest, and,
a8 they went boldly forward, so as to raise
it for a shot, the eagle flew directly away
from its enemies. Next morning, after a
similar expedition, a similar result was
attained. Both birds, with singular wuni-
formity, always flying directly away from
their pursuers. On the sixth or seventh
day (Itell all the stories just as Murphy
told them, and he was always very sensi-
tive about any imputation against his vera-
city), Sir Richard complained somewhat
hastily to the woodsman of his mismanage-
ment of the matter, and Murphy at once
promised, if he could get the direction of
matters, to bring home at least one bird
the first time he went. With this under-
standing, they went again, and landed on
Murphy then ordered
the boat away that the birds might suppose
that they had returned as before. All left
but Jaques, who would follow the hunter.
The latter crept slowly towards the tree
where the nest was, and in due time had
the pleasure of seeing the eagle return. It
was then the work of a minute or two to
g et near enough to fire, and bring it down.
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Murphy was about to dispatch it with his art, to represent the ‘“ backwoods? ¥ What

tomahawk, when he heard a voice calling : | noble, old-knotted stems

“Stop! it's an _ e
honorable bawed, § '
Muffy. Yaw
miserable pot-
huntaw to shoot
an honorable
bawed on its
nest,” with that
he seized the
eagle by the ends
of the wings, and UhF
stepped upon its YPRAITIIIRESS
breast to put it to death in kingly fashion.
The eagle of course dug its claws into Mr.
Fooline’s calves, and it was soon a question
whether man or bird was in the worst
plight. )

One word more about Jaques before we
leave him. One time, Sir Richard having
missed him for an hour or two, becoming
solicitous, sent Murphy to find him, which
he soon did—coming upon the melancholy
Jaques beside a cross which he had erected,
and to which he had pinned a large sheet
of paper containing his epitaph and last
words, with a kindly message to his un-
faithfal lady-love. '

After another night in camp, according
to our programme, Tom Brown and myself
accompanied Murphy on a journey to
Devon’s Lake, where we were to get a
canoe belonging to Xavier, and thread our
way through numberless lakes, by a way
almost unknown to white men, Jones
having magnaminously consented to remain
behind, and look after the nets and fish,
with the minister that day, and the next
morningto put him early on his way to Dover
that the good people might not miss their
sermon. Our friends accompanied uws to
the portage—not that by which Robertson
had left the lake, but one through a valley,
called—to frighten us—eight miles long.

It is here in place to refer to some com-
mon misconceptions about the primitive
forests. Who has not seen a Canadian or
American book with illustrations produced
in England, or some other attempt of foreign

spring every-

where from the undulating sward, through
which a man might chase a deer on horse-
back, and where the branches of the trees
spring from their sides as gracefully as in a
park or avenue. I, John Smith, have a
decided respect for the English as a people,
and if they are able to make their forests
grow that way, my respect will be in no
wise diminished. Naturally, trees stretch
up long, straight stems to bear their leaves
to the ever reced-ing daylight, and, how-
ever unpicturesque this fashion is, it must
be acknowledged it produces better boards.
An error which Canadians are more
likely to make is to go to the opposite
extreme. In the vicinity of settlements
—and it is seldlom we get away from
the close vicinity of settlements— the
results of fires are generally observable.
The frequency of fires in the bush is
familiar to us in Montreal, for we all
know that on a dry day in the month
of June, and almost any other month,
we cannot mount an eminence but we
must see, in the landscape, three or four
large volumes of smoke rising from the
comparatively well cleared prairie beyond
the river. The effect of a fire is generally
tokill a great many trees, which fall either
then or soon after. Another.result of
fire is often tq give a start to underbrush,
which in five or six years grows up as thick
a8 nature will allow. The result is that in
woods in inkiabited countries the fallen trees
are almost as numerous as the living ones ;
and the difficulty of travelling through,
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except on recognized paths, is enormous.
The conntry through which we were now to
pass was not of this character, but saving
here and there a slash—that is, the confusion
made by the fall of some trée, which, as
never fails to be the case, hasbrought down
a long succession with it in its fall, just as
nine-ping or insolvent merchants do—saving
too,an old beaver meadow, which wasgrown
over with tea-plant and high reedy-grasses,
and also a portion at the end of the journey,
where an old, partial clearing had been
overgrown by a thicket of hazel under-
braush,— the whole day’s march was
over the richest and softest of carpets.
What straw-stuffed Turkey carpet—what
sofa or feather-bed is so luxurious as eight
or ten inches of moss—matted so thick that,
although a good portion of our way was
over heaps of the roundest and barest of
boulders, without any soil between them,
we were not aware of the caverns over
which we trod, except when, now and then,
one foot breaking through, went down until
the impossibility of the other following,
stopped the descent. Over this rich carpet
the red deer and the earibou bound among
the thick, irregular colonades of the forest

with as much freedom as horses on a plain. | §

Ere we started on our tramp, we were in-

troduced into the mysteries of & mink or !

martin trap—it does for either of these
animals, although in nature they are more
different than in shape—the mink being a
weasel, and the martin of the cat kind.
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The trap is constructed by excavat-
ing a hole in the side of a tree, about
six inches from the ground. In front
of this hole is laid a round piece of wood
the top of which is on a level with
the hole. A long pole, about four inches
thick at the butt, is then chosen ; the thick
end of which is supported above this at a
distance, just high enough to allow the
animal to pass through, by a twig which
rests on the lower stick a little on the out-
side of its highest point, or rather on the
outer end of another twig, which stretches
into the hole, and on the opposite end of
which a bait is tied. The upper stick is
then loaded to the utmost capacity of the
twig which supports it, and the trap is com-
plete. The mink,to obtain the meat, must
have its head and shoulders in the hole,
and the first pull he gives it sets the per-
pendicular twig running down the outside
of the stick on which it stood, and the whole
superincumbent mass falls upon’ the body
gf the devoted fur-bearer. A few yards

from the mink-trap was a —ﬁﬂer-tnp‘,
whose construction is entirely different. The
fisher or wild-cat is too wary for dead-falls,
and a steel-trap, under ordinary circum-
stances, would be equally useless, as the
trapper would be quite likely to find nothing
but a foot or two, or the proof of having
been left in the trap by their original'owner.
The steel-trap is set under water where the
fisher usually frequents—the only way
to elude the scent which would accompany
the setting of it. The chain is attached to
the small end of a tree, which has been

! fastened to the ground in some slight way,
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while the butt-end is, high in air, thrown
over some branch in the vicinity. When
the fisher is caught, his vigorous pulling
immediately loosens the fastening of the
light end of the tree, which forthwith flies
up, suspending the trap and the astonished
cat helplessly between heaven and earth !
Our portage was comparatively light,
and might have been exceedingly pleasant,
but for the fact that it rained inveterately ;
and, although it was hard to say what diffe-
rence that made, except on the appearance
of things, the trapper gave it as his
opinion, and we verified it, that walking
was very much more fatiguing on a wet
day than on a dry one. Of course we were
all dressed for mid-winter, for when all
weather is to be taken in one suit of clothes,
they must be clothes of proof. The mode
of our progress was, with Murphy ahead
as leader, moving along over the ground,
or logs, or whatever the footing might
be, at & rate which gquite left me, John
Smith, behind ; and in this he onlyshowed
the remains of the still greater agility of an
earlier day. Tom Brown wasnot left behind,
his Canadian and Californian training and
well-knit frame made him able to follow
cloee with apparent ease. The path, which
is quite unmarked—for what human foot-
prints will last six months, the probable
average ,interval between the travellers
over this portage—and lies now over moss,
now, in crossing a slash, over logs generally
following them out lengthwise, and involves
jumping down or up, say three feet, from one
to another-—this while loaded with tumpline
orgun! Had it been all level, the city
pedestrian—for most city people are ecom-
paratively good pedestrians—would have
kept easily abreast with the country ath-
letes. I had much satisfaction, however, in
the frequent, very frequent, resting places
which, with savage instinct, our guide
constantly made for ws, when I, John
Smith, felt as little desire for his halt as I
had done for the rapid motion which made
him blow. Quiet, unwearying, plodding
in regular bours, is the road to success in
St. Paul Street, while a readiness for un-
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bounded exertion to be relaxed, when
possible, into the most supine laziness, is an
essential part of a close dependence on un-
tamed nature, and agrees closely with the
habits of those races of animals and men
which live by prey. The most interesting
thing in this walk was the observation of
the marvellous acuteness with which Mur-
phy, while it was hard to do anything but
watch one’s footsteps, noticed every few
steps the marks of the recent presence of
some animal, and could tell by footsteps
hardly visible when pointed out in the deep
lichen, how the bear had passed, or where
the mink had gone, or how long since a
white hunter or an Indian had set a trap
in this domain of Murphy, who claims as
his own, all the region of these lakes and
tributaries, except Devon’s Lake, whose
water happens to find exit a different way,
and which he would claim in vain, so long
as Devon, a patriarchal hunter, and boys
live there. The fief had been for years
rented from a squaw, who was its recognised
owner among the rovers of the hill-country
until she passed away full of days and
honor, and her heirs had shown a desire to
bring the lease to a close. Murphy doubted
the title of the heirs (although had they
continued the lease he might not have done
o), and had defended himself from their
demand, which appeared in the form of two
men with brandished tomahawks, with his
hunter’s knife, wherewith he had spoiled
the face of a young brave. After that en-
counter the war was carried on by hiero-
glyphics, each party leaving in the way of
the other the most omjinous of pictures—
figures made with red chalk on trees—so as
emblematically, if not artistieally, to re-
present the adverse party, with the knife of
his enemy (a small chip earved into this
shape), stieking in his heart.. It was
now Murphy’s full resolve to clear this
part of the country of beavers and whstever
other game he could get, sparing none for
“geed ;”’ a8 he did not know how soon dis-
oretion might become the better part of
valor. The next mostinteresting thing in
this walk was the stories which Murphy
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never ceased to tell, which had at this time
for their text the daring deeds of the men,
and still more of the women, of the early
settlements. How Mrs. Conifer during the
absence of her husband and sons, who were
off lumbering, had seen her cow, on which
her life almost depended, come home from
the bush at a furious run with something
on its back, and had taken out the gun and
shot the animal, and then retired to the
house in fear. How some squaws came in,
and hearing an account of the transaction,
went out, and examining the cow, soon fol-
lowed up the retreat of the bear, and find-
ing it lying dead in the bash, brought back
its skin and flesh t{o the woman, who thus
made up abundantly for the loss of her
cow's life. How Mrs. Conifer’s daughter,
soon after born, has all her life been par-
tially clothed with a natal garment of bear
skin. I ean only afford a sample of these
precious tales, which might easily extend
over a thousand and one nights round the
Camboose-fire.

Long was the tramp, but we came atldst
to a clearing, and such a scene of highland
beauty as opened on us—highland in gene-
ral contour, but the heather well replaced
by bright birches and dark green pines—is
hardly looked for in Canada. We looked
upon the little lake surrounded by moun-
tains, However, with little ecstasy, through
the interminable drizzling rain. We
brought up willingly at the first couple
of shanties to have a meal, and found the
household in one of them not yet scattered,
after dinner, and received chairs and stools
to sit on, while the good woman would
make our tea. These matters arranged with
some pleasantries on both sides, Murphy
wag just about to sit down on the end of a
sofa, when the lady of the house remarked,

“You didn’t see that our old man was
dead!” Murphy was in the act of sitting
down on the feet of the corpse. He gotup,
looked round, and said, s

«Sure enough he's gone, is he 1"

The young women said they were mak-
ing his shroud. It was an old pensioner
who had eked out his life with the family,
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but whose departure was apparently
a matter of utter indifference, for it was
no more referred to. The woman that
ruled in this home was a good-looking,
well-built person of about thirty. Owing
to some long and tiresome guarrel between
her and a neighbour in the next cabin, it
had been resolved to have the matter settled
in a regular way. In this fight Mrs. Me-
Inailey had put Mrs. Scratchard to utter
rout, and was consequently looked upon as
the prize-boxer. The next house we came
to after leaving this one was English Jack-
son’s (for singularly in so small a settlement
there were two Jacksons), where we must
needs enter and hold converse. Talk of
Barnum’s fat girl! I, John Smith, once
travelled a long distance with that pityable
prodigy, but her monstrosity was nothing
to that of a (lengthwise) little boy and girl
of English Jackson’s. The boy is about
eleven, and the girl seven or eight, and
such a shape ! I might give the figures of
measurement and weight were I not afraid
that this truthful tale might thenceforward
be looked upon as a fietion. The conversa-
tion with the invalid lady at the head of
this family turned on a visit she had just
had from a squaw, whom she had re-
cognized as one Nat Shuniaw’s wife. On
being asked if she was not, the allusion to her
departed husband by name, had been reprov-
ed by the poor rover with a look of reproach-
fulsadness. 1 have knownlordly halls where
would have passed unseen this gentle hint,
which had been so quickly caught by the
delicate sympathy of the settler’s wife. It
was explained by the trapper, that an
Indian always avoids a subject of sorrow,
even when long gone by, and will never
mention & departed relative by any desig-
nation more distinct than a gesture, or such
an expression a8 ¢ He that’sgone.” Next we
came to Devon’s, the looked-for resting-place
after a weary day, when we found the hospi-
table old pair just finishing up their day’s
work. The lady was a Baptist, diligent, deaf,
Dutch, and devout ; while her lord was a
Methodist, sinewy in person, and more elas-
tic in conscience, ever ready, however, as
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the postmaster, and chief man of the place
to entertain the wayfaring preacher. We
must pass over the long, long conversation
between the patriarch and his erratic ap-
prentice, as he was in the habit of fondly
regarding Frank, as he called Murphy, the
pleasant meal, the clean and welcome bed,
the breakfast, and the prayers night and
morning, in which the stranger, who was
discovered to have a Bible was called upon
to officiate—for who but preachers carry
bibles—and pass on to the dilemma in
which we found ourselves when ready
for the road in the morning. Devon had
explained how the canoe on which we had
calculated, had been taken off by his sons
on 3 hunting excursion milesaway. Here
was not only the loss of our hoped for ex-
cursion, for which we had toiled go hard
through yesterday’s rain, but the prospect
of ruin to the canoe, for the young Devons
Wwere careless at the best, and Murphy had
learned they had a good stock of whisky
with them. His good natared indignation,
for Murphy was not a man to quarrel, ex-
cept at some distance, vented itself in in-
voking the wrath of Xavier, who had left
the canoe in the old man’s charge.

“ My, but eXavier Il be mad !"” he said ;
“ won’t eXavier be mad !”

Another controversy arose about some
traps that were not returned in the identi-
cal form in which they had been left.
There had been among them two Fortin
traps, and only one was now forthcoming,
and again Xavier's indignant spirit was in-
voked. That precocious boy had evidently
gained an influence over his step-father at
least, but whether the dread of him was
shared by old Devon or not was not
observable. The circumstances under
which the traps and canoe had been
left there had been, during our stay,
the constant source of chafing which
Sonny had to bear, and bore nobly, from
his loving father-in-law. The year before
Xavier and young Devon had entered into
partnership on a hunting excursion, and the
two boys had gone far back into the bush
where their success had been but partial,
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They had not caught enough to keep them-

-selves alive, and were forced to buy meat

from Jocumawdaw who sold them a beaver
he had taken from one of their own
traps minus the skin. This announcement
at Sonny’s expense, however, cost Murphy
some anxiety, and his chief delight in every
capture was in the immunity it would
help to secure him from any return of
teasing from his young relative, who
Was now in partnership with himself.
It now remained for us to retrace, on
a dry day, the path which we had first
traversed on a wet. The rain of yesterday
had been followed by a gale during the
night, which was now succeedel by a
bright sunny morning ; and, with the dif-
ference of a few traps weight and some
butter for some biscuit, we made our home-
ward way, the stories being now with re-
gard rather to the feats of animals than of
men, but never ceasing to flow. It was one
in the afternoon when we neared our lake
again, of course, considering how best we
might reach our island home, for there was
no knowing how many miles off Jones
might be. Our appointment had been to
meet him at another quarter, and at
another time; were we to fire and wait
all night perhaps, before we knew
whether the shot was heard, or were
we to make a raft and ecross? Having
resolved on the latter course, if neces-
sary, we were pleased as soon as our foot-
steps were within sound of the lake (a
footstep in the bush cannot be .missed in
that still region) to hear the shouts of Jones
and the rest close to the opening of the por-
tage, where they happéned to be fishing. 1t
took two journeys to land us, after which
we returned with delight to our trout fare,
and merry tales and songs.

Knowing from reading that it is a liter-
ary thing to take down ballads from the
oral repetitions of those who have them
by tradition, I have done my best to set in
order the song wherewith Murphy enter-
tained us on the evening now being de-
scribed ; as he sat on the camboose un-
dressing a martin, he sung the following
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fragmentary reminiscence of his smuggling
days:—
CHORUS.

There was Toogal More and Tonal More,
Chack Tamson and the mate ;

And the skipper, he was turn ashore
For preakin the scathan [herring] plate.

"Twas in the year of ninety-twa,
July the twenty tay,

The Chessie—that most noble craff—
From Gourock sail away.

There was, &c.
The Chessie was so fine a craff
As ever yet was porn ;

She was loaded down with scathans,
And pound for old Leghorn. -

There was, &ec.
But in the middle of the night
There came a treadful fog ,

Says Tonal More to Toogal More,
“ We must throw out the log.”

There was, &c.

Murrhy’s name is Irish, but during the
recitation of the above ditty he might have
been either of the triumphant GaelieImuti-
neers of the ¢Jessie '—Dugald or Donald.
The musk rat, the first fruits of the year’s
toil, was beginning to assume, in a semi-
nude state, a somewhat comical appearance.
The martin’s skin was at last completely
removed, and the animal being laid aside
for bait, the fur was turned inside out, and
then placed on a frame to siretch and dry.
The frame was made of a stout switch, bent
round into the shape of a horse shoe, and
bound to that position with a string of bass-
wood rind. The soft skin drawn over this
assumed exactly the shape of the stretcher,
and being hung up near the fire, would not
'take long to get quite hard. Exavier being
away on a visit to his mother, the occupants
of our bed were reduced to four,.a possible
number, and we looked for a good sleep in
preparation for Sunday.

Sunday rose bright, and Jones and I pro-
posed to ourselves a journey to echurch, and
our canoe was soon afloat on the glassy lake.
Jones told of the waves the canoe called
the Cat had to undergo a day or two before
in landing the minister in time to reach
Dover for Sunday, the early morning after
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that stormy night we passed at Devon's.
Landing, we cached our canoe, and after
travelling a mile or two and finding our
abundant elothing for the first time uncom-
fortably warm, we cached a lot of that, and
proceeded to Ireland, where the neighbor-
hood soon gathered together, and heard the
simple story of the Gospel, told them all too
seldom. We went on four miles more to
Scotland, to reach a» Sunday school held
there, for this useful agency reaches further
than any other. We met the children going
home, having apparently unconscicusly got
through their duties before they should have
been begun. We sought the house of the
chief man of the place, in the hope of Cana-
dian or Highland hospitality, and some
conversation that might reveal the condition
of the country. We found, however, High-
land pride instead, for we could not set
down the omission of the custom of all un-
peopled lands, and especially of every Celtic
home, to any worse cause—and, chilled with
the same cold atmosphere, the day school
and Sunday school teacher, who looked with
wall-eyed indifference on our efforts to learn
concerning her work. It was evening when
we got to Ireland, and found Xavier ready
to go back with us, and it was already moon-
light as we started through alternate clear-
ing and bush for Inch Brachie Lake. We en-
tered the bit of bush where our clothes lay
hid, unconsciously by a different path from
the one we came by, and the consequent
hunt for our cacke was deeply interesting,
and took us unavailingly through many an
untrodden copse. We had to go on without
opr clothes, and must pass through & new
piece of bush to find our cance. The moon-
light does not pierce the leafy trees like the
sunlight; it does not pierce them at all.
We were three, yet each alone in an inex-
tricable tangle, guessing as well as we
might our way to the lake shore. It is hard
to pass through a forest at night; it is par-
tienlarly hard along a shore where the
number of fallen trees is specially num-
erous; you walk ten feet on a trunk six
feet above the earth, then on returning to
the ground find your foot going down every
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few steps between two sunken logs. We
reached the lake at different points, and all
wrong | and we rummaged round the wrong
cove for a good while feeling for onr
canoe. After a bold change of base, Jones
suddenly came on Mr. Little's duck-
shooting punt, or dunn as they call it
here, for the use of which he had an
order. We quickly got this to the water,
and, finding the oars all right, were soon
out on the glassy moonlit lake, where it
needed but a glance to show where we had
left our canoe; and Jones and Xavier in
that, and I in the dunn, were soon on our
way through the romantic alleys of the
wilderness of islands. That night we sup-
ped heartily on trout, and after a long
theological discussion with the sage Murphy,
retired to our welcome and somewhat fuller
corch. Next morning it was an easy mat-
ter to go and find our cacke, and bring back
with us a box of biscuit, but it took all the
morning ; and in the afternoon we fished
with canoe and bunn, cut down trees, ete.,
reserving for Tuesday, the last of our stay,
which of course was rainy, the finest enjoy-
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ment of all—the examination of the traps
set on the first day of our stay by the trap-
per and Mr. Robertson. Before starting,
we were called to account by the faithful
Watty McCullum, who had found his way
to the island, along with a stout friend, on
a raft, to know why we had taken the sunn.
The order was produced, and the voyageurs
of the raft retired. Proceeding in the
Cat'and Kitten to the same beautiful port
at which we 'had before parted with
Robertson, we struck back into the bush.
After going about a quarter of a mile, which
Wwas purposely left un-blazed, we came on
a sort of path. We had with us a gun and
two canoes, one of which Murphy carried,
and the other Jones and I turn about.
Canoes are carried by tying the paddles
lengthwise along the bars, just far enough
apart to let the head go between them, so
that the handles of the paddles rest on the
shoulders. The pressure there is painful to
those unaccustomed to it, but, it issaid, soon
Dasses away, and otherwise the canoe in-
commodes one verylittle. In a shower of
rain—and we had abundant means on the
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day in question to test its qualities ag an um-
brella—and still-more in going through a
thick hazel cover the canoce is a positive
advantage. In passing through underbrush,
the man with a canoe would always beat
the man without, the canoe turning off the
twig, and bending back the stems just as do
the horns of the deer which are in such cir-
cumstances anything but an incumbrance.
After skirting a hill for a considerable dis-
‘ta,nce, we found our path lay directly over
the shoulder of & mountain, which was toil-
somely ascended only to be descended
again on the other side, by which we were
brought to the shores and dark waters of
Spruce Lake. Launching thereon, we had
occasion to notice numerous beaver cut-
tings, which proved the recent presence
of these staple fur-bearers. These were
of all thicknesses, from half an inch
up to four inches, and I know not
how much more in diameter, and of
the length of cordwood and downwards.
Their habit is to bring these billets and
twigs to their houses, and after devouring
the inner rind of the bark, to cast them
adrift. On this lake we were shown, for
we could not have found_it, them ost distant
castle on Murphy’s demesne. Hid among
the thick red and yellow leaves, ‘could be
discovered the corner of a tiny log cabin.
We passed it by,
brought us to the end of Spruce Lake, and
we left its black and dismal silence for a
more dismal wood. We spent, however,
little energy on sentiment, but marched
from log to log and from boulder to boulder,
under our canoes; climbing hills and
threading gorges, seeing but the trunks
and the moss around us, until we emerged
at lasl on a model of a mill-dam as it ap-
Peared, built by the spirits of the flood or of
the fell, with its trickling rivulet pouring
over it, a.nd then threading its way among
the bare and mossy boulders, down, down
to the lake far below which we had Just
left. Near by were the saw-mills, dome-
shaped buildings made of sticks and twigs,
laid on in the wildest confusion, and the
stocks of lumber piled in the most admired

and a few miles more.
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confusion. Thislumber is driven, and, then,
when it reaches the mill-dam, rafted and
towed, or rather pushed to the mill. The
dam was built, not a8 men would build,
with mighty beams laid across, and a few
to stay them up, but with all the beams
laid end-ways as stays, and the lessersticks
wattled across, and then plastered with mud.
The stays were of all sizes and shapes, and
most painfully irregular and unparallel in
their positions. The inhabitants of these
singular domes are supposed to lay up a
stock of wood for their winter’s sustenance,
between now and winter; and they are
singularly uneconomical in their choice of
timber limits. They will cut at any distance
from their houses, and often choose trees
quite away from the water. Above this
dam it behoved us to launch our canoes,
and then with the most cautious navigation
to find a possible channel among the boul-
ders. The long avenue of sluggish water
was clear of any but sunken obstructions
for & width of some three yards, outside of
which was a mighty growth of the brown-
ish tea-plant, that, backed by a shrubby
growth, and that, by the over-arching trees.
Long was our journey through this stygian
water, and the paddlestouching the surface
was the only sound. We seemed going
deeper and deeper into the mid-region of
death ; but now we must lift our canoes
again, soon to float them on another lake,
one storey higher in the hills than the one
before ; it might have been called Auber.
I don’t know what it was called, but we
called it Porcupine Lake. It was surrounded
b precipitous hills, one great bluff among
which was clad with pine. No one can
logk upon. such a rounded promontory as
t}us, or its great namesake in the province
of porcupines and ma.y~ﬂowers, without
thinking of the qullls on the hmd-quarters
of that fretful quadruped. There is some-
thing really solemn in the gra.nd repose of
solitude. We left Porcupme pond again to
climb among logs and boulders. We were
shown one stone as big as a house, that
was resting on one or two points, and other-
wise completely hollow underneath. Its
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upper surface was only accessible from one
corner, where a stem of a tree with a few
nicks of an axe made a staircase. Twenty
or thirty trees of all sizes grew on the top,
and from a great pine of 18 inches in
diameter Jones secured a plentiful supply
of nasty, bitter spruce gum. High up we
reached another lake—Beaver Lake. We
might have gone many more steps up this
great stair had it not been necessary to be
back the same day at Inche Brachie Lake.
We took a view from a high hill in the
direction of the ¢ wastes that dern and
dreary lie’’ beyond, and then went down
to examine the trap which Murphy and
Robertson had set six days before, and in it
was found a lively young pooyaway, as the
adolescent beaver is termed by the Indians.
A living beaveris as strange a thing to find
in a trap as a dead otter. The beaver was
under water fastened by one hind leg,
which was broken in the trap. His death
was easily accomplished by a blow from the
back of the tomahawk. Would I were able
to indulge in some of the picturesque exag-
gerations, wherewith Jones delights the
young ladies in descriptions of such scenes!
I was sorry for the poor fellow struggling
there with his broken leg and starving to
death, and could not touch his soft coat
until they tied him up in the tumpline, and
hung him to my neck like the mariner’s
albatross. However, the tumpline made the
load feel lighter, and I had no consciencious
terrors as I bore my 60 lbs. of fat over the
hills, now on my collar bone, now on my
forehead, to our camp. We were now about
equally loaded—none sufficiently so to 1.)9
any way impeded—and we retraced our
steps as far as Spruce Lake castle, where,
amid much smoke, we made a meal on
some hard tack and butfer we had carried
all the way with us, after which we took
our mountain journey back to Murphy
Castle, where we supped on trout and pota-
toes and good biscnits, and proceeded mer-
rily with shanty tales, and packing up to
decamp on the morrow.

Next morning before our departure a

grand feast was prepared for us, being the
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addition of beaver tail to the usual fare.
It had been boiled for hours and skinned;
the flipper was made of something between
gristle and fat, and was exceedingly de-
licious to Murphy, and I believe holds a
very high rank among epicurean dainties.
We all did justice to if, and then to the
trout, and also to the tough remains of a
partridge, and most of all to an incom-
parable broth, from which these remains
had been taken. To cook partridge: pluck
and boil a very long while, adding savory
and salt. The broth is very delicious; the
bird is good for the dog.

All that day we retraced our way
over the settlement road and the govern-
ment road, and it was night when we
passed the minister’s house, and saluted
him with a miscellaneous discharge of
fire arms. This succeeded in doing what
the most unwearied and atrocious singing
of Jolly Dogs, then in vogue, had failed to
do—urged our wearied but hardy pony into
a run, 8o that our second volley was dis-
charged in front of ¢ S. Jones’s store "’ with
much eclat. Debarking here, we prepared
for tea, when we met all the friends of the
first evening, as well as Mr. Little and
his sister, who hadsaccompanied Mr. Earle
from Little Rapids to spend an evening
with the Joneses. It was another merry
night, and when the curtain next rises, I,
John Smith, am in St. Paul Street, mesting
the correspondents of John Smith and Co.

Original.
NOVEMBER-A DIRGE.

BY J. B. RAMBAY.

The old ogk tree is dying,
The storm-tanned branch of centuries is bare,
The bark 1s riven from its trunk, and lying
Distant and near;
The last fair robe of summer leaves ig fiying,
‘Withered and sear.
Departing wild birds gather
In the high branches, ere they haste away—
Singing a farewell to the frigid ether
And fading day;
To sport no more o’er withered mead or heather,
No longer gay. ’
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And sullenly assuming
His throne to vindicate the summer past,
Stern Autumn stops the thunder’s distant
booming,
The lightning’s blast ;
While from the north the dreary clouds are
coming, *
Sombre and vast.

The little ericket’s singing
Sounds lonely in the crisp and yellow leaves,
Like bygone tones of tenderness up-bringing
A thought that grieves~—
A bell upon a ruined turret ringing
On Sabbath eves.

The “ tempest-loving raven,”
Pilot of storms across the silent sky,
Soars loftily along the heaving heaven,
With doleful ery,
Uttering love dirges. Thistle beards are driven
’ ‘Where the winds sigh.

And yet here is a fiower
8till lingering, by the changing season spared;
And a lone bird within 2 leafless bower—
Two friends who dared
To share the shadows of misfortune’s hour,
Thougb unprepared.

EARLY SCENES IN CANADIAN LIFE.

BY REV. T. WEBSTER, NEWBUEG, ONT.

CHAPTER VI.

(Continued.)
THE CHIPPEWA CREEK—EARLY SETTLERS—

THE WAINFLEET MARSH. :

The Chippewa Creek, now known by the
more dignified name of the Welland River,
rises in the township of Ancaster, County of
‘Wentworth, passing through the counties of
Lincoln and Welland, it empties itself into
the Niagara, a few miles above the falls
It is a very sluggish stream, and its course
being exceedingly serpentine, gives it &
length of nearly one hundred miles, The
river is navigable for small propllers and
small eraft generally to the narrows, & dis-
tance of some twenty or twenty-five miles,
from the small but active little town of
Chippews, situated at its mouth. The
town still bears the original name of the
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stream, which was called after the once
powerful Indian tribe of that name, known
also ag the ¢ Ojibways.” The country
through which the Chippewa flows is very
fertile, but for miles from the town of Chip-
pewa the land is but slightly elevated above
the surface of the Niagara river, hence,
when the wind blows up the Niagara, its
waters not unfrequently back up the Chip-
pewa, so much so that a stranger, finding
himself on the side of the latter stream,
would sometimes find it hard to decide in
which direction it flowed.

This region was a favorite haunt of the
Indians. The creek in certain places was
at times almost literally covered with wild
geese and ducks, and the waters abounded
with fine fish. The muskrats swarmed
along its marshy margin, while the deer
sported in countless numbers on its verdant
banks. The peculiarity in its current
enabled the Indians—with the greatest pos-
sible ease and facility, to pass m hundreds
in their light bark canoes up and down the
stream in pursuit of its finny and feathery
treasures, and the surrounding forests
teemed with the. choicest varieties of other
game. Here the red man roved for untold
generations, and reveled in the wild liberty
and rude plenty of savage life in so favored
& locality. From this vicinity he went out
upon the war-path with his battle-axe and
his bow, striking terror into the hearts of
his enemies. Here, within hearing of the
roaring of the mighty catéract, which
inspires awe in the most highly cultivated
minds, the untaught Indisn mused. What
| were his musings ? Did he in his simple
falth believe that in it he heard the voice of
the Great Spirit? )

As its solemn tones fell upon his ears in
the solitude of the forest, did he think that
he éould detect, in its varied cadences,
approval of high or generous deed, or
reproval for treachery or ingratitade ? Or,
did it boom out prophetic warning of the
doom which awaited his race? Alas! he
has left us no record of his musings.

‘While all else about magnificent Niagara
has changed, its wounderous deep base
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thunders on incessantly, and its concentra-
tion of beauty, grandeur, and sublimity
inspires the admiration and deluges the soul
with overwhelming awe, not less in the
learned and wise who now gaze upon its
beauties, than it did long agoin the heart of
the simple child of nature. But where now
is “ the poor Indian #’ ¢ The palefaces”
came and sat down on the redmen’s lands
and breathed upon them, and the abori-
ginal inhabitants melted away before the
new-comers like snow before the genial sun.

Into this land, so rich in promise to the
industrious husbandman, at an early day
came Mr. Stephen, Mr. Farr, and Sarah, his
good wife, and pitched their tent, orrather
erected their little log-cabin in the depths
of the forest, on the banks of the Chippewa
Creek, in the township of Wainfleet, at a
place now known as * Brown’s Bridge.”’
The waters of the Chippewa flowed slowly
and silently along in front of their cabin
door as if ,too well-bred to disturb, with
noisy babblings, as a common rude stream
might have done, the quiet of the newly
married couple in their peaceful bridal

home.
With cheerful hearts and willing hands,

they addressed themselves to the task of
subduing at least their portion of the earth,
and soon the tall trees fell beneath the stal-
wart blows of Mr. Farr, while his wife, by
the practise of various womanly expedients
known only to the initiated, gave valuable
aid and ‘comfort in the enterprise. They
were not long without neighborg, other per-
sons attracted by the fertility of the soil,
came and settled near them. None but
those who have been dwellers in a solitud®
can realize to its full extent the pleasure
afforded by the advent of new neighbors.
They are all regarded as friends ready to
exchange kind offices, sharers together of
similar toils and difficulties, and alike hop-
ing ere long to enjoy the comforts of life.
Isolation from the rest of the world and
companionship in the same pursuits and
interests beget mutual good will, and in
many instances self sacrificing friendship
worthy of filial ties, and enduring as life.
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Such was the friendship which grew up
between our friends, the Farrs and Mr.and
Mrs. Richard Burger, of whom we will
hereafter have occasion to speak. The
settlement of a portion of Wainfleet was
greatly retarded by the existence there of
an extenfive marsh about fifteen miles in
length, and varying from one to five miles
in width. This immense swamp—now
congidered valuable as a portion of the
Welland peat beds—was then wild and
frightful almost beyond description. So
much 8o that the Indians themselves shrank
from exploring its inmost recesses. In some
places it was & dense thicket, the bushes
being so closely woven together with vines
and creepers of various kinds that even the
wild beasts seemed unwilling to force their
passage through the tangled masses; but,
as the trail indicated, they were obliged fo
make frequent detours in search of intrica-
cies throngh which they might erawl. In
the wet seasons of the year, it was almost
entirely flooded and throughout the year
considerable parts of its surface were
covered with water, through which grew a
coarse grass called *‘ cut grass.” This
sedgy grass will cut the flesh like a knife,
and it was a source of much annoyance
and suffering to persons when obliged for
any purpose to go into the marsh. Large
sections of it were covered with cranberry
bushes which used to yield incrédible quan-
tities of berries. :

Here the wild savages used to assemble
in bands at the proper season to collect,
though with caution and at much risk, the
cranberries and other wild fruit with
which the marsh abounded. Here also
beasts of prey and venomous serpents held
high carnival. The rattlesnake the black-
snake and the blowing-adder shared the
domain with bears, wolves, wild cats, &c.
These denizens of the swamp had for ages
held undisputed sway, disturbed only by
the oceasional intrusion of the hunter who
soon again gladly abandoned the uninvit-
ing locality to the sole possession of its ori-
ginal occupants.

The croaking of frogs, the screeching of
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©owls, and the howling of numerous bands of
wolves often made night hideous to the
weary settlers whose slumbers were dis-
turbed by the terrific serenade.

CHAPTER VII.

THE BABES IN THE WOODS; OR THREE CHIL-
DREN LOST IN THE GREAT CRANBERRY
MARSH !~—A NIGHT OF SORROW AND FRUIT-
LESS SEARCH.

Years have sped away since Stephen Farr
brought his young wife to the Chippewa—
Years of energetic effort and courageous
endurance, and now fruitful fields encircle
the home they had erected in the wilderness.
Other sounds now greet their ears than the
cries of forest besats and birds. The ¢ pat-
ter, patter of little feet’’ is heard upon their
floor and sweet childish voices prattle to
them all day long, gladdering their home
and making music in their hearts! Three
sons have been given to them, the eldest
Now nine years old, and the youngest hav-
ing seen his fourth summer. The face of
the country also is changed; a thriving
settlement now surrounds them ; but the
great marsh remains the same. When a
settler in quest of his stray cattle, or with
any other object was known to have ven-
tured within its precinets many were the
fears entertained lest he should become
entangled in its infricate mazes.

To be lost in the Welland peat bogs even
in this day would not be unattended with
serious difficulty and danger; but the
ides of any human ecreature wandering
about not knowing whether he was going
amid the treacherous bogs and bewildering
labyrinths of such a marsh as that described
in the previous chapter is appalling, even in
thought,

It is difficult to convey with written
words an adequate idea of the intepsity of
the excitement which prevails in a wilder-

- ess community upon learning that a per-
son is lost. Even in a city, when a child
is missing, who can realize the distress of
parents and friends? The bellman traver-
ses the streets giving the alarm—the words
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“lost, lost,” following the ringing of the
bell, and thrilling every heart. The lost
one is described, perhaps a reward offered,
and at once numbers become deeply
interested, and rush into the streets and
alleys to assist in the search! But in the
the wilderness the excitement over a lost
child is still more intensified, the danger
being so véry much greater. Almostevery
one in the settlement hastens to the place
of rendezvous to engage in the search, or to
sympathize with the deeply afllicted parents.
This was exemplified in the details of an
event of the nature which occurred on the
Chippewa Creek at the period of which we
have been speaking.

The proximity of the creek, the woods, and
above all, of the great marsh to her dwel-
ling, had made Mrs. Farr habitually appre-
hensive of danger to her little ones, caus-
ing her to be remarkably careful of them,
warning them, as soon as they were old
enough to understand her, against going
near the stream, or windering away from
the house when by themselves. Mrs. Farr
and her friend, Mrs. Richard Burger, hav-
ing occasion to go to a small store, which
had been opened some distance from them,
in order to procure a few necessary articles
for the comfort of their families. The
mother thought, as her husband was at work
with a neighbor in the barn, and hereldest
son was nine years old, that she might A
safely entrust the children to the eare of
their father during her absence. Charging
him to be watchful of the boys, and renew-
ing to them her oft repeated cautions
against going to the creek or into the woods,
she departed with her friend upon her
journey. Mr. Farr and his companion,
believing the children to be perfectly sa.fg
playing about, and thinking—if they did
not say it—that mothers were always giv-
ing themselves a great deal of unnecessary
trouble and anxiety about their children,
were soon engrossed with their employment
and oblivious of the proceedings of the boys.
They were not slow to observe that their
father and his friend did not share the fears

for their safety expressed by their mother
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and Mrs. Burger, and therewith came an
accession of self-confidence. Boys often
think that they know better than their kind
mother what is good and fitting for them-
selves, and that it will appear very manly
in them to risk dangers against which she
has warned them ; therefore, they often dis-
regard the best counsels of their fond paxent,
and best friend. Some such thoughts pro-
bably influenced the movements of the
elder boys, but all wdnt on smoothly till
about 2 o'clock in the afterncon when the
three lads, unobserved by their father or
his friend, then engaged in killing a beef,
slipped out of sight, and into the woods to
gather hickory-nuts. They thought they
could go a short distance into the bush, and
gather some nuts, and be back before their
father would miss them; and, asto their
mother, she would never find it out.

Meantime Mr. Farr and his friend had
entered into conversation, and had for-
gotten all about the boys. The women
returned after a weary day’s journey, and
found that the three children were missing.
The men knew nothing respecting them,
but thought that they could not be far
away.

They called again and again, till the old
woods rang with their names, but no answer
came! The path tothe creek wagsearched,
but no foot-prints were discovered. Then,
as they looked into each others hopeless
faces, they realized the fearful fact that
the helpless children had wandered away
into thes wilderness, possibly—and the
parents hearts stood still at the agonizing
thought—into the great marsh, which finally
proved to be the fact.

It was late in the month of October, the
day had been fine for that season of the
year, till the latter part of the afternoon,
when it became dull and chilly, with in-
dications of rain. Night was now falling
fast, promising to be as dark and dismal as
the hearts of the almost distracted parents.
The father bitterly reproached himself
that he had so little heeded the mother’s
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anxious solicitude for the safety of the
children, and because he had not kept
a better watch over them. While the
wretched mother, her fond heart tortured
with fears too terrible for words, uttered no
reproach but stood gazing with eyes like
balls of fire into the surrounding faces, as
if to see whether help or hope was any-
where to be found.

- Soon, as the same dreadful fear had fixed
itself in every mind, the men hastened to
the woods. The miserable mother would
not be kept behind, but ran hither and
thither calling her lost darlings by the most
endearing names, and entreating them to
answer her. For reply she heaid only the
screaching of owls, the howling of wolves,
and the echo of her own agonized voice !
The darkness of that night was fearful, the
rain came on and continued to fall till about
midnight, when suddenly the wind changed
and it began to freeze,

Finding no traces of the wanderers, the
darkness and the rain rendering it im-
possible to find any, even if they existed ;
and if they did, it was feared that so much
trampling in the wet in the vicinity of the
clearing would obliterate them. Therefore,
it was determined to return to the house,
and make preparations for a more vigorous
and extensive search next day. The
unhappy mother weary and heart sick,
dragged herself back to her now desolate
home to wait and weep.

After consultation, it was concluded that
a few men might be collected, and kepi in
the woods the balance of the night, who,
by keeping up fires, discharging gans, and
blowing horns, might intimidate the wild
beasts, and thus keep them at a distance.
And the children, probably not having gone
far into the marsh, might by thiz means
escape destruction, and be found by day-
light. This scheme was faithfully carried
out. Theself-condemning father remaining
in the woods all through the dreadful night,
but with no apparent benefit to any one.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

A NIGHT IN THE SADDLE—RESPONSE OF THE
SETTLERS—DISTRESS OF THE PARENTS—
SYMPATHIZING FRIENDS—THE CHILDREN.
Mr. Richard Burger, then an active

young man, upon being informed of the

sad oceurrence, mounted his horse, and has-

tened to offer his sympathy and assistance’

to his sorrowing friends. Learning the
determination to postpone further search
till daylight, he manfally proposed to con-
tinue till that time, dark and inclement as
the night was, in the saddle-riding to
different points in Pelham, and the other
settled sections of the surrounding country,
notifying the people of the distressing event,
and soliciting a general turn out for a
thorough exploration of the swamp nbext
day. Runners were still dispatched into
neighborhoods still more remote, entreating
évery man to be at Stephen Farr's, if
Dbossible, by the dawning of the next morn-
ing.

Bravely was the call responded to.
Fathers and mothers sprang from their
beds as they heard the startling intelligence,
and glancing at their own precious ones,
sleeping the happy sleep of infancy, shud-
dered at the thought of these darlings being
exposed to such dangers as then ‘encircled
the hapless little Farr’s, and needed no other
stimulus to rouse theirsympathies or expedite
their proceedings.

Young men with the fire of youth in their
veins paused but for indispensable garments
ere they rushed forward, and snatched
down their rifles, eagerly scanning the state
and amount of their store of ammunition.
Old men, with the memories of other years
tugging at their heart strings, arose with
long-unwonted alacrity from their couches
to prepare the torches, while painfally
excited women put up provisions for the
campaign. All was bustle and confusion
in the 80 lately silent abode of almost every
Settler till the parties had departed on their
‘errand of fraternal kindness. For, in
circumstances such as these, all but the
most hopelessly depraved feel the common
tie of human brotherhood.
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As these parties pursued their way
towards Mr. Farr's, ever and anon. one and
another diverged to this side or to that from
the direct course, to call out those who
dwelt aside from the path taken by Mr.
Burger. Thus gathering numbers as they
procceded, they hastened onward to the
general rendezvous.

Mr. Farr unwilling to believe that his
children could be far distant, kept wander-
ing about all through that sad night, in the
intensity of his sorrow, scarcely conseious
of the inclemency of the weather, con-
tinually moving up and down the dismal
marsh with his lighted torch, but to no
purpose, except perhaps to impress its
ferocious denizens with ¢ the fear and the
dread of man.”

A few of the neighboring women had
come in with their husbands, as soon as
possible after the alarm had gone out in the
early part of the might, to offer their aid,
and at the least to sympathize with the
afllicted mother ; and, so far as it was in
their power, to assist in assuaging her
grief. These, with her tried friend, Mrs.
Burger—who was but little less affected.
by the melancholy occurrence than the
mother herself—after Mrs. Farr had returned
from the woods when the search was given
up for the night, endeavored to persuade
her to lie down and seek rest, but although
almost overcome by physical fatigue and
mental agony, she was not able thus tofind
even momentary forgetfalness of her sorrow
or rest for her wearied body. ¢ Tired
nature’s sweet restorer”’ refused to encirole
the suffering mother in his balmy embrace,
and she spent the night in sighs and tears
« refusing to be comforted for her children
because they were not.”” Her now highly
wrought imagination was haunted with
terrible fancies respecting the condition of
her absent darlings, each more horrible
than its predecessor.

Now, in the noises which were abroad,
she heard the wailings of her terrified, tired,
and hungry little ones ds they crouched,
benumbed by the cold, upon the wet earth,
exposed to the pitiless pelting of the storm,
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or their shrieks a8 some foul monster of the
marsh enveloped one of them in his slimy
folds, or'as another writhed in agony from
his deadly sting.

Then she would see their little waxen
faces far down in the depths of the Chip-
pewa, or their tender limbs torn piecemeal
by the bears, wolves, or catamounts that
infested the marsh. In this state of mind,
she would walk the floor wringing her
hands in unutterable anguish, or rush out
into the open air as if she found some relief
or a ‘feeling of nigher proximity to her
suffering children in being like them abroad
beneath the wide canopy of heaven

In the meantime, how fared it with the
little wanderers ! They did not forget the
anxious charges of their mother to keep
away from the ereek, and not to go out of
the clearance, but they thought that there
was no need of her being so very particular.
It was very strange they thought that she
did not know, as their father did, that they
were old enough to take care of themselves
and their little brother too. A very large
hickory tree grew near the fence, and they
would ¢ just cross the fence, and get some
nuts.” Having regaled themselves with
what they found there, another tree at-
tracted their attention, and then another
and another. Thus they penetrated farther
into the woods till, when they began to
think of returning home, they could no
where see the clearance! Alarmed at find-
ing themselvesso far in the woods, they each
took a hand of their youngest brother, and
started with all possible speed in the direc-
tion in which they thought their home lay.
They ran on as fast as they could till the
wearied little brother they were dragging
along between them began to cry. Still
they saw no signs of home, and when they
attempted to comfort him they broke down,
and wept too. Instead of going towards
home they had been leaving it behind, and
were now far in the marsh. They could
make but little farther progress, for the
darkness was coming on. Terrified and
weeping they sat down by a clamp of trees,
and clung to the hope that their father
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would come and find them. The rain in
the first part of the night wet and chilled
them very much, and before morning they
were sadly benumbed by the frost. Yet
they tried to bear up as bravely as possible,
and, by way of protection, still kept their
little brother between them. At length,
overcome by hunger and cold, weariness
and weeping, notwithstanding all the
dangers and discomforts of their position,
they all fell fast asleep. Blessed slumber
that brings oblivion, however brief, to suf-
fering and sorrow.

Here, almost in the very lair of the wild
beast, the helpless little innocents slept on
profoundly, as if they had been tucked up in
their own little beds by the caressing hands
of their tender mother—forgetful of their ter-
rible surroundings, of their cold and hunger,
and lacerated limbs—dreaming, perhaps, of
their fond parents and happy home. And
here, guarded only by Him who ¢ tempereth
the wind to theshornlamb,” and ¢ heareth
the young ravens when they cry,” we will
leave them for the present.

(T be continued.)

Original.
BESSIE.

BY J. C. :MTAWA.
I.
An empty crib, and a quiet room,
‘Which little feet had haunted, |
And a vold where a flower was wont to bloom—
A little lower transplanted.

1I,

A wild flower in a world of men,
A tender budding only;

Must the angels take her home again,
And leave a household lonely ?

IIL.
And is she then an angel bright,
‘While we, poor shivering mortals,

Strain dimmed eyes up to catch her flight,

Beyond the starry portals ?

v,
How satrange! we knew her short time from
now,
A little two-year mailden,
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With soft brown eyes and fair wide brow,
By clustering locks o’er-shaden.
v.
That she, unskilled jn all we teach,
" Should gain the fount of knowledge,
And soar to heights beyond the reach
of savant, sect, or college.

VI.
She knows the mystery of the spheres,
The secret of all knowing;
We know the brackish taste of tears,
And what has set them flowing.

VIL
I cannot 100k in her mother’s eyes
But my own hard heart is smitten;
Such utter sadness in them lies
As 18 not said or written,
VIIL
What can we do but stand aside,
‘With bowed heads, reverent, lowly;
Nor seek to paint what love would hide,
A grief of all most holy ?
IX.
Yet when the gradual lapse of years,
‘Which steal away our pleasures,
With kindly touch has dried our tears
O’er blighted hopes and treasures,

N x.

I know a heart will be beguiled,
And bless the glad evangel,
‘Which whispers, “ You have lost 5 chhd,
But heaven has gained an angel!”
XI,
An angel! what a lofty name
For that wee-toddling lassie !
There are, who, by love’s old-time claim,
Had rather call her Bessie !

Original.~( Copyright reserved.)
THE CRUCIBLE.

BY ALICIA.

(Continued.)
CHAPTER XVII.
“The peace of God,
Which passeth understanding, stealéth o’er
Thy heart. For I am come to Him,
To him, at }ast, and He has given nve rest
According to His word.”
B. M,
And now, our readers, we must in

imagination pass over eight long months,
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and once more greet the sunny days of
spring. These months, though to us borne
on fancy’s fleet wings, seem butas moments,
were to poor Edna long and sad.

The autumn had been gay with marriage
festivities. About two months after Edna's
introduection to Major Bird, Selina was led
to the hymenial altar, and promised that as
long as life should last, she would “love,
cherish, and obey,” a man, whom, far from
esteeming, she despised; and, instead of
obeying, she ruled with & rod of iron. That
there could be no real happiness in such a
union may be well believed. .

Selina dashed about the town during the
gay winter months, priding herself on

being better dressed than any lady in

L——, yet she looked peevish and dissatis-
fied, while the poor little Major's brow was
becoming farrowed, and his smile less
constant. He was certainly proud of his
dashing wife, and delighted in showing her
off among his military friends ; never ven-
turing, however, to make any of the flat-
tering remarks, which he used to lavish so
freely upon her before their marriage. The
fatigue and excitement consequent on
Selina’s marriage, was too much for poor
Edna, and when Winnifred’s wedding-day

| arrived, her intended bridesmaid was lying

in a darkened room, }&ving in the delirium
of fever.

When she had so far recovered, as to
think over all that had occurred, Edna felt
really glad that she had been unable to at-
tend Winnifred's marrisge, at which time
she would have been necessarily thrown
much in Ernest’s company, and she was
thankful she had been spared the trial.

It was some weeks after, before she
learned from Mrs. Maitland (who had been

| her unwearied nurse during her long ill-

ness), that, while visiting in L——, Ernest
had come to the house daily inquiring about
Edns, and bringing her fruit, flowers, and
every delicacy procurable.

¢ Is not that a proof that he atill loves
you ?’’ inquired Mrs. Maitland. ,

¢ Oh! Idon’t know,” replied Edna sadly,
¢ he probably showed me kindness for my
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father’s sake. Mr. Leighton naturally feels
grateful to him for all he has done for
him.”

Mrs. Maitland could have told Edna
words which would at once have assured
her of Ernest’s continued affection, but she
felt that the time of disclosure was not yet
come. Edna had confessed to Mrs. Maitland
in her delirious ravings, what she would
never have told her in her sane moments,
and often had her kind friend’s heart been
wrung by the thought of the misery and
suffering which Edna’s words assured her
the poor girl must have endured.

Mrs. Maitland had also read in Ernest’s
anxious face the tale of love still cherished
towards Edna, and she resolved that she
would leave no means untried by which to
reunite two 8¢ long separated.

She was well aware that the principle
obstacle to their reconciliation, was the
belief, on either part, that another had
usurped the place once held by each in the
other’s affections.

In what way this formidable obstacle
was to be removed, Mrs. Maitland could
not yet discover ; there was so much on both
sides to warrant the belief, yet she knew in
God’s own time He would make the way
clear, and. with confiding trust, she left the
matter in His hands.

During the winter, Charlie had pmd his
father a visit, and returned to his far away
home, full of hope and happiness, forhe
had obtained Mr. Wyndgate's consent to
his engagement with Jessie, and he hoped
in a year to claim his bride. He had im-
- proved, and grown very manly-looking
and he appeared to be geiting on well’
M:r. George Clifford having written to hig
father, speaking in the highest terms of
Charlie’s application to his office, and his
steady habits; trusting also, that before
long he would give him a share in the
business.

When Edns, tremblingly, had gone to her
brother, feeling it was her duty before he
should leave them to speak to him of those
things, which were now to her the grest
concerns of life. She wept with joy, when,
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to her surprise, he thanked her for speaking
to him, told her he believed it was all true,
and that he would not forget what she had
said to him. Larry was in raptures, and
declared he always knew Master Charlie
wag made of the right stuff.

Altogether, Charlie’s visit was like a
gleam of sunshine, leaving its gladdening
influence behind, long after itself had
passed away.

Edna’s severe illness had left her far from
strong, and she was now feeling the spring
weather very trying.

One bright April day, she was lying on
her couch in the sitting-room, looking out
on her garden just beginning to display its
various tints of tender green, while here
and there a bright crocus, or modest Star-
of-Bethlehem, raised its delicate head. A
bonguet oflovely wild flowers stood in a vase
on the table before her, which Winnie and
Frank had brought her that morning.
Winnie had paid Edna daily visits during
her illness, and seemed to bring the sun-
shine with her, as she would slip into
Edna's room on tiptoe, and take a kiss—

“On her way,” as she would say, laugh-
ing, *to fake Frank to his office.”

Edna had been listening anxiously for
some time for her father’s return, whose
coming she always waited with delight.
It was now the greatest joy of her life to be
with her beloved parent while he read to
her, or together they talked on the subject
dearest to them both, for Edna’s sick-room
had been to her a school, where she had
been taught the precious truth that to be-
lieve simply in Christ is salvation, and that
to those who believe He is precious. Yea,
the chiefest among ten thousand—the
altogether lovely! He had become to her
all her salvation, and all her desire; and
she no longer feared to look forward fo the
future, knowing that going up through this .
wilderness, leaning on her Beloved, that
wilderness should be a place of gladness—
it should even rejoice, and blossom as the
rose.

Of late her father had spoken much to
Edna of her mother. The fountains of a
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heart, which for years had been sealed up,
seemed to open once more to the genial
influences of love and symyathy. How glad
and thankful Edna felt when her father
would tell her that e was happier than he
had been since her mother died, and that
she should be the comfort of his declining
years.

Edna looked at her watch.

“ Half.past four,” she said, musingly;
“ he ought to be home by this time.”

At that moment she heard a ring at the
bell. She and her father lived so quietly,
and had so few visitors but those who might
enter unceremoniounsly, that Edna won-
dered who the visitor might be. ~What
Wwas her surprise when a servant entered,
and handed her a card which bore the name
of *Captain Ainslie.” A flush of pleasure
stole over her pale cheeks, and yet she felt
in some perplexity now as to how it was
possible to receive her friend. She had
not left her room for more than a week,
Yet she could not refuse to see the Captain,
80, after some hesitation, she told the ser-
vant to show the gentleman into her room.

When Captain Ainslie entered Edna's
sitting-room, he thonght he had never seen
any one 80 lovely as its fair occupant. She
was leaning back against the pillows of
her couch, her white dress relieved by &
scarlet shawl thrown over her shoulders,
and the bright color coming and going in
her cheek. Her visitor hurried forwsrd,
and taking her extended hand, he said,

““Miss Clifford, I am indeed glad to see
¥ou again, but extremely sorry to find you
looking so pale and thin. Have you been
ill long 1

“I1had a very severe illness last autumn,
and have not been very strong all winter.
I think the spring weather is peculiarly
trying, but I am feeling better to.day, and
hope to be about as usual in a short time.
But when did you come, Captain Ainslie !
I trust yon are going to pa.y us a long
visit,”

“Many tlmnks to your kindness, Miss
Clifford,” replied the Captain. * I ean
hardly tell how long I may remain in L——.
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My regiment, recently ordered to Canada,
has been fortunately stationed here for the
present. We only arrived yesterday. I
was delighted to find you were in town.
You aresuch a traveller, I feared this fine
weather might have tempted you from
home.”

“I am sure my father will be very glad
to meet you, Captain Ainslie,” replied
Edna. ¢ He has heard some long accounts
of your kindness from Mrs. Maitland and
myself. He has been quite desirous to
know you,”’ she added, with a smile.

“Iam afraid he will be sadly disap-
pointed, Miss Clifford, and I fear your kind.
ness of heart makes you overlook my fanlts.
It was very little you would allow me to
do for you, then you were always so very
grateful for the smallest kindness, so dif-
ferent from other ladies, who seem to take
s gentleman’s attentions as a matter of
course, and not even worth saying ¢ thank
you' for.”

‘Edna, by way of changing the conver.
sation, which was growing too personal in
its nature, reverted to the Captain’s voyage,
and wassoon quite interested in her friend’s
entertaining account of his numerous

adventures by sea and land since last they
met.

An hour passed, and still Mr. Clifford did
not return, and at length the Captain rose
to go. As he parted with Edna, he stood
for some moments in silence, leaning
against the window frame, and looking
down on her with a sad, thoughtful look
in his deep, dark eyes. Atlast he said,
in a low voice, and without changing his
position,

« Miss Clifford, I cannot leave you with.
out asking you one question : Is there no
hope of your ever revoking the words you
said to me that lastevening in Liverpool ?”

Edna's pale face flushed, as she looked
up and met his earnest gaze, but she said,
calmly,

“Icannot, indeed, I cannot, Captain
Ainslie; it can never be otherwise. It
would not be right in me to give you the
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least hope that it might be, though it causes
me real pain to refuse you.”

‘¢ I'honor you for your decision, though
it makes life very dreary to me, Miss Clif-
ford,”” replied Captain Ainslie, as he shook
hands with Edna. ¢ But you will at least
allow me to be your escort occasionally,—
to be a brother to you.”

# Asmy friend, I shall always be glad to
see you, Captain Ainslie, and I am sure
my father will unite with me in giving
you welcome.”

¢ Thank you, Miss Olifford ; I fully
appreciate your kindness. I trust yon will
be looking stronger when I see you again.
Good evening.”’

Edna was left alone, and she lay pon-
dering on what had occurred in the past
few hours.

¢ Why should I cast off a true, sincere
heart—a deep affection that might make
my life s0 happy !”’ she bitterly exclaimed.
“But, oh, happy did Isay? Ah, none
but Ernest’s love could make me happy.
And yet it seems sad that Ishould be grow-
ing old in sorrow. ButI mustnot think
thus.  Is it not the Lord’s will, and must
be best ? and if it please Him to spare my
life, have I not my fatherto live for ? My
blessed work is to cheer his declining
years 1"’

At this moment she heard her father’s
well-known footstep in the hall. Soon, the
door opened, and Mr. Clifford entered the
room.

“Well, my dear, how do you feel this
afternoon "’ he said, tenderly kissing his
daughter. I think you are looking
brighter and more cheerfal.”

‘“Ibelieve I am beiter, dear papa. I
have had a very unexpected visitor to-day.
‘Who do you think

“ Who #’ enquired Mr. Clifford, quickly.
I3 Not —_—r

¢ No'less a person than Captain Ainslie,”
interrupted Edna, for she know all too well
whose name was on her father’s lips.
¢ His regiment is stationed here now.”

“Ah, indeed! He seems to have quite
brightened you up. I think I shall ask
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him often to the house, if his visits do you
so much good.” ‘

“Idon’t think you will have much
trouble in urging him to come, papa; the
only fear is that you will grow tired of
him, judging from the number of visits he
used to pay to our lodgings when Mrs.
Maitland and I were abroad.”

Mr. Clifford looked up inquiringly in
Edna’s face, peering at her over his spec-
tacles.

¢ Oh, you need not look so alarmed, dear
papa! Captain Ainslie is not going to
carry me off. He knows perfectly well
what are the only conditions on which I will
ever allow him to come here.”

¢« What are those, little girl "’ asked her
father, in an amused tone.

‘¢ His visits must be only those of a friend,
papa, and I have told him so.”

 What occasion was there to do that,
my love, unless you knew that Captain
Ainslie wished to be something more #”

¢ But I did know, papa dear, he told me
80 when we were in Liverpool. Of course
my answer there was just what it was
to-day ; but he had hoped time might have
altered my feelings, and 8o reverted to the
subject again this afternoon. I am rather
glad that he did, for, though I should be very
gorry to lose him as a friend, I would never
wish him for a moment to think he could
ever be more to me.”

¢ Very right, my dear child. There is
nothing I abhor so much as a coquette. I
always despised the abominable practice
of flirting. Perhaps, had my opinion been
otherwise, I would never have married
Harriet Somers. Iam thankful to find my
daughter possesses the same spirit as her
father in this respect.”

¢ Surely, papa,”’ exclaimed Edna, « you
could never for one moment think ihat I
would give Captain Ainslie, or any other
gentleman, false encouragement.”’

4 No, my child, I have never had reason
to think so. But, my dear, it is getting
late. I will ring the bell, and we will
have dinner brought in here this after-
noon.”
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“ That will be charming. But you look
wearied, papa dear, and you are very late
in coming home this afternoon. I do wish
you would try and leave your office earlier,
and s0 have time to take some exercise
before dinner. Only wait until I get well,
and I will come and take you for a walk
or a drive every day. I think I shall feel
strong enough to go for a drive to-morrow.
Will you come with me, if I call for you at
four 9

“ I will try and be ready at that Lime,”
replied Mr. Clifford, but he heaved a deep
sigh a8 he rose and left the room. He was
feeling very anxious about his daughter,
who seemed every day to be growing more
and more fragile; and he resolvel that
very evening to ask Dr. Ponsonby what his
candid opinion was concerning Edna, and
Whether he thought change of air would
be beneficial. Yet, he almost dreaded the
doctor’s replying in the affirmative, as at
Present it would be impossible for him to
leave home, and he conld not bear the idea
of being again separated from his beloved
daughter.”

He spoke on the subject to Edna while
they were seated at dinner, but she assured
him that it would be perfectly useless in
him to mention anything of the kind to the
doetor, for that no entreaties would induce
her to leave home without her father.

Mr. Clifford’s heart grew light as he
listened to her affectionate words, and his
fears seemed  almost groundless as he

looked on her flushed face and sparkling
eyes.

CHAPTER IX.

“Down the hill I saw them ride;
In a moment they were gone,
Like a sudden spark
Struck vainly in the night,
And back returns the dark,
With no more hope oflight.”
TENNYSON,
Some weeks after Captain Ainslie’s first
visit at Mr. Clifford’s, he called' one sunny
afternoon, to beg Edna to take a ride with
him, and as she was feeling stronger than
she had done for some time, she yielded to
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his persuasions. They resolved to pay Mrs.
Maitland a visit, and accordingly turned
their horses’ heads in the direction of Burn-
side. :

They rode slowly along, enjoying the
balmy spring air, and lovely scenery sur.
rounding them on all sides. The road lay
along the lake shore, and they passed many
a smiling villa and lovely cottage embos.
somed in trees. At length they emerged
into the country, and their path wound
through a partially-cleared wood. The
trees were clothed in their fresh mantle of
tender green, and from among the velvety-
grass the bright flowers were springing up
on either side. Some little knolls were
blue with myriads of violets, while close to
the moss-grown roots of some forest tree the
delicate trillinm hung its fragile head, or
the starry hepatica peered upwards through
the leafy boughs to the blue sky beyond.

Captain Ainslie was unusually silent, and
neither of the two had spoken for some
time. Edna's head was drooping, and she
was absently stroking her horse’s mane.
Her thoughts had fiown back to a day long
ago, when she had last ridden along that
road, and to him who had been her com.
panion then. She was roused by the sound
of horse’s feet quickly descending the hill.
She slowly raised her head, but in an
instant she became deadly pale, and.
trembled so violently she could hardly keep
herself from falling; for approaching her
(slowly now, for he had slackened the pace
of his impatient steed) was the subject of
her thoughts—he whom she had not seen
for nearly two long years, and from whom
she had parted in anger. She averted her
face, g0 that Captain Ainslie might not see
its deadly pallor, and thus Ernest had g
full view of it as he rode slowly past. Ag
he gazed once more on that beloved form,
he could hardly believe it possible that in
this fragile, delicate girl, he recognized her
whom he had left in the faull bloom of
health and beauty. Winnifred, it is true,
had told him Edna was much altered ; but
he had not been prepared for such a change
as this. As he looked at her pale, wan face,
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his own grew almost as white as hers, and,
strong man as he was, his whole frame
quivered with emotion. Had Edna been
alone, he would at once have gone to her
assistance, for he feared that she would
faint, and fall from her horse. But another
—he who was by her side—he firmly
believed now possessed the right to protect
and help her, which she herself had
deprived him of And yet, the look of
suffering depicted on that beloved face, as
it was raised for one moment to his, and the
deep, loving earnestness of those deep,tear-
ful eyes, seemed almost to convince him
that to whomsoever Edna Clifford promised
her hand, her heart was still his.

Edna was thankful to find that they were
close to Burnside, and that thus there would
be no need of further conversation with
Captain Ainslie.

- When they drew up at the door, the
Captain came round to assist Edna in dis-
mounting, and then for the first time he
saw how ill she was looking, and, in a tone
of anxious surprise, he exclaimed,

“ Why, my dear Edna, how ill you are

looking! I fear the long ride has been too
" much for you, why did you not tell me ?”

But she could make no reply, and her
head sank upon his arm as he led her to
the house.

Mrs. Maitland had seen them approach,
and at once guessing at the truth of the
matter, she stood at the door to receive her
poor young friend. But Captain Ainslie,
unheeding her presence, and forgetful of
all but Edna, lavished upon her every term
of endearment, and implored her to speak
to Him. Mrs. Maitland had her at once
conveyed to her own room, and it was not
until several restoratives had been applied
that Edna opened her eyes. Mrs. Maitland
then left her for a moment to teil Captain
Ainslie that she was 8o far recovered, that
all that would be necessary would be to let
Mr. Clifford know the cause of her continued
absence, and to tell him she would be sent
home before night. The Captain promised
to deliver the message, and rather relue-
tantly rode away. Little did he know that
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quick eyes from behind the hedge were
watching his departure, and that other ears
save Mrs. Maitland’s had heard his endear-
ing words to Edna ; that each expression
had been as a knife piercing to the very
depths of a heart filled with anxious solici.
tude for her whom Captain Ainslie called
his ¢« beloved,” his ¢« darling.”

Ernest could not repress the longing to
watch Edna until she reached Mrs. Mait.
land’s, which he supposed was her intended
destination, for he very much feared she
would not be able to ride even that short
distance. He accordingly turned into a
lane which led to the stables at Burnside,
and which was separated from the lawn by
a thidk privet hedge. Dismounting, he
walked quietly up until he reached a spot
from which he saw Edna dismount, and
distinetly heard the Captain’s expressions
of love and affection for her whom he
called by the familiar name of * Edna.”

Of course, Captain Ainslie had never
addressed Edna save as ‘ Miss Clifford,”
but the rules of etiquette were forgotten
in the anxiety and concern for her whom
he so truly, yet vainly loved.

To Erest Leighton’s mind, the words
could only be those which a betrothed might
make use of, and it was with a sdd heart
he remounted his horse and rode slowly
away.

When Mrs. Maitland returned to Edna,
after despatching the Captain with his
message to Mr. Clifford, she found her
lying on the sofa with her eyes closed. She
opened them when Mrs Maitland entered,
and bent them on her with such a look of
earnest inquiry that her friend spoke at
once.

“ I know what you would ask, my love,
80 I will at once put you out of suspense.
Mr. Leighton is in L—— on business. He
was only in town forabout an hour, and left
me for the station. I had hoped to have
time for a long eonversation with him, but
he had only a few minutes to spare. His
first inquiry, dear Edna, was for you.”

Edna’s pale face flushed for a moment,
but she made no remark, and closed her
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eyes wearily. When she felt well enough
to start, Mrs. Maitland drove her home,
and delivered her to her anxious father, who
had been waiting for her, and had not
touched his dinner.

*The child is very frail,” he said to Mrs.
Maitland, looking sadly after Edna as she
walked slowly down the hall to her own
room.

* The long ride was rather too much for
her, just yet,” replied Mrs. Maitland, ¢ but
1 would advise you to get her to take all
thd exercise you can, only taking care that
she does not over-fatigue herself. But I
must hurry away now, for Bessy is not very
well thig evening."

“ Indeed,” gaid Mr. Clifford; * nothing
serious, I hope.

‘ No, but she is never very robust, and
this spring weather appears to weaken her.
I think she will be better when the sum-
mer weather sets in.”

“ Itrust o, and I hope it may be so with
Ednaalso. Ithank you, Mrs. Maitland, for
Your unchanging kindness to my poor
motherless child.”

‘“ Gladly, indeed, will I ever do anything
in my power which will contribute to the
comfort or happiness of your dear daugh-
ter,” replied Mrs. Maitland, with deep feel-
ing. I trust you will send for me if Edna
is worse to-morrow."

¢ 1thank you, Mrs. Maitland ; but Miss
Ponsonby is 80 near that if Edna requires
any one she will come, and it would not do
for you to leave Bessie ; she will be think-
ing your absence long already, I fear.
Good evening.”

However, Edria continued slowly to im-
Prove, much 1o her father’s delight, who
hailed every symptom of returning health
With thankful joy. He and Edns made
Several excursions during the summer,
either up the bay or among the lovely
islands of the St. Lawrence. Even this
short change seemed to do Edna good, and
Wwhen autumn arrived she was enjoying her
usual health, and able once more to resume
her distriet visiting. E’er long she was a
well'known and welcome visitor in many
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of the hounses of the poor, and often was
Mrs. Maitland reminded of Edna's mother
when she would meet her on one of her
errands of merey, her face lit up with the
joy of bearing to some poor soul the consola-
tions of the gospel of peace, or relieving the
bodily necessities of some child of poverty,
Though Edna often accompanied Margaret
Wyndgate to her chamber, she never, after
that first discovery, found jany of Ernest’s
letters, and she often wondered that, though
a frequent visitor at the Reclory, she never
heard Ernest's name mentioned by any
member of the family.

Captain Ainslie was a constant visitor at
Mr. Clifford’s house, and a great favorite
with the old gentleman, whom he would
entertain for hours with his amusing anec-
dotes and interesting accounts of places and
people he had seen in his travels almost all
over the world. After the day when Edna
fainted at Mrs. Maitland’s door, he never
seemed to forget the relationship in which
he stood to his kind host’s daughter, and
though treating her with unfailing kind-
ness and politeness, his manner was wholly
changed from its former chivalrons gal-
lantry. He walked, drove, and rode with
her whenever she would allow him, and, in
fact, made himself so generally useful to her
and her father that both would have missed

- him much.

Meantime Major Bird’s regiment was
ordered to the lower Provinces, and Selina
seemed rather glad of the change, saying
she was ¢ heartily weary of L——." She
was tired of displaying her endless vhriety
of silks and velvets before the now non-
appreciative eyes of the fashionables of her
native town, and seemed pleased to be able
to transfer herself and finery to some other
city, where she should astonish the natives
by her exhibition of millinery and dry
goods in general. It did not seem to dis-
turb her equanamity very much to leave
her now aged father and her step-sister ;
Selina was too wholly selfish to care about
others. But the Major’s parting with Edna
was truly affecting ; he pressed her hand to

his lips, exclaiming:—¢ Oh, Miss Edna |
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if Mrs, Bird had been like you—not but
what I think Mrs. Bird a handsome woman,
and & eclever woman—in fact, Miss Edna,

" a very superior woman—but could goodness
and amiability have been allied to beauty
—not but what I think goodness and beauty
can be, united, for do I not see a living proof
before me ?""—[here the little man stopped
for want of breath, for being very fond of
parenthesis he invariably nearly choked
himself to insert them without taking
breath, and very often forgot what he was
talking about in the first place. Having
recovered himself, he continuned.] * But,
a8 1 was saying, could Mrs. Bird have
possessed your excellent and amiable quali-
ties, as well as her splendid appearance,
why, in fact, Miss Edna, this world would
bave been a paradise to me—but, oh!”
added the little Major, pathetically, raising
his eyes upwards ; ** it is far otherwise, and
now I must part from you, and it is a grief
to me.”

‘¢ But you know,” replied Edna, when
the Major paused for a moment, “ that you
should not expect to find your paradise here ;
nothing earthly brings true joy; we are
placed here not toseek our happiness below,
but to prepare for a heavenly world where
there are pleasures for evermore.’’

¢ It is true—it is true !’ said the Major.
“ Well would it be if there were more like
you in the world ; but it is rarely that such
angels are sent to this earth of ours. Adieu,
very dear friend ; may you, e’er long, find
a congenial spirit with whom you may have
that sweet converse which, I am sure, your
noble intellect would delight in, and one
whose greatest happiness it wounld be to pro-
teet and adore a being so lovely and so
pure.”  After making this wonderful
speech, the Major togk his departure.

Edna longed to speak to her sister about
her soul, so tied and fettered to earth, but
all her attempts to introduce religious. sub-
jects were repelled by Selina with the
utmost scorn and contempt; and thus the
sisters parted.

‘When Mr. and Mrs. Bird were settled in
their new home, Selina wrote, telling Edna
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how charmed she was with everything—
that she was creating a great sensation,
and the belle of all the balls she attended .

At length the time came when Charlie
wasg expected to claim his promised bride,
and great were the preparations made atthe
usually quiet Rectory for the approaching
wedding. Mrs. Wyndgate would have
much preferred that Jessie should wait for
a few years, as she was only nineteen, and
Charlie had but just attained his majority ;
bat Mr. Wyndgate was a great advocate of
early marriages, and as the young people
seemed s0 much attached, and Charlie get-
ting on 8o well in business, even the care-
ful mother did not like to object.

However joyous as were light-hearted Jes-
sie’s hopes for the future, tears would often
dim her bright eyes at the thought of leav-
ing all so dear to her, and changing & cher-
ished and happy home for one among un-
known scenes and strange faces; but Char-
lie’s letters, full of affection and bright pic-
tures of the home he was to bring her to,
and of the happiness before her, would
re-assure her, and she would feel willing
to endure any hardship had she but Char-
lie’s arm to lean on, and his loving care to
depend on. Thus, from Jessie to Winni-
fred Austin, all were looking forwdrd with
happy expectancy to Charlie’s coming, and
counting the days which must elapse before
he could arrive.

(To be continued.)

Original.
MAPLE LEAVES.

BY MRS. ;;Anpsm.
Beautiful leaves ! maple leaves,
Rich and bright dre they,

As they flutter down

A golden brown,

Chasing each other in play,
Those beautiful maple leaves !

Beautiful leaves ! maple leaves,

Gems of the forest are they;

Things ever 80 bright,

They gladden our sight,

On a sad, sighing autumn day,
Those brilliant maple leaves !
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Beautiful leaves ! memory weaves
In the home across the sea
Chaplets of green,
Falir to be seen H
But none so fajr ag thee,

Beautiful maple leaves!

Beautiful 1eaves! maple leaves,

Child of the dear new world,

Emblem of right!

May you lead in the fight,

‘When you float on the banner unfurled,
‘Wreath of bright maple leaves !

Beautiful leaves! maple leaves,

Blushing at Autumn’s breath,

Floating aroung,

Soft carpet, the ground,

And pale at the tough of death,
Beautiful skeleton leaves !

Beautiful Jeaves ! maple leaves,

Breathing a requiem o'er

The summer past,

And shadows cast

By what will return no more,
Beautiful fading leaves !

Beautiful leaves! ‘maple leaves,

Brightest at wane of life,

8hedding thy flowers

O’er dying hours,

Conqueror in the strife,
Begutiful maple leaves !

Beautiful leaves! maple leaves,

Teaching us lessons of trust,

Casting no gloom

Around the tomb,

Brighbqst when nearest the dust,
Beautiful maple leaves!

Original.
SOME STORIES OF A LOST TRIBE.

BY J. G, BOURINOT, NOVA SCOTIA.

(Continued.) »

Now, we must leave the confines of
authentic history and enter into the
cloudland of speculation and romance.
During the past forty ' years the Red
Indians have given no signs of their pre-
Sence ; none of them have ever approached
thesettlements, and no traces of their actual
existénce have been found by the few per-
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sons who have gone any distance into the
interior. A few Indians—mnot more than
three or four families altogether—can be
seen in the vicinity of the settlements, even
they belong to the Micmacs, and are as
ignorant of the Beeothics as the white(
themselves. No doubt, in their anxiety to
avoid their dreaded foes, the sborigines
witbdrew, year by year, more deeply into
fastnesses of the interior. The hunter on
the banks of the Exploits, or the Red Indian
Lake, now and then sees some relies of the
lost tribe. Some of the Micmacs tell stories
of having seen, only a few years ago, in
the interior, traces of recent egmps. One
of them narrates that on one oceasion,
whilst hunting in the vicinity of the head-
waters of the Exploits, he saw in one
of the islets of the lake considerable
smoke, which evidently proceeded from a
camp. He had not the means of reaching
the spot, and was too far off to tell to whom
the eamp belonged. Subsequently, he
visited the locality with some other Indians,
and found the signs of an old encampment,
which from certain indications, they de.
cided did not belong to the Micmae tribe-
It may, however, have belonged to some of
the Montagnais, of the mainland, who, now
and then, have visited the island to hunt.
A few years ago, there was an old man

living on one of the numerous islands that
cover the surface of the Bay of Exploits.
Without kith and kin, he had lived in a
little oabin, built on the borders of a prettily
gequestered inlet of the island, for more
than sixty years, supporting himself by
hunting and fishing. His father had par-
sued the same life before him, and the son
had no aspirations beyond a good eatch of
cod or plenty of caribon in the hunting
geason. ¢ Old Tom”—nobody knew him
by any other name in the days of which I
write—Wwas quite & character in his way,
and those who had the honor of his intimate
acquaintance always said he was somewhat
inelined at times to pull the long bow to its
utmost tension. But it is not for me to
doubt Tom’s veracity, for that would be
unfair to one who seemed certainly to
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believe implicitly the marvellous tales he
delighted to tell of forest and sea life, for
the amusement of those who visited his
rade cabin, whose walls, covered with fish-
ing-tackle, implements, and memorials of
hunting, spoke eloquently of the pur-
guits of the inmate. Tom’s grizzled locks
and swart visage, seamed and roughened
by exposure 1o sun and storm and wind,
gave evidence of the many summers and
winters that had passed overhishead. Yet
the hard life he had led, atone time a hunter,
at another, a * toiler of the sea,’’ had not
damped his spirits or courage ; and, though
to the stranger his manners might be some-
what uncouth, and he might appear
uncommunicative, yet those who knew him
best conld vouch for his loguacity, when he
was once approached at the right moment
and in the proper way. Like othere of his
class, Tom dearly loved to speak of the
mysterious Indian tribe, which once lorded
over the forest and the streams, which were
a8 familiar to him as Great St. James'
Street is to the people of Montreal. When
Tom was a boy—and that was sometime in
the very indefinite past—he had seen some
half & dozen members of the Red Indian
tribe, at the mouth of the Exploits, whither
he had accompanied his father on a hunting
expedition. The Indians traded off some
furs with his father, and then disappeared
suddenly into the country, without having
given any notice of their intention. Tom:
had never seen one of the tribe since that
7 time, though he had frequently come upon
traces of their old settlement, in the course
of his forest wanderings. Now, Tom had a
deep vein of superstition in his nature, and
it would have been hard fo convince him
that there is nothing sapernatural to be
seennow-a-days. Tom could tell some very
ourious stories of strange adventures—you
may call them ghost stories, if you like—
he professed to have met with in the course
of his life, but there was one which he liked
to repeat above all others,
Tom, I must tell you at the outset,
invariably scouted the idea that any remnant
of the Red Indians was to be found in the
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interior, and firmly believed, that the last
of the tribe had long since gone to their
happy hunting-grounds. ¢ You must see,
Squire,” said Tom on one occasion—and I
am sure my readers will not find fault with
me if I take the liberty of altering his
phraseology, and simply adopting its spirit
and purport—“I1 have tramped for very
many years over the country on both sides
of the Exploits River, and itshead-waters. I
have even gone some thirty miles to the
northward of the Red Indian Pond, where
white man hardly trod before. I have not
only stood time and again on the ghores of
Red Indian Lake, but on that of Deer Pond
and Big Pond (the two last are reservoirs
of the Humber, the slargest river of the
island), but never once have I seen a sight
of the Red Indian. I can, however, tell
you what you will think a curious story
of what once happened to me some fifteen
years since, whilst I was out hunting in the
fall with a party from Trinity Bay. The
deer were still very scaree, for it was early
in the season, and it would seem as if I
had missed my nsual good-luck. We had
at last got to the southern side of the Red
Indian Pond where there were a number of
islets in mid-water. In the course of the
evening we made our usual encfmpment
of spruce, and after we had our supper of
venison and strong tea, we remained for an
hour- or go chatting about hunting and
fishing, then we had a night-cap all
around, piled up plenty of logs on the fire
in front of the camp, and at last rolled our-
selves under the blankets and skins. Ihad
slept perhaps, about three hours, when I
awoke up with a sudden start, and heard a
distinct sonnd—just like a wail or moaning.
I saw all my comrades were still asleep,
but even if they were awake none of them
were likely to indulge in such a mode of
passing the night. I listened intently for a
few moments, and at frequent intervals
the same sound came floating to my ear.
Then I stirred up the other men, who awoke
quickly enough; but when they heard
what I had to tell them, they abused me
for disturbing them for such nonsense, and
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rolled under the coverings again. Well,
stranger, I stirred up the fire which was
burning but slowly as the logs were damp,
and then tried to sleep once more. Bat
hardly had I settled myself comfortably
when I heard the same monotonous chant
Tepeated, so I started up, and, taking my
gun, investigated the neighborhood, but to
DO purpese. Listening attentively for &
few moments, I concluded that the sound
Proceeded from the lake, which was about
a hundred yards distant from the camp.
Passing through a clamp of fir that con-
cealed the camp from the lake, I soon stood
on its margin. Its surface was hardly
distarbed by a, ripple, and I could just see
the outline of the wooded islets by the light
of the moon struggling throngh a passing
cloud. Nothing distarbed the stillness of
the night, except the rustle of the decayed
branches beneath my feet, or the wailing
sound which appeared to me somewhat
fainter. As I strained my eyes to see
8c108s to the islands, 1 saw something which
slaggered me for the moment. Close to one
of the islets, I saw what I will always
believe to be a tall Red Indian slowly
Paddling a cance. I saw the motion but
heard no sound from the paddle. 1 saw
Something else at the other end, which
looked like a dead body. A wail would
évery now and then reach my esr, but
gradually it grew fainter until it ceased
altogether, as the canoe turned a corner of
the islet, and Qisappeared out of View.
Nothing can ever make me believe that what
Ismaw wasan earthly sight. Next morning
I told my companions what I had seen, but
they langhed at me, and said that I had
taken my night-cap toostiff. But, stranger,
my head was as clear as it is now when I
took that walk ; I was never more wide-
awake in my life. I wanted togo and visit
the island on the next day, but my comrades
Would not consent to lose any time, as the
Season was getting late, and they had not
80t their usual supply of meat. Three
Years later, however, I was again in that
same locality, and determined to visit the
8pot where I.had seen the mysterious
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visitant. My companions and myself made
a raft of spruce-logs which enabled us to
reach the island, which showed signs at a
glance of having been frequented by the
Indians. Aftera quarter of an hour's search
we stumbled upon an old hut which we
entered, and saw & quantity of bones and
other things, showing that we were in one
of the buildings the Indians set apart for
their dead. From the appearance of the
hut it had not been entered foryears, nor
did I see anything on the island to show
that it had been recently visited by any
person. Now, will you or any one else tell
me that what I saw on that October night
was natural, that it was not the spirit of
some of the Red Indians haunting an old
burial-place of its tribe 1’

Such, substantially, is old Tom’s story,
and his acquaintances will remember that
no amount of argument could now convince
him that he did not see an Indian wraith.
To his very death-bed—for Tom’s career as
hunter and fisherman ended three or four
years ago,—he honestly believed that he
had been unusually favored by an apparition
of one of the Indians of the old times. My
readers are, of course, at perfect liberty
either.fo become Tom's disciples or laugh
at him, just as they may select after mature
consideration of all the facts of the case.
Some of Tom's enemies have always
declared that his head was not very clear
on that particular night, and that he
imagined the whole story; but, no doubt,
these persons have been envious of the
celebrity that Tom attained whenever he
told this adventure. Others again prefer
to believe the old fellow, and seek another
solution of the mysterious appearance. The
most dramatic interpretation certainly is,
that Tom, if he did not see a veritable ghost,
at all events, was a spectator of the inte-
resting and novel sight of one of the ancient
Beothics performing the last funeral rites
of some dead member of his tribe ; but there
is another interpretation which may appear
still more reasonable to matter-of-fact
people in this prosaic age. I have already
stated that Miemac and Montagnais
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Indians from Labrador were in the habit
of frequenting Newfoundland, up to a
recent period, on account of its superior
hunting. Whilst MecCormack was travelling
in the interior he met with two Indians—
the man was a Micmac and his squaw, a
Montagnais or Mountaineer—at a large
body of water, formerly known as Mulpegh
or Crooked Lake, but named after Professor
Jameson, of Edinburgh, by the explorer.
These two Indians were in camp on one
of the islands of the lake, and preparing to
proceed to winter-quarters at the Bay of
Despair. Now, it is reasonable to suppose
that some of the Mountaineers were in the
vieinity of the lake that Tom visited, and
he may have seen one of them earrying
the body of a wife or friend who may have
died in camp, to its last resting-place on
one of the islets of the lake.*

With these few explanations in reference
to Tom’s ghost, I leave the matter in the
hands of an intelligent public; and if they
decide against him, I hope they will not be
inclined to deal harshly with his memory.
Before any one laughs at what may be
called Tom’s delusion, he should imagine
himselfin the same position at that unknown
lake amid the forests of Newfoundland.
‘What the 01d hunter saw on thatstill October
night by the dim.light of the moon and
stars, was certainly caleulated to excite at
least the awe of the most strong-minded in-
dividual. However Tom was not strong-
minded, buta firm believer in the existence
of ghosts,

The fate of the Red Indians of Newfound-
land foreshadows that which is rapidly
overtaking the tribes that still inhabit
Labrador. Indeed, in all parts of America

* Many Montagneis in remote parts of Labrador, until very
recently, clung with muob pertinacity to certafn of their old cus-
toms, One of thefr traditions was that the apirits of the deceased
travelled at night to the happy hunting-grounds, which were sup-
Powed to be situsted somewhers In the setting sun. Hence, pro-
bably, the origin of their preference for burlal at night. Mr. Hind
n his {nteresting work entitled, * Bxploratione in Labrador,” gives
many facts connected with the Indians of Quebec and Labrador.
Among other facts, be mentions that many of them ntil] entertain the
belief that they will die with the setting sun whenever they are
d ly ill. The fr P! of the second volume of the same
work is a chromo-lithograph of an Indian carrying a corpse at
moonlight, to & burylug-ground by some stream,
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the doom of the aborigines appears deter-
mined. Everywhere they are receding
before the irresistible progress of the pio-

neers of civilization.
“ Behind the scared squaw’s birch canoe,
The steamer smokes atd raves;
And city lots are staked for sale,
Above old Indian graves.”

Throughout Labrador the Montagnais are
steadily dwindling away. Yearly large
numbers die from disease and starvation,
for game is becoming very scarce, and few
of them are willing to cultivate the soil.
But in concluding the subject immediately
before us, I can only add that it is not pro-
bable, as a few personsstill persist in believ-
ing, that in some unknown district of the
island a feeble remnant of the missing tribe
may still linger, only anxious to avoid the
curious gaze of the European. The interior
of Newfoundland is still very little known,
and many generations must pass away
before its mysteries are revealed. Butwhen
that time comes, the Red Indian will be
even far more than he is now, a tradition of
the past.

Original.
TO THE BOTTOM OF A COPPER-MINE
SHAFT.

To visit a copper-mine, stroll along ite dark
and smoky passages, descend to the depths of
its shafts, and realize all the alternate plea-
sures and fears of an underground journey,
are not in Canada within the experience of
many. Opportunities seldom present them-
selves, as, though there are extensive copper
deposits in the country, and numerous mines
have been opened upon them, but few of these
mines have been well developed. The cop-
per-mining interest is, however, of consider-
able importance to the trade of the country,
On the north shore of Lake Huron operations
have been carried on for some years, and at
Lennoxville and elsewhere in the Eastern
Townships copper-mining has become a
valuable branch of industry. To have a
glimpee at the scene and mode of mining
operations, and a little insight into the life of
a miner, may therefore prove interesting.

Let the reader picture to himself the side
of a somewhat rugged, rather thinly wooded
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range of hills in the Township of Ascof, of
about seven hundred and fifty feet in height,
and sloping at a heavy inclination to the
River Massawippi, which skirts its base; a
scanty soil covering the slope—the bare
unmossy rocks protruding in many places;
and a few unpainted wooden houses, the
smelting works and piles of roasting ore
emitting their Jittle clouds of sulphur fumes,
situated at varying dirtances up the side of
the hill, and it will give him a fair concep-
tion of the appearance of the locality where
the mine to be described lies. Unfortunately
for the comfort of the visitor, the entrance to
the mine i3 not situated at the base of the
bill. A somewhat winding road up the steep
hill-side has to be travelled to gain it. As
the entrance ig approached, the objects which
attract the attention are the immense heaps
of broken ore Iying along the dressing floors
outside. Both men and boys arc here engaged
in breaking, 8creening, sorting, and washing
the ore, which, as it accumulates, is carried in
waggons along a tramway to the roasting-
ground,

At the office the visitor is invited to don &
Tather old style, well-worn and mud-bespat-
tered coat, originally intended for more
brawny shoulders than his own, and a hat at
which he looks twice before he places it on
his head. Visiting 'a mine is, however, not
quite the same as paying an afternoon call,
and the thought of this rather heightens, to
him, the novelty of his appearance. To
complete the underground outfit, a candle
with its rim of mud is alone requisite. To
make a candle last requires & miner’s expe-
rience, but it is effected by this plastic, globe-
like rim of mud at the upper end, which
prevents waste, furnishes a convenient means
of holding the candle when moving about,
8nd is equally useful at other times, as by &
slight pressure the light, by means of it, can
be .made to adhere to any little projecting
ledge of rock. As the candle is consumed,
the rim is merely pressed farther down with
the fingers, )

To gain the entrance to the nearest tunnel
or level, to use the mining term here, a few
steps only are requisite. A door closes the
entrance to prevent the draft ; within there is
& midnight darkness. 'A light is, however,

\
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soon struck, The effect upon the eyes of this
sudden change from midday to the appearance
of midnight, is sensibly perceived in the
apparent dimness, at first, of the candle light ;
and the consequences are fully realized when,
as is too frequently the case, the foothold on
the sleepers or rails of the tramway is lost,
and a splash in one of the numerous little
puddles of water or accumulations of coppery
mud, is the rather awkward consequence.
When the height of the tunnel is sufficient
and long distances have to be travelled,
miners have an easy mode of obviating under
any circumstances such troubles. They walk
in pairs, one on each rail of the tramway, and
each with an arm around his companions
shoulder, the one thus aiding in the support
of the other. The height here is, however,
not sufficient for an upright position, and
this gives rise to another trouble—and it may
prove a grievous trouble—against which a
novice must guard. In walking, a stooping
posture must be assumed. The manager or
captain, as in mining phraseology he is termed,
who acts ag guide, gives timely warning of
this by abruptly telling the visitor to take
care of his head, but alas! how forgetful
sometimes is human nature! Mineralogists
assert that quartz is so hard that it cannot be
scratched with a knife, but, occasionally a
novice visiting a copper mine, without the
application of so feasible a test, is forced to
admit from the experience of feeling that it is
very hard.

At present the level has been driven to a
distance of about six hundred feet in a hori-
zontal direction into the hill-side along the
vein of copper. For a considerable part of
this distance stoping, as it is termed, or
removing the copper from the level upwards ,
along the heavily inclining vein to the surface
of the ground, has been carried on to a large
extent., The width of the vein averages four
or five feet here, and as the copper is removed,
the roof is supported by columns formed of
the trunks of trees cut to the proper length.
Far overhead, here daylight is dimly visible,
ag the vein has been followed in one or two
places to the surface of the ground.

To descend a giddy, perpendicular height
by means of a ladder is usually, to most people,
a rather perilous undertaking. The descent
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down the dark shaft of a mine is, howeve T,
accompanied by no similar feelings of
nervousness or fear. The candle affords no
more light than is sufficient to distinctly see
the steps of the ladder immediately near, and
to peer into the darkness beneath excites no
timorous fancies. The only misgivings &
visitor will probably eutertain, are of the
untimely going off of a blast. The principal
shaft of the mine here has been driven on a
slight deviation from the perpendicular, so as
to follow the vein of copper. Step by step,
from ladder to ladder, and from landing to
landing, the visitor following his guide, and
inwardly wondering when the bottom will
be reached, descends. The hands were smeared
with grease before the descent commenced,
but now when the coppery mud on the cross-
bars of the ladder is added, what a mixture
ornaments them! A mine is, however, not
the place for delicate notions. At a depth of
sixty feet, drifts which are in the nature of
tunnels, have been driven to the north-east
and south-west, for long distances so as to
well expose the vein of copper, and show its
extent. At a still further depth of ninety
feet, driving has been carried on to a very
considerable extent, in similar directions, and
with the same objects. A few feet more and
the bottom of the shaft, over three hundred
feet from daylight, is reached, but before the
last step of the ladder is left, the captain is
again ready with a warning that the square
hole which the candle reveals, in the planking
covering the bottom, gives access to five or
six feet of water, and he adds, that one of his
miners had not long since taken a bath there
which was quite as unrefreshing as it was
unexpected. The water occasionally accumu-
lates in considerable quantities here, and
requires to be promptly removed.

In mining, the regular supply of air is a
a very important consideration. Here, where
in the drifts at the bottom of the shaft, no
other shaft is available to create a cir culation,
& novel device has been adopted. A little
rivulet on the hill-side has been partially
diverted from its course, and made to afford
a continuous fall of water into a wooden pipe,
which protrudes perpendicularly through the
rock above the entrance to the level near the
office, and the lower end of which is immersed
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in a trough of water on the fioor of the level ,
From where it enters the level, a branch at
right angles to it is conducted along the level
and thence down the shaft, The water falling
through the main forces the air which. is.
drawn down with it into the branch-pipe, and
then escapes into the trough which it always
keeps full, and whence it flows away to again
join the] rivulet. At the bottom of the shaft,

the force of the air issuing from the wooden-
pipe is so gieat that a candle placed in front

of it is at once extinguished.

When down here, and in the drifts on
either side, a person of nervous temperament
may be frequently startled by the shouts—
quite unintelligible $0 the unpractised ear—
of the miners. Whenever the large buckets
filled with water or ore, are ready to be drawn

up, the signals must be given to the boys.

driving the horses far overhead at the surface
of the ground, and shouting appears to be

the effectual method. The distant cry of

“fi-ire” is, however, sometimes heard
sufficiently distinct to at once excite the latent
fears. The question is mnervously asked, if
the blast is faraway ? but before the answer can
be given, the low, deep boom—very startling

to one unaccustomed to the sound—comes.

heavily on the ears. The strong rush of air
accompanying the boom is very observable.

The copper here, as elsewhere in the mine,.

quickly becomes covered with a thin coating
of mud, deposited by the water constantly
trickling down the sides of the rock. By
breaking off some little projecting knob or
ledge, the shining metal becomes visible,
The novice at once pronounces it very rich,
and is rather astonished when the Captain—
anxious a8 he is to laud his ore—informs him
that much of it is mundic. “ Mundic! what
is mundic ?” is the query.” Geologists have

sometimes long, incomprehensible names for-

very common metals and minerals, but their
nomenclature is not followed by miners.

The miner pleads priority in names, thinks.

his own terms shorter and better, and sees no

reason fer setling aside words which his.

fathers, and perhaps forefathers, used before
him. His mundic, the captain says, is what
8ir William Logan and his geological friends

would pronounce—iron pyrites, or sulphuret.

of iron.”

s
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As the further end of the lozg north-east
drift at the bottom of the shaft is approached,
the frequent taps, caused by the successive
strokes of the hammers upon the drills, reveal
the presence of the miners, Far above, many
are removing the copper from its vein; else-
where others are engaged in sinking a shaft;
but here are some who are driving a level
along the vein in order to expose it, and to
facilitate the removal of the copper. One of
the firgt impressions created on the mind when
Watching these miners is, that their life must
be monotonous, To remain within the narrow
compass of six feet square from hour to hour,
€xcept when a blast necessitates a temporary
retreat, to find the wet rock dimly lighted up
1’_? the candles, meeting the gaze on every
side butin the dark rear, and to have no sounds
breaking on the ear, except those from the
strokes of the hammers upon the drills, the
Tumbling of the car upon the tramway, and
the booms of the blasts, would be at first very
trying to any but a miuer. From early youth
he hag beey engaged in mining, and has become
habituated to its little troubles and pleasures.
He has generally a family to support, and he
works by contract at a sum per fathom,
variable cach month according to the nature
of the rock through which he is passing, and
has therefore a two-fold interest in his work.
As the contracts are relet every month it
frequently happens that he is not for two
Successtve months in the same part of the mine,
Or engaged on the same description of work.
It is true, that his contract may necessitate
night-work on the part of himand his partners,
but in the mine, night and day are alike tothe
miner. The candle is his source of light,

equally at one time as at another. But a|.

miner has in the course of his work real
difficulties to contend with. Cool, damp air
often fills the shafts and levels; smoke
frequently accumulates and becomes some-
times 8o dense as to drive him from his work ;
the water in the spring trickling from the roof
at times thoroughly drenches him, and at all
seasons his feet are liable to wettings in the
Pools of water which gather in the levels,

During, and after his return to daylight,
the observant visitor can readily follow the
Process of extracting ores from their bed, and
Preparing them for market. After blasting
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the ore and rock displaced, are indiscrimin-
ately thrown into waggons which carry them
over a tramway to the shaft up which they
are hauled in large iron buckets. A waggon
in readiness at the top of the shaft to receive
the contents of the buckets, carries them over
another tramway without the mine, to the
dressing floors upon which they are dumped.
In their present state the rock and ore vary
in size from very coarse sand to masses con-
taining & cubic foot. The large masses
bolding copper are at once broken to a
convenient size, and the very small pebbly
and sandy portions are screened by being
thrown upon a nearly upright, very coarse
sieve. The probable percentage of copper in
most of the pieces of rock can be now
determined, and wherever this is the case
sorting at once takes places. The rest of the
ore, including the fines which have gone
through the acreens, is then treated with
water, the little rivulet before referred to being
diverted from its course to the dressing floors
to facilitate this, The fines are thrown into
a trough having holes in its bottom, to admit
and let out the water, and the trough is
moved quickly up and down in the water.
The copper being heavier than the quartz
and slaty rock, falls to the bottom, and much
of the lighter material is thus easily removed.
From the larger. pieces of rock the adhering
dirt is removed by shovelling them over in
water, and then a number of boys pick out all
such pieces as contain copper in quantity.
In sorting, the better quality of ores, termed
« firsts,” are separated from such as contain
a-lower percentage of copper, which are
called ¢ seconds.”

Original.
MIND-PICTURES.

BY NELL GWYNNE.

——

There are sights and sounds and events
met with up and down in onr journey
through life, that stamp themselves indelibly
on the mind, retaining their vividness
through a lifetime, theugh one sometimes
haa occasion to wonder how or when they
got there. Sometimes it is a soft violet-
tinted cloud, a budding leaf, a streak of
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sunlight, a dew drop, the tendril of a vine,
the rippling of water, the carolling of a
bird that thus fixes itself on the mind to be
erased only when the mind ceases to be.
Some of these  mind-pictures’ lie dormant,
enclosed in & case, as it were, the spring
of whieh has to be touched by some sight or
sound or circamstance before the picture
can come to light. I met with a striking
illustration of this a short time ago, which
1 shall relate for the good of the community
in general, and for the benefit of the readers
of the New DomiNION MONTHLY in par-
ticular. :

Going into a store in my native town not
long ago, I was politely waited upon by a
tall, black-haired man, whom I did not
notice particularly until on paying him for
my purchases. He said, ¢ Thank you,” in
a peculiar nasal tone that seemed to strike
some chord in my memory that caused me
to turn and look at him attentively; and
straightway there rose up before my mind’s
eye a vision of a little boy standing very
close to a white wall, with his toes tarned
out, and dressed in & blue pinafore, made
with a yoke, and with the skirt trailing
down almost to his feet, such a pinafore as
one never sees now-a-days; and with a
black leather belt fastened round his waist
—that is, supposing his waist to have been
about six incheslong-—and a white collar
six inches deep about hisneck, and fastened
with & bow of black ribbon. His face is
long, his complexion sallow, his hair jetty
black, and parted smoothly down over his
head. He holds a book up underneath his
chin, the top part of which he gragps firmly
with both hands, while the bottom part
rosts against his chest, and from which he
reads, in a high-pitched, sing-song, nasal
tone :

“ Accord-ingly-with-a-great-army-he-pur-
sued - and-overtook-the - Israel-ites - just - ag-
they-had-encamped-on-the-shore-of-the.Red-
Sea-a-a !

* What an odd thing for that man to
make me think of I" Isay to myself, as I
go out of the store.

And as I walk up the street, I turn and
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involuntarily glance up at the sign over the
door I have just left, and a conviction flashes
itself across my mind like lightning. The
little boy in the blue pinafore, and the tall,
black-haired, and rather fine-looking man
are one and the same person. How
strange that I did not think of that before,
and how strange that that picture should
stamp itself so vividly on my mind when I
was not much more than a baby!

Many of these * mind-pictares” come
crowding up as I write, which I shall
describe as they come, numbering them to
keep them from getting confounded one with
the other. And now for pjcture No. 1:— -

1 am standing at the door of a small old-
fashioned room, with a very white ceiling
and bright blue walls, and with a dingy
threadbare carpet on the floor. At one side
of this room is a window that reaches the
whole width of the room, and that looks
out east, west, north and sonth, as far as
the eye can reach, on the smooth blue
waters of a lake. Underneath the window
is & long green flower-stand, covered with
potted-plants. Fuchsias there are that trail
down luxuriously over the dingy carpet,
their waxy scarlet, and purple, and pink,
and white blossoms peeping out from the
midst of a shower of leaves. Suspended
from the top of the window are baskets—
wonders of shell and moss, from which
miniatare plants creep up over the crisp
white muslin valance that runs along the
top of the window, or trail down among the
plantsunderneath. Seated in an easy chair
in the full light of the window, is an old
gentleman with long, thin grey hair, and
an eye like an eagle’s, enjoying one of the
most delightful of earthly pleasures—rest
after labor; and a picture of enjoyment
he is as he sits with his slippered feet
resting on a hassock, reading his news-
paper, with the most wrapped interest
depicted on every feature. The low, wash-
ing, sobbing sound of the waves on the
beach may be heard from withoat, which
oasts & soft peacefulness over the scene.
The old gentleman, seeming to have become
suddenly conscious of my presence, looks
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up, and smilingly addresses me in a deep,
rolling, sonorous voice, and with an accent
that calls to Wy mind a picture of an
old grey castle in a wild rocky place, high
up above hills covered with blooming
heather, and surrounded by clumps of dark
firs, through which strange wild birds
8WOOp in add out, while dark, lowering
clouds hang overhead. A picture that I
have certainly never seen, but which has
stolen into the album of my memory in
Some unaccountable way.

No. 2.—The scene of picture number two
lies in the interior of a church. A young
lady is kneeling on a purple velvet cushion,
beside a snow-white marble font. Her pure
White dress floats away behind her like
cloud, and her white crape shawl is
gathered about her throat in fleecy folds,
and fastened with a miniature wreath of
white ivory roses, in the midst of which
Nestles a dewy-looking moss rose bud. Her
bonnet is of white lace, and can be compared
o no earthly thing but a fleck of foam
encircled by a spray of purple hare-bells.
Her dark hair falls in massive curls on each
side of her full, oval face that is almost a8
White as the marble she rests against. Her
soft grey eyes are bent on the golden-clasped
book she holds in her hand, and.her lips,
expressive of subdued sweetness, move
slowly as she reverently repeats: ¢ Our
Father which art in heaven, hallowed be
Thy name,” after a white-haired, white-
robed clergyman, in a voice like the cooing
of & wood pigeon. The refalgent rays of
the setting sun stream through the stained
changel window, casting a gorgeous bar of
purple and crimson and golden light across
the floating cloud of white muslin. What
is she like ? a snow-drop in the shadow of
Some gorgeous exotic flower, I think.

No. 3.—A jow-roofed verandah, embowered
in grape vines, pendant with purple clusters
of grapes, in the shadow of which stoops &
tall, large-boned negress, as black as jet,
and with pure African features that fairly
sparkle with good-nature as she holds a
lovely litile three-year-old boy by the hands,
to whom she is saying :
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“ Now, wont Charley give Pauline a kiss ?”
A request that Charley complies with very
readily.

“ And now, wont Charley give Pauline
two more to bring to Frank and Emma 1"
which request Charley complies with ag
readily as before.

¢ And now, another for Pauline’s self,””
says Pauline again, and her face glistens
a8 he kisses her again and again.

Poor jetty Pauline! she lookslike a kind-
hearted, funny-tempered creature. How
proud she seems of little Charley’s perfect
confidence and love, and what a grotesque-
looking figure she is with her gaudy, broad
patterned dress, and with an orange and
scarlet-figured cotton kerchief tied over her
head, from underneath which her wool
frizzes out in little bunches here and there,
a strange contrast altogether to little pearly-
skinned, golden-haired Charley, with his
white frock and blue ribbon sash,

No. 4.—It is a bright, clear, warm moon-
light summer evening, and I am sitting on
the door-step enjoying the beauty of the
night. Suddenly,. the moon becomes
obscured by a cloud, and it commences to
rain heavily. The cloud over.the moon
grows brighter and brighter, until the
whole atmosphere is aglow with a bright
amber light ; the rain which continues to
fall in a perfect stream, having the appear-
ance of a shower of precious stones. I keep
looking on the ground as it falls to see if the
sparkling amber drops can really be nothing
but pure water. The rain ceases af(er a
few moments, and is followed by a soft
amber mist that presents a traly magnificent
speotacle as it rolls through the air, bathing
the heavens and the earth in a flood of
golden light. The light grows gradually
less and less vivid, and finally floats away
altogether; and the moon sails out, looking
as cool and clear as if nothing had
happened. ’

*No. 5.—1tis a sunny morning in the pro-
verbially fickle-minded month of April.
The morning sun has converted the hoar
frost of last night into millions of shining
drop, that glitter and sparkle at every turn,
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though the mists still hang in the valley.
The carolling of many birds proclaims that
the spring time is coming, and anon ablithe
little red-breasted blue bird comes to break-
fast off the crimsonberries of the mountain
ash, that have weathered so many wintry
storms—a little bit of vivid color in the
midst of a maze of brown twigs. It now
pecks greedily at the berries, and now trills
its morning song.

No. 6.—Scene, a street. Dramatis pareone, a
lady and gentleman and a little morsel of a
girl, who is dressed in a wine-colored velvet
pelisse, that does not reach to her knees,
with a little sweeping cape to it, and the
tiniest white velvet bonnet, ornamented
with a long curling white plume that sweeps
around it and down over her shoulder like
a wreath of foam. And such a face as the
bonnet encircles—a mouth like a rose bud,
and eyes like the sky on a sunny summer
day ; cheeks brighter than any rose, and
hair that clusters about her temples like
rings of sun-light, and goes rippling down
underneath the fairy-bonnet like rills of
molten gold! Lace-raffles cover her knees,
and on her feet are the veriest mites of
slippers. The lady and gentleman, each
holding a tiny hand, lead her carefully
along. I dare say they are her father and
mother to whom she must be preciousbeyond
words. I turn and gaze after her, and
the little fairy girl fixes herself on my mind

forever !
No. 7.—A woman is walkingin a green

lane in the shadow of a tall picket-fence.
The shadows of the pickets seeming to
chase each other over her as she walksalong.
She has evidently been washing somewhere
all day, and looks ¢ aweary,” if any one
ever did. Her hair hangs down on her
back in a frizzy.looking coil, and her dress
is gathered into a buneh and thrown over
her arm, as being the easiest way of hold-
ing it up. She has a thick slice of bread
and butter in her hand, and I have never
in all my life seen any one eat anything
with such a gusto as that poor, fagged-out-
looking creature eats that bread and butter.
8he does not eat it greedily, but with s per-
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fect enjoyment, and heartfelt satisfaction
that it does one’s heart good to look at. But
enough of ¢ mind-pictures’’ for the present.
Kind reader, fare thee well!

-

THE TWO RABBIS.
BY J. G. WHITTIER.

(From the Atlantic Monthly, for October.)

The Rabbi Nathan, twoscore years and ten,
Walked blameless through the evil world, and

then,
Just as the almond blossomed in his hair,
Met a temptation all too strong to bear,
And miserably sinned. 8o, adding not
Falsehood to guilt, he left his seat, and taught
No more among the elders, but went out
From the great congregation girt about
With sackeloth, and with ashes on his head,
Making his gray locks grayer. Long he prayed,
Smiting his breast; then as the Book he laid
Open before him for the Bath-Col’s chotce,
Pausing to hear that Daughter of a Volice,
Behold the royal preacher's words: “ A 'friend
Loveth at all times, yea, unto the end;
And for the evilday thy brother lives.”
Marvelling, he said: “Itis the Lord who gives
Counsel in need. At Ecbatana dwells .
Rabbi Ben Isaac, who all men excels
In righteousness and wisdom, as the trees
Of Lebanon the small weeds that the bees
Bow with their weight. I will arise, and lay
My sins before him.”

And he went his way
Barefooted, fasting long, with many prayers;
But even as one who, followed unawares,
Suddenly in the darkness fee!s a hand
Thrill with its touch his own, and his cheek
fanned -
By odors subtly sweet, and whispers near
Uf words he loathes, yet cannot choose but hear,
8o, while the Rabbi journeyed, chanting low
The wail of David's penitential woe,
Before hixﬂ still the old temptation came,
Andhmoc ed him with the motion and the
shame
Ofsuch desires that, shudderirg, he abhorred
Himself; and crying mightily to the Lord
To free his soul and cast the demon out,
Smote with his staff the blankness round about.

Atlength, in the low light of a spent day,

The towers of Ecbatana far away

Rose on the desert’s rim ; and Nathan, faint

And fo%t.sore, pausing where for some dead

sain

The faith of Islam reared a domed tomb,

Saw some one kueellxﬁ in the shadow, whom

He greeted kindly : ¢ May the Holy One

Answer thy prayers, O stranger 1" hereupon

The shape stood up with a loud cry, and then,

Clasped in each others arms,.the two mf men

Weft, raising Him whose graclous providence
@ their paths one. But straightway, as the
sense

Of his transgression emote him, Nathan tore

Himeelf away : “ O friend beloved, no more

Worthy am I to touch thee, for I came,

Foul from my sins, to tell thee all my shame.

Haply thy prayers, since naught availeth mine,

Ma,ym{mrge my soul, and make it white like

ne.
Pity me, O Ben Isaac, 1 have sinned 1

Awestruck Ben Isaac stood. The desert wind
Blew his long mantle backward, laying bare
The mournful secret of his shirt of hafr,

“I too, O friend, if not in act,” he said

“ In thought have verilysinned. Hasi thou not

read,
« Better the eye should see than that desire
Should wander?” Burning with a hidden fire
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.
Thattht,ears and prayers quench not I cometo
ce

For pity and for help, as thou to me.
Pray for me, O my friend!” But Nathan cried,
¥ thou for me Ben Isaac!”

1 Side by side
n the low sunshine by the turban stone .
Theg’wknelt ; each made the brother’s woe his
n 2
g?rgettfng, in the agony and stress
Pitying love his claim of selfishness ; A
eace, for his friend besought, his own became;
ns Dl;lgers were answered in a.tf(x)othelx; sa ggme H
Baot ¥Oen at last they rose u embrace,
Each saw Goa’s pardox{ in his grother’s face!

Long after, when his headstone gathered moss,
Traced on the targum-marge of Onkelos
n l.Raé)bl Nathan’s hand these words were
ead :

“ Hope not the cure of sin till 8elf is dead ;
orget it in love’'s service, and the debt
canst not pay, the.angels shall forget:
Heaven's gate s shut to S 10ho comes alone;
Save thou a soul, and it shall save thy oun !

—— -

THE LOBBY.

Lobbies are an important institution’in
all representative governments. Men no
longer bang about the ante-chambers of
kings and princes to ask for favors; they go
to the real seat of power and patronage, and
Mmake the lobby of the popular assemblage
the scene of their intrigues and entreaties ;
and though we have not in England, 88
they have in America, -a regular party of
* Lobbyers,”” the lobby of our House of Com-
mons is hardly less the scene of political
Wire-pulling and private scheming. Let
us take a look at it as it appeared during
the late session, since some of itg foremost
figures may poesibly not appear on the same
Scene again. . .

A fine lofty apartment this lobby is, with
its oak-pannelled walls and roof, its colored
windowy, inlaid floor, and huge brass can-
delabra. The hour is early yet, and one
has time to notice the accessories of the
scene : the little bar in one corner, where
honorable members are in the habit of cool-
ing themselves in summer with ices and
lemonade, and warming themselves in
winter with sherry and cherry-brandy ; the
Post-office, where, during the session, letters
are received half an hour later than at St.
Martin’s-le-Grand ; the doors leading to the
members’ entrance in Westminater Hall, to
St. Stephen’s Chapel, and to the Library;
and that other door, of sturdy iron-bound
oak, which admits to the House itself, and
behind which the first legislative asssembly
in the world deliberates. The hour isearly
yet; I say, but already the lobby is pretty
full. The members have hardly begun to
arrive, but there is a crowd of loungers
awaiting their coming, each eagerly watch-
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ing the glass door through which our repre-
sentatives enter the apartment. How vari-
ous are the types and conditions of human-
ity gathered together before us! Here,
rather anxious and excited, is a deputation
upon some ecclesiastical question, awaiting
an interview possibly with Mr. Newdegate-
or it may be Mr. Hadfield. The reverend
gentlenien of whom the deputation is com,
posed are laden with petitions, and as the
cling together in a knot, they never take
their eyes from the spot where they will first
behold their prey. Close to them is an un-
mistakable priest of the older church—cloge
shaven, long coated, and of ascetic face.
He, however, is more fortune than his ecole-
siastical rivals, for he already has an Irish
member by the button-hole, and is explain-
ing to him the gpecial grievances of the Ro-
man Catholic paupers of the town of Bally-
hoolan. There is a red-cheeked jovial
country gentleman waiting perhaps to meet,
his friend the county member, who has pro-
mised him an order for the Speaker’s Gal-
lery, or that yet more coveted privilege, a
seat ‘ under the clock” during the debate
which isto come off to-night. The thin
pale-faced young man who presents so strik-
ing a contrast to the squire, and whose attire
shews him to be one of the people, is by no
means 50 insignificant a personage as you
might be inclined to believe. We shall see
him presently conversing on equal terms
with some of the best known members of
the House ; and I doubt, indeed, whether
there are many members whose names are
better known throughout the length and
breadth of Britain than his, for he is Mr.
George Potter, the leader of the trades-
unionists. The elderly man with the
deeply-lined face who stands behind him,
talking to a friend of military bearing and
aspect, is another leader of the people—Mr.
Beales; and his companion is his Fidus
Achates, Colonel Dickson. You cannot often
come into the lobby without meeting one or
other of these gentlemen.

No ; the tall handsome man with the cg-
mellia in his button-hole, who is so superla.
tively well dressed, and who looks so con-
tented with himself, with the group of
hearers of whieh he is the centre, and with
the world in general, is not a cabinet min.
ister. 1 daresay you never heard his name
-—never met with it in a newspaper even,
But there are people behind the Scenes, my
friend, in politics as in other things, and
they are at least as important as the bel-
lows-blower of the story. I wonder how 3
general election could, for instance take
place without the assistance of this gentle-
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man ; or how a ministerial erisis ecould be
got over, or a new cabinet formed, without
his having something to do with the matter.
Above all, where would the ¢ great Conser-
vative party’’ be if he retired into private
life? These are inquiries made in all
seriousness, and yet the name of the gentle-
man whom they concern is, as I said, pro-
bably unknown to you. It is Mr. Spofforth,
the Conservative agent, at whom you are
looking with so much interest, and of whose
influence in politics so many wonderful
stories are told. The man ofslighily Jewish
features, who is listening to him so atten-
tively, and to whom he is talking so confi-
dentially, is not, however, himself a Tory
—far from it ; he is the managing proprie-
tor of & great Liberal journal, and is, I sup-
pose, gathering some hints from the Tory
agent with respect to the forthcoming elec-
tion. Journalists of all sorts are here, in-
deed—proprietors, editors, reporters, and
those wonderful London correspondents.
Some of them will hang about the lobby
half the evening talking to one man after
another, untik you wonder what they can
find to say to them all; whilst others will
lie in wait for a single member, pounce
upon him when he appears, ask him a single
question, and then depart, well satisfied ap-
parently with the result of their visit.
Almost as numerous as the journalists are
the private secretaries who lounge about the
apariment. Some of these are but a step
above the position of a valet; whilst others
are the sons of cabinet ministers, and will
doubtless themselves some day hold high
office in the country. What a comfort a
good private secretary maust be to a states-
man! It is not the letters he writes, orthe
official work he does, that mattersso much ;
but if he is up to his business, and has the
tact and activity essential to one in his posi-
tion, how invaluable he must be as a safe-
guard against the intrusion of bores! The
position of a private secretary is by no
means an unimportant one, nor is his social
standing to be despised. A prime minister
will walk down to the House leaning on
his arm, and a awarm of suppliants for the
great man’s favor will surround him with
their flatteries. It is not, I hope, a rude
trangition from this digression to the group
of gentlemen who are ranged in a line at
one side of the door of the Flouse. These
are no ordinary frequenters of the lobby.
The open-mouthed wonder with which they
regard all things and everybody, reveals
their character. Pity the sorrows of the
member for Little Stoke Pogis, who will
bave to entertain them with half an hour'’s
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talk when he arrives, on pain of losing their
votes at the next election.

The time is passing ; but you may just no-
tice for a moment the solemn individuals,
clad in evening-dress, who are lolling in the
comfortable hall-porters’ chairs at either
side of the door of the Hous8. They are
not dnkes, though I believe they are occa-
sionally mistaken for something of the sort ;
they are only the door-keepers. But the
door-keepers of the House of Commons are
important persons ; and these gentlemen, it
must be confessed, are sufficiently alive to
the dignity of their position. In little racks
at the sides of their chairs are stuck innu-
merable letters, addressed to different mem-
bers, and they will deliver them to their
owners as each passes the door. One of the
chief duties of these gentlemen is to see that
no unauthorised person passes the spot
where they keep watch and ward ; and, of
course, one of the essentials of their office
is an intimate acquaintance with the per-
son of every member .of the House. A
favorite story in the provinces is that about
the gentleman who, coming up to town on
a visit, just after a general election, went
down to Westminster, and mistaking his
way, marched right into the House of Com-
mons, and took a seat among the members.
That, however, must be set down as apo-
cryphal. After a general election, the
door-keepers require every new member to
give his name to them whenever he passes,
until such tima a8 they are well acquainted
with his appearance ; and at any other sea-
son, the care taken renders such an acci-
dent impossible.

¢ Hats off 1 ” roars a policeman in one cor-
ner ; 50 you must uncover, reader, as every-
body else does. Three or four more mem-
bersof the * A Reserve’ of the metropolitan
police force an open passage through the
throng in the lobby, and then another
voice, in stentorian tones, announces ‘¢ Mr.
Speaker ;”’ whilst we look on in admiration
at the little procession, in the midst of
which the First Commoner in England
marches to his post. First eomesan usher ;
then Lord Charles Russell, clad in court
costume, and bearing on his shoulder a
massive-looking gold mace—the veritable
‘thauble” tvb the presence of which Cromwell
objected ; then Mr. Speaker himself, in
full-bottomed wig and gown, with his chap-
lain at his side; and lastly, the train.
bearer, solemnly holding aloft the bottom
of the Speaker’s gown. The party pases
through the door, which is half-closed be-
hind them, and one of the gentlemen in the
hall-porters’ seats cries; ¢ Mr. Speaker in
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the chair.’ In another minute, the cry is,
‘Mr. Speaker at prayers;’ and then the
doorsare shut, and no members are allowed
10 pass until prayers are over. The rule of
the Houge is, that those members wh‘o
choose to go down early, and to be in their
Seats during prayers, can reserve the seats
they then oceupy for the rest of the evening.
They o thisby placing their cards in little
brass frames, which are fastened to the
backs of all the seats. On great nights, the
chaplain has quite a large congregation;
but on other occasions, I fear the attendance
does not speak so highly for the devoutness
of the House. There ‘are certain persons
however, who have no need to go through
this ceremony in order to secure their
Places. The ministerial bench is of course
always reserved for its proper occupants, as
i8 the top front bench upon the Opposition
side ; but, in addition to these seats, a par-
ticular place is always kept for Mr. Bright ;
Mr. Faweett—who suffers from the affliction
of blindness—has accorded to him the seat
nearest the door; and General Peel, Mr.
Mill, Mr. Baines, Mr. Newdegate, Mr. Wal-
pole, and one or two others, enjoy by cour-
tesy a prospective right to the places they
occupy on either side of the House.
Amongst these must not be omitted Mr.
Kavanagh. This gentleman was born with-
out either arms or legs; and though he is
reputed to have a capitalseat in the saddle,
and to be an -ardent fox-hunter, he is not
able to move without assistance of some sort.
One of the rules of the House is, that no
Person, not & member or & sworn clerk,
shall enter the House proper whilst the
Speaker is in the chair,and Mr. Kavanagh,
consequenily, is only able to reach hisplace
before the Speaker enter the House, when
he is carried in by an attendant, and has to
sit there until such time as the Speaker
again vacates his seat. When a division
takes place, as he cannot of course go into
the lobbies, two of the tellers come into the
Honse, and solemnly * tell” him apart from
all the other members.

But we must go back to the lpbbg, and
watch the stream of members which isnow
pouring through it. The good-natured
Policeman, of ** swelling port,” who isone of
the institutions of the place, is surrounded
by the gentlemen from Little Stoke Pogis,
as well by other strangers, and is engaged
in pointing out to them the different cele-
brities of the House as they pass. Let us
joint the group, and share the benqﬁt of Mr.
Policeman’s knowledge. To begin with,
Yyou are disappointed at the number of
members passing you whose very names you
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hear for the first time. Remember, how-
ever, that there are six hundred and fifty
members in the House of Commons ; whilst
there is only one Gladstone, or Disraeli,
or Bright. And mentioning Bright, here
comes the great orator, as usual, an early
attendant. He isstouter than in the old anti-
corn-law days, and whiskers and hair are
almost white now, but the fine eye has lost
none of its ancient fire, and the announce-
ment that ¢“Bright isup” will empty Library
and Smoking-room, and £ill the House with
an audience which can be gathered to hear
noother man. ‘And who is the spare, un-
fashionably dressed person, who walks with
a slight limp, beside®Mr. Bright?’ That
is Mr. John Stuart Mill, the membeyr for
Westminster and the author of that price-
less essay On Liberly, which would alone
suffice to make his name famous. As you
look at him now, you are at a loss to iden-
tify in the mild-faced old gentleman the
great teacher of political economy, to whom
the cause of good government is so much in-
debted. One of Mill’s aptest pupils, Henry
Fawcett, follows him, led along by a little
boy, amidst a crowd, which opens readily
to make way for him. The face of the
member for Brighton teaches one a beauti-
ful lesson of contentment. No more cheer-
ful laugh rings through the lobby than his,
nor is a pleasanter face than his to be seen
in the whole House of Commons. The
man with the eye-glass who isflitting about
amongst the crowds in every corner of the
lobby, and who has a word and a hand-
shake for each, is Mr. Maguire, the bio-
grapher of Father Mathew, and the histor-
ian of the Irish exodus; and this short-
sighted gentleman, with close-cropped gray
beard, and a rather military bearing, is
another literary celebrity of the House,
familiarly known there as ¢ Eothen King-
lake.” And see! by a curious coincidence,
there has passed him just now, on his way
to his favorite corner under the gallery,
the editor of the ZTimes, whose bluff open
face looks more like that of a country squire
than of the omnipotent being who controls
the great oracle that speaks from Printing
House Square.

But honorable gentlemen are pouring in
now so fast that we can hardly notice them
singly. Thosetwo handsome men, remark-
able for their stature, who walked in
together just now, are at once rivals and
friends. They divide together the lead of
the Western Circuit: one is Sir John Kars-
lake, her Majesty’s present Attorney-
general ; the other, Mr. Coleridge, grand-
nephew of the poet, and the man whom
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rumor points out as the next Attorney-gene-
ral of the crown. Ministers and ex-minis-
ters rub shounlders with you as they walk
into the House, or stop to post a letter, or
chat with a friend. Hardy, Layard, Card-
well, Forster, Corry, Stansfield—all pass in
quick succession. Here comes one whom
you ought not to leave unnoticed—I mean
the tall man with the grey moustache and
rather melancholy eyes—that is Lord John
Manners, the First Commissioner of Warks.
He does not hold—he probably never will
hold—a prominent pogition in the ministry,
but one looks at him with interest as the ori-
ginal Lord Henry Sidney of Mr. Disraeli’s
novel—the man who was in favor of the
restoration of Maypoles, who preferred the
ward ‘¢ peasantry” to ¢ laborers;”’ and who
was at one time the hope of the Young
England party in politice. He has not
rivalled the fame of Pitt ; but his old friend,
‘who has himself risen to the top of the tree,
clings to him with a kindliness which de-
serves to be remembered, and therefore he
sits on the Treasury Bench now.

There is no mistaking the man who
comes next; who looks round with keen
gray eyes, taking in at a glance the whole
asgemblage, and who passes on guickly to
the House. There is no mistaking the
noble thoughtful face, in which care has
ploughed more furrows than time. Men
fall back respectfully, and not a few un-
cover, as Mr. Gladstone passes them. This
is not the place in which o indulge in poli-
tioal discussions. You and I may be of
very opposite creeds, my friend ; but at least
we can both do honor to the man whose
earnesiness no one has questioned, and
whose strange political career is almost
without a parallel. He is gone almost be-
fore we saw him; and while you were
watching him, you missed another notable
man, whose praises are sung by Liberals
and Conservatives alike-— our Foreign
Minister, Lord Stanley.

My. Lowe, comspicuous from his pink
face and - snow-white hair, is the next to
pass ; and then we have the Prime Minister
himself. He walks with a tripping step,
with downcast eyes and swinging arms,
taking no heed of the shlutations by which
he is received. Look well at him, reader,
and think of the time when, poor and
obscure, he entered upon that wonderful
career which has placed him at last on the
steps of the throne, and made him the vir-
tual ruler of the British empire. A strange
halo of romanee sarrounds the man. When
you look at him, you cannot\bat call to

mind Vivian Grey; you think of his early
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difficulties, of his struggles, his temptations,
his ultimate triumph ; and thinking of these,
good Radical though you may be, you feel
a strong personal sympathy for the man
who has suffered and achieved so much.
After this, you will hardly care to inspect
the minor celebrites who are yet to come.
There are plenty of them-—men who are
worth seeing, and whose careers are worth
studying, but the stranger's curiosity is
generally satisfied when he has feasted his
eyes” upon the great trio of the House—
Bright, Gladstone, and Disraeli. Stay one
moment, however, and regard that exceed-
ingly well-dressed g8ntleman, who draws
the exquisitely fitting glove from his hand
in order to grasp that of a friend. There is
nothing apparently very terrible about him.
A Jord’s younger son, yousuppose? Hardly.
That is the O’Donoghue, whom Tipperary
worships, and whose claims to the throne of
Ireland have more than once been openly
advocated. There could scarcely be a
greater contrast than there is between his
appearance and his fame ; and I remember
well how the House stared in wonder
when this elegantly dressed young gentle-
man made his appearance to lake the oaths,
instead of the wild red-headed rebel whom
they had been led to expect. o
The lobby is the scene of bustle all the
evening. Gentlemen are continually arriv-
ing and sending their cards in to members,
who come out, for the most part, rather un-
willingly to meet them. Friends, consti-
tuents, supplicants, secret advisers—all
manner of persons are gathered in the place.
Here, too, are hatched those wonderful:
rumors which, in times of political excite-
ment, are spread so recklessly sbroad by
means of the press. It is here we learn—
most probably from an Irish member—that
¢“there’s a split in .the cabinet;’ or that
¢ Lowe is going dead agsinst his party;”
or that Spofforth has got his circulars all
ready, in case a general election must
come. The loungers of the lobby know a
great deal more of the sesorets of the two
great political parties than the chiefs of
those parties do themselves ; and the ¢ Lon-
don correspondent’’ who chooses to spend a
portion of his time here daily, never fails to
carry away with him a budget of startling
news for the delectation of his provincial
readers. But, upon the whole, we have no
reason to be ashamed of our lobby. When
we remember how absolutely the House of
Commons holds the reins of power in this
country, we have good cause for congratu-
lation that the ante-chamber of the House

presents none of those humilisting scenes
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which are to be witnessed in some other
lobbies. You may stand here all the even-
ing, and yet see nothing that would offend
You; none of those open attempts at cajo-
lery and intimidation, which aye not un-
known elsewhere ; none of those. painful
exposures of the private weaknees of mem-
bers, which do so much to lower one’s res-
peet for the assembly in which they sit.
But see! the debate is at an end. It was
interesting, but short ; membersarestream-
ing out to the dinner-table, the House is up,
the electric bells are tingling all over the
huge palace, and now the door-keeper cries
aloud : “ Who goes heme {” You and 1
do, at anyrate.— Chambers' Journal.

HOUSE PLANTS.
BY KATE WOODLAND,

Yes, 1 have “ house-plants,” have you not seen
them ? .
Come and I'll show you in this little room;

e shades of evening have fallen between

them
A‘l;d dt{y’s golden glories of sunshine and

oonm.,
Thig'is my “Rose,” all fragrant and blushing,
& Blest is the bower that its 1‘;2‘:55:‘31?:1!’18 .
unniest hopes in its young 4
But touch it not rudely ; my Rose has a thorn.

This 18 my “ Woodbine,” eagerly reaching

After new objects around and above, hin

h wayward tendril’mtraining and te?c o g
Hoping it ne’er may outgrow my fond love.

This ie my “Snowdrop,” timid and gentle;

imming and ptun?ng, I'm striving to bring

Into fair form like a bloomin§ mantle ¢ may

ery new growtih from its life tha

spring,

This is my * Cactus,” the stranger repelling—
. Blossoming slow, yet & promfse I bear, g
‘Patlence, and care on its features are telling;
The longest delayed will the fairest appear.
This tiny thing is my gay little “‘ Creeper,
inning its way wherever it will,
Closing its eyes with the earliest sleeﬁr,
First in the morning its sweets tod til,

Here is the vase where I cherish a “Lily";
Fair as the morning, fragrant and pure,

Fond was my care but it fitted 1t illy— .
The climate of earth it could naver encurs.

ck to the Giver my flower I surrende
o pop e L TR ce e ndered,
¢ great Florist m y 3

Fajr l%rina garden 'tis blooming to-day.

Yes, I have house-plants, the terder and hardy;
Gumx;llly D striving thelr natures tolear,

ng the wayward, urging 3
Trim%ninc, agd pruning, and watering by

turn,
Fain would J bring unto glorions perfection,
R A R
e for an earthly ¢
To %g.me with life for the glorles of Heaven.

e
“ WHAT SHALL IT PROFIT A MAN?”

Through the genius of a very brilliant
Writer, we have had lately brought before
us, in bold relief, some of the more striking
events in the life of Lady Mary Wortley
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Montague, a woman who, beyond all others
of the times, accumulated what are called
the gifts of fortune, and who was destined
most conspicuously to show how worthless
these gifts, without religious faith, really
are. It may notbe outof place to dwell for
s few momonts on the picture thus exhi-
bited, as displaying, in the most vivid way
the vanity of the world to whose shrine even,
Christians so readily bow.

Mary Pierrepont was a duke’s daughter,
born to wealth, beanty, and wit, ag well as
rank. The first view we have of her, as
the essayist whom we quote well writes,
¢ conveys a curious foretagte and prevision
of her whole career. Her mother died when
she was & child ; and her father was one of
those gay and easy men of pleasure who are

| the sternest and most immovable of domes-

tic tyrants. He was very fond of her so
long as she was a baby, unable to cross his
will—proud of her infant beauty and wit,
and the first rays of an intelligence which
was afterwards one of the keenest and
brightest of her time. He wasa Whig, and
a man of the highest fashion, and ¢ of course
belonged to the Kiteat Club.! At one of
the meetings of this ¢ gay and gallant com-
munity,’ the object of which was ¢ to choose
toasts for the year.” Lord Dorchester (such
being his title at the time; he was after-
wards Duke of Kingston) nominated his
little daughter, aged eight, declaring that
she was far prettier than any lady on their
list. The other members of the Club ob-
jected that their rules forbade the election
to such an honor of any unknown heauty,
upon which ensued the following charac-
teristic scene :— '

«Then you shall see her!’, cried he;
and in the gayety of the moment sent orders
home to have her finely dressed and brought
to him at the tavern, where she was re~
eeived with acelamations, her claim unani-
mously allowed, her health drunk by every
one present, and her name engraved, in due
form, on & drinking-glass. The eompany
consisting of some of the most eminent men
in England, she went from the lap of one
poet, or patriot, or statesman, to the arms
of another, was feasted with sweetmeats,
overwhelmed with caresses, and what, per-
haps, already pleased her better than either,
heard her wit and beauty loudly extolled
on every side. Pleasure, she said, was too
poor & word to express her sentiments—
they amounted to ecstacy; never again
throughout her future life did she spend so
happy & day. . . . Her father carried on
the frolic, and, we may conclude, confirmed
the taste, by having her portrait painted for
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the club-room that she might be enrolled a
regular toast.’ ”_

Such was the opening scene; and the
next we select is from the early married life
of this young heiress, beauty, and wit. So
far as concerns her husband, her lot cer-
tainly was not worse than that of the
average of the women of rank in that most
dissolute time.' Her own father was a
selfish epicurean ; and Sir Robert Walpole,
Lord Hervey, and George I, whom we may
take as representingseveral prevalent types,
differed mainly in this, that the dissolute-
ness of the first was jovial; that of the
second, cynical, and that of the third,
brutish, Mr. Wortley, whom, after some
few struggles she married, was a man both
quiet and respectable ; but, though deficient
in romance, he certainly did not expose
himself to those great scandals which dis-
graced so many of his leading cotemporaries.
Lady Mary’s English married life, as she
deseribes it in those animated letters which,
with all their defects, threw such wonder-
fal light on the history of the day, was di-
vided into two sections—that spent in the
country, and that in town, where she was the
center of a very brilliant and distinguished
circle. Of her country life she thus at the
time writes, addressing her husband, then
engaged in his parliamentary duties in
London :—

“ Y oushould considersolitude, and spleen
the eonsequence of solitude,. is apt to give
the most melancholy ideas, and thus needs
at least tender letters and kind expressions
to hinder wuneasiness almost inseparable
from absence. Iam very gensible how far
I ought to be contented when your affairs
oblige you to be without me. I would
not have you do yourself any prejudice,
but a little kindness will cost you nothing.”

And so she writes, letter after letter,
finding her husband, love-match as it was,
a8 far from approaching to the ideal lover
to whom she had looked forward so
buoyantly, and writhing with misery at the
imontlns of quiet she was compelled to pass

n the country with her infant child. And
¥et, when on her husband’s accession to
ortune and office, a London house became
hers, with all the splendid accompaniments
which were drawn to it by great wealth,
high rank, unlimited social ambition on her
part, and almest equally unlimited social
talent, the same cry of disappointment rises
with equal bitterness. At this very time,
after recapitulating in her own brilliant
way, in a letter to her sister, some of her
social triumphs, she utters these sad words : —
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‘ Allthese things,and five hundred more,
convince me (as I have the most profound
veneration for the Author of Nature) that
we are here in an actual state of punish-
ment : I am satisfied I have been one of the
condemned ever since I was born ; and, in
submission to the Divine justice, I don't at
all doubt that I deserved it in some former
state. I will still hope that I am only in
purgatory ; and that, after whining and
grunting a certain number of years, I shall
be translated to some more happy sphere,
where virtue will be.natural and custom
reasonable. I grow very devout, as you see,
and place all my hopes in the next life,
being totally persuaded of the nothingness
of this. Don’t you remember how miserable
we were in the little parlor at Thoresby ?
We then thought marrying would pat us at
once in possession of-all we wanted. . . .
Though, after all, I am still of opinion
that it is extremely silly to submit to ill-
fortune.”

And, forty years afterwards, she thus
writes of this same period, a period when
she was the leader of English fashion, and
wasg herself the reigning English beauty and
wit :—

I could never endure with patience the
austerities of a court life. I was saying
every hour from my heart (while I was
condemned to it), ¢ The things that I would
do, these I do not; and the things I
would not do, these I do daily;’ and I had
rather be a sister of St. Clara than lady of
the bedchamber to any lady in Earope. It
is not age and disappointment that have
given me these sentiments; you may see
them in a copy of verses sent from Constan-
tinople in my early youth to my uncle
Fielding, and by his well-intended indis-
cretion shown about, copies taken, and at
last miserably printed.”

Children were not denied her, but what
of these ! Her own reply, written while she
was at London, in the full tide of her
beauty, her wealth, and social saccess, is:—

“One should pluck up a spirit and live
upon cordials, when one can have no other
nournishment. These are my present en-
deavors; and I run about, though I have
five thousand pins and needles running into
my heart. Itry to console myself with a
small damsel who is, at present, everything
I like ; but alas! she is yet in a white frock.
At fourteen she may run away with the
butler :—there’s one of the blessed conse-
quences of great disappointments. You are
not only hurt by the thing Present, but it
cuts off all future hopes, and makes your
very expectations melancholy. Quelle vie! "
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~—¢ My girl gives me great prospect of satis-
faction,” she writes a little later ; ¢ but my
young rogue of a son is the most ungovern-
able little rake that ever played truant.”

And again,—¢ I am vexed to the blood by
my young rogue of & son, who has contrived,
at his age, to make himself the talk of the
whole nation. Heis gone knight-erranting,
God knows where ; and hitherto it is impos-
sible to find him. Nothing that ever hap-
pened to me has troubled me so much.”

Old age was vouchsafed to her, as if not
a single object of worldly desire was to be
refused to one who was s0 eminently what
is called the favorite of fortune, and this old
age found her with wealth almost unrivalled
in England ; and with her health and her
genius unabated by time. Yet what were
these worth ? Her son had fallen into a dis-
graced grave. Her daughter, though emi-
nently respectable, and though married to
the then Prime Minister, and hence in every
way gratifying ber pride, had a large and
engrossing family, and had fallen into a
range of life independant and distinet. And
when LadyMary herself-—beauty and queen
of fashion as she had once been, wit and
woman of genius, of wealth, and of ducal
family, as she still was—returned to Eng-
land in her seventieth year, after many years
absence on the Continent, she became the
butt of that gay and brilliant society over
which, years before she had reigned
supreme. To Horace Walpole she was an
unfailing object of ridicule ; and, after pay-
ing his last visit to her—a visit no doubt
marked by the most abundant flattery on
his part—he writes :—

¢ found her in a little, miserable bed-
chamber of a ready-furnished house, with
two tallow candles and a bureau covered
with pots and pans. On her head, in full
of all accounts, she had an old black-laced
hood wrapped entirely round so as to con-
ceal all hair or want of hair; no handker-
chief, but instead a kind'of horseman’s
riding-coat, calling itself a pef-en-I'air, made
of dark green brocade, with colored and
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silver flowers, and lined with furs; bodice
laced ; a full dimity petticoat sprigged ;
velvet muffatees on her arms ; grey stockings
and slippers. Her face less changed in
twenty years than I could have imagined.
I told her so0, and that she was not so toler-
able twenty years ago that she should have
taken it for flattery ; but she did, and lite-
rally gave me a box on the ear. She is very
lively, all her senses perfect, her language
as imperfect as ever, her avarice greater.
She entertained me at first with nothing but
the cheapnesa of the provisions at Helvoet.
With nothing but an Italian, a French,
and a Prussian, all men-servants, and some-
thing she calls an old secretary, but whose
age, till he appears, will be doubtful, she
has travelled everywhere. She receives all
the world who go to homage her as queen-
mother, and crams them into this kennel.”

So closed the life of Lady Mary Wortley
Montague. Had her father, the epicurean
Duke, at that dinner at the Kiteat Club,
which we began by noticing, been em-
powered to ask for her what he considered
the chiefest blessings of life, he would have
enumerated heauty, wit, wealth, social
power, and a ripe old age. )

All these his daughter had in abundance;
and in addition, she wasendowed with great
courage and energy, and with heroic im-
pulses, which—in one eminent instance, that
of the introduction of inoculation—made her
the benefactress of her race. Yet where,
in the whole rdnge of literature, do we find
letters exhibiting a heart more devoid of
true peace than hers? Where do we find
more vividly illustrated the worthlessness,
a8 an instrument of happiness, of worldly
eminence and power? From whence do
we hear a sadder echo of our Lord’s words,
 What shall it profit a man if he gain the
whole world ’ Our Lord adds, ‘¢ And lose
his own soul.”” The world is blind, and can-
not see beyond this life ; but looking back
on its own dominions, it repeats, and repeats,
as each history of its favorites closes, ¢ What
shall it profit a man if he gain the whole
world ?’-—Christian Wilness.
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COME WHEN THE NIGHTINGALE SINGS TO THE ROSE.
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CRADLE SONG.

Words by EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER. Music by GEORGE F. Roor.
Tenderly. ‘Bing first four lines of first verse each time in De Capo as a chorus.
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Ba - by, sleep! the summer breezes Rock the young bird in the tree;
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Mother’s breast gshall be thy pillow, Mother’s arms have cradled thee!
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Baby, sleep! the rose has folded Baby, sleep! some brighter vision
Half her sweetness from the night; Than thy mother's eyes can see
Sleep, and when the rose is fairest | Angel hands are awiftly bringing
Thou shalt wake to new delight. From the silent land to thee,
Sweeter, clearer, softer, nearer, Down the rosy vales of slumber
I can hear the dream-bells ring! Fairy chimes the dream-belis ring.
Follow where their voices call thee, Baby, sleep! and, dreamin, , listen,

‘While my cradle song I sing. While my cradle song 1 sing,
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THE INK-FLY IN OAK GALLS.

BY JNO. MOSLEY, TORONTO, ONT.

¢« Edwin,” said Mr, Rose to his little son,
¢ Jam inclined to take a walk into the woods

this afternoon, I should like to have your,

company. Will yougo ?”’

¢ Oh, yes, papa, I will go. Will you go
soon !’ said the little son.

¢ Yes, we will leave here in an hour’s
time.”

¢ Oh, I am so0 glad,”” Edwin exclaimed;
1 dolike to ramble in the woods among the
tall pines, and the great oaks, and the
handsome maplesand shrubs. Perhaps, we
may see some birds and squirrels. Iwillget
myself ready. May Charlotte go with us?”’

¢ Oh, yes, if she has completed her lessons,
and your mamma can get herready. Your
mother.is busy this afternoon preparing for
a few visitors, else she also would go with
us. -She and I had a ramble in the woods
a few days ago. We were mueh pleased
with the variety of colors which the Canadian
woods present at this season of the year.
We intend going again to the woods in 3
day or two, when the various colored leaves
are in the height of their beauty.”

The appointed hour soon came round,
when Mr. Rose set out on foot, in company
with his little son and daughter—the former
aged twelve, the latter nine—on a tramp
to the adjoining woods and fields. It was
about three o’clock in the afternoon, in the
early part of October. The weather was
of the most inviting character. The sky
was clear, and a deliciously, balmy breeze
had just sprung up. Edwin and Charlotte
—by the side of their father—eagerly pur-
sued their journey through the lanes and

fields. In half an hour from the time of
their setting out, they entered thebordering

"| woods, where they for a full hour rambled

under the care and protection of their
father. Many were the questions asked
about the different variety of ttees and
shrubs, their uses and so forth ; all of which
were with pleasure answered by their kind
parent.

They were fortunate enough to see a
couple of black squirrels, one of which was
busy ecracking a butter-nut. It was very
amusing to little Charlotte especially, to
see with what dexterity the little animal
handled the nut with his fore-paws, and
nibbled it with his teeth, while he sat upon
his hind-legs, with his handsome tail
beautifully curved over his back.

The only birds they happened to see that
afternoon were a red-headed wood-pecker,
which was busy pecking & hole in the trank
of a decayed beech in search of worms,
and four or five robins which just then
alighted upon a mountain-ash, and were
feasting themselves with the red berries
which grew so plentifully on that beautifui
tree. They alsosaw several butter-nut and
hickory trees, several of them bearing nuts,
but which were of course out of their
reach. They, however, exacted a promise
from their father, that as soon as the nuts
became fully ripe, and fallen to the ground,
that he would go with them to the woods
¢ a nutting.” They picked up here and
there a few nuts; also some acorns and
oak galls which had already dropped from
the oaks.

M. Rose, ever ready and upon the watch,
not only do instruct his children, but also to
incite them to habits of refloction and inquiry,
reminded Edwin and Charlotte of what he
had already informed them of some time
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before ; namely, that the acorns are the
seed of the oak, which, if planted in the
fall, will in the following spring grow up
out of the earth miniature oaks; and in the
course of years, will grow to the same size
as the large oaks which bear the acornsnow
in their hands; and that out of a few of
those trees enough of timber may be hewn
“to build a large ship or steamboat; that
the oak was the material out of which ¢ the
wooden walls of old England,’ or war-ships
were made. But, although war-vessels,
and some of the merchant and passenger
steamers, are now clad with iron, yet their
beams and some of the other timbers are
still of oak. Acorns, he further reminded
them, are excellent food for hogs and other
animals; and he informed them that it
has lately been discovered that acorns,
by subjecting them to the roasting and
grinding process, are a good substitute for
coffee.
After hearing with delight what their
father had to say about the acorn, the
children were desirous to know of what
use the little oak applesor galls are. They
wondered much when they were told that
the chief ingredient of the black ink with
which they wrote in their copy-books was
obtained from an infusion of those galls ; and
especially delighted were they when told
that, in the centre of the hard, barky core,
which grows in each fall-grown gall, would
be found, if carefully cut open, a live, bean-
tifal fly, having six legs and four wings,
mauch resembling the house-fly in form, size,
and "color! and that it might very properly
be called the ink-fly ;' as those flies are the
secondary cause of the galls forming on the
. 0aks. God’s creative power, of course,
being the original cause.
Little Edwin and Charlotte wondered

very much to see their father cut out of the |

centre of the hard, barky core of one of the
galls, a perfect fly, and that there was no
hole through which it could have got in or
out! They were informed by Mr. Rose
that this fly,* when in its larve or worm

*Alluding, by way of example, to the fly then cut out of the oak
&all by Nr. ose, ’
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state, in the spring of the year, attached
itself by means of a glutinous substance
which it exuded from its body, to a leaf of
the oak; that around its body, so attached,
grew the gall in which this fly was
enveloped. After being thus enveloped,
this worm, in a few days, passed into the
third insect state—that of the chrysalis;
and now in the autumn of the year, this
chrysalis is changed into the fourth, or
perfect insect state; namely, into that of
the ink-fly, now before them.

The ink-fly, after being sheltered in its
snug quarters during the winter, at the pro-
per time in the spring, eats its way through
the core of the gall ; and after laying about
thirty eggs in its gall-cell, takes its flight
into the open air to enjoy its short life.
These eggs—the first or embryo state of the
insect—after a few days of warm weather
in the spring of the year, hatch into the
larve state ; and after clustering together
for eight or ten days, become strong enough
to leave their cells in the old oak galls;
and then, afler a few days more feeding,
they attain their full size ; and attach them-
selves to the oak leaves, in the manner
before stated.

The sun was near setting when Mxr.
Rose and his children set out for home
again; Edwin and Charlotte oarrying
with them, from the woods, quite acollection
of heautiful, many-colored leaves, to
present to their mamma,- for the purpose
of being placed in her press folio ; in which
she had already a very fine collection of
leaves and flowers.

It was a beantiful evening. The sky, as
the sun was setting, displayed in the west
& rich and gorgeous appearance, infusing
in the hearts of parent and children, a
feeling of wonder, admiration, love, and
gratitude towards their heavenly Father
and Benefactor, who has in every shrub
and tree, and flower and fruit, displayed
His Almighty power and goodness, and
who has so richly betokened His love to
mankind, by enveloping all that He has
made in robes of beauty and magnificence.
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THE TWO WINOGENES.

Away up in the northern part of Michi-
gan, in a little village, there lived a baby
—her parents’ only one, and therefore the
dearest, sweetest, cunningest little creature
in all the world. Never before had there
been seen such a baby as this. She was the
queen, a8 well as the pet and plaything, of
the house. Her wants were anticipated,
her wishes obeyed, and she had everything
that the heart of & baby could desire. Her
little frocks were tucked and embroidered
to the very last extreme. She had a beau-
tiful erib to sleep in, a baby-jumper to jump
in, a silver cup to drink from, and playthings
innumerable to amuse herself with. But
there was one thing that she didn’t have,
which money was not able to buy, and that
was a name. To besure there were a dozen
pet names that she was called by, such as
Precious, and Birdie, and Brighty, and
Flutterbudget, and Susquehanna, and Trou-
blehouse ; but she had no *‘ real truly name,”
a8 her cousin Charley used to say, and which
he thought was altogether too bad ; and so,
in the generosity of his heart, he bestowed
dpon her the one belonging to his black,
ourly-tailed dog, Whisk. Lit{le three-years-
old Nell was bent upon calling her Jimmy,
but her sister Kate, older and wiser by a
year, though still innocent of grammer,
exclaimed contemptucusly, “ Why, don’t
yon know, Nell, Jimmy isa boy’s name, and
he’s a girl t N

The uncles, aunts, and friends generally,
all brought their favorite names, and laid

" them, willing offerings, at her feet. One
would have her called Beatrice, another
Zorida, another Ethelind, and 80 on ; so that,
if they could all have had their will, the
little oreature would have been fairly
smothered under so many. But her father
and mother had some objection to them all.
Not a single one could be found quite dainty
enough for the little lady, so that the proba-
bilities were very strong that one would
have to be manufactured expressly for her,
or else that she would live all her life and
godown to her grave nameless. Meanwhile
she smiled on, and if she' could only have
the usual amount of kisses, and tossings, and
rides to Banbury Cross, cared not a straw
whether she ever had & name or not.

One day her mother and a friend took her
out fora ride in her little carriage. As they
were going through the beautiful winding
paths of the forest, they came suddenly upon
the half-dozen {ents of an Indian encamp-
ment. These Indians, who are scattered
all through the nothern part of the State in
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settlements of their own, ‘often come down
to the villages and pitch their tents for a
few days, and sell baskets, and berries, and
maple sugar, and such things, The encamp-
ment was deserted just now, except by one
woman, who sat under a pine-tree, em-
btoidering & pair of moccasins with gay-
colored beads, and at the same time keeping
guard over the empty tents.

*¢ Bushoo,” said the ladies, going up to
her.

«*Bushoo,”” she replied. This was simply
the polite way ofsaying, ¢ How do you do?”’
in the Pottawatamie dialect. When she
saw the baby in her carriage, she smiled,
and pointed up towards the tree above her
head. Her visitors looked up too, and what
do you think theysaw ? They saw a board,
very prettily carved, and with something
fastened to the upperside, hanging from one
of the branches and swinging about in the
wind.

*Oh!” they cried, ¢ there’s a baby! D¢
take it down and let us see it.” She under-
stood, and laughed, and took it down ; and
there, sure enough, was a little brown baby,
bound firmlyto the board, all except its arms,
and with its feet restingupon a kind of little
shelf. It had been bhaving a fine time up
in the {ree, with the wind to rock its cradle,
and the birds to sing its lullaby, and the
leaves to dance and flutter fox its amuse-
ment. The squirrelscame and peeped at it
with grave eyes, and wondered what man-
nerof creature it was, and chattered together
about what business it had to intrade itself
into their busy home, and then went away
to their work of gathering nuts. And the
baby swung, listening to the birds and the
squirrels, and trying to catch the sunbeams
that flickered through the leaves.

She had a pair of small, shining, black
eyes, which opened as wide as ever they
could in wonder at the other pair of big blue
ones in the carriage. Little Flutterbud get
was for making acquaintance directly.
She laughed, and crowed, and held out her
little arms; but the brown baby looked
gravely back, not understanding such de-
monstrations at all.

¢« Suppose you swap babies,” said the
friend.

«No, no, my pappoose best’’; and the
Indian mother hugged the pappoose, board -
and all, closer to her, as if she was afraid
they really meant to carry off her treasure.

¢ How old is she!”

« Ten moons.”

% Why, that’s just a8 old as Birdie! What
is her name?”’

“ Winogene.”
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“Winogene. That's a pretty name.
‘What does it mean?” for Indian names
always have some meaning. The Indian
woman understood English much better than
she could speak it, so she looked around
for something to help her. A knife was
lying on the ground ; she took it up and held
it in the sunshine, giving it a quivering
motion, so that the dazzling rays glanced off
in every direction. They caunght something
of the idea, and, afier a few more words,
went home, and left the mother to her work
and the baby to its swinging.

Arrived at home, Birdie’s mother flew up
stairs to the library, where was an old Indian
dictionary, and, opening it, she found,
% Winogene,—a quivering ray of light.”
All that day she kept saying over to her
self, ¢ Winogene—a quiveringrayoflight'’;
and at last she exclaimed aloud :—

¢ That i8 just what my baby is, and her
name shall be Winogene.”” And Winogene
it was.

There were some wry faces when this
decision became known. Some of the aun-
ties and friends thought it was an outrage
to hang such a barbarous name upon an
innocent little baby that couldn’t help itself
at all. If she must have a foreign name,
better call Ker Gretchen, or Hedwig, or even
Bridget, than to go to the wild Indians for
one. Meanwhile she thrived under it bean-
tifully. Sbe grew out of her babyhood into
a healthy, happy, romping child, and her
name was prophetic of her sunny spirit.
She was, indeed, a ray of light all through
the house. Every room seemed brighter
when sghe was in it, and she trailed the sun-
shine after her wherever she went. It was
the delight of her parents and friends to
make herhappy. Everything that love and
wealth could procure for their darling she
had. Awnd it did not spoil her. She was
growing up in all good and lovely ways,
—an affectionate, obedient, happy child.

And how fared it with the other Wino-
gene? Her home wasa little, filthy, smoky
wigwam. Her clothes were poorand soanty
enough, and she often went to sleep at night
very hungry; but when the pleasant sum-
mer days came she forgot all about that,
and was as happy as a bird. ‘Then she lived
out of doors. She could climb a tree as nim-
bly as a squirrel. She knew the name of
every tree and shrub, of every bird and-ani-
mal, in the forest. Her father made her a
bow and arrows, and taught her how toshoot

with them ; and her mother taught her to|

hoe corn and embroider moccasins and leg-
gings. And the little dark Winogene wasa
happy child too, but in a very different way.
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One day as Winny was trundling her
hoop in the yard, she saw a company of
Indian women and children coming down
the street. They were walking solemnly,
one behind another, at just such a distance
apart, and looking right ahead. Their stiff,
straight black hair was flying loosely on
their necks. They wore blankets over their
heads instead of bonnets, and mocecasins
upon their feet instead of shoes ; and, strap-
ped upon their backs, the women each car-
ried & huge pile of baskets, and occasionally
from some basket there peeped out a little,
sober, brown face, belonging to a baby
whose mother found this the most con-
venient way of carrying it This strange-
looking cavalecade was by no means an
unfamiliar sight to the child ; still, when a
woman and & little girl left the procession,
and came through her father’s gate, she
stopped her play and ran in, for she always
liked to hear them talk. They had some
very pretty open-work baskets to sell, made
of splints, and stained with all sorts of bright
colors. )

* Winogene,” said her mother, “shall I
buy you a basket ? "’

The woman and child both started at the
name, and looked at the little girl in sur-
prise.

“ Her name Winogene ?*’ she inquired,
pointing to Winny.

“ Yes.”

“ Her name Winogene too,”’ pointing to
her own little girl. The twomothers looked
at each other a moment. Each recognized
the other, and remembered the meeting
under the pine-tree six years before.

*Yes, and I named my baby for yours.”
Both laughed, and brought forward their
little girls for exhibition. A greater con-
trast than they presented could scarcely be
imagined. The one with her clear com-
plexion, sunny curls, and blue eyes, dreseed
in a blue muslin frock and white apron,
and jaunty little hat—the other with her
dusky skin, and small black eyes shining
out from under the straight hair that fell
over them, wearing a faded frock, below
which were seen a pair of leggings gaily
embroidered with beads, and & multitude

of strings of gaudy beads, of which she was

very proud, around her neck. But each
mother still firmly believed her own to be
the prettier. The children were shy, and
only looked curiously at each other. Theijr
mothers tried to talk, but it was slow work
when they had so few words in commeon.
However, Winny’s mother gave them a
bundle of clothes, and a bountiful dinner,
and bought twice as many baskets as she
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"had any use for; and, just as they were
going, Winny brought one of her dolls, the
one that could open and shut its eyes and
cry, and gave it to Winogene. 1 suppose
she intended it as part payment for her
name. The little wild girl had never seen
such a thing before, and did not know what
to make of it. She thonght it was alive,
and was afraid, and clung to her mother.
It was a long time before she could be made
to comprehend anything about it ; but when
at last she did, and realized that it was her
own, her black eyes danced for joy. She
keeps it yet. She has a special corner for
it in her mother’s wigwam, and she ties it
to the same carved board which was her
own cradle, and sets it swinging among the
branches, as her mother used to her. She is
& heroine in the eyes of her playfellows.
They look with wonder and admiration and
envy upon her and her treasure, and I sup-
pose there never lived a prouder little pap-
poose than she.

A. few weeks after, as Winny was playing
in the yard, she looked up aud saw another
ecompany of Indians coming. As theycame
opposite her father’s house, a grotesque little
figure left the procession and came towards
her. She recognized Winogene at once,
but she laughed aloud as she recognized also
one of her own muslin frocks, which, with-
out hoops, almost dragged upon the ground
and her own old doll, which the little girl
was carrying perched upon her back. She
was leading & beautiful fawn by a cord,
and, running up to Winny, she put the
cord into her hand.

¢« Thisg for you,”” was all she said; and
before Winny had time to recover from her
surprise enough to thank her she was back,
walking solemnly along in file with the
rest. I don’t known which is the happier
of the two girls,—the one with her doll, or
the other with her fawn, which is as tame
and loving as a kitten, and her constant
companion everywhere.

And so, ocoasionally, the pathways of the
two Winogenes cross each other, and per-
haps will long continue to, for they live not
very many miles apart ; bnt how different
will be theirlives! One will grow up amidst
all the refinements of ecivilization. No
pains will be spared to make her an educa-
ted, useful, and Christian woman. The
other will be perfectly content to hoe the
corn, and cook the meat, and do cunning
embroidery, with no thought of any higher
life. She may learn to read, for the go-

. vernment provides schools and teachers for

them ; but it will do her very little good,

for she likes to climb trees and pick berries
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so much better, and her father and mother
do not care whether she learns or not. Aht
the Winogenes will have very little in com-
mon but their names.—Our Young Folks.

THE LITTLE GLEANER.
BY FELICIA H. ROSS,

She glides among the banded shocks,
Asblithe as robins after rain,
‘With pansy eyes, and tossing locks
Of tawny goid that shames the grain;
She follows where the binders go,
To ﬁlean among the stubble low,
The stalks they spill or break in twain,

s
The reapers smile to see her face,

They rop the stalks before her feet,
They lift their heads as though her grace
Sent life and coolness thro’ the heat;

And, list’ning to her childish song,
They spread the rustling swaths along,
Nor think a bird could sing so sweet.

‘Where tardy clover blossoms late.

And hum-birds suck in honey wine,
She loves at noon to le and wait,

Till sickles freshlf' olink and shine ;
Or where a streamlit parts the grass,
She feels the supple ze&hyrs pass,

And hears the crickets piping fine.

S8he turns aside the sickles keen
To save a sparrow’s humble nest,
And goes her merry w2y to glean
The wide, wide field, from east to west,
Till slily o’er the notsy mill
The moon is rising, fair and still-
Till truant birds go home to rest.

And then she climbs the mossy bars,
To bear away her broken wheat;
She laughs to see the peepling s
She sf fhs to hear the lambkins bleat,
And gaily skirts the sluggish pond
To meet the miller's hound beyond,
‘Who guards her to the village street.
she twists a chain

And while theg

Of sweet wild flowers around his head;
She greets a beggar in the lane,

‘Who toils to make his leafy bed;
“Good night,” she says and passing so,
BHe leaves his heart a warmer glow,

As if an angel passed instead.

% NOT LOST, BUT GONE BEFORE.”
A PARABLE FROM MRS. GATTY,

The sun shone softly down upon the
Hillside Cemetery, where Mr. Bell and his
children were standing amid the fresh
clover, strewing a new-made grave with
roses and violets from their garden. I{ was
only alittle mound, and the weeping mother
sat at its head mourning for her youngest
born.

¢ Papa,”” said Arther,  where is heaven,
that my little brother has gone to ¢ It is not
up in the sky, for I can’t see anything
there.” The little boy looked sorrowfully
up into the far-off blue, and then turned to
his father for a reply.

‘“Heaven is not in sight, Arthur,” an-
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swered his father. ¢ We cannot tell where
it is. It might be very near without our
being able to see it with our eyes.”

“ But, papa,” said Helen, * if heaven is

near, is'nt it strange that Willie cannot just.

come back one minute 1o tell us he is
happy??”

#Yes, dear,” said Mr. Bell, «it is all
strange to us. We can only trust our Father
in heaven about it, and wait till we go to
Him. If we love Him here, we shall be
where He is hereafter, and with dear little
Willie, too, I think.” .

They lingered awhile beside the precious
grave, and then turned homeward through
the pleasant cemetery grounds. As they
passed a little pond fringed with flowering
shrubs, Mr. Bell said to his wife, ¢ Anna,
let us sit down beside this pond while I tell
the children that parable of Mrs. Gatty’s
which sister Alice read to us,—*‘Not lost,
but gone before.” ”’

“O yes,” said their mother, ¢ I should
like to have you.”

Mzr. Bell placed his wife upon a rustic
seat, and sat down by her side, with Arthur
on hisknee and Helen at his feet.

‘¢ This parable,” said he, *tries to teach
us how near heaven may be to earth, and
how holy people may remember us and
know where we are, and yet not to be able
to return or to speak to us. I will tell you
all I can remember of it.

¢ Once there was a beautifal pond in the
centre of a wood. Trees and flowers were
growing about it, birds sang and insects
hummed about it. Under the water, too,
there was a little world of beings.. Fishes
and little creatures that live in water filled
it full of busy life. Among them was the
grub of a dragon-fly, with a large family of
brothers and sisters.”

“What is a dragon-fly?" interruped
Arthur.

¢« It’s just a darning-needle,” said Helen.

“Yes, you children oall it a darning-
needle,” said the father; ¢ that beautiful
swift creature, with a long glittering blue-
and-green body and brilliant ganzy wings.
Now, before he became a dragon-fly, dart-
ing through the air and flashing back the
sunshine, he was a dark scaly grab, and
lived down in the forest pond. He and his
family were born there and knew no other
world. They spent their time in roving in
and out among the plants at the bottom' of
the water in search of food. )

“But one day this grub began to talk
among his mates about the frog. * Every
little while,’ said he, ¢the frog goes to the
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side of the water and disappears. What
can there be beyond ¥

“¢You idle fellow,’ replied another grub,
‘ attend to the world you are in and leave
the “beyond” to those that are there !’
So said all his relations, and the curious
grub tried to forget his questionings. But
he ecould not do it; so one day, when he
heard a heavy splash in the water and
saw a great yellow frog swim to the bottom,
he screwed up his courage to ask the frog
himself.

“ ¢ Honored frog,’ said he, approaching
that dignified personage as meekly as pos-
sible, ¢ permit me to inquire what there is
beyond the world.’

¢+« What world do you mean?’ said the
frog, rolling his goggle eyes.

¢ This world, of course; our world,’
answered the grub

‘¢ This pond, you miean,’ remarked the
frog, with a sneer.

% ¢I mean the place we live in ;I call it
the world,’ cried the grub with spirit.

“¢Do you indeed t’ rejoined the frog.
‘Then what is the place you don't live in ;
the ‘“beyond ’ the world, eh ?’

‘¢« That is just what I want you to tell
me,’ replied the grub briskly.

“¢Well then,’ "said froggy, it is dry
land.’

< Can one swim about there ?’ asked the
grub.

“¢Dry land is not water, little fellow,’
chuckled the frog ; ¢ that is just what it is
not.’

¢ ¢ But tell me what it is,’ persisted the

‘¢ Well, then, you troublesome creature,’
eried the frog, ¢ dry land is something like
the bottom of this pond, only it is not wet,
because there is no water.’

‘¢ Really,’ said the grub, ¢ what is thete
then ¥’

“¢«They call it air,’ replied the frog.
¢ It is the nearest approach to nothing.’

“ Finding that he could not make the
grub understand, the good-natured frog
offered to take him on his back up to the dry
land, where the grub might see for him-
self. The grub was delighted. He drop-
ped himself down upon the frog’s back, and
clung clogely to Liim while he swam up to
the rushes at the water’s edge, But the
moment he emerged into the air the grub
fell reeling back into the water, banting
and struggling for life. ¢ Horrible!’ oried
he, as soon as he had rallied a little ; ¢ there
is nothing but death beyond this world. The
frog deceived me. I cannot go there, at
any rate!’
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“Then the grub told his story to his
friends, and they talked a great deal about
the mystery, but could arrive at no expla-
nation.

“That evening the yellow frog appeared
again at the bottom of the pond.

“{ You here!’ cried the startled grub.
¢ You never left this world atall, I suppose.’

¢ ¢Clumsy creature,’ replied the frog,
¢ why did not you cling tomy back ! When
I landed on the grass you were gone.’

‘ The grub related hisdeath-like struggle,
and added, * Since there is nothing but death
beyond this world, all your stories about
going there must be false.’ ’

<1 forgive your offensive remarks,’ said
the frog, gravely, ¢ because I have learned
to-day the reason of your tiresome curiosity.
As T was hopping about in the grass on the
edge of the pond, I saw one of your race
slowly climbing up the stalk of a reed.
Suddenly there appeared a rent in his scaly
coat, and after many struggles there came
out of it one of those radiant dragon-flies
that float in the air I told you of. He lifted
his wings out ofthe carcass he was leaving,
and when they had dried in the sunshine
he flew glittering away. I conclude that
you grubs will do the same thing by and by’

“The grub listened with astonishment
and distrust, and swam off to tell his friends.
They decided that it wasimpossible nonsense,
and the grob said he would think no more
about it. He hurried restlessly about in the
water hunting for prey, and trying to forget.
But not long after he began ‘to be sick, and
a feeling he could not resist impelled him
to go upward. He called to his relations
and said,—

“¢I must leave you, I know not why-
If the frog’s story of another world is true,
I solemnly promise to return and tell you.’

* His friends accompanied him to the
water’s edge, where he vanished from their
sight, for their eyes were fitted tosee only in
water. All day they watched and waited
for his return, but he came no more.

“One of his brothers soon felt the same
irresistible impulse upward, and he also
promised the sorrowing family that, if he
should indeed be changed into that glorious
creature of which they had heard, he would
retarn and tell them. ¢But,’ said one,
¢ perhaps you might not be able to come
back.” ¢A creature so exalted could cer-
tainly do anything,’ replied the departing
grub. But he also came not in. ¢ He
has forgotten us,’ said one; ‘he is dead,’ said
another ; ¢ there is no other world.’

‘¢ And now a third brother felt the same
inward necessity driving him upward. He
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bade his friends farewell, ‘I dare not
promise to return. If possible I will; but
do not fear in me an altered or a forgetful
heart. If that world exists, we may not
understand its nature.’ .

‘ His companions lingered near the spot
where he disappeared, but there was neither
sign nor sound of his return. Only the
dreary sense of bereavement reminded them
that he had once lived. Some feared the
future ; some disbelieved, some hoped and
looked forward still. Ah, if the poor things
could only have geen into the pure air above
their watery world, they would have
beheld their departed friends often retaurn-
ing to its borders. But into the world of
waters they could never more enter. The
least touch upon its surface, as the dragon-
fly skimmed over it with the purpose of
descending to his friends, brought on a
deadly shock, such as he had felt when as
a water-grub he had tried to come upward
into the air. Hisnew wings instantly bore
him back.

¢And thus divided, yet near; parted,
yet united by love, he often hovered about
the barrier that separated him from his early
companions, watching till they, too, should
come forth into the better life. Sweet it
was to each new-comer to find himself not
alone in his joyous existance, but welcomed
into it by those who had gone before. Sweet
also to know that even in their ignorant life
below, gleams from the wings of the lost
ones they had lamented were shining down
into their dark abode. Ob, if they had known,
they would neither have feared nor sor-
rowed so much !”’

Mr. Boll sat in silence a few moments
afver finishing this parable, and then said,—

“Do you see how the other world may
be out of our sight and hearing, though very
real and near ?”’

¢ Yes, father, I do,” replied Helen. <1t
makes it seem as if Willie might be close
beside us.’’—Household Reading.

RIDDLES.

In olden time the riddle was often allied
to apologue and fable, and therefore, if for
no other reason, its birth-place was probably
the East. It certainly seems to have been
known to the Egyptians, if it did not origi-
nate with them. That the Jews were well
acquainted with it must be clear to any one
familiar with the Bible. Not to dwell on
the well-known one of Samson; Josephus
tells us how great was Solomon both
at making and solving riddles, and how he
once won a sum of money from Hiram,
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King of Tyre, in a riddle contest, and after-
ward lost it in a similar way to one of
Hiram’s subjects—nay, the questions which

the Queen of Sheba put to Solomon, it has’

been thought, were posers of the riddle kind.
But other peoples of the East, besides the
Jews, have cultivated the riddle largely.
It figares in the Koran as well as in the
Bible, and even whole books of riddles, we
are told, are to be found in Arabic and
Persian.

Then, again, we know that among the
Greeks and Romans the riddle was very
common. Indeed, if Platarch is to be
believed, Homer died of one that he could
not solve. Chagrin at his failure killed the
poor old bard. Nor during the Dark or
Middle Ages do we find that riddles had
grown into disfavor. On the contrary, they
were much cultivated, and our forefathers
found great amusement in them.

Specimens of what these riddles were may
be met with in English, French, and Ger-
man. They existin many a funhy old book
like that which was printed by Wynkin de
Worde as early as 1511, and which bore the
title of ¢ Demands Joyous.”” Some of these
demands, like the age, were very coarse,
and some were very simple. When we get
nearer to our own times (for the Reforma.
tion somewhat put a stop to the merry-mak-
ing and riddle-making that used to go
together), we find the riddle kept its ground
as well on the Continentas in England. In
France a learned Jesuit wrote a treatise on
the subject, and about the time of Louis
Quatorze the making of riddles grew quite
fashionable. Thoseliterary big-wigs, Rous-
geau and Voltaire, tried their hands at
riddle-making. After their time the Mer-
cure de France became a regular vehicle for
riddles, and to solve one, it is even said,
made the solver famous. In Germany
Schiller built up the riddle to what it had
gsearcely been before. Its conception
became a poetical one. With him it grew
to be a thing of beauty, and invested with
charms that only poetry can give. He
made it possess an interest and meaning
that lay beyond its mere solution. As
treated by him, it gives one an idea of what
it might have been of old, and of his having
gone back to the time of the Sibyls, and
Jearned the art of making riddles from
them. .

In England and in this country we have
.always shown a love for riddles as great
perhaps as that of any other countfy, and
never more 80 than in the present day, to
judge by the collections made of them, and
by what we almost daily see or hear. But
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most of these are properly conundrums—a
mere playing upon words. A taste for this
kind of thing may be indulged in till it
grows to be a very frivolous one; but it is
worthy of note how many English names
among the illustrious in every walk of life
belong to those who, in some form or other,
have tried their hand at riddle-making.

To begin with statesmen—Fox tried his -
on woman, and made a riddle of her which
was hardly fair from him. It is not bad;
but a better one is that which he contrived
about a bed :— .

Formed long ago, yet madé to-day,
And most ema)ioyed when others sleep;

What few would wish to give away,
And none would wish to keep.

Not less good is that by Canning on the
word Cares, which perhaps his political life
suggested, but which, it is to be hoped, his
domestic life in thatcase might find a ready
answer to. It is not so well known but that
one may give it here :—

A noun there is of plural number,

Foe to peace and tranqutl stumber:
Now auy other noun you take,

By adding s you pilural make,

But if you add an s to this

St.mnfe i8 the metamorphosis;
Plural is plural now no more,
And sweet what bitter was before.

Cod has been made into something very
good, and has often been laid at Macaulay’s
door, but he never had any thing to do with
it. ‘The supposition, however, that he had
—perhaps, even more than its own excel-
lence—has led to the cutting off many a
head and tail that folks can make neither
head nor tail of. Here are some of these
digjectn membra for our readers to make any
thing out of that they can :—

Cut off my head, and I have horns to gore you :

Cut off my tail, my stin¥ }'et. know me by ;

Cut off both head and tatl, I still may bore You,
Though nothing now is left me buta cry

What are my head and tail cut off? Effects,
If sounded, sure, without sufficiemt cause !
Following but where his pleasure man conngcts
Wltlh ollowing me, and not kind Nature's
aws.

Once more :—

Cut off my head, you bring a king to life !
Cut off my t.ail', and lo! no less you see;
Cut off both head and tail, where cries are rife
You find me now, tho’ naught you make of
me.

What are my head and tall cut off?—Remains
Of Royalty deposed for having apared

Those who with my successor, {or their Pains‘
If they went further, certainly worse fared !
The riddles of Praed—or rather the cha-

rades—are remarkable for their force and

spirit, and their singular elegance and

beauty. They are the only ones to oppose

to those of Schiller, though they are written
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in a very different style from his. Schiller’s
are those of a poetical recluse, and have a
Sibylline beauty about them. Praed’s are
those of the man of the world, but of one
who carried something of the poet too, and
the philosopher also, into it. They seem
written not so much for the sake of the
enigma is to give free play to his own poetic
fancy. They are none of them very hard
to guess; and yet there is one that some
twenty years ago made not a little noise in
the world (though not by any means his
best), as no one had been able to find the
answer to it. .

The term Charade is said to be French,
and derived from the name of him who
invented it. And as good an example as
could possibly be given of what a true cha-
rade should be may be found in the
dictionary of the French Academy. « My
first employs my second to eat my whole.”
The answer is, ‘* Chien-dent, or dog-grass.”
Bat we shall look in vain for any charades
that have all the various merits of Praed’s
—his easy elegance, his force and spirit, his
play of fancy, his true poetic feeling. As
it is very short, and elegant besides, we find
room for one of the only two riddles, pro-
perly so called, that he wrote :

In other days, when hope was bright,
Ye spake to me of love and light,

Of endless spring, and cloudless weather,
And hearts that doted linked together!

But now ye tell another tale;

That life is brief, and beanty frail

That joy is dead, and fondless blighted,
And hearts that doted disunited !

Away! Ye

In one unfel

And ye like every friend below,

Are hollow in your Joy and woe i

If we leave the politicians for the poets,

we find a beautiful riddle by Cowper that
might have been suggested to the amiable
bard by some such sweet lips a8 prompted
Johnny Gilpin ;—
1 am just two and two, I am warm, 1 am cold,

And &’;’1?1 parent of numbers that can not be

Iam lawful, unlawful—a duty, a fault,
I am bgfteg sold dear, good for nothing when

ug!
An extraord nﬁ boon, and a matter of course,
And yielded with pleasure whentaken by force.

Two or three of Moore's political squibs
were in the form of riddles. Here is one
that was telling in its day :—

‘Why is a pump like Viscount Castlebough ?
Answer :—

Because it is aslender thing of wood,
‘Which up and down its awkward arm doth

swWay,
And cooly spout, and spout, and spout awa:;
In gne weak, washy, everla'stlng J&d! ¥

eve, and ye rejoice
unfeeling voice:
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Among novelists who have been guilty of
riddle-making was Mrs, Opie, and one that
was very well known inits day ; but when
we get among. scholars and divines the
guilt grows more common, and of deeper
dye! Is not Porson charged with Latin
charades? and, worse stiil, the late Arch-
bishop Whately with conundrums?

The late Master of Trinity has the eredit
of & riddle to add to the list of great names
already quoted, and one of a very original
kind. I will not vouch for his being its
author, but I know that his friends heard it
very often from him, and that he took as
much interest in it as if it were his own.
Here it is:—

U040, but I0thee,
OOnob, but O O me:

Then let not mg Oa 0go,
But give 0 O 1 O thee so.

You sigh for a cipher, but I sigh for thee
O sigh for no cipher, but O sigh for me :
Then let not my sigh for a cipher

But give sigh for sigh for I sigh for thee so.

This sighing riddie was much admired by
Dr. Whewell, but is it much more ingeni-
ous than this old one ?

Stand take to takings,
you throw my.

I understand
You undertake
To overthrow

My undertakings.

or than this:—

Ifthe Bm t put:
‘When the : burns make a .

If the te be empty, put coal on:
When%ll-xae coal on gur’ns, make a full stop,

To add one more illustrions name to the
list of those already mentioned, we give
Professor De Morgan’s for the following
capital riddle: ¢ How do you know that
there is no danger of starving in the desert ?
Because of the sand - which is {sandwiches)
there. And how do you know you will get
sandwiches there? Because Ham went
into the desert, and his decendants bred
(bread) and mustered (mustard).”

ENIGMA,

In a house of stone I kee{),
Wélere 1 hlldden}}(l)e 9&1‘11&11; eep éd b
ut, steel weapon mon
Forth I leap, and out I fly: s
Faint, weak, small, at first, 8 breath
Might o’ercome me; and in death
V%‘helm me mighta rain-drop then;
Yet doth victory fledge me, when
Joined by my strong sister, 10}
I the world’s dread conq'ror Zrow.

~—Schiller.



KATRINA AND KATRINKA.

KATRINA AND KATINXKA.

Once on a time—no matter when—in a
certain beautiful city—no matter where—
there lived two lovely twin sisters, with the
brightest eyes, and the cunningest little
roly-poly figures, and the slenderest ears,
with the softest pink satin lining, and the
spryest motions imaginable. They were
brunettes in'complexion, with white breasts
and tall tips, and they were kittens.
Katrina and Katinka were their names, if
I remember rightly—may be I don’t, but
anyhow they might had those names, which
to my thinking, are very preity and appro-
priate for kittens.

Well, these same twin pussies were
singularly fond of each other. They never
called names, or scratched, or spat in each
other’s pretty faces, or pulled each other’s
little smellers, or quarreled over their
meals. They were so marvelously alike
that it was always difficult to tell them
apart; and when they slept, as they always
did, hugged close in each other’s arms, you
couldn’t have told to save you, where one
kitten left off and the other kitten began.

They not only slept, ate and played
together, but as they grew older, took their
strolls for health and recreation, and their
mouse-hunts in the same close and loving
companionship. They were very curious
and wide-awake little bodies, and liked to
see all they could of the great, busy world ;
80 every pleasant afternoon, when there
waé much driving and walking up and
down the fine street on which they lived,
they could be seen strolling down the long
walk to the gate—always exactly side by
side, * neck and neck,” as the horse people
say—as even in their pace, and as perfectly
matched in their action, as ever were a pair
of trained ponies in Hdye Park. Reaching
the gate, they would pause and stand quite
still for a half hour, or so, gravely gazing
through the palings at the passers—pede-
strians, equestrians, and drivers of fast
horses, like a pair of dear little brigadiers
reviewing their brigades marching by.
Then with the air, of having discharged a
public duty to the entire satisfaction of the
community, they would wheel exactly
together, and again precisely neck and
neck, and tail and tail, trot gently home-
ward. : ,

So they lived-on, in and for each other,
almost as much united as if they had been a
pair of small feline female Siamese twins—
amiable, loving and virtuous, and grew in
knowledge and stature up to a comely young
cathood. At last. it happened that a very
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interesting event occurred to the twin
gisters at precisely the same time—they
became happy mothers—were blessed with
three or four fine kittens a piece. But
alas! before the little strangers had got
fairly to feel their legs—before they had
got their eyes open, all, save one, mysteri-
ously disappeared from each nest. It was
one fatal morning, when the twin sisters
had slipped out of their happy attic apart-
ment for a little air—to take their « consii-
tutional’” in a trot down the long gravel
walk, to see how the world would look to
them now they were mothers, that this
kitnapping occurrel. When they returned
to their families, they found them strangely
thinned out ; but they were mothers for all
that, and did not seem to fret much, or abate
their maternal pride a jot.

You see, the ruling power in the human
household in which they were domesticated,
and who was to them as a providence, had
ordered a little Hydropathy for their poor,
feeble, sprawling, blind darlings—begin-
ning with what is called in water-cures
¢ the heroic treatment,”’ a cold plunge ; and
it don’t agree with them—it never does
with any but the healthy and hardy
patients ; so it was they never came back.
But under the blue waves they sleep well,
though never a mew or a purr comes bub-
bling up to the surface to tell the spot
where they lie on beds of tangled sea~grass.
¢ Requies-cat in pace!’—a8 0ld tombstones say .

The next mournfal event in this true
family history, was the untimely death of
Katrina’s one darling. This had proved to
be but a frail flower of kittenhood ; very
pretty she was—¢ too sweet too live,”’
people said. Her constitution was defec-
tive, her nervous system was extremely
delicate. Before she was & week old, she
had something alarmingly like a fit of
catalepsy. Suddenly, while imbibing
nourischment, with her fond mother purring
over her, and two or three children looking

.on in smiling sympathy, she gave a piteous

mild mew, rolled over on her back and
stuck wp her four little legs, and laid out
her little tail stiff asa poker! On the ninth.
day of Her little life, she opened her blink-
ing blue eyes on this great wonderful world,
in which she had as good a right to be as
you or I; but she din’t seem to like the
looks of things, for she soon closed thoge
small eyes again, and never opened them
more. Life was evidently too hard a conun-
dram for her poor, weak little brain, and
she gave it ap.

Of course Katrina was greatly afllicied,
but she did not abandon herself utterly to
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grief. Had not her sister a kitten left ? and
had not they two always had everything in
common ? So as soon as the sympathetic
children had buried her dead out of her
sight, under a lilac bush, she went straight-
way to Katinka, and with her full consent,
began to divide with herthe duties and joys
of maternity. All three just cuddled down
together in one nest—from mamma or
auntie, master Catkin took nourishment,
Just as it suited his whim or convenience,
and as you might suppose, he grew and
thrived astonishingly. Soequaland perfect
was this partnership in the kitten, that it
‘was impossible for a stranger to tell which
of the two cats was the real mother. One
day all three were brought down to the
parlor to amuse some visitors. Both mam-
mas seemed equally nervous about having
the baby kitten handled, and presently one
of them caught it by the neck, the cat’s
usual, immemorial way of transporting her
young, and started with it for the attic;
when te the surprise and immense amuse-
ment of all present, the other caught hold of
the tail, and so the two bore it away in
triumph. AfterthisIam afraid the children
gave the little kitten rather more travelling
than he liked. It was such fun to see the
two anxions cats following him mewing,
and at the first chance catching him up, and
lugging him home in that absurd manner,
Generally the real, certain trne mother
seized on the head, but sometimes she wag
magnanimous enough to yield the post of
holnor to the aunt, and take to the tail her.
self.

So things went.on for a few weeks, and
then there happened to this estimable cat-
family another sad event—for thisisa tragedy
I am writing, though you may not have sus-
‘pected it—Katinka died! What of, has
never yet been decided—physicians differed
about it, and the coroner could not make it
out. But this mueh is certain, Katinka
died. The grief of Katrina was and is
very affecting to behold. She mopes, she
mews, and her slender tail, which she used
to carry ereot with such a jaunty air, droops
dolefully. She takes no longer the ¢ consti-

tational ”” trot down the walk to tHe front | R

gate. Life seems to have grown dull and
wearisome to her, and the pleasures of
mouse-hunting and tree-climbing appear to
have lost their zest. If she remembers at
all the haleyon period when much of her
precious time was spent in a dizzy round
of gaity, in a swift pursait of a ball of
cotton, or & futile pursuit of her own tail,
it is in sad wonder thatshe could ever have
been so merry and thoughtless. She grows
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thin, neglects her toilet, and often refuses
food—but when the children offer her cat-
nip, she turns langunidly away. If she were
acquainted with Shakespeare, she would
doubtless say—¢<Canst thou minister to @ mind
diseased?”’ % Throw physic to Bose and Jowler
—TI'll none of it 1"

Friendly cat-neighors call in occagionally,
but they cannot console her—all the petting
of the household fails thus far to make her
cheery and playful as once she was. She
is fed on the very « milk of human kindness,”
but grief has licked the cream off.

She seems to find her only consolation in
her care and affection for the motherless
cat-kin, and in his fondness for her. Iam
sorry to say that he does not show a very
deep sense of his loss—perhaps he is too
young to realize it. His good aunt seems
sufficient for all his needs, and he thrives
finely, is fat and jolly, and full of all kitten-
ish pranks and mischievous tricks. Poor
Katrina will have a time with him, I fear,
a8 he is sadly petted and indulged. Sucha
lazy rascal as he is too—don’t earn the salt
of his porridge—that is, if he took it silted —
and though quite old enough to ¢ go on the
war-path,” has never yet killed his monse,
or brought home a rat’s sealp, or a ground-
squirrel’s brush, or as much as a feather
from a tomtit’s wing. Ah, of all the dar-
lings in the world an aunty’s darling is the
likeliest to be spoiled.

This is all I know about this curious cat-
family. I hope, dear children, that my
true story may not sadden you.

All T can say in the way of a moral to
my little story.is:—How beautiful is love !
even when shown in the fortunes and sor-
rows of cats and Kkittens; how beautifal is
love |—Grace Greenwood in Little Pilgrim.

_— .
COURTESY.
BY LORD MACAULAY.

In Athens, ere its sun?fanie had set,
Midst pomp and show the gazing crowds were
me

Intent forever u&non something new,

The mimic wonders of the stage 1o view.

80 where the wide-extended circus 8preads

In gathered ranks its sea of {iving heads,
anged in close order, rising row on TOW,

The void arena claims the space below.

The seats were ﬂlled3 but ere the show
A stra r entered—twas an aged man,
Awhile he sought a lpm.ce With aspect miid ;
The polished Atheénians sat and smiled—
Eye(f(l)us confusion with a sidelon,

But kept their seats, nor rose on h

0! for a burning blush of dee
To mark the shame of that se f-glorious crew ;
How the Produce of fair learning’s tree
That bears no fruit of sweet humility;

The growth of arts and sciences how vain

In hearts that feel not for another’s pain {

began

glance,
8 advance.

T hue



STOP THIEF!

Not so the Spartan youth, whose simple school
Instilled the plain but salutary rule )

Of kindness, and whose honest souls preferred
Truth to display, performance to a& word.

These Spartan youths had theirappointed place,
Apart from Attica’s distinguished race,

And rose with one accord, intent to prove

To honored, age their duty anad their love;

Nor did a Spartan youth his seat resume

Till the old man found due and fitting room.

Then came the sentence of reproof and praise,

Stamped with the sternness of the ancientdays;

For, & ndmﬁ full amid the assembled crowd,

The venerable stranger cried aloud :

#The Athenians learn their duty well, but lo!

'l‘hek Spa.r,t;ans practice what the Athenians
nOow.

The words were good, and in a virtuous cause;

They gladly earned a nation’s glad applause;

But we have surer words of precept given

In god’s own book, the words that came from
eaven:

«Be kind, be courtqous, be all honor shown.”

«Seek others’ welfareeather than thine own.”

STOP THIEF!

Such a sight as that cake closet was!
A swarm of big, black ants, had taken pos-
sossion of the sugar bowl, and the cake
basket, and the dish of honey. It was of no
use to brush them off, or try to shut them
out ; they knew of fifty ways to get in, and
in they cama.

« Camphor will drive them out,”’ said a
wise woman, who understood all sach
mysteries.

« Pat a lump of camphor in the closet.”

So we put the camphor on the shelf, shut
the door, and left the ants to their fate.

When we came back from the country,

after a few dawys, sure enough, the ants had
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vanished ; not a single one remained to tell
the tale. But, strangely enough, the cam-
phor was gone, too. Could the ants have
eaten it?

«Oh no,” said the wise woman, *it's
only evaporated.”

« Will it kill him ?" asked a little girl,
dubiously, not quite understanding-about
the thief.

That night we brought oul the sugar in
trinmph, and cut the loaf of nice cake for
tea, thinking ourselves very fortunate that
it had kept so nicely. But when papa had
tasted his tea he made a wry face ; and even
the wise woman said, ¢ This tea tastes
abominably like some kind of medicine.”
Nobody could drink it ; but the milk wasall
right, and the water ag refreshing as ever,
so it wasn’t much madtter.

But when it came to the cake, papa
looked at the wise “woman, and the wise
woman looked at papa; and they both
scowled first, and laughed afterwards, and
a little girl said,

« Seems to me, mamma, this cake is
'fumed with camphor.”

¢« That accounts for the camphor!” said
mamma; “it evaporated in that close
closet, and was all absorbed by the cake
and sugar!”

« No wonder the ants wouldn't touch it,”
said papa; “it is nothing but a sponge
saturated with camphor.”

So the air was-the thief who stole the
camphor, and the cake and sugar received
the stolen goods.—ZLee.

Bomestis

Gronomy.

~CHED2

IMITATION OF PAPIER-MACHE.

A good imitation of this beautifal, but
troublesome, work can be produced with
far less trouble and expense than by the
usual rules observed in doing real papier-
mache. .

01d fancy tables and chairs which are too
shabby for the parlor can be made to look
equal to new articles; and among the re-
fuse furniture to be found in the corners of
garrets, lumber-reoms, and auction-marts
may often be seen fine specimens of antique
patterns, odd-looking and quaing, which
will answer better for this purpose than
anything which could be made to order.

To prepare a fancy table of this deserip-
lion, let the whole be well cleaned, and

freed from greagse. Then rub the surface
well, first with sand-paper, and afterward
with pumice, until all the inequalities are
smoothed down. Next give the whole a
coat of black paint, and when quite dry
apply another of black Japan varnish.
While these are drying you can prepare
the flowers, leaves, etc. Get some of the
finest quality of English furniture chintz,
such as has bright-colored flowers, birds,
etc., printed upon it. Cut out the designs
very carefully, leaving none of the ground-
work visible. The bunches of flowers need
not be cut entirely in one piece, but in de-
tached sprays, as they can be arranged
afterward to better advantage in that way.
When the table is entirely dry, put on
the flowers with thin gum-arabic, distribu-
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ting them according to your own ideas of
beauty. If the top is round or oval, a wreath
around it, with a design of birds, or a bou-
quet in the centre will look well; if square,
corner designs will be more tasteful.

The remsinder of the flowers can be
arranged around the stem and feet of the
table in the most satisfactory style, and
when the flowers are all on a little gilding
can be applied ; a few tendrils,samoss-work,
leaves, or general fancy touches, may be
drawn with the point of a ecamel’s-hair
pencil, dipped in gold size.

After the size has remained on for a few
minutes, so as to be half dry, lay a sheet of
gold leaf over the whole space 8o occupied,
using & gold tip for the purpose. The foil
will readily adhere to the parts where the
size has been applied, and the superfluous
leaf can be removed by rubbing or wiping
gently with a soft rag or chamois leather.
If care be observed in doing this, the larger
pieces can be preserved and used for other
places yet to be touched.

If at a loss for patterns in applying this
part of the decorations many good ideas can
be gathered from the Chinese lacquered
articles, waiters, etc., that may be within
reach. In some designs small fish-scales,
in imitation of pearl, will have a very good
effect.

A pretly wreath may be produced by
cutting ivy leaves of various sizes, and
round pieces to represent berries, out of tin-
sel or tin-foil ; the colored varieties look the
best. These may be fastened on to the
table while the Japan varnish is still sticky,
and if pressed firmly down will adhere very
closely.

Arrange them so as to form a wreath,
and after the table is entirely dry trace a
stem and tendrils with oil paints, using Qif-
ferent shades of green, with a little brown
for the shading. This will have & beautiful
eftect.

When tho whole design is completed,
whether the chintz flowers or the tinsel
leaves be used, finish the table with s coat
of white varnish—either Damar or Grecian
will answer.

Vases of earthenware, stone jars, and
also tarmed wooden vases, plates, ete., can
be ornamented in this manner, and
although the fine polish and artistic finish
of the real papier-mache and pearl work
may be wanting, still the general effect
will be the same, and will fully repay the
time and trouble expended on it.—Harper's
Bazar,
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CHEMISTRY OF FURNITURE.

Young housekeepers donot always under-
stand the theory of the chemical and
mechanical action of different substances
on articles of furniture. The gubstances
from which furniture is chiefly exposed to
injury are water, oils, alcohols, and acids.

Acids act on marble. Marble is itself
composed of carbonate of lime ; that is, it
is a compound of carbonic acid and lime.
Now, the carbonic acid hasa comparatively
weak affinity for lime, and most other acids
will prevail over it, and take its place when
brought in contact with it ; thus destroying
the texture of the stone, liberating the car-
bonie acid, and leaving nifrate of lime, or
muriafe of lime, or sulphaie, or acetate of
lime—ag the case may be—in the form of
a white powder, ih its place. But oils,
alcohols, and water produce no effect on
marble. ‘

All varnished or polished surfaces of wood
on the other hand, while not injured usually
by acids, are attacked by aleokol. Varnishes
are composed of different gums and resins,
which are generally soluble in aleohol.
Many of them are made by dissolving the
material in alcohol so as to lignify them,
and then, when they are applied, the alcohol
evaporates, leaving the gum or resin in a
thin, even coating over the whole surface.
If now any alcoholic substance comes upon
such a surface, whether it be alcohol itself,
as used for lamps, or spirits of any kind, or
even wine, which contains but & small per-
centage of alcohol, the varnish is attacked,
a portion of it is dissolved, and the brilliancy
of the surface is destroyed.

Oils will not attack either marbles or
varnished surfaces, and will do no injury
except to naked wood or other porous sub-
stances which admit them into the pores,
from which they cannot afterwards easily
be expelled.

Water affects no substances except such
as have open pores exposed, in which case
it enters and causes the substance to swell,
or such as are soluable in water, as glue in
joints, and mucilage or gum-arabic, used
sometimes for sttaching superficial oma-
ments to fancy-work.—Artisan.

PARLOR ORNAMENTS,

How many of our fair readers have the
beautiful vine of the sweel pofats running
over their mantel-piece ! This pretty sight
can be enjoyed by placing the sweet potato
in & tumbler or other glass vessel, filled
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with water, passing a pin through the tuber
50 a8 to keep the lower end from one to two
inches from the bottom of the vessel. Keep
on the mantel-piece, in a warm room, and
every day give it san for an hour or two,
and in a few days rootlings will begin to
appear, aiming for the bottom of the vessel,
and in two or three weeks the eye will begin
to shoot and rapidly grow and run upon sus-
pended twine or any little trellis-work
prepared for it.

The ¢t Morning Glory,’’ can be propagated
in parlor windows, where there is some sun,
to perfection during winter ; it flowers with
its natural colors, and the delicate little
vine can be made to run over the windows.
A hanging vase is the prettiest for this.

Suspend an acom by a cotton thread so
as to nearly touch the water in a glass ves-
sel (a hyacinth glass is*perhaps the best),
set upon the window or mantel, and let it
remain there for eight or ten weeks, more
or less, without being interfered with,
excepttosupplythe evaporation of the water,
and the acorn will burst, and as it throws
a root down into the water, a sprout or stem
will be sent upward, throwing out beautiful
little green leaves ; thus giving you an oak
tree in full health within your parlor.

Again, tie a piece of lace over a tumbler,
letting itdown about half-way ; put in some
sweet peas, fill with water soas to just cover
the peas; in a little while roots will appear
and seek the bottom of the tumbler, then
the vine appears and can be trained on a
twine or support, and it will soon begin to
show its pretty flowers. : .

There are many of the mosses which can
be very successfully grown in the house
through the winter, and with the forgoing
afford an interesting and refined enjoyment
for the feminines of a family and a real
pleasure 10 all who have a taste for the
beautiful to witness. We trust to see a
greater inclination on the part of the ladies,
10 introduce into their houses this most
agreeable addition to their domestic plea-
sures.—Germantown Telegraph,

THE CLOVE IN HISTORY.

In that multitude of islands which make
up the Eastern Archipelago, there were but
five in that early period where grew the
clove—Ternate, Tyder, Motiel, Makian, and
Bacia. Pepper and ginger, even nutmegs,
cassia and mace, were but vulgar drugs, pre-
cious a8 they were to the world’s commerce,
compared with this mest magnificent spice.
It is wonderful to reflect upon the strong
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composition of man. The world had lived
in former ages very comfortably without
cloves. But, by the beginning of the seven-
teenth century, that odoriferous pistil had
been the cause of o many pitched battles
and obstinate woes, of so much vituperation,
negotiation and intrigne, that the world’s
destiny seemed to have almost become de-
pendant upon the growth of a particular
gilly flower. Outofitssweetness had grown
such bitterness among great nations as no
torrents of blood could wash away. A com-
mon-place condiment whichseems to usnow
easily to be dispensed with, and not worth
purchasing at a thousand human lives or so
the cargo, but it was once the great prize
to be struggled for by civilized nations.
From that fervid earth, warmed from within
by voleanic heat and basking ever beneath
the equatorial sun, arose vapors as deadly
to human life as the fruits were exciting
and delicious to human senses. Yet the
atmosphere of pestiferous fragrance had at-
tracted rather than repelled ; the poisonous
delightsof the climate, added to the perpe-
tual and various warfare for its produc-
tions, spread a strange fascination around
those fatal isles.— Motley’s United Nether-

lands.

SELECTED RECIPES.

How 10 BAKE APPLES.—Bake without break-
ing the skin, Bake from three to five hours.
W%xen the pulp is perfectly tender, break the
skin; if that 1s silken, ljke the cuhcle of the
hand ¥ou have your fruit done. If you break
the skin by baking, the heat and moisture will
escape, and your apples will be dry. The peel

revents evaporation, and is a conductor of heat.
gake on paper, and there will be no dishes
spoiled or to wash.

RECIPE FOR GRUEL.~Take of unbolted wheat-
meal two large spoonfuls; wet it in a pint of
cold water; stir it smoothly; let it stand a
minute; then pour off the top in a saucepan;
stir it until it boils and foams. 1f you like, add
milk, more or less, as you please; let i{ boil
again. Oatmeal gruel may ‘be made in the
same way.

To SWEEP BTAIR CARPET.—A stair carpet
should be swept with a short brush, holding the
dust-pan cloge under each stair. Never sweep
the dirt from one step to another. By doing so,
the carpet on the lower stairs becoraes much
soiled.

. —

To CLEAR IRON FROM RUsT.—Pound some
glass to fine powder, and, having nailed some
strong linen or woollen cloth upon a board, la;
upon it a strong coat of gum-water, and sift
thereon some of your powdered glass, and let,
it dry. Repeat this operation three times and
when the last covering of powdered glass is dry,
you may easily rub off the rust from iron uten-
sils with the cloth thus prepared.

BRISKET oF BEFF STUFFED.—A piece weigh-
ing eight pounds requires about five or six hours
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to boil. Make a dressing of bread-crumbs, pepper,
salt, sweet herbs, a liitle mace, and one onion
chopped fine and mixed with an egg. Put the
dressing in between the fat and the lean of the
beef, and sew it up tight ; flour the cloth, pin the
beef up very tight in it, and boil it five or six
hours, When it is done take the cloth off, and
press it until it is cold. This is to be cut in thin
slices and eaten cold.

FILLETS OF MUTTON WITH VEGETABLES.—
Bone aneck or loin of mutton and. lard it; after
having rolled it into shape, roast it, and serve
under it a ragout of ve, etabies, such as spinach,
sorrel, chicory, cauliflowers, cot beans
(either green or white), or potatoes fried, round
the dish; cut in fillets.

OYSTER PATTIES IN BUTTER.—Make a batter
with the yolk of one egg, (or more, according to
the quantity of oysters you intend to ref)are), a
littlé nutmeg, some beaten mace, a little flonr,
and a lttle salt; dig in the oysters, and g(?
themin lard to a nice light brown, Ifpreferred,
a little parsley may also be shred very fine, and
mixed with the batter.
made thicker, and formed into the shape of a
gat.ty, or put into a small tin mould, the oyster

eing drogged in and covered over, and the

whole baked as apudding wounld be.

MRs. WoLcorT's PUDDING.—Pare and quarter
some apples, sprinkle a little sugar and cin-
namon over them, cook them in the oven till
soft, cook and pouxr over them a batter made of
three eggs, a pint of milk and flour to thicken
sufficiently; bake it and eat it with wine sauce.

Por-CoRN PUDDING.—S80ak two quarts of po
corn, broken fine, in three pints of milk over
night; in the morning add three beaten eggs
and a little salt and nutmeg. Bake the same as
a custard.

GRAHAM BREAD should be freely eaten. If
rightly made it is both healthly and palatable.
1t should not be stiff enought to mould but only
8o thick, as to be convenlently stirred with a
spoon, Bet a sponge as for other bread. After
rising, add one-half teacupful of molasses,
(some prefer it notsosweet), and one teas nfal
of sads, tosponge sufficient forone loaf, 'llhlcken
with lower asabove. If kept moderately warm
it will soon be ready for baking. It is even
better when fresh sour milk can be had, to be
stirred up with thet (adding more soda), and
baked at once.

PUDDING SAUCE.—To four large spoonfuls of
fine white sugar, put two of butter, one of fiour,
and stir them together toa cream, in an earthen
dish, Cut the white of an eg%to a stiff froth,
and add it; then pour into the dish a gill of
boiling water, stirring the mixture very fast.
‘Put it into the sauce tareen and add essence of
lemon, or rose, or grate nutmeg over the top as
You prefer.

TeA RoLLg.—Two quarts of flour; boil little
more than a pint of milk, and when luke-warm
But in & plece of butter the size of an egg, and a

alf & cup of yeast. Make & hole in tﬁne flour,
and put milk and ail in, and let it stand withoul
stirring it over mgnpg. Then knead up and lef it
stand till night. Il out about an inch thick,
cut in narrow strips, let them stand fifteen or
twenty minutes before baking. If the weather
is hot, it wiil do to set them to rise at first in the
morning early, and knead ahout noon-time.

A PLAIN LoAr CAkE.—Three quarters of a
pound of butter, a pound and a half of brown
sugar, and beat them well together., Then add
one pint of molasses, one pint of sour milk, one
B nfal of salerat flve eggs, one spoonfnl of
cloves, one of allspice, one of cinnamon, one
nutmeg, and flour enough to make as stiff a

The batter may alsobe | eg

P- | one,
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batter as for pound cake. Thenadd two pounds
of currants and one of stoned raisine, This will
make about three loaves, Bake it two hours,

APPLE JAaM.—The apples, which should be
ripe and of the best eating sort, being pared and
quartered, are put into & pan with just water to
coverthem, and boiled until they can be reduced
to a mash, Then for each pound of the pared
apples a pound of sifted sugar is added, eing
gprinklied over the bolling mixture. Boil an
stir it well, until reduced to & jam. Then put it
into pots. The above is the most slmgle way of’
making it, but to have it of the best possible
clearness, make athick syrup with three pounds
of sugar to each pintof water, and clarify it with
an egg, as befdre directed. Then add one pint
of this syrup for every three pounds of apples,.
and boil the jam to a proper thickness.

APPLE MERINGUE.—Pare, core, and stew ten
tart apples in a very little water; season as for
a pie, and putitin a fruit-pie dish into a cool
oven, Beat up meanwhile the whites of four
g8, as you would for icing, piling it on the
apple like rocks, or irregularly, avoiding the
edﬁe of the dish. Return it to a warm oven,
and brown macaroni color; slip all out care-
fally, by aid of knife or s n, intoa China dish,
and serve with ¢cream. 1f you have not cream,
make & custard of the yolks, flavored with
essence of vanilla.

DELICIOUS DIsg oF ApPPLES.—Take two
pounds of apples, a‘{nn'e and core them, slice
them into a ; add one pound of loaf-sugar,
the juice of three lemons, and the grated rmﬁaof
Let these boil about two hours, Turn it
into a mould, and serve it with thick custard or
cream. .

ABERNETHY Biscurts.—Dissolve a quarter of
a pound of butter in a half pint of warm milk,
and with four Pounds of fine flour, a few cara-
ways, and half a pound of sugar, make astiffbut
smooth paste; ahd, to render the biseuits short
and light, add half a drachm of carbonate of
soda in powder. Roll out very thin; stamp the
biscuits pricking them with a fork, and bake in
tins, in & quick oven.

O1L STAINS IN MARBLE.—Stains in marble
caused by oil can be removed by applying com-
mon clay saturated with benzine, If the grease
has remsained longenough, it will have become
acidulated, and may injure the polish, but the
stain will be removed.—Selentific American.

81ucco WHITEWASH.—The following reci

is for making the celebrated Stucco Whitewash¢
which imparts to & house such & clear, fine,
smooth color: “Take half a bushel of nice
unslacked lime; slack it with boiling water,
covering it during the process to keep In the
ateam. Strain the liquor through a fine sieve or
strainer, and add to it one peck of clean salt,
previously dissolved in water; three pounds of
ground rice, ground to a thin paste, and stirred
and boiled hot; half a pound of powdered Spanish
whiting, and one ?ound of cleanglue, which hag
been previously dissolved by first soaking well
and then hanging it over a small fire, in a smail
kettle, within a large one filled with water, Add
five gallons of hot water to the whole mixture;
stirr it well and let it stand a few days covered
from dirt, Itshould be puton quite hot; for
this purpose it can be kept in a kettle on a
portable furnace. It is said that about one pint
of this mixture will cover a square yard upon
the outside of a house, if ;l)mperly applied.
Brushes, more or less small, may be used
according to the neatness of the job required.
Coloring may be used to impart any desirable
tinge t0 the preparation, which retains its
brilllancy for & long time,”
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sBEHOD

[The following pleasant autumnal ‘verses
came to hand too late for the usual place
for Poetry in this number; but as they
would be rather out of date a month
hence, we adopt the unusnal course of
inserting them here.—Eps. N.D.M.]

Original.
A LAMENT FOR SUMMER.

BY W. H. W., TORONTO, CANADA.

Oh ! how I loathe this sad antumnal weather!
Clouds that lower and winds that wail;

The rain and the leaves come down together,
And tell to each other a sorrowful tale.

The beauty of Summer, alas ! has perished,
The ghosts of the flowers stand ont in the rain—
The fairy flowers that we fondly cherished,
But cherished, alas, in vain, in vain !

The wind it wails, it wails forever,
Like a soul in pain and in dread remorse ;
Like a murderer vile, whose pain can never
Cease, as he thinks of his vietim's corse.

For the Summer now on her bier is lying,
Lying stlent and cold and dead !

And the sad rains weep and bewall her dying
Over her drear and lowly bed.

Pallid and wan she grew yet fairer
Than in richest wreaths of leafy green;
 The hectic flush on her cheek was rarer
" Than ever is seen in health, I ween.

Thus all things fair, as they fade, grow dearer,
Dearer and fairer till hope has fied ;

‘We closer clasp, as the hour draws nearer,
That bears them forever away to the dead.

Through thegrand old woods, acathedral hoary,
The organ chant of the winds doth roll,

As if bearing aloft to the realms of glory
On its billows of sound her weary soul.

Through the long-drawn aisles the dirge is
swelling,
Orate pro Anima—pray for her soul ;
Now Gloria in excelsis, welling
In fountains of music it8 waves do roll.

The clouds like funeral curtalns lower
Darkly and heavily round her grave,

And the trailing vines of the summer bow er,
Like the plumes of a gloomy catafalque wave,

The fair young spruce, like a beautiful maiden
Heavily draped in weeds of woe— !

A sorrowing soul—a nun, grief-laden,
Bears a dread weight at her heart, I know.

The dark-robed cypress, agloomy friar,
Doth patter his prayers and count his beads ;

The sorrowful cedar, a saintly prior,
Doth fold around him his mourning weeds.

The lofty pines toss their plumes so sadly,
And chant aloud their dirge of woe ;

Now high and wild rise the notes, and madly
They wail—and now are moaning low.

All nature grieves and weeps, bemoaning
The fair, fond Summer, forever fied;
And bends, in her sorrow inly groaning, *
QOver the bier of the early dead !
Oct., 1868,

REV. W. MORLEY PUNSHON, M.A.

We copy the following sketch of the
celebrated preacher whose portrait adorns
our present number from Horper's Weekly :

¢ William Morley Punshon is a native
of Doncaster, where he was born in the
year 1824. His father was a draper in that
town, engaged in a large and prosperous
business, and at the same time a prominent
and active supporter of the Wesleyan cause.
He received his second name after his
uncle, Sir Isaac Morley, a gentleman well-
known for many years in the West Riding
of Yorkshire, and who lived to witness the
eminence to which his nephew and name-
sake attained. His education was,com-
menced in his native town; but when
about eleven years of age he was placed
under the care of a gentleman, the son of a
Congregational minister, at Heanor, in
Derbyshire, where he discovered a singular
apiitude for learning. At thistime he was
a stiff, chubby lad, with fresh curly hair, a
full proportion of the love of sport, and
above all, a most extraordinary memory.
He would commit to memory, for the mere
pleasure of the effort, long passages from
the ¢Speaker,’ and recite them to his
school-fellows ; and it is said that he could
repeat the names of all the British consti-
tuencies, with the names of all the mem-
bers representing them, without a mistake.
Notwithstanding these and other indications
of remarkable ability, he was not designed
by his father for public or professional life,
nor does it appear that at this period his
mind was drawn out to the vast concerns
of the future. At fifteen years of age he
was placed at Hull a8 a clerk in the ship-
ping business, from which pott he subse-
quently removed to Sunderiand. When
about twenty years of age, in the order of
Providence, he was removed to Woolwich,
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and his residence was with his unecle, the
Rev. Benjamin Clough. Here he was
brought into & congenial atmosphere. Mr.
Clough was a' man of rare, though not
showy endowments. A distingnished
Oriental scholar, he had compiled a diec-
tionary of the Singalese, one of the Eastern
languages, which, after forty years, still
remains the basis of all similar works in
that language. He was also a zealous
and self-denying missionary, having been
one of the first company of young men sent
out by the Wesleyans to the East under the
superintendence of Dr. Coke, who died on
the voyage, and was buried in the ocean.
Mr. Punshon has composed a suitable and
beautiful memoir of this excellent man,
to whom he owed so much. It was under
his advice that he made his early attempts
at preaching, and in May, 1845, he pre-
sented himself for examination in London,
as & candidate for the Wesleyan ministry.
At the Conference of 1843 he received his
first appointment, which was to White-
haven, where he spent two years, followed
by two years in Carlisle, and three years in
Newecastle. This residence of seven years
won for himn an extraordinary popularity in
the far north, his faithful devotion to every
department of his work being no less re-
markable than his eloquence. Previous {¢
his entrance into the ministry he had pub-
lished a small volume of poems ; and when
at Carlisle he made his first literary effort of
a religious kind, entitled ¢ Tabor, or the
Class-Meeting.” This little publication
was an indication of that ardent attach-
ment to the peculiar views and diseipline of
Methodism which has all along been cha-
racteristic of Mr. Punshon, though in com-
bination with such a breadth of view and
catholicity of spirit that he has been claimed
again and again by other churches as almost
their own. Soon after coming to reside in
Newecastle, Mr. Punshon married the
daughter of Mr. Vickers, of Gateshead, This
lady died in 1858, leaving several children.
After leaving Newcastle, the nextsix years
of the subject of this sketch were spent in
Yorkshire, three years in Sheffield, and
three in Leeds. While in Leeds his popu-
larity was approaching its height. It was
in January, 1854, that Mr. Punshon made
his first appearance in Exeter Hall as a
lecturer in connection with the Young
Men’s Christian Associstion. The subject
was * The Prophet of Horeb,” and the
lecture, although inferior to several which
he afterward prepared, was yet highly
characteristic, and produced a marked im-
pression. He did not appear again in this
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capacity till the beginning of 1857, when
he delivered what was probably, for rheto-
rical effect, his master-piece—his lecture
on’ John Bunyan. This oration was de-
livered with electrical effect in various
places. In 1858 Mr. Punshon received an
appoinitment to Bayswater, where the task
was assigned to him of endeavoring to raise
a new Wesleyan cause and congregation.
This, by the blessing of God, which rested
upon his labors, he accomplished beyond
expectation ; and in 1861 he was removed
to Islington. During this period several
other lectures were delivered by him, which
excited remarkable interest; large sumsof
money being frequently offered and refused
for tickets, after as many as could possibly
be issued had been sold. One of these,
¢The Huguenots,” was published at a
shilling, and - from the proceeds of its deliv-
ery, Mr. Punshon gave a donation of &
thousand pounds toward the Waesleyan
chapel in Spitalfields. Large sums were
also raised for various local charities by
means of his lectures. In the meantime
he was growing in the esteem and love of
the brethren of his own church, was
honored with many tokens of their regard,
and, had it not been for the failure of his
health, would probably have reached by
this time the highest dignity at their dis-
posal—that of President of the Wesleyan
Conference. Itis impossible to speak too
warmly of Mr. Punshon’s unselfishness and
generosity. In 1862, seeing the poor accom-
modation provided by Wesleyansin several -
popular watering-places, he undertook to
raise within five years, by lecturing and
personal solicitation, the sum of ten thou-
sand pounds in aid of a fund for the erec-
tion of chapels in those places. Every
thing seemed against the project, The
cotton famine and the financial panic
oceurred, his own health failed; and,
besides this, nearly £200,000 wers raised in
the period for the Missionary Jubilee. Yet
the promise was fulfilled ; and last August,
the term of five years being completed, Mr.
Punshon had the gratification to announce
that the pledge had been accomplished !
Such manifold labors, however, nearly broke
down his health, and for the last three years
Mr. Punshon has, to & considerable extent,
retired from publio life beyond the sphere
of his own circuit labors.

+A new sphere, however, awaits him. He
was recently appointed to visit the United
States and Canada as representative of the
Wesleyans of Britain, and to preside at the
conferences in the important and rapidly
inereasing provinces of Canada.”



PROSPECTUS
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MONTREAL WITNESS
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The waning of 1868 bids s look forward to 1869, when the Wirnkss will
enter the twenty-fourth year of its existence as a Wxekry, the thirteenth as
a Sevi-WeekLy, and the tenth as a Damwy.

The readers of the Wrrxess, especially such as have known it, and
supported it in times of difficulty, will be glad to learn that its prospects are
brighter now than at any previous time. The circulation of the DaiLy is about
8,000, sometimes running up to 10,000, of the Sem-WeEkLy about 3,000, and
of the WEEKLY about 6,000, being an aggregate of about seventeen thousand
in the city and country.

For oll who have a daily mail the Daily Edition is confidently recom-
mended, as that which will give the greatest satisfaction, and the low price at
which it is published, viz, $3 per annup, puts it within easy reach. The Semi-
WEEKLY, at $2, is the next most satisfactory Edition, having nearly all the
reading-matter of the DAILY; whilst for such as have only a weekly
opportunity of getting papers, the WEEKLY, at $1 per annum; will be found
very suitable and valuable. '

It is well known that in order to issue cheap papers the cash system is
indispensable, saving as it does the expenses of book keeping, collecting-agents,
and bad debts. That system has been strictly maintained in the WiTNEss
Office for twelve years, and no paper is continued unless the subscription be
renewed in advance. :

We need scarcely remind our readers that the Wrrness has borne testi-
mony against evil, and been the advoeate of righteousness, in political, civil,
and social life; and all will admit the need for such a paper, especially in the
commencement of the national existence which lies before us. Any plea for
support on the score of principle would, however, we are well aware, prove
futile, unless we were prepared to give, at least, as good value for the money
as any other publishers ; and this, we hope, is the least that we do. The
DaiLy Wrrngss has fully as much matter, and that of as interesting a
description, for three dollars per annum, as the dailies which are published
at six and eight dollars. It is, therefore, with some confidence that we ask
the following classes to subseribe for the WITNESs :—

1. All who want a good Family paper.

2. All who want a good Newspaper.

3. All who want a good Commercial paper.

4. All who want a good Temperance and Agricnltaral paper.
5. All who want a good Religious paper.
6. All who want a paper combining t}m foregoing characteristics.

In the cash system, and at our very low rates of stbscription, we cannot
employ canvassing-agents, and therefore have to depend for incresse of
cireulation npon the kind recommendations of the friends of the WiTnEss
throughout tl})]e Dominion, and their gratuitous efforts in its behalf. These
have been such in the past as to call for our warmest thanks, and we have no
doubt they will be continued. Al who believe that the WiTness will benefit
the families who read it, the neighborhood in which they reside, and the
country generally, will, we hope, exert their influence in its favor.

All communications, orders, and remittances are tAo be addressed, post-

paid, (the latter registered) to .
JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
- Proprietors WITNESS,
) Montreal, 1st Nov., 1868. MONTREAL.



FOR GOOD
PHOTOGRAPHS.
Large or small, you wiil not be disappointed at

" J. C. PARKS’ |
PHOTOGRAPHIC ROOMS,

No. 1 Bleury street,

MONTREAL.

FIELD, s WIGRODGOPES,
MARINE, ¥ TeELEscoOPES,
PERA-GLASSES, " THERMOMETERS,
STEREOSCOPES BAROMETERS,

e @ MAGIC LANTERNS
SURVEYING o A
IRITREMENTS, Ea e " SLIDES.

C. HEARN Optmlan, ~

242 AND 244 NOTRE DAME ST. s MONTREAL, ’

Has on hand the largest and best assorted Stock of Optical Goods in the Dominion. e would
31 vitei xﬁrtlculm- attentloq to his superior Stock of SP%:(‘TACLES and EYE-GLASSES of every
escription

- REPAIRS EXECUTED WITH NEATNESS AND DESPATCH. "o



HOME AMUSEMENTS.

B . -~ Rl u—

'HENRY SANDERS,
‘ OPTICIAN,

No. 141 GRBEAT ST. TAMES STRERT,
OPPOSITE THE OTTAWA HOTEL,

" MONTREAL.

e s G SO

THE LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTMENT IN CANADA OF

MAGIC AND DISSOLVING.VIEW LANTERNS,

A Boy’s Lantern, with 36 Pictures, $2.25.
PRICE LISTS ON APPLICATION. °

BOOK ON THE LANTERN. ¢“How toBry AND How To USE IT.” ALS0, “ HOW To RAISE
A GHOST, BY A MERE PHANTOM,—Price, $0 cents.

" THE NEW MICROSCOPE.

This highly-finished Microscope is warranted to show the aninmalculse In water, eels in paste,
4&c., magnifying several hundred times, The Microscope is mounted on a Brass Stand, and has [
compound body with Achromatic Lenses, Test Objects, Korceps, and spare glasses for mounting
objects, &c., «c. . The whole contained in 8 highly polished mahogany case. frice $3.00, sent
to any part of Canada.

Opera and Field (lasses, Telescopes,
ALSO,
THE CELEBRATED BRAZILIAN PEBBLE

SPECTACLES- AND FEYE - GLASSES,

IN GOLD, SILVER, STEEL, AND TORTOISE-SHELL FRAMES,

MATHEMATICAL AND DRAWING INSTRUMENTS,
T:SQUARES, RULES,

Electrical, Galvante, Magnetic, and Telegraphic Instruments, Induction Colls, and every kind af
Galvanic Battery known, including Smee’s, Daniell’s, Bunsen's, and Grove's, for Eleotrg-
Platers and GHlders, Covered Copper Wire, Binding Screws, Porous, Stone, and Glasg
Cells, Barometers, Thermometers, Hydrometers, Stereoscopes and Slides,

- Compasses, Magnifying Glasses. )
. saNDInRs rooxmw BAROMETER,

size of & watch, for foretelling' weather, and for mountain measurer.ents, as supplied to
: leading sclentific men.

RATMOND'S' IMPROVED FAMILY

$12.00 SEWING MACHINE !

The Best and Cheapest Machine in the Dominion of Canada.
1t makes the Klastic Stitch, and will Hem, Seam, Bind, Quilt, and Embrolder, In fact do ali

kinds of Household S8ewing, from the coarsest to the finest work, and 18 80 simple in its construe.
tion that a child may work it with ease.

UPWARDS OF ONE THOUSAND

Have been sold in Montreal alone, and not one complaint. Call and se¢ them at
H. SANDERS, 141 Great St. James Straet.
Opporite Ottaws Hotel, MONTREAL,

Andat  ¢. RAYMOND'S MANUFACTORY,
R : ( GUELPH, ONTARIO.
Agents wanted in Province of Quebec,
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THE TWIN RECORDS OF CREATION;

Or GEOLOGY AND GENESIS: Their Perfoct Harmony and Wonderful Concord.
By GEORGE VICTOR Le VAUX, F.C.T.

With numevous Illustrations.

Now Ready—Feap., Svo. Price, $159. Beautijuily bound in Cloth, A liberal discount to the Trade,

EXTRACTS FROM ENGLISH REVIEWS.

“We can recommend Mr. Le Vaux as an able and interesting guide to a popular appreciation
of Geological Science.”"—Spectalor. :

+“Mr. Le Vaux’s knowledge of Science prevents him from misleading in any of the greal
matters of fact. His reverence for Scripture is clear; and his style of conveying himself to his
readers’ minds cannot make his book other than a pleasant companion.”— felectic and Congrega-
tional Review,

“Mr. Le Vaux very feasibly reconciles the Two Records.”’—Builder.

“Mr, Le Vaux is an enthusiast.in Geology, and hasg produced a most instructive and readable
book. * * We welcome his volume uas aiding in & most important diseussion, and commend it
to those interested in the subject.”— Evangelical Review. :

«The remarkable pecularity of this author is that he combines an unhounded admiration of
Science with an unbounded admiration of the Written Record. The two impulses are balanced
to a nicety; and the consequence is, that difficulties which, to minds less evenly poised, would
be serieus, ind immediate solutions of the happiest kinds.”—London Review. -

A nicely printed little volume, with admirable illustrations and much interesting matter,
written in anything but a dry manner."”— Nuturalists’ Note-Book,

« A valuabls contribution to the evidences of Revelation, and disposes very conclusively of’
the arguments of those who would set God’s Works against His Word., No real difficnley is
shirked—no sophistry is left unexposed.”— Rock.

el B

The Ilustrations of this work were drawn by a special artist, {rom the fossil remains at
the British Museum and elsewbere, ’
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LONDON:+
LOCKWOOD & €O., 7 STATIONER8' HALL COURT, E.C.

Worthen & Baker's
PATENT HAND-LOOM.

This superior Loom weaves Tweeds, Jeans, Sati-
nett, Linsey, Blanket-Twilli, Flannel, Balmoral
Skirtings, Flax and Tow Linen -Bagging, Wool and
Rag Carpeting, &ec.

It lets off the warp, throws the shuttles, treads the
treaddles, and winds up the Cloth, by simply turn-
ing & crank. Thirty yards per day can be wove, and
evan four yaix;ds 1n an hour can be wrouli;ht upon it.

To make the changes from one kind of cloth to
apnother (on the same war{)), requires but two
minutes, and is so easy and simple-thdt a child can
make them after once showing. .

For partioulars and eirculars enclose stamp, and

address,
WORTHEN & BAKER, -
Manufacturers and dealers in Looms, Warps, Filling
" Yarns, Reeds, Motal Harness, hobblns,
: éhut,tles, &0,y .

Coaticooke, P. Q., and Port Hope, Ont,

TO CANADIA_I!I__TRAPP‘ERS. s

Being thoroughly acquainted with the system of catching the FUR-BEARING ANIMALS,
I have published RECRIPTS ,semnﬁ forth the hest modes known for eatching the Fox, Wolf,
Beaver, Otter, Fisher, Martin, and Mink, Also, Receipts for making the best SCENTS known to
draw the above animals t6 the Trap. . ]

Any person sending me $!, by mail, paid and registered, will receive in return a full set
of my Receipts, which I have been selling for the past Four years; and, 8o far as 1 am aware
they have given general sutisfaction.” Testimonlals as to helr value will be produced, if .

necessary.
P. PENNOCK,

Address :—
Elgin, September, 1868, i ELGIN P, 0,, Co, Leeds, Ont,_



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

" A Link in the Bryant and "Stmttaén International Chain.

x - THE BUSINESS AND OOMMERGIAL C()URSE INOLUDEB
BOOK-KEEPIN(: DouBLE AND SINGLE ENTRY, COMMERC‘IAL
AND MENTAL ABITHMETIC, PRACTICAL PENMAN-
SH*P, BUSINESS PRACTICE AND CORRESPONDEN CE,

TELEGRAPHING ARD PHONOGRAPET,

A Scholarship tssued by the Montreal Branch entitles the'holder to Tuition for an unlimited
pertod of time, and the privilege of reﬂewmg any part of the Course in any of the Colleges con-
nected with the Chain,

The sttendance of students is graduuuy and steadily incraaslng, and many who have been in
aitendance aré now cdeoupying positions of trust and responsibility in Montreal and other places,
EKvery efiort is made t0 assish nvme ‘who are deserving and competent to procure altuavuans.

Thé origlnsl wy&u of the tanmvmg and other tesumonma may be geen on appnmtion at the
Collegey:

From Jumes Mavor & Co., Montreal Marble Warks, Corner of St Cutherine and St Alemmder streets,
MONTREAL, 18th March, 1868,
Mg, J. TASKER, )

Principal,
Montreal Business College.

. We have much pléagure {n'e ng our a of {he ayatem
of Instruction &nd tralning for business pursui?u adopted amtied om.m College. Wa
have latel reeeived into our employment a young man gs Book-keeper, one of your graduates,
ho having nad mo previons IMstrntions of (he kind, t0 our Knowledge, and we have found him 15
every respect- f\my competeut for the situation. , ;
L ‘ We remain; - B i
Yours trnly,

¢

[ JAMES MAVGQit 460,
© Per Rom'. REID,

From Mw‘)‘ay & C’o., Whalelale and Retaa Staﬁoncr:, corner lYobe Dame and 8. J’olm Hrests,
. AtATIoNERS nau, Mam-mt., Marek’ ze, 148,
Mg. J, TASEER, .
: Prinetpal, o R
M Montrea! Business College: : .

DEAR SIR,~We have grea.t glemmre in informing you that the
young mah you recommended to us as Book-keeper has given us entire satfsfaction,” He has un-
doubtedly reteived a thorough training in the principies of Book-Reeping; and his general cor-
reciness and madmgu 1 m:fx’y w tha adva.nuxea of yoursysem . ,
W«ara, dohr afr, ¥4

Yours very truly,

MURRAY & CO.

¢ ‘—uh. .

Circulars containiag full Information in reterence w beran, course of gtudy, ., Taay be obe

tained on uppucauon, either personally or by letter, to
;o : J » TASKER, PriNcIPAL,



"WITNESS”
 STEAM

Job - Printing House.

NEATNESS,

OHBAPNESS,
- PUNCTUALITY,
| DESPATOH,

APPEAL CASES. ADDRESSES. BILL HEADS.
PAMPHLETS. SERMONS. LAW BLANKS.
CATALOGUES. PROGRAMMES. DRUGGISTS' LABELS.
HANDBILLS. BUSINESS CARDS. DEEDS.
POSTERS. CONSTITUTIONS. BONDS.
REPORTS. - MORTGAGES. - CIRCULARS.
AR e———
JOHN DOUCALL & SON,
PRINTERS,

126 Great St. James Street,

MONTRREAL.



DR. COLB

Are a 8afe and reliable remedy in all diseases of the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, They are
no Quack Medicine, puffed up by high-sounding testimonials from imaginary people; but are
the result of forty years' experience of a first-class physician, and their extraordinary suceess is
due to the fact that they answer exaetly their name. The formula from which they are prepared
18 based on sowng, scientific prinelples, and has received the unqualified approbation of the
medical profession. They do not profess to be a cure for all; but for all diseases arising from any
derangements of the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, they furnish an effectual remedy. We have
in our possession over one hundred testimonials from physicians who have used theny in their
practice and highly approve of them, among which are the following :—

The undersigned physiciana cheerfully certify to the high professional standing of Dr, Colby,
of Btanstead, one of the oldest and best physicians, and to the excellent qualities of his  ANTI-
OCOSTIVE AND TONIC PILLS,” which we have used in oui practice, and highly approve,

J. H. Gibson, M.D., Dunham C.E. C. E. Cottori, M.D., Cowansville,
Charles Brown, M.'D., Cowansville. 8. 8, Foster, M.D., Brome,

J. C. Butler, M.D. Waterloo, John Erskine, M.b.. ‘Waterloo,
Norman Cleveland, M.D., Brans p N. Jenks, M.IS., Barnston,

O. W. Cowles, M.D., Stanstead. John Meigs, M.D., Stanstead.

Joseph Breadon, M.D,, Surzeon, R. N. Benjamin Damon, M.D., Coattcook.
P * ’ "~ Lemuel Richmond, M.D., Derby Line. '

8. J. FOBS & CQ., Sherbrooke, P. Q., Sole Proprietors. HENRY, SIMPSON & COQ., Montreal,
‘Wholesale Agents. i ; ’

"JACOB'S RHEUMATIC LIQUID.

For the immediate relief and permanent cure of Rhoumatism, Sprains, Bruises, Burns, Frost~

Bites, Lame Back, 8ide, Limbs, or Stamach, Cramp, Numbness of Limbs, 8welling of Joints,
Budden Colds, Diptherta, Sare Throat, etc.

JACOB'S REHEEUMATIC LIQUID

Has been before the public for upwards of twenty years, and such are 1ts merits that 1t % now
Justly considered as an indispensable articie in every family where it 1s known.

It hda never been forced on publio attention by flaming advertisements of remarkabdle cures
that never had any existence; but, by ite own peouliar valus as an unfailing remedy, it has
worked ita way 1Dt6 public favor. s -

Having a wonderful effect-when taken internally, 5 gut the eirculation of the blood,
it is invaluable to persons predizposed to Paratysls,’ bjeet to attacks of Heart-Disease, In
eases of Dyspepeia, where food distresses, it affords prompi relief, and, continued for a short time,
sets everything right. o .

The name of the medicine is blown in sach bottie of the genuines and the purposes for which
1t is intended, a8 well aa the mode of using, attached.

HENRY, SIMPSON & CO., Montreal, Wholesale Agents. 8. 3. 088 & 0Q,, 8harbrooke,
¥. Q., Bole Proprietors.

" HUNT'S EMPIRE HAIR GLOSS.

This pleasant, agreeable, and solentific preparation is an indispensable article for the totlet,
1t cleanses the scalp, renders the hair of a darker appearance, is easily applied and will not
stain the finest linen. Those using the Empire Halr Gloss will find that 1t renders the harshest
and ooarsest hair soft, glossy fine, and beautiful, digposing it to stay in any position in which it
is placed. It prevents the hair from falling out, imvigorates and Strengthens it, and often pro-
duces s new growth of hair whero it has already disappeared, by invigorating and restoring the
skin, perves, musclee, blood-vessels, and roots of the hair. PRICE 25 Caxrs.

8, J. FO8S & CO,, Proprietors snd Bole Manutoturers, Sherbrooke, Provinoe aof Quebac,

Harax, Boarson & Co., Montroals Lymawns, ELLiox & Co., Toronto, Whalesalo Agents,

e ———




