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ADVERTISEMENTS.

MONTREAL WITNESS PROSPECTUS

FOR 1872. |

During twenty-five years existence the
circulation of the WITNEss has increased
from 800 to about 20,000; or, counting by
sheets issued, instead of 800 a week, we
have in round numbers :—

Daily, 1r,000x6 - - 66,000
Semi-Weekly, 3,000 x 2 - 6,000
Weekly - - - - - 7,000

79,000

The same rates of increase for the next
quarter of a century would give us an entry
into 500,000 families for 7,900,000 sheets.
These figures are no more incredible than the
present ones would have been twenty-five
years ago, and we shall do our best, with
the assistance of constantly improving
appliances and facilities for reaching the
public, and counting largely on the rapid
growth of our Dominion and of its chief
city, to realize them.

PLATFORM.

We stand just where we have always
stood, and look for success to that aid
which has hitherto helped us.

CHANGES.

Tue DALy WiTNESS, hitherto issued at
Noon, and 2, 4 and 6 o'clock, P. M., will,
during the coming session of the Dominion
Parliament, and possibly thereafter, appear
also at 6 o’clock in the morning, all other
editiorls continuing as heretofore. The
object of this is to catch certain mail and
express trains which do not suit any of our
present editions, so that many are de-
prived of the paper who wantit. THE DALY
Wirness will then be sold at every town
and village for oNE CENT. We shall by 1st
January, 1872, have completed our arrange-
ments for city delivery. and will, by means
of delivery carts and sleighs, be able to sup-
ply dealers inalmostevery cornerof thecity. ,
‘We have a steam press running on bulletins |
alone, so that each dealer may receive one |

daily. Daily Witness, $3 per annum, pay-

able 1n advance.

{
i

TRI-WEEKLY WITNESS.—Subscribers to |
the SEMI-WEEKLY WITNEss will after 1st
January be supplied with a TRI-WEEKLY of
the shape and size of the present DaILY
WiTNEss, which will be found to contain
about as much matter as the present Sgmi-
WEEKLY, thus making an addition of fifty
per cent. to the reading matter without any
addition of price. 7'ri- Weekly Witness $2

per annum in advance. !

Mo~NTREAL (WEEKLY) WiTNEss.—~This
paper will continue of the same shape as |
hitherto, but will be larger by the breadth
of a column each way on every page, thus ;
making an addition of fifty per cent. to '
thereading matter. Weekly Witness, $1.00
in advance.

CLUBS.

We have never been able to offer any .
inducement which has borne fruit equal to
the assistance of those whose sincere
triendship for the enterprise has prompted
them to exertion on our behalf.

In all editions where one person remits
for one year in advance for eight persons,
he will be entitled to one copy additional
for himself. Or any person remitting $8
for our publications will be entitied to one |
dollar’s worth additional. !

ADVERTISING.

Advertising in the DALY WITNESS costs |
10 cents per line for new advertisements, or
for such as are inserted as new; § cents
per line for o0ld advertisements—that is all
insertions after the first, when not inserted
as new. The following are exceptional :—
Emplovees or Board Wanted, one cent per
word. Employment or Boarders Wanted,
and Articles Lost and Found, 20 words for
10 cents and half a cent for each additional
word.

The TrI-WEEKLY and WERKLY WiT- :
NEsS will be counted together, and all the

(Continued on thivd page of Cover.) 1
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BRIEF SKETCH OF THE LIFE AND TIMES OF THE LATE
HON. LOUIS JOSEPH PAPINEAU.

BY THOMAS STORROW BROWN.

The illustrious patriot of Canada, Louis
Joseph Papineau, whose name will remain
forever prominent while her
endures, was born in the City of Montreal,
on the 7th October, 1786, in one of those
long, low houses, then so common, on what
was then little St. James street—now Nos.
54 and §p—near the top of the St. Lawrence
Hiil. His father, Louis Papincau, notary
public, descended from a family that had

* long belore emigrated from the South of
France, was a man of majestic stature,
who had served with high honor many
years in the Provincial Parliament, always
conspicuous as a stern and foremost sup-
porter of pobular measures in opposition
to the petty tyrannies of that time. His
mother, of the Cherrier family of St. Denis,
was sister to the mother of the Hon. D: B.
Viger, and to the mother of Monseigneur
Lartigue, the first Roman Catholic Bishop
of Montreaul. '

His school days were passed in the Semi-
nary of Quebec, where his name had-pre-
ceded him as a boy ol remarkable aptitude
and promise, which was fully maintained
during his scholastic term; for, as if thus
early impressed with the destinies of-a
glorious future, and already feeling its
responsibilities, he studied deep in the ac-
cumulation of knowledge as the foundation
of after acquirements. Not content with
devotion to the usual hours of study. he
sacrificed to books those hours of recrea-
tion or rest that the frivolity of youth
claims as a perquisite.

'

history !

. Leaving college with its highest honors
| at the age of seventeen, he commenced the
study of law in'the office of his cousin, D.
| B. Viger, where the same intensity of
I purpose of a mind singularly clear and
i strong for one so young, rapidly acquired
{ mastership of the jurisprudence of the
i Province; and he was admitted, to the Bar
ias a brilliant light, only to pass & short
time, meteor-like, through the legal pre-
cincts; ror his country had already claimed
him for higher purposes. While a law
student, he was elected member of the Pro-
vincial Parliament by the County of Kent
—now Chambly—and took hLis seatin 1810,
entering at once the great political arena,
prominent -in debates, resolutions, and
every bold movement, to stand shoulder to
shoulder with its stoutest gladiatdrs, then
battling with the Governur, Sir James
Craig, in a contest so warm that members
were consigned by him to prison, while
the office of their newspaper organ was
destroyed by his soldiery. Such was our
Government then!

In 1815 he was elected for the West ward
iof Montreal, and continued by re-elec-
tions to represcnt that constituency till
1837.

A conciliatory policy, deemed necessary

{ of the French-Canadians during the war of
| 1812, and continued by his immediate suc-
cessors, allayed political asperities that had
nearly driven these Canadians to be the
[ rebellious spirits that Sir jar'nes‘Crai'g sup.

by Sir George Prevost to secure the fealty -
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posed them; and they proved sturdy]chief, he somaintained that dignity and res-
defenders of the British flag. Among those l pectability through all the phases of more

‘enrolled was Mr. Papineau, as a captain of
militia. It is related of him that, when
conducting a portion of Hull’s army pri-
soners from Lachine, a regimental band
of the regulars struck up “ Yankee Doodle,”
to shame the unfortunates, on which Cap-
tain Papineau wheeled his company out of
line, declaring he would not countenance
such insult. When reported, instead of
reprimanding the Captain for insubordina-
tion, the Governor commended him for his
humane consideration.

Mr. Panet, who, for many years, had
presided as Speaker of the Assembly, being
called to the Legislative Council, all eyes
were turned to the young Papineau as his
successor, and the House, in January, 1815,
only echoed the public voice by electing
him. Youngin years—in his twenty-ninth
—with only four years parliamentary ex-
perience, in a quiet time, he was so matured
by study and steady action for the post of
first Commoner—the highest position in
the gift of his countrymen—that he was
preferred above all his veteran seniors;
and he continued to hold that position till
the end of the last Parliament of Lower
Canada,in 1837, by continued re-elections,
sometimes unanimous, and always nearly
so. The Speakerof that day, when we had
noresponsible Government, and no respon-
sible Minister in the House, was nota mere
figurehead in a House commanded by such
a Minister, but a reality—the head -of the
"Commons —the first Commoner —really
their Speaker — to guide deliberations,
defend privileges, and make their voice
felt in the government of the Province.
Earhest and conscientious in the discharge
of duty, leaving to others the frivolities of
society and care for private concerns, every
thought of his life became devoted to pub-
lic affairs, and to thoroughly fitting him-
self for his high trust in the coming storm,
looming up in the immediate future like the
clouds preceding a whirlwind. He held
place, not for its honors or emoluments,
but, rising to the dignity of position, he
felt that he should be what he truly was,
the grand tribune of the people; and deem-
ing the honor and dignity of that people to
be involved in the respectability of their

!
h

- his private life.

than twenty years. that no friend had ever
anything to blush for or defend in acts of
His high honor always re-
flected honor on his supporters.

In 1818 he was united in what proved to be
the happiest of marriages, with Mademois-
elle Julie Bruneau, eldest daughter of Pierre
Bruneau, Esq., merchant, of Quebec, and
Member of Parliament for that city. Super-
ior in intellect and education and personal
attractions, endowed with a rare prudence,
she was through life the best of wives and
the best of mothers. A true woman,
neither too forward nor too retiring, a
devoted companion and wise counsellor,
sympathizing in every thought of her hus-
band, his ideas were her ideas, his friends
her friends. With admiration for his cha-
racter, and full faith in his future, she clung
closely to him during his stormy Parlia-
mentary career, followed him cheerfully in
exile to endure its privations, and, when
domiciled in his Ottawa retreat, she was
there rejoicing in his relief from cares, and
continuing to exhibit with him, as they had
from the beginning, a most perfect example
of all that is excellent and to be admired
in every relation of married life. Happily
she lived till the storms had passed away,
and their sacrifices were unfelt, to enjoy a
few years’ quiet repose and tranquility in
their.last home, where she saw the idol of
her affections privileged to that rest and
dignified leisure for which his soul had
long yearned, with those cherished com-
panions—the books of his favorite authors
—around him. At Montebello, onthe 18th
August, 1862, when apparently in her usual
exceilent health, surrounded by her chil-
dren and grandchildren,” she was suddenly
stricken down, and alter half an hour’s
illness, calmly her spirit winged its depar-
ture from a world that her whole life had so
adorned. '

With the arrival of the Ear! of Dalhousie,
in June 1820, commenced a new Parliamen-
tary era. The offer made by the Assembly
in 1810 to provide for the whole Civil List,
always supplemented by drafts on the Bri-
tish Treasury, had been acceptad in 1818,
and our Parliament was now, when there
was a deficiency of £22,000 1n the Provin-
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undertaking. Though the Act of 1791,
which gave to Canada an Assembly that
might justly claim all the powers and pri-
vileges of the House of Commons, was
mainly urged on by the English portion of
our population—who had a vague notion
of its powers—rather than by the French—
few of whom had any notion whateyer—
these English soon finding themseives in a
minority, cared not for the exercise of these
powers, while too many of the French, to
whom the clergy had preached quiet sub-
mission for half a century, and who were
all the time charged with disaffection and
seditious aspirations, feared that any oppo-
sition to the whims of the Executive might
give color to the charges of their opponents.
Its great value with many members was
its use as an inquisition for calling to ac-
count obnoxious officials, while others
were satisfied in exercising their right of
enacting petty laws, Other politicians
were occupied with the thousand details of
private atfairs, of which Mr. Papineau had
none. Throwing these to the winds, with
his whole soul absorbed in questxons of
State, he alone grasped the spirit of the
BritishConstitutioninits entirety,and alone
fully comprehended the positive and para-
mount authority in many questions con-
ferred by the Act of 1791, on the Commons
House of Canada.  Others were supplied
with only the ruder weapons of early wat-
fare; he came fully armed and equipped
in the strongest ot constitutional armor,
with the keenest ol weapouns, for the grand
coming tournament—throughout which the
Earl of Dalhousie figured as the’ champion
of colonial misrule, and Papineau as the
* champion of colonial emancipation.
Dalhousie, acting under instructions
from the Colonial office in London. and
supported by the Legislative and Execu-
tive Councils here. demanded a Civil List,
to be voted en bloc—a bulk sum, or fixed
amount. payable annually for the life of
the King. in accordance with British usage.
The Assembly would only: vote the Civil
List for a shorter period. by chapters and
items; that is, under heads of service, with
a stated fixed pay to each official, named
separately. There were pluralists, sine-

curists, and obnoxious persons that the
N

3

cial Chest, ‘called upon to make good its | Assembly sought to get rid of, as a charge

upon the revenue, by not voting their pay,
while the Councils friendly to these offi-
ciale, many of whom were members of
their respective bodies, required the
money in bulk, that the Governor might
in the distribution continue the pay of all.
The Councils pleaded British practice; the
Assembly denied the analogy; the Com-
mons of England always held many checks
against the Executive. Here with an
irresponsible Council to command, and no
responsible Ministry to be controlled, the
Assembly would surrender all its strength
should it surrender direct control over all
expenditures. Year after year, for a dozen
years, came the same demand from the
Governor, and the same action on the part
of the Assembly; but some expedient was
usually devised to bridge over the dispute
and pay the officials. The Assenbly
claimed control over all the revenues of
the province. "The Governor denied their
right of control, except to a portion. Then
there were irritating side issues. There
was a ‘ Trade Act” for regulating certain
comimercial matters, and a ** Tenures Act"”
affecting the holding of land passed
against every principle of right (where & -
local parliament exists) by the British
Parliament. The Recexver-General Sir
John Caldwell, was, in his refusal to render
accounts, defended by the .Governor, till
his defalcation of more than £100,000 was
discovered. There were charges against
other officials, and smaller disputes in
which the Assembly triumphed in the end;
but concessions coming tardily, when they
could be no longer withheld, and when new
grievances. were rolling up in magnitude,
gave small satistaction. There is truth in
Bis dat gui cito dat, and he who, on the
contrary, gives tardily, only halt gives.
Between the Assembly and Legislative
Council there was perpetual altercation.
Our present upper houses approve of bills
sent up by ‘the lower, as a matter of course.
The Council of that day, disapproved as a
matter of course; and this continued
obstruction to legislation chafed the peo-
pleto fever heat. More than three hundred
bills passed By one house, were rejected
by the other.

In 1822, Mr. Edward Ellice would, un-
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known to the people, have rushed a bill | sembly with attempting to establish a re-

through the British Parliament, for uniting
the two provinces of Upper and Lower Can-
ada, had not Mr. Parker, aretired Canadian
merchant, not for any love for Canada, but
in mortal hate to Mr. Ellice.forsomeoldtrick
in wade between them, caused an opposi-
tion to be made, which gave time for Low-
er Canada to depute Mr. Papineau and
John Neilson to London, with the signatures
of sixty thousand people, and on their repre-
sentations, aided by Sir James Mackintosh
and Sir Francis Burdett, the project was
abandoned.

In 1828, when grievances had gone on for
years accumulating, a deputation from the
Assembly, with the petition of eighty thou-
sand persons, proceeded to England to bring
the whole question before the British Parlia-
ment, which named a very able committee,
whose report admitted the rightfulness of
our Asseinbly’s pretensions, and recom-
mended general redress, but left the carry-
ing out to His Majesty’s Ministers, who
never waked up to the necessity of decisive
action till roused by the fusillade of St.
Denis and St. Charles. All remaining as
it was, the whole body of grievances were,
in 1834, rather expanded than reduced in
the Ninety-two.Resolutions, which remain
as the historical record of Government ab-
‘uses.

Things meaningless and valueless, and
simply irritating, were deemed by the Ex-
ecutive in these years, necessary for the
safety of His Majesty’'s Government. A
subservient Quebec Grand Jury found bills,
only to be abandoned for their folly, for
seditious writings against that stern old
Scotchman, John Neilson, and Charles
Mondelet (now judge). Mr. Papinedu, elect-
ed Speaker, was rejected by the Earl of
Dalhousie—a supremely ridiculous act.
The Assembly persisting, he was com-
pelled to leave the Province, and Sir
James Kempt was sent to approve the choice
with a ready-made speech for the opening
of Parliament, prepared for him in Lon-
don, and sent out to be delivered here. Doc-
tor Tracey of the Vindicator, and Mr. Du-
vernay, of La Minerve,in 1832, were im-
pritoned by the Legislative Council for
calling that body ‘‘a nuisance.” One oy
the Honorable members charged the As-

The Late Hon. L. f}' Papineai.

public, and arraigned the whole mass of
French-Canadians as traitors. Such men
as Bourdages, Vallieres, Quesnel, Viger
Papineau, Rolland (afterwards Chief Jus-
tice), and ‘others of note, were dismissed
from militia offices (then omrly existing on
paper) for creating disaffection among the
people by their language. All these, and

many other paltry things, perpetrated from

month to month for twenty years, recoiled
back on their authors by disapprovals from
England, which followed consecutively, so
that the party of progress, always enraged
at some new injustice, were always in tri-
umph for victories' gained over the old.
All this kept the population in a condition
of chronic excitement; hatred and bitter
language found everywhere expression, and
every element of civil war, divided and dis-
tracted society.

Somelittlenesses willcreep in everywhere ;
but on the whele the Assembly, basing their
position and demands upon fundamental
principles of British freedom, were respect-
able throughout the long contest, which can
hardly be said of their opponents. It is
difficult to-day to conceive how to. many
years could have been occupied, and public
business impeded, by puerile subterfuge,
deceits, delusions and procrastinations.*

The appointment of Lord Gosford, Gov-
ernor-General, in 1835, to act with two other
incompetents, as a Commission to enquire
into our grievances, after seven years ne-
glect of the British Parliamentary Report,
and which our people had through their
Parliament reported over and again, was

* The late Mr. Jacob Dewitt and I met no end of
obstacles in the small matter of procuring a charter
for our City Bank. In the first year the Bill was
lost. Inthe second it passed both Houses; but was:
reserved lor His Majesty’s pleasure. Six directors
of the Bank of Montreal and Quebec branch were in
the Council. About a year afterwards a lady wrote me
that her husband, then in London, had requested her
to inform me that the Bill had been returned with ap-
proval. Our Parliament being in session, I wrote to
Mr. Dewitt to move for the despatch. He replied,
that he cnuld not, as in answer to a recent address for
all despatches received, the Governor had, as he de-
clared, seat them down, and there was nothing about
the Bank, I again urged him to move, regardless of
usage. He did sa, and down e¢ame the Bill, approved,
except in a useless clause about a forgery, that Par-
liament struck out, and thus our Second Bank got
its charter, 1533.—T. S. B.
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entirely outside the law, and one of thel
most impudently stupid devices ever plan-
ned as a make-shift to amuse away time.
Gosford, cunningly hiding his instructions,
and pretending to have great power for re-
dressing grievances when he had none,
making himself peculiarly pleasant with
the Canadian ladies of Quebec, and cajol-
ing their husbands, had drawn several lead-
ing men from their party allegiance, when
that gnad-cap, Sir F. B. Head, Governor of |
Upper Canada, gave publicity to the in-|
structions under which he was to act, andf
which, on the main points, being the same
as Gosford’s, and quite contrary to his pre-.
tensions, showed that he had been actingf
the partofa silly dupe to his own good-na-
ture, or a cunning trickster in the game of
others. The work of the Commission, as
known from the beginning, was naught,
and when published wus thrown aside as
rubbish. A ¢ 7imes Commissioner” would |
have produced more effect. :

The session of Parliament meeting in.

5

Lord John, frightened at the wretchedness
of his own expedient, dropped the resolu-
tions in Jupe, and obtained a vote to pay at-
rears out of the Military Chest, to be repaid
by the Province thereafter. Thus all the
offence, if any there be, in the general agi-
tation of 1837, and the so-called rebellion,
must rest at the door of Lord John Russell.
Knowledge of these resolutions, presented
on the 6th of March, only reached Canada—
there being then no ocean steamer—in the
middle of April, to be met by a storm of
indignation that roused the Province from
end to end in mass- meetings of whole
counties, organization of political commit-
tees, speeches, and hot discussions. No
one could foresee that Lord John was to
break down in a scare, frightened athimself;
and when the news did come that the reso-
lutions were abandoned, though the more
sedate remained quiet, the more ardent and
the young continued the agitation till No-
vember, when warrants for high treason
and general arrests brought old questions

September, 1836, was opened by Lord Gos-| o anend. There is a momentum in the
ford with a speech, vague and meaning-'impulse of masses that cannot be suddenly
less, except in showing that no detcrminedg arrested.

attention had been given by the Colonial; Though the word is familiar to us, future
Office to Canadian complaints. This could; historians may hardly admit that there ever
be endured no longer. Fourteen yearsi was a Lower Canada Rebellion, and the
of neglect, procrastinations, prevarica-| Whole record may be reduced to read that
tions, and delusions, carrying trifling be—! the proceedings of the Colonial Office, in
yond all limits, had exhausted all patience, | 1837, caused such excitement that towdrds
and the Assembly, rising in their dignity, | the end of the year Lord Gosford, fearing
inthe name of an insulted people, replied ' a revolt, directed the Attorney-General to
to the address (3rd Oct, 1836) that, theyé obtain warrants for high treason against
should adjourn their deliberations until . several leading men, which the judges, there
His Majesty's Government should ‘by its notbeing sufficient grounds of action, would

acts commence the great work of justice
and reform; until grievances were in pro-
gress of redress, they would listen to no de-
mand for supplies. This Parliament was
prorogued at the end of thirteen days—not
one bill having been passed.

Government was thus left for the fourth
year without a vote of supplies; and public
officers remained unpaid, though there was
£130,000 in the Provincial Chest, which led
to the resolutions of Lord John Russell,
then Colonial Secretary, in March 1837,
enabling Lord Gosford {o pay off the ar-
rears, without waiting for a vote of the As-
sembly. These resolutions, though carried
by a strong majority,were neveracted on, as

l

. hot grant; and recourse was then had to
the weak instrumentality of two magis-
,trates. Many arrests were made of persons
,against whom there was no charge; many
escaped them by going to the United States.
Three persons only—Doctor Nelson at St.
-Denis, T. S. Brown at St. Charles, and
' Doctor Chenier at St. Eustache—headed
;"resistance to these illegal warrants which
iended speedily in the dispersion of their
adherents. Elsewhere, men were ‘quietly
pursuing their usual course of life, em-
ployed in their usual occupations.

The Parliament off Lower Canada met
for the last time on the 18th August, 1837,
only to receive an unsatisfactary speech
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from Lord Gosford, replied to in a tonel In an official letter from Mr. Speaker Papi-

still more decisive than to that of the pre-
vious year, and be prorogued.

This narrative, mecessary in this place
for the information of the common reader
of the present generation, exhibits a con-
test between practical despotism and popu-
lar rights, small in its sphere, but as great
in principle as though the millions of an
empire were in the struggle. To repeat
what is before said, Great Britain by the
Act of 1791, had established in Lower Ca-
nadaa Lower House. or Commons House of
Assembly, invested with the attributes of
the British House of Commons. But little
appreciating these powers, the members
had for thirty years, nearly the whole time,
submitted to the dictation of the councilg
and officials, acting by their always conve-
nient tool—a military governor; and it
was only when Mr. Papineau, arrived at
man’s estate, became their teacher, that
they began to understand their own powers
and - consequence.  They could discuss,
deliberate, and vote ; but, through a council,
the Governor opposed a veto to every act
not pleasing to these dignitaries ; while
Colonial Ministers in London, to whom
complaints were always carried—conceding
as rights things often refused, and con-
stantly refusing rights when first asked:
often false and always wavering, with
neither the wisdom to concede gracefully
to the people uudeniable rights demanded
through their representatives, nor courage
to maintain to the end their officers whn
opposed them—Kkept the parties in the posi-
tion of two wrangling litigants in court.
continually appealing to a judge. who,
restrained by law from deciding against
one, and by policy from deciding against
the other, is too cowardly to decide for
either. Though Lower Canada was the
seat of hostilities, the war was Pan-colo-
nial—each colony interested in an issue that
was to determine the question of govern-
ment for all.

In a resolution adopted in 1836 (47 to 6).
the Assembly said that “‘the House had been
greatly encouraged by the hope and expec-
tation that any ameliorations in the politi-
cal institutions of this Province would be
followed, of right, by similar advantages
to our brethren inhabiting sister colonies.”

neau to Mr. Speaker Bidwell, of Upper
Canada (15th March, 1836), he says: ¢ To
whatever extent the blessings of a just,
cheap, and responsible system of govern-
ment are obtained by us, to that extent and
amount will the inhabitants of British
North America participate in the same
blessings.” Prophetically was this written.
Immediately on the concession of popular
Government to Canada. it was conceded to
British Colonies round the circle of the
globe. and all should reverence the memory
of the great champion who won their battle.

Whatever may have been the power or the
usefulness of minor lights, Mr. Papineau
was the great luminary and representative
man of his time, and recognized as such
by contemporaries, his name, Yike the
names of representative men in the world’s
early history, will go down as a 'personi-
fication or embodiment of progress in the
science of Government in our day.

Entering Parliament an elegant young
man, scrupulous in his attire, bringing the
prestige of his father’s popularity, and his
own repute, standing about five feet ten
inches in height, broad-chested. finely
moulded, a handsome face, eagle eye,
magnificent voice, and commanding pre-
sence, he could early assume a superiority
that all conceded. His salary of one thou-
sand pounds per annum was accepted, not
as the wages of parliamentary duties, but
as the provision for one devoting him-
self to public concernments, whose posi-
tion should be pecuniarily independent.
On one half he maiotained and educated
his family; the other half, with little
thought for prospective private require-
ment~, was expended in aid of an ill-sup-
ported liberal press, and those numercus
public calls of which public men who have
not their hands in the public treasury, know
the cost. The independence of economy
and self-denial enabled him for years to
refuse the acceptance of his salary, offered
against law by the Executive, and  his
noble wite bore with him many privations
at howmne, of which, tor the honor of his
party, ho outward sign was visible. The
bar and its emoluments he had abandoned.
His seigniory, entirely neglected, produced
no revenue,
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In all reforms there are partisans who [ marching with or impelled by them.

from tire to time find excuses for walking
no longer with their brethren. Some are
satisfied with gaining their own one point;
others are satisfied with small concessions;
some are coaxed or cajoled away or pur-
chased; and others, quailing at new ob-
stacles in the onward march, are arrested
by sheer timidity. The Canadian struggle
exhibited examples of all. Yeac after year
produced its deserters; and towards the
end, Mr. Papineau found his strongest
opponents among the men who had been
the first to urge him onward. But nobly
was he supported by the great body of his
countrymen, who returned him at every
new election by stronger and more deter-
mined majorities. :

Fresh obstacles and perplexities only
nerved him to gPeater effort; threatening
intimidations, to more courageous action;

“flattering seductions, to greater scorn for
those who offcred them. An orator of the
highest order, exceeding in eloquence all
his compeers, his voice, that carried con-
viction when it thundered in the halls«o!
Assembly, echoed with equal powe
every parish of the province. ‘

Fourteen years of consistency—always
spurning palliatives, always demand-
ing for the government of colonies
the undeniable rights of British subjects
to their fullest extent—were not without
their fruit. With implicit and unquestion-
ing confidence, his will became the
supreme law of his party, numb ring three-
fourths or more of the people of the Pro-
vince. His dictatorship may be seeu in
proceedings of the House of Assembly, and
those of primary assemblages of the peo-
ple, and in those of political committees,
either casual or parliamentary—all of
which was public at the time, and much
remains on record. For what may be here
found his memory is responsible, and for
no more. '

In the so-called Rebellion, his responsi-
bility was only that of one among the
many. The people educated by him to a
consciousness of their right to a govern-
ment giving them the control of their own
affairs, had become bold in their determi-
nation to accept nothing less, and he in
1837 had become less a leader than one

in

Nothing with him was hidden or private.
For his public teachings only was he re-
responsible; and what were they? They
may be found in the published speech made
by him at the great meeting of the County
of Montreal, in May 1837, and speeches at
many county meetings held in that year,
ending with the meeting of the five coun-
ties at St. Charles, on the 23rd October.
From hence to below Quebec, east and
west, county meetings were held, and the
roads he traversed from parish to parish
were thronged with the populace; houses
by the way-side were draped with flowers
and flags; miles in length of menon horse-
back and in carriages escorted his march.
Byt they were peaceful ovations; there
were few symbols of war, and multitudes
gathered round when he spoke, listening
for hours Wis eloquence; and what were
his teachings? The people were exhorted

'to continue firm in support of their repre-

sentatives in Parliament,with a new instruce
tion to promote non-intercourse with Great
Britain, by ceasing as far as possible from
the use of her products, and to abstain as
far as possible from the use of all duty-
paying articles, to diminish by such sacri-
fices a revenue that was only paid to be
stolen.  The world would then see the
earnestness of their determination, and the
British people be aroused to the danger of
longer neglecting their remonstrances.
This, with all right and justice on his side,
he deemed sufficient to insure in the
end the desired results: never advocating
armed resistance or sanctioning arming or
military preparations. At an important
meeting of the principal men of his party,
held in a previousyear, one of the greatest
influence (he soon after went over to Lord
Gosford), who proposed as the most effec-
tual measure of redress the purchase of
20.000 stand of arms, was atonce put down
by Mr. Papineau. In the summer of 1837,
he se;erely reprimanded the writer of this
article for making quiet enquiries in New
York about the purchase of muskets. With
the oranization of the “ Sons of Liberty,"
whose daring proceedings tended se
much to bring on the final crisis,
neither he nor any man of long prominent
politieal standing, or member of Parlia-

-



8

ment, was concerned. The young men, |
rank and file of the party is Montreal,

tired of the timid councils of the older,

organized, not so much for immediate

action as for the future defence of their

political chiefs, who dreaded precipitancy

and indiscretions, and few offered any

encouragement; though recognition was

forced upon them when it reached asudden

importance, and was hailed by the popular
voice as a new power. The organization was
in two divisions—one political, with presi-

dent and the usual ofticers; the other mili-

tary, under six chiefs of sections; and the
writer of this article, who wiote their mani-

festo, on whieh the warrant for high trea-

son against him is supposed to have been

founded, was elected their General.  When

- their last meeting (6th November. 1837)

led to riots, political arrests, and martial

law, Mr. Papineau left the city for the

Richelieu country, where Dr. Wolfred

Ne'son, independently, on his own respon-

sibility, had determined on armed resis-

tance to the warrant sent tor his apprehen-
sion. By the merest of accidents, the
writer of this aivived a week later, also
independently, without consultation with

any one of note, to establish a canp at St.

Charles as a rallying point of safety. Mr.

Papineau was presentat both places; at St.

Charles only twice, where he only stopped
a short time when passing, merely as a
looker-on. He remained at St. Hyacinthe
till after both camps were dispersed. when

he retired across the lines to pass the win-

ter in Albany. A warranttor high treason

had been issued. and one thousand pounds
oftered for his apprehension.*

* Landing at St. Charles on the 18th ;\'ovemi)er,

1 had not seen or heard of Mr. Papineau for two
weeks, and knew nothing of his whereabouts, when,
by a singular coincidence, I met him and Doctor
Wolfred Nelson on the bank. They werc from St.
Denis, and at that exact moment were passing up to
St. Mathias. He visited me after I was established ;
but neither counselled nor advised, for I wished him
to be free from all implication with what T sup-
posed would be a general uprising of the people, that
he could neither arrest or control, and in reserve for
niegotiations with the authorities, that l thought would
follow. When parties, with whom [ had no connec.
tion, nrganized an invasion of Canada in the winter
- of 1838, 1 went to Albaav purposely to learn his opin-
100, and found that ull was done without his concur-
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- gence, or knowledge, or approval. I found him,

F. Papineaun

In 1839, Mr. Papineau visited France,
where he remained till 1847 in quiet life,
devoting himself to studies that were made
most interesting by the intellectual trea-
sures at his comwand, especially in all
things relating to the earlier history of
Canada, and to the society of congenial
spirits, who so abound in Paris. A nolle
prosequi, in his case was, unsolicited by
him, entered in the Court of Montreal in
1843,* and rightly, too; for the information
and proceedings on which a warrant for
his arrest had been issued, and one thou-
sand pounds reward offered for his capture,
must have been contemptible in theextreme-
The whole record would be interesting for
publication now; but it was removed from
the archives of the Court here, and pos-
sibly destroyed by those who saw the shame
such outrageous proceedings brought upon
their party.

This left him in laws precisely where he
stood betore the proceedings against him
were instituted.  Here was an acknow-
ledgment that there had never been grounds
of action. There was nothing to pardon,
nothing to require amnesty. He had been
driven into exile. with- a price upon his
head, only to be told at the end of six years
that the authorities were all in the wrong.
Though tree to return to the country when
he pleased—safe from molestation—he
only came four years afterwards. Four
years of salary as Speaker of the old House
of Assembly, which in past vears he re-
fused to accept from the Governor, stood
at his credit in the books of the Province,
and was of right paid to him.

Called again to public life by election to
Parliament for the County of St. Maurice
in 1847, and afterwards for the County of
Two Mountains, he found himself alone in
the House. and without a party. The As-
sembly he had commanded was composed of
gentlemen sacrificing self and disinterested-
ly working for their country’s liberties. The
House he singly entered was composed too

mmoreover, surrounded by personal friends of Presi.
dent Van Buren—thethen rulers of New York—whos
deterimined on the enforcement of neutrality laws to
prevent misunderstandings with Great Britain, were
directly opposed to such movements.—1, S, B.

* T, $. Brown and E. B, Callaghan were included
in the same motion,
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much of “professionals”—all self—contend- | but straight onward, where ,the furrow,

ing for prizes and public purses. He who
had. predicted that America would give
Republics to Europe, could ill endure
what he considered a bastard offspring of
monarchy taking growth here. Led by
books, he was, in early life, an open ad-
mirer of the British constitution, till
observation of its practice disgusted him
with the fictions in its working. Instead
of three estates of theory, he had seen,
previous to the Reform Bill of 1832, the
monarchy and the multitude, practically,
almost annihilated by an oligarchical
supremacy; and from that date, the waves
of the multitude gradually encroaching
on ‘“‘king” and *‘lords” to a threatening
of their eutire extinction. The constitu-
tion of the Unitgd States was to him the
perfection of human wisdom. and the
essence of the British idea ot freedom, or
¢ constitution,” stripped of itsexcrescences,
practically developed in ‘the only fit form
for Amecrican communities; and in his
sincerity and singlenéss of purpose, he
could tolerate nothing dissimilar for
Canada.

Small reasoners have spoken of Mr.
Papineau as one possessed of no admini-
strative or practical ideas of government,
but a turbulent orator, impracticable and
obstructive, excelling only in opposition
or the work of demolition,” and incapable
to construct or to improve.

On the contrary, making the science and
philosophy ot government the study of his
life, and watchful of its workings every-
where, he was—though perhaps before the
time for Canada—admirably fitted to con-
struct and direct; but before erecting a new
edifice,the rubbish of the old was to be swept
awaydown to itsfoundation,asitwasin 1843.
Determined to obtain for the people and their
Parliament, all their rights as British sub-
jects, he sought to demolish the little clique
of officials who had usurped the patronage
and powers of Government, and on princi-
ple opposed all palliative measures of ex-
pediency that might by slatisf_ying many,
give permanency to things as they were,
and prolong or perpetuate the existence
of a system that could never work for good.
With his hand to the plough, he looked
not back, nor to the right or to the left,

opening the new, and burying the old,
should be laid; and determiined in his pur-
pose, nobly supported by his countrymen,
contented to labor and to wait, he only
asked in the beginning, and continued to
ask, what in the end was cheerfully con-
ceded by Great Britain to all her colonies.

To appreciate the magnitude of reform
for which the subjects of Great Britain are
indebted to this iron will and undaunted
determination, the present generation must
be told of British Colonies scattered every-
where upon the earth’s surface, each with
a so0-called constitutional Government,
composed, as modelied upon the home sys-
tem, of an ¢ Assembly.” to correspond
with the ¢* Commons;” ¢ Legislative Coun-
cil,” to correspond with the ** Lords;” and
some old military officer as Governor, to
correspond with the ¢ King.” In theory
this. was a free Governmeut, but in early
days the garrison was law to a colony as
it is to-day to a village, and the people
willingly permitted Governors, mere pup-
pets in the hands of councillors and offi-
cials. to rule as arbitrarily as the Governor
of a Spanish dependency, who was ¢ Fene-
raldelos Reales Exercitos, Gobernador pol-
itico v Militar de la , y sus Pro-
vincia y Gefe de la Real Hacienda.*

With the increase of population, wealth,
and private interests, the people had be-
come everywhere restive under this domi-
nation, supported as it invariably was by
the officials of the Colonial Office. Eman-
cipation, and the free exercise of Parlia-
mentary powers, and a deliverer, were
required. They were found in Mr. Papi-
neau and the people of Lower Canada, who
$0 unﬂinchi‘ngly confided in h,is leadership.
It was a curious anomaly to see Britons, to
whom freedom is a traditional inheritance,
indebted for their birthright to the des-
cendants of Frenchmen, whose political
memories went back to no government but
one the most absolutely despotic.

Such was the government found by Mr.
Papineau in 1818. A Governor sent out
from England to be the instrument of a
body of officials, appointed by the Crown

*  General of the Royal forces, civil and military
Governor of (some city) and its Province, and Chiet
of the Royal Treasury.”
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for life, and responsible to nobody. affi-
liated with a Legislative Council or Upper
House ot Parliament, appointed in the same
manner, composed in part of the same offi-
cials who ruled the Province, regarding
the popular branch as of little more conse-
quence than a mob meeting on the market-
place to pass resolutions. Its control over
only a portion of the revenue was admitted,
and the Council sought to dictate the mode
in which even this portion should be voted.

When left in 1837, nearly every right
claimed by him with unwavering perti-
nacity for the Assembly, had been con-
ceded, though ungraciously, and dribbled
out by fractions from year to year; the
Council itself only remaining as an ob-
struction, for the removal of which a Coun-
cil elected by the people had becn tor five
years demanded. .

But his triumphant victory over mis-rule
of the past, was only acknowledged duting
his exile, when the Colonial Administra-
tion which had so long fastened Colonial
privileges to the mast-head, above the
reach of the people, let all down by the run,
to be scrambled for by them. Those, who
succeeded Mr. Papineau founded our pre-
sent system of ** Responsible Government.”
which he looked upon with contempt and
disgust, as a shabby imitation of Old World
machinery; and he entered the new Parlia-
ment to plea<e others; for while ne could
not conscientiously approve what had been
done, he did not think the time come for
disturbing what had beed accepted by the
people.

Of all men, a philosophic Democrat
s¢es most clearly the necessity of curbs on
Democracy, suchas the constitution of the
United States secks for by scparating
powers that are legislative ; powers that are
judicial; and powers -that are executive;
" and further in the construction of the legix-
lative power. Each member in the Lower
House represents, and is responsible to,
one of the small districts, each containing
an equal number of inhabitants, into which
the whole country is divided. The Senator
is one of two who represent a State, large
or small, without regard to population,
whether itbe counted by hundreds of thou-
sands or millions. The President, voted
for by the whole people, represents the

'
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nation. Leyislative and executive powers
are not-jumbled by ‘ Ministers ™ in the
House, to dragoon the representatives of
the people, who are thus left free in their
deliberations, the heads of departments
being mere executive subordinates of the
President, in carrying out the laws, and
responsible, not to the legislative power,
but to him. Here is check upon check, the
greatest of all being the veto power of the
President, which is simply conservative,
to suspend; for if obstructive, there is a
remedy in the next election.

Our Dominion is governed by ideas'that
are European, existing in vigor here, while
they are wearing away in their place of
birth; but it requires a smaller prophet
than Mr. Papineau to foresee that when the
American-born part of our population be-
gin more generally to think for themselves,
there will fall from their eyes those scales
that hide the fact that our assumed monar-
chial government, having little of monar-
chy in it beyond the gold-lace of Ministers,
and certain flunkeyisms, are an unbridled
Democracy headed by the leader of the
Commons, that may end in “Rings ” com-
pared to which the late Tammany Ring
was but a plaything.

The English speaking population, with
the exception of the Irish Roman Catholics,
who usually voted with the Frepch, were
nearly as united in supporting the Gover-
nor and Council as the French were in their
opposition. They had also their continued
public meetings from month to month
and year to year, their associations, their
manifestoes, and their resolutions; and
they also sent their agents to London to
oppose those deputed by the French. City
clections were seasons of open war between
the parties, turmoil and bloodshed. Much
appeared on the surface illogical in all the
proceedings of the English, for undernéath
was the unseen impetus of instinctive dread
of French supremacy, the dangers of which
many may now think were not over esti-
mated. Singular are the sequences of
party strife. The same conservative Eng-
lish party that, betore the union of the two
provinces, literally carried war to the
knife against the French, became after the
union those steady =allies that so com-
pletely elevated them to supremacy; for
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now alarmed at Upper Canada liberalism,
they aided the French in making Govern-
ment under the Union an impossibility,
and forced on Confederation, by which old
Lower Canada has become the French Pro-
vince of Quebec, where. if we may credit
some alarmists, an English Protestant may
be as powerless, politically, as a Jew im
Rome or a Christian in Constantinople.
Leaving concernments of State in 1854,
Mr. Papineau at the age of sixty-eight
years, commenced a work for his own
enjoyment. Th:. Seigniory of Petite
Nation, fifteen miles wide on the left or
north bank of the Ottuwa. and fifteen
miles deep, purchased by him about
the year 1816. possibly with the fore-
shadowing of dignified retirement, had
remained useless and unproductive—not
one-fourth being occupied by inhabitants
—till now, when complete abstraction from
public affairs gave him the required lei-
sure, at the end of nearly forty years, to
attend to his owni and giving scope to a
long cultivated ideal, most beautiful was
made his last dwelling-place among us.
The passenger proceeding up the Ottawa,
when a little above L'Orignal, sees before
himn at the end of a ten miles stretch of the
river, a large quadrangular edifice, with
high towers at the angles, built on a
slightly elevated wooded point, afier the
fashion of a French ckateax. 'This was the
hospitable home where friends were made
welcome as the day; and around are gar-
dens and flower-beds, brilliant and fra-
grant, while through an adjoining park of
five hundred acres in natural forest, cleared
beneath, run miles of driving roads and
foot - paths.  Here. at this  imposing
abode, so perfected as his last work, with
his daughter. his son, and his son-in-law,
and all his grandchildren around him, and
apparently in the enjoyment of his usual
robust health, he was suddenly called away
at near the close of his eighty-filth year.
Accustomed to imprudent exposure in
. all weather, on Thursday. the 14th f’f Sep-
tember last, though troubled. with™a slight
indisposition, he went out in dressing-
gown, slippers, and bare netk, oo a frosty
day, to give directions to some laborers on
his grounds. Chills followed soon, and
congestion of the lungs set in, with oppres-

L. ¥ Papincau. It
sion and difficulty of breathing. On Mon-
day (18th) the family were collected with
a physician from the c¢ity. By this time
the oppression became so great that, for
five days and nights, unable to recline in
bed, he sat in chairs, nearly without sleep,
changing frequently from one to the other;
but never was the philasopher and giant
spirit more conspicuous! His mind per-
fectly lucid, his courage and self-possession
complete, without effort. with absolute
calm, he spoke of the fatal issue soon com-
ing to mock the kindness, skill, and care
of those attendinyg. He explained minutely
the intentions of his will, drawn by his
own hand some years previous, and coun-
selled his children with lessons of love,
leniency. equity, and good-will in all the
relations of life, to make them happy here
and resigned to depart from this world
when their allotted course was run, and
death, the good and normal termination of
our days, opened the gate to an unknown
but not to be dreaded future career, pre-
pared by the allwise and all good Creator
of the Universe. Taking his prescribed
medicine, he would say with a smile,
*“All this T must do to' satisfy the doctor;
but he knows, as well as [ do, that it is of
no u-e.” Seldom taking nourishment, he
preferred helping  himself to asking of
others; patient and kind. he thanked them
smiling tor every little attention, and dis-
playedaquiet strength,withoutone moment
of physical or moral faltering. His chair
drawn to the window, he gazed upon his
grounds and trees tinged with the brilliant
tints of autama, and calmly said, ** Never

again shall [ see my garden and my
flowers.”  His only allusion to politics

was when an opiate hadbeen adininistered,
after six waking days. Waving his arm to
the wall, he exclaimed. *- There fs an
appeal in favor of the poor Irish!” and
shortly atter, ‘“ What a stupid thing for
ne to be sick here while such tremendous
events are occurring, and the affairs of
England and France are so entangled.” *

* With strong sight, ncver requiring glasses, Mr.
Papineau kept by his bed-side a candle and matches,
which he lighted to read when wakened at night.
The following list of bonks upon the table exemplifien
the eclecticism and Catholicity of his thoughts and

study: «[ife of Washington,” © Life of Jefferson,*
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At half past eight on the evening of
Saturday, the 23rd September, he called
the Doctor to be alone with hini, and tak-
ing his hand, said: ¢ Everything that
science and the kindest care and attention
could do for me has been done; but to no ;
use—adieu my dear Doctor.” Haif an'
hour after, his head was thrown back on
his chair, with a deep sigh, and the brave,

stamped to be the political chief and re-
generator of a people, incorruptible and de-
voted, endowed with a force of mind not to
be surpassed, a hatred of oppression, a
love for his constituents of every origin '
; and creed—who could be neither enticed by
| promises nor shaken by threats, and who
was honored even by enemies for pure
blamelessness in private life, consistency,
great spirit had fled. The heart, that had | unyielding integrity, extensive know-
for some years suffered derangement, sud- | ledge, talents as a statesman, and power
denly ceased to beat—the most painless of  as an orator—a 1ortal privileged to com-
deaths possible. ! mand, ranking among the most illustrious
In the vault of a pretty private chapel, | | of his age, the grandest figure of a consti-
upon a kx_loll near the mansion; the re.‘tutlonal epoch, distinguished for every

mains of this purest of patriots are deposit- | moral, social, and domestic virtue—a philo-
sopher and philanthropist, uniting the eru-
! dition of a man of letters with the urbanity
of the most accomplished gentleman, de-

ed with those of his father, his wife, and a
son. To this thus consecrated shrine dis- |
tant eyes will be turned, and pllgnmages
be made.

The historian of years coming will tel)
of a remarkable French-Canadian, promi-
nent above all in his time, of eagle-eye and
noble presence, serious and learned be-
yond his years, entering Parliament as one

‘ D’Alembert,” ¢ Thoughts of the Emperor Marcus
Aurelius,” ¢ Dictionnaire des Contemporains,” ¢ Dic-
tionnaire Genealogique,” “The Holy Bible,” “Poetry
of Horace,” ““ La Flore Canadienne,”  Imitation of
Jesus Christ,” * Histoire des Gaulois,” ¢* Works of
Seneca,” the last numbers of the ¢ Westminster,”

* Quarterly,” and “ Edinburgh” Reviews.

l lightful in conversation on every subject, a
i Bayard,
twho from a height surveyed the whole

sans peur et sans reprocke—one

political field, and always saw the sun
behind the clouds—a master mind express-
ing itself with equal ease, elegance and
energy in English or French, grave, digni-
fied and senatorial, carrying with it the
Parliaments in their sessions, or the people
when met in their primary assemblies; and
then will be repeated the story of a pro-
longed life, honored and glorious, as sub-
limely tranquil in its decline as it was
brilliantly tumultuous in its rise.
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AMONG THE LITTLE ONES.

v

BY ELLEN AGNES BILBROUGH.

e ,

'

In a previous paper, written by Miss|prisons. A great advantage to the Cana-

Lowe, the early history of this interesting |
work was given, showing how from small !

beginnings among the little match-box | felt, and who eagerly seek for one of our.

makers and their brother shoeblacks
or crossing-sweepers, gradually evening
schools, classes, then homes, with training.
had arisen for them in London. But at
this point a difficulty arose—the question,
“ What future lies before these lads, even |
_ though trained to honest labor and taught
a trade? Were tlere not scores alreaay
ot skilled workmen, applying daily at
the Refuge for assistance, unable to obtain
work? Were not our visitors in the hospi-
tals and workhouses constantly meeting
with those who—after a long life of labor
which, at best, could barely keep the wolf

from the door—had, when sickness or old |-

age came upon them, to seek a shelter in
the dreaded Union?”

After waiting on the Lord for guidance,
and seeking fro‘m Him the heavenly wis-
dom that teacheth all things, Miss Mac-
pherson resolved, with His help, to try and
solye this problem which has interested
and puzzled s0 many of our philanthropists
—viz., How can we change our untaught
&nd uncared-for little wanderers into useful
and- independent members of society? by
herself taking & hundred boys, then crowd-
ing the mission at home, bringing them
across the Atlantic, and placing them in
homes on the Canadian shore.

Since May, 1870, how much has been
accomplished? Six detachments have fol-
lowed the first hundred, and now above 800
claim our prayers and interest in this new
land of their adoption. A threefold good
is thus accomplished. Benefit to the old
country in relieving it from those who,
having no power to help themselves, must
inevitably have become a burden and ere
long inmates of our workhouses or our

5

dians, in a country where want of labor
to cultivate their broad acres is severely

little ones to train up as their own and in
time to become a valuable assistant.

But the greatest benefit of all is to
the children themselves, taken sometimes
from homes of pinching want and misery,
become such from a father’s failure or
death, or found alone on London streets—
a loneliness more forlorn and intense than
even among Canadian backwoods; or, more
sad and hopeless still, children of a drunk-
ard’s home sent out to beg or steal, not
only for daily bread, but the wherewithal
to supply an unnatural parent’s thirst for
drink. ‘

Itdoes, indeed, require us to see both sides
ot the Atlantic ere we can fully realize the
benefit accruing to these children by being
placed in a family, with individual careand
love bestowed upon them. carefully trained

in Capadian farm labor, and with the pros-'

pect of honorable independence before
them.

But as facts ever speak louder than words,
we will look at the past and future history
of some of our little protédgés. In a small
attic in London a woman lay dying, her
heart filled with sorrow for the two bright
little fellows she is leaving behind—know-
ing their father's example and influence
will be the worst they can have. A godly
grandmother does her best to supply the
mother’s place. Above all, her prayers of
faith are answered. The boys’ were plslced
under Miss Macpherson’s care in one of her
homes for little boys, and after two years
the little feHows of five and six years were
brought to Canada, September 1870.

13

During the past year their course has

been of peculiar interest to many. Their
strong likeness to and affection for each




14

other, with their winning ways and bright, |
happy faces, attract much sympathy. Soon’

after reaching Marchmont, one of the little
fellows came running up to Miss Macpher-
son, and thrusting a ten cent piece into
her hand, said, * A ladyv gave it to me, and
I want you to take it and buy a loaf of
bread.” A year has since passed, and we
see the same principle working still. Their
kind Canadian father has given them a
piece of land, potatoes were planted, and
now $2 is returned for their passage money
and two more to forward to the dear old
grandmother. During a short visit to
England this summer, we found time to see
her. living in a tiny back room in Bethnal
Green. What tears of gratitude filled her
eyes on hearing of the kind Christian home
into which her little grandsons had been
received! Prayers of long years were an-
swered, and. praise and thankfulness to'
God poured from her lips.

The following is a letter sent her by the .
little ones 7 — ‘

September, 1871,
DEAR GRANDMOTHER.

We are very sorry to hear you are sick, and we are ’
very .glad that we ‘have got such a good home, and |
Mr. V loves us. We are trying to save nur‘
money for you, We would like to see you. Weare
good healthy boysand go to school every day, and try
to learn fast; and we go to Sunday-school too. We
have a very kind grandmother here. We can hoth
milk, but Freddy can milk the most. We are tryiny
to be good, and mind what is said’to us.

TOMMY and FREDDY.

It is difficult for English friends to under-
stand or imagine how quickly and eagerly
these little ones are adopted. In the last
party that left England 1st September 1871, |
were two, brother and sister, five and seven
years of age. Their mother lay ill of con-
sumption, the father could do little or noth-
ing for them, and a gentleman becoming in-
terested, and knowing of Miss Macpherson’s
love for the little children, seat them to
her to find anothrer home in a new land.
Mabel was soon chosen by an excellent'
Christian lady, residing some thirty miles |

“*a brother and sister,
{ young; thev had no children of their own,

Miss Macpherson’s Work.

Through mistake the child was late and
missed the train. Nuoxt morning the hus-
band himself appeared, so eager was he to

_‘ secure the boy—and how pleased and happy

the little five-year-old looked seated beside
him in the buggy going to join his sister
Mabel!

These friends have already one of our
elder lads. making three new members in
their family.

But this is not the only instance. Ina
quiet, comfortable home, where this summer’
Miss Macpherson has been spending a few
days, she finds three of her little ones.
After her meeting last fall at the Stone
church,Moira, a benevolent-looking Quaker

"and his wife came forward. and begged

Miss Macpherson to bring them next spring
no matter how

and two previously brought up, were about
to* settle, and the homestead would be
lonely.” She promised to find them, and
during the winter’s work in East London,
two little motherless ones were brought in,

‘} and immediately appropriated to Mr. and

Mrs. M.

In the meantime, one bitterly cold
winter’s day, they drove to Marchmont,
and seeing Nannie, a little six-year-old
orphan rescued from Flower and Dean
streets, they decided to take her for a visit
till spring. Gradually the child grew into
their hearts, and the farmer would tell
with what eagerness she learnt to read,

{what a trouble it was to be kept from

school. and how on wet days he would.
saddle his horse and take the little one to
school. Spring came round. bringing fair
curly-headed Lizzie and her brother, three
and five years of age, and the question
arose about Nannie; it was quickly decided.
by the still active zrandmother: ‘“ You may
do‘as you like about the other two, but
Nannie stays here while I live.” Surely
these dear friends will in no wise lose their
reward in thus caring for those who are
both fatherless and motherless.

It is astoniéhing to see how quickly

from Belleville; but, she not wishing to take . these little ones learn to love the friends
charge of a second, Willie was left behind. lwho take them, and in how short a time

Next day the telegraph wires broughtthe { they become acquainted with the ways of
message; ‘‘ Mabel pines for her brother;| the household. able to do ‘‘the chores,”
send Willie by afternoon train.” and gradually to grow up as loved and
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valued members of the family. The pre-| ‘The children in the village meet to-
vious life of sorrow and suflering in Eng-  gether every Saturday afternoon in the
land seems to fit them peculiarly for adOp-f school-room for work, some making shirts,
tion in their new and brighter homes. As|frocks, aprons, &c., others knitting socks
a whole, this partof our work seems the|and mufflers. The boys wind wool, gather
most encouraging. In no case has a child! cones and acorns to ornament boxes, col-
under ten years of age cost real anxiety. ilect our beautiful autumn leaves which,
Taken by those whose object is. not imme- : when pressed and varnished, are greatly
diate return of labor, but who are willing | thought of in England—in short do every-
té spend some years of love and training  thing they can to assist. Each member
on the child, thereby reaping a more abund- | pays 4 small admission fee, which goes to
ant harvest in after years. the purchase of materials, and each boy
Especially this work among children|who is willing, takes a collecting card,
speaks to the hearts of* other children.! while all deny themselves candy money,
How many touching letters are daily re-i&c., for the cause.” *
ceived from them at home. enclosing small:  An instance of quick and hearty response
sums accumulated from some act of self-de- | cccurred last fall. While waiting half an
nial, such as going without sweets, sugar, ! hour in a western railway station, Miss
&c. One boy gave a promised pony, pre-; Macpherson entered into conversation with
ferring instead to rescue one little life from . a young lady also waiting. She became
ruin.  Little Katie sent first some tatt-| interested in hearing the accounts of the
ing; then afew weeks later a letter com- ! little orphans, and on her return to her
taining a few shillings, saying she was|distant home gathered her companions,
now too ill to work; and a few weeks later a | told them the touching histories which had
black-edged letter comes from the sorrowing | so affected herself, formed a weekly work-
mother, enclosing the child’s last bequest, | ing party, and ere spring their united
and telling how her dying prayer went up ‘ eflorts resulted in a good-sized box of use-
for the little match-box-makers. . ful clothing being sent to the home at
A class of infant Sunday-school children | Marchmont, ready for the coming children

in Manchester, hearing the account of this
work from their teacher, set eagerly to
woik; and when next Sabbath came round
brought their offering of $18. This soon
increased, they wrote to ask Miss Macpher-
son for the name and photograph of a spe-
cial boy to be interested in and pray for.
He came out in May, and Willie H—
is in a comfortable home near Toronto.

Again a young lady in the suburbs of
London gathers a few children on Saturday
afternoon, cuts out little print frocks and
aprons, and the busy fingers set to work
and ere long a useful parcel of clothing is
sent to the Home of Industry, while the
children’s interest i~ kept from flagging
by hearing read the differcnt little leaflets
and occasional papers written about the
work.

We are glad to find that this work is
progressing among Sunday-schools and
children on this side of the Atlantic also.
Miss Barber, a lady living at Knowlton,

E.T., tells us in the following words how
she manages:

in spring.

English ladies are not behind-hand in
endeavoring to help our Canadian sisterss
having sent over this summer above $1000

worth of fancy and useful articles. The’

disposal of this would entail much extra
work on those immediately engaged in the
mission; but kind helpers again come for-
ward, and when having any special gather-
ing of friends, send to Marchmont for a
box containing fancy work, books, photo~
graphs, which their friends .are glad to
purchase, thus spreading far and wide the
knowledge and interest of the work.

In all these various means of service, we
endeavor to set forth our Saviour’s princi-
ple of giving—‘ Let not the left hand
know what the right hand doeth.”  * [nas-
much as ye have done it unto one of these,
ye have done it unto me.”

We publish no appeals for money and

* Leaflets con[nining{ this and other information, to
be obtained from Miss Macpherson, Marchmont,
Belleville, Ont.

1
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then subscription lists. ‘Let every man
give willingly with his heart.” How
blessed to be able to say as in the olden
days, ¢ The people bring much more than
enough for the service of the work which
the Lord commanded, so that they had to
be restrained.” But this can never be
accomplished till Christian women have
arisen from homes of ease and plenty, and
gone forth with hearts overflowing with
love to Jesus, to gather in and train by
personal effort, the thousands of uhtaught,
neglected ones in our large cities.

Miss Macpherson has been able to spend,
during this summer, much of her time in
visiting among the different farms where
our children are located—within some 3o
or 40 miles of Belleville, in the counties of
Hastings and Prince Edward. Starting
early, some sunshiny morning, on a week’s
tour, dining with one farmer, having tea at
another’s, and passing the night at some
specia' friend’s—Charlie, our mission horse,
receiving the best of fare, while next day
the farmer will put in his own horse and
take us round the neighboring farms
where the little English emigrants have
found a resting-place. And oh! the joy of
these children to see again the well-remem-
bered face and hear the cheery tones of
voice which had first seen and relieved

their misery in the old country, and now’

bringing fresh cheer and comfort in the
new. With what haste the table is spread
and soon loaded with substantial food and
the never-failing green tea and apple sauce;
and afterwards what opportunities arise for
a few words of counsel. Some verses are
read from the good old Book, and then
kneeling down, the child is committed, with
those in charge, to the care of Him who
has said, ‘‘I will never leave thee nor for-
sake thee.” '

How we wish our readers could see one
of the busy days at Marchmont immediately
on the arrival of a new detachment of chil-
dren! Oneconveyance after another drives
up and is fastened under the sturdy maple
trees, while the farmer and his wife are
shown into the good-sized parlor. There

~ we refer to his previously sent in applica-
tion, and se« his letter of recommendation,
and being satisfied that it will be a good
home in which to place one of our orphan

Miss Macpherson’s Work.

charges, proceed to call in from the garden,
or field, or playground, some half-dozen
boys of the age and size required, often ask-
ing them to sing a hymn to prevent the
too anxious look and eager smile in order
to attract notice and to be chosen. It may
seem strange how anxious the child is' to
leave us and go among strangers; but so
it is, and we would not have it otherwise.
When the choice is made, the previous his-
tory is given, the happy little fellow is sent
for his possessions, while the different
arrangements as to wages, clothing, school-
ing, etc., are attended to and written down
in the page allotted to each child’s history
in the report book.- Soon t:e little man
returns, his earthly goods all contained in
the white canvas bag. After a few words of
prayer, a hearty shake of the hand, a pro-
mise soon to come and see him, and an
earnest reminder to write to his home
friends, he jumps into his new ‘master’s
“‘democrat,” and drives off amid the deafen-
ing cheers of his companions, who have
gathered round on the verandah to bid
farewell, and to hope the same good for-
tune may ere long come to each one of
them. :

Often all our party will be distributed
ere the lapse of a week or two days. Occa-
sionally some return to us, not finding it
the Elysian life of happiness their vivid
imagination piotured it, feeling intensely
the loneliness from friends, and resolving,
at any cost, to return and- see us face to
face: while others come after a month or
two's absence, looking =0 hronzed with the
summer’s sun, so healthy from the abund-
ance of nourishing food, and so Canadian-
like in their new suit of fulled-cloth, that
we can hardly recognize them. They come

'in. and sitting down beside us, tell us of

their new home, its many advantages—or,
perchance, little trials—their attendance at
church and Sunday-school, the last letters
from the old countfy, and their earnest
resolve to stay in their place and endeavor
to be a credit to their kind friends; and
specially pleasant work it has been this
fall to give rewards, either of writing-cases
or books, to those who have stayed a
twelvemonth in their fiest situation; and
fer those who have repaid the portion of
their passage money ($25), a handsomely
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illaminated certificate, bearing this in-
scription :—

Presented
by
Miss MACPHERSON,
from the
HoMme ofF INDUSTRY, SPITALFIELDS,

together with a reward for having repaid
passage money and retained a situation,
with good character from the employer,
months ending

Many of them we hope to see framed and
hanging in Canadian homesteads as a
proof of the independent spirit and onward
progress of our boys; many children have
younger brothers and sisters still starving
at home, whom they earnestly long to help
out to this land of plenty; and this Miss
Macpherson is ever willing and anxious to
do, especially when proved worthy of help.
One girl of fifteen who had spent long
years at match-box making and has now
been above a year in her first place, has
paid nineteen dollars towards her passage-
money, which goes to assist her brother
out next spring, while the fact that these
children have already paid above four hun-
dred dollars, shows that this principle of
self-help and self-denia! :ay be successful-
ly carried out. T

During the winter, applications from all

parts of Canada are received and regis-

tured, stating the age, etc., of child wanted,
and in each case we require a recommen-
dation, or letter from the minister of whose
church the applicant is a member, to cer-
tify this would be a good home, where care-
ful and religious training would be given
the child. Ministers are thus becoming in-
terested in the work. As various members
of their coagregations receive the chil-
dren, they watch over them, give a kind-
ly word in the Sabbath-school, or advice,
when needed by some wayward laddie
whose self-will is stronger than his judg-
ment. ‘

In vlacing the children out from our dis-
F N

1y
tributing home, we give especial attention
to any new neighborhood or section of
country where several are applied for; thus
in the western district round Woodstock
we have placed some seventy boys, and ere
another summer’s return we hope to havé
established there a branch home or farm.

In Ottawa and around, twenty boys from
the  last vdetachment were quickly placed
out—the same in Cobourg and other towns,
and as the demand in any locality increases,
so does the necessity of a home, where su-
pervision can be exercised, refractory cases
received, 1eclaimed, and’ again placed out,
loving words of prayer and advice given—
nursing in case of sickness, and change of
air and rest after illness. This has been
worked out in our first home, which is, we
trust but the forerunner of other similar
homes throughout the length and breadth
of the land.

Since writing the above, our hearts have
been cheered and strengthened by advices
from Scotland, telling us of one -gentle-
man’s gift of $20,000 towards a Home for
the neglected children in his own northern
city, to be taken in and educated with spe-
cial reference to emigration in the spring..
This is as it should be, and voluntary help-
ers are coming forward to assist in carry-
ing on this most blessed work of labor
among the little ones.

The demand on this side seems to in-
crease, as people know and become inter-
ested. But a handful are left of the five hun-
dred brought out to Marchmont this sum-
mer, and many applicants have had to
wait with a promise till next spring.

Through the winter the continuous su-
pervision is still exercised over the chil-
dren, in their near or distant homes, and if
need be changes and alterations made. We
know how much this eases the minds of
friends in England, the knowledge that, as
far as possible, their children are being
carefully guided and watched over, and in
the numerous prayers which are daily of-
fered, a new link of loving sympathy is be-
ing formed between the Old and New Con-
tinents, .
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That Winter.

WINTER.

BY EDITH AUBURN.

(Copyright reserved.)

CHAPTER 1.

«Kitty Lawson, is that where you are?”

¢“Yes ma'am.”

« Come down this minute, or I'll send
the boys up to you.”

“The boys be all gone to the fun’ral.”

< Come down, I say, or I'll shake you off
the tree.”

¢ The apples 'ill tumble too.”

“You young thief, come down this in-
stant, and drop them apples you have in
your pocket, or Il stick this in you,” and
Mrs. Beatty picked up a pitchfork that was
lying under the tree. Kitty Lawson, in
fright, climbed a higher branch, shaking
off as she did so a shower of unripe apples,
which in their fall struck Mrs. Beatty on
the head, back and face. She chuckled
with delight when one larger than the rest
came full furce on the woman’s prominent
nose. Mrs. Beatty soon cleared the circum-
ference of the tree, and turning, pitched
the fork up at Kitty. For the latter’s bodi-
ly preservation it caught in the branches.

“You see, Mrs. Beatty, you can’t hurt
me.”

«“ Are you coming down ?”’

¢ Yes, the minute you go in the house
an’ shut the door.”

“You'll come down now.”

«NoIwon't. Youbea wantin’to pound
me for your broke nose.”

“«“Pound you! You'll get as good a
pounding as ever you got, when your dad
comes home.”

«I know that,” Kitty's flesh gave aslight
quiver, “I allers get that now. Dad's got
a new notion, Jack calls it a patent pne,
for making me good.”

A cry from her house, together with the
pain in her nose, made Mrs. Beatty glad to
accede to Kitty's terms. The moment the
door had closed on her, the child—for she

was only twelve—slid down from the tree,

and after filling her slip with the fallen
fruit, bounded like a young squirrel over
the fence, and was soon seated at her fa-
ther's door. As soon as she felt herself
safe, she gave way to such laughter that
her stolen treasures rolled away from her
lap into the drain, and ‘‘ the family above”
came out to see what caused the merriment.

““You hopeless young ’'un, you've been
stealin’ apples again.” ’

““Yes,” and Kitty rolled over in another
fit of laughter.

“Your dad won’t whip you for nothin’
to-night.”

“No, that’s a comfort, for Mother Beat-
ty’s nose be broke. Oh! it was such fun to
sce her look up when they came bumping
against it—But there’s dad.”

The sight of her father sobered her, and
hastily gathering up the apples she ran
into the house, and wasbusy washing and
wiping them when he entered.

Lawson, or Old Lawson as he was gen-
erally called, was the sexton of Oakboro’
church. He was a cobbler by trade, and
for years had struggled to maintain his
wife and children in decency; but as their
wants increased his wife’s health began to
fail, and in his dilemma of not knowing
how to meet expenses he applied to his
clergyman for help, who at once gave him
the vacant sextonship of the church. De-
lighted with his unexpected good fortune
he returned home, eager to announce the
news to his wife, who, he hoped, would be
spared to share it; but she, on hearing of
their improved prospects, lifted her hands
in token of thankfulness and expired. So
that the first grave he was called upon to
dig was for the woman he had loved so
long. The clergyman told him to get a
substitute for the work, but he shook his
head.

!
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*“ Thank’ee sir, you mean it kindly, but | ney. By this fime Kitty, aroused from her

I'll dig it mysel’. You see I a kind o’ hur-
ried her death. It cametoo sudden for her
to be sure of bread for the children after
want, an’ I teld it her too quick.”

In the cart which carried Mrs. Lawson’s
body to the cemetery was a lilac-bush, to
be planted on her grave.

““You see, sir,” said her husbandto the
clergyman, “ she was allers fond of the lay-
lock ; she would say to me: ¢ John, when we
get a bit better off we’ll ha’ a laylock-bush
in front o’ our door.””

‘“'T'ut, tut Lawson, don’t go on that way.
Why man you are crying like a child.”

‘“Can’t help it. You see it be so lonely,
with the sunshine an’ with the birds just
the same, to leave her a-lyin’ here, with
the laylock-bush at her head.”

This was ten years before our story
opens, and since that time, in sunshine or
storm, cold or heat, the old sexton walked
two miles every day to visit his wife’s grave.
No other one in that large cemetery was
Watched with more loving, or received more
constant, care. The lilac-shoot had long
ago grown into a lovely little bush, well
kept and pruned, so as not to overstep its
limits. Other plants bordered the grave,
While many a day in summer a bunch of
garden flowers withered on its centre.

‘“ Dad, you bring the water, an’ I'll get
the tea.”

“You get tea! you good for nothink;
You'll only drownd the fire an’ mess the
floor.”

“Try me.”

Lawson did not like this appeal, for he
was a soft-hearted man, and as evening ap-
Proached he required all the nerve he
could muster to give his child her nightly
Whipping. Aslong as she was idle or dis-

obedient he found some excuse for whnt[

dozing with her head on the table, would
be giving, by way of preparation, a few pre-
liminary screams. Her father, in a little
less state of excitement, would sob out,

“I’ve got to doit. I’ve got to save you.
Listen to Mrs. Allan’s words—she’s a nice
woman—I writ them down, just what she
said :

“‘Lawson,” she said—Listen, I say, and
stop that yelling—¢ your sons are the worst
in the town—they’ll never come to any
good, so make up your mind to that. But
with proper means Kitty may be saved. By
proper means I mean a good sound raw-
hidin' every day; nothing else will save
her.” ™"

‘Do you hear that, child? I must save
you.”

At this point the old man’s tears would
be flowing on Kitty’s outstretched hands,
and the rawhiding commence, mingled
with the howls of both. -

On the evening in question he thought
she was trying to shirk the whipping; but
she assured him that she would stand it
bravely. Thinking this a hopeful sign, he
became quite talkative over Mrs. Allan’s
wise advice. To' be sure,he was eating
more heartily than usual, for the baked ap-
ples gave a relish to the dry bread. le
never once asked where they came from—
not that they were common at his table;
but now and again ‘‘ some one’s man’ in
passing threw a few in his window, or
Kitty earned them by running errands.

He ate so long that Kitty sat and watch-
ed him, wondering if any bread would be
left for breakfast. When the last piece was
in his mouth he bethought himself of the
time he had been. and jumping up, for he
was generally in a hurry, he began to run
the cups through the pot ot water.

“PDad. ve got something to tell you

seemed necessity: but when, as on this ;ghat‘ll comfort you.”

evening, she appeared to be doing her best, |
his heart would be wrung at the thought |

of what was before him.

As soon as tea was over. and: Jack out of

the way, the few tea-things run througha
pot of water, and left on a shelf to drain, a
box was drawn to the door to prevent the
* family above” from interfering, and the
rawhide taken from its corner in the chim-

“ What be that you ray ?”

« 1 stole them apples you ate, and broke
Mother Beatty's nose. Soyou needn’t blub-
ber an’ cry at the rawhidin’ to-night.”

Lawson stopped in the act of putting
away his cups and looked ather. A sleepy,
half comical look returned his, which soon
changed to one of fear, as she saw him
quickly catch up the rawhide.
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« What be my children a comin’ to? The ! his aching head, he believed his children

gallis I b’lieve. "IfIwas the townI'd pay to
send you all to the pen’tentiary. O Kitty,
an’ you your mother’s name, to have you
turn out a common thief!”

“1 ain’t a thief, for she saw me in the
apple-tree, an’ a thiet does thmge unbe-
knownst.”

“ Kitty ! Kitty!”

The old man held his red handkerchief
to his head with one hand, the other, up-
lifted, held the rawhide.

¢ Losh, dad, you needn’t take on so bad:
most of the apples you ate this summer I}
- stole.”

Lawson was subJect to fits, and just then
the excitement brought on one, and he fell
heavily againstthe table. "Then table and |
he turned over on the hearth. Kitty, think-
ing this a part of the performance, laughed
until she saw a stream of blood from her
father’s head; when, flying from the
room, she ran to the ¢ family above,”
shouting:

“ Sure as I live, dad’s broke his head,
an’ is dead.”

However ‘“dad”™ was not dead Next

morning he awoke with a dull sense of thought you was never a-comin’.
pain, and a weight on his heart, as though |

something had happened. What that
something was he was not long in remem-
bering. Poor Kitty! What was to be done
with her? Many plans revolved in his
mind while he hurried on his clothes
and ran to open up the church.

He was always in a hurry, and this was
Sunday morning, and the church windows
had to be opened to clear away the week’s
mustiness and let in the glorious Algust
sun.

Instead of hastening back to waken Kitty
and get the breakfast, the old man, feeling
wearied, sat to rest in one of the free seats
by the door. He did not murmur, nor
was he discontented; but he heaved a sigh
as he looked at the rows of richly cushion-
ed pewg in front of him, and thought o‘
their owners who seemed to him to havé |
no care but to enjoy life. He felt it was:
all right—his lot that of the patient plod-
der, earning his crust by the sweat of his
brow and eating it with sorrow.
was no streak of gladness for him.

This morning, as he pressed his hand on

There |

would yet be his death.
¢ You see,” he said, half aloud, ¢ there’s

!no mother to bring her gray hairs to the
grave, s0 mine must come. But, poor chil-
"dren, what’ll be for them? There’s Bob
i—nobody knows where he be. He left the

‘town in disgrace, and Jack’s up to no
1 good, or he’d a-come home last. night, an’
, Kitty's turned thief. There beant no use
1 in givin® her larnin’; I thought it 'ud make
E her ‘spectable, but it don’t—and yet she
ibe oncommon smart, an’ 'ud make a fine
iteacher. The master says she be the smart-
{est girl in the school. But my house be no
! place for her. Them drunken chracters
} up-stairs be anuff to crupt any one. I must
| send her to sarvice.’

| As soon as he came to this decision he
Erosc up, and, after giving a glance round .
| the church to see that it was all ‘ fixed up
} right,” returncd to find his breakfast ready,
iand Kitty, dressed in her new light blue
| cobourg with five frills on it, her hair tied
! with scarlet ribbon, ready to preside at the
| table.

L Dad, you be awfullate this mornin’. I
Only the
iwet on the grass would ha’ spoiled my
dress, I'd a gone to see what kep’ you.”

“Iwas a mediatin on you.”

‘“Mediatin dad! Did you learn that
word from Allan?”

¢ Kitty, that be a very onrespectful way

to speak of the minister.”
I “Well, don't you see I've got on my new
dress to-day? Its made like Lucy Allan’s.
an’ she calls you Lawson. Look at it,
dad; I told Miss Jones to make it the exact
same as hers.”

“It be very nice, an’ it becomes you
!well; but Mrs. Allan will be a-givin’ me a
"hearin’ for lettin’ you wear it.”

1 Kitty's reply was a peculiar toss of her
' head, and as she had the admiration she
wanted, she pushed her father's porridge

‘to him, and commenced eating her own.

| *“ There be somethin’ better than water.
this morning, dad: there be a whole bowl
of milk.” : ’

Lawson paused as he drew it towards
him.

|
r
|

“ Where be it come from?”
** Mother Beatty.”
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“You impident hussy, did you—?"

“ No, dad, I didn’t, Don’t get so red in
the face, or, sure as you live, you’ll get an-
other fit. She sent it to you-—she’s on-
common fond of you.”

‘“ Who brought it?—Jack!” i

“No, I did.”

‘ What tuk you there agin?”

“Why, your rawhidin’ me do meé a
power of good. I was a-dreamin all night
I be pounded in a mortar for breakin’ her
nose, so I jist ran down to ask for it, and
to tell her the ‘family above’ says apples
be awful scarce, an’ she’d get a pile of
money for her windfalls.”

“Did you tell her I hided you?’

‘“Yes, an’ she said you was a good, re-
ligious man, an’ then she gave me the
milk.”

¢Kitty 've made up my mind to send
Yyou to sarvice.”

Kitty’s gray eyes opened their full size,
and the spoonful of porridge dropped from
her hand on her dress. Seeing the acci-
dent she set up a characteristic bawl, rub-
bing her eyes with both hands to bring
tears. Finding her efforts to excite sym-
pathy unavailing, she thought it best to
obey her father’s command to  sit. down

and finish her breakfast.”

" “There beant no use in takin’ on that
way. I'vegot to send you away from here.
You be twelve now, an’ it *ud be four years
afore they’d let you be a teacher, an’ by
that time you’d be a-ruined here.”

¢ Where be I a-goin’.”

*There’d be no one’ud take you, for
" you see you an’ the boys' ha’ such a bad
name; but Mre. Allan an’ I be a-thinkin’
she'd be glad to get you to help in the
kitchen. You could be very handy if you
wasn’t so idle.” :

Cuapter Il

Mr. Allan, the rector of Oakboro’, was
the son of a wealthy lawyer, who had risen
trom very humble parentage to be one of
the first men in Canada—a fact which, in
the eyes of many, mould be considered to
the creditof the sucxmxl man; but which,
in old Mr. Allan’s view, was a stain only to
be wiped out by the waters of Lethe. When
he began life as an office-boy, he considered
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}it an honor to be the son of a duke’s gar-

dener; but, as his position rose higher, his
claim to illustrious birth increased. Be-
fore many yeare had elapsed, he spoke of
his father as the younger son of a noble
family. ¢ The Allansof Dockport Castle!
You have heard of them? Every onein
the West of England knows Dockport
Castle—a fine old ptace. That is a paint-
ing of it hanging in my drawing-room.”

The climax of his grandeur was reached
when an earl and his daughter, making a
pleasure tour through the country, accepted
the pressing hospitalities of Allanworth
Hall.

Mr. Allan, senior, strained every nerve
to do honor to his noble guests. He exbhi-
bited them in every public place, and
endeavored to appear with them as an old
friend. His son, Percy, he summoneu
from the study of theology to meet them;
for such distinguished acquaintances might
never be met again. Encouraged by his
parents, the young man looked unutterably
sweet things at the Lady Gertrude; but the
Lady Gertrude took them as a matter of
course, and only left to the embryo rever-
end a broken heart, and a sweet remem-
brance of the beauty and grace of *“my
noble lady friend.”

In course of time the reverend Percy was
fully ordained, and, favored by the bishop,
appointed to the charge of hisnative parish.
Shortly after this appointment, old Mrs.
Allan died; but not until she had wel-
comed her son’s bride to Allanworth Hall.
Here the Rev. Percy’s children were born,
and here he and his wife hoped to end thexr
days; but fate willed it otherwxse.

In the midst of a night’s entertainment,
when Allanworth resounded with festivi--
ties, old Mr. Allan was suddenly called to
render up his account, leaving his afiairs
here in sad confusion. To the astonish-
ment of every one, such numbers of credi-
tors poured in for the settlement of large
and small accounts that.the large Allan-
worth property failed to satisfy them.
The heaviest creditor hastened to secure
stock at one of the city banks; but, to his
great disappointment, he could not touch
it. Ithad been tramferred to the son# bf
the deceasud. Poabes iy

Percy row héavéd ‘4 a{gn 3f rénee] ki
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laughed in the face of his fathers creditors, |

telling them that they had already got!
more than they had ®right to, and that |
were it not for the unfortunate suddenness :
of his father’s death, they would not be able '
to lay a finger on Allanworth. :

After the expression of such sentiments, -
his longer stay in that parish was out of |
the question. His old friend the Bishop
bestirred himself, and soon succeeded in
removing him to a larger and an endowed [
one. Here, incommencing his new duties,
he launched out in the extravagant style
of living to which he had been accustomed. -
The comfortable rectory was too'small for |
hisideas. *No gentleman of taste could |
possibly put up with such small rooms and %
low ceilings.” To meet his wants he dis- |
posed of his stock in the bank, purchased |
ground, and sketched the plan of a French
chateas, to be fitted up with modern im-
provements for a residence. It wasinvain
that competent persons assured him of the
impossibility of carrying out such a plan
with the means at his digposal. His wishes
must not be thwarted.

When it stood ready for occupancy, it
was found to have cost four times what was
first named. Here began his pecuniary
difficulties. To meet present demands, he
borrowed largely from his parishioners,
allowing them to understand that in a few
years large sums would be available. Mat-
ters smoothed over for a time, the Rev.
Percy took possession of his new home
and furnished it in a style to correspond
with the exterior.

Mrs. Allan, who shared her husband’s
notions of style,”had been brought up
without any idea of the value of money.

retinue of idle beggars. ‘‘They must be
fed; they are God’s poor,” she remarked
to a friend who expostulated with her.
They were fed,—one woman, a friend of
the cook, set up a refreshment saloon for
raftsmen, supplied from the minister’s kit-
chen; but sooner than expected, a day of
reckoning came. At the end of two years
they were forced from their new home to
live in the despised parsonage.

Instead of submitting with a Christian
grace to the trouble which he had himself

brought on, Mr. Allan threw his property
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into Chancery, and conveyed to safe places
all his plate and as much of the expensive
furniture as he could.

But these and similar disgraceful doings,
on his part, we will pass over. It now be-
came apparent to even the most charitably
inclined of his new charge, that he was un-
fit to occupy the pulpit. An old opposi-
tion, through parties interested in another
clergyman, now revived, and the dear old
church of Oakboro’ was nearly emptied.

About this time Mrs. Allan died. Before
her death her eyes were opened to the
omissions of her life. She bitterly repented
of her culpable neglect of duty, blaming
berself for her husband’s difficulties. And
yet,on the whole, her life had been a useful
one. She was no mere fashionable woman.
The claims of the church. she had ever
considered her first duty. But of these

claims she had but dark views—at even-/ -

tide she found light. ,

Her death left a great blank in her family.
Her husband felt he had lost his motive
power. Hers had been the religious mind,
which had ever urged and prompted his to
the performance of duty. Wherever the
one was seen, the other was generally
looked for. -

But I must not give my readers a wrong
impression of the Rev. Percy Allan. We
have long enough viewed him by a one-
sided light. Let us turn it, and see
what was estimable in his character. 'He
was amiable, could not be provoked into
showing temper, easy-going—perhaps a
little too much so—kind-hearted, and ex-
tremely liberal to the poor. People said,
when he was a young man, he would * pull
the boots off his feet and give them to
needy ones.” ¢ Gentlemanly,” ¢ a perfect
gentleman,” the judges of Oakboro’ called
him; but, unfortunately for himself and
his charge, not fitted for his calling.

On his removal to the parsonage, instead
of turning over a new leaf, things went on
as far as his,credit would be trusted, in the.
old way. His personal comfort must not
be interfered with. His table must still be
furnished with the choicest viands and the
best wines. L . .

He held a theory—a pet one—that chil-
dren accustomed to wine at their father’s
tables were in no danger of becoming
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drunkards. Facts proved the falseness of
this; but facts were nothing compared to
theory. Edgar, his eldest son, now a young
man, had acquired quite a fondness for the
cup that intoxicates.

Intellectual, and passionately fond ot
reading, Edgar early developed a taste for
infidel works. K At twelve Shelley was
his idol. His mother saw these inclina-

" tions, and hoped to correct them by bring-

ing him forward for confirmation and
making him a communicant of the church.
Baut as his years increased, his desires for
evil strengthened.
. After his mother’s death, his father
lamented to one and another that he did
not know what to do with the boy now, for
he was wholly abandoning himself to the
opinions of skeptical writers—to the ex-
clusion of everything that was good. Miss
Smith, a neighbor who took a great in-
terest in the minister’s household, sug-
gested his being sent to a neighboring
brewery.

“You knov‘v he is there most of his time,
anyway.”

" Mr. Allan opened his eyes in horror.

“ What would his grandfather say?”

¢ His grandfather is beyond noticing
him.”

Miss Smith thought herself privileged to
give advice. She had paid many of Mr.
Allan’s duns, as well as benefited him in
other wz;ys. Besides, what weighed more
than advice, she reminded him of the

. brewer’s account against him, and hinted

at the pogsibility of his supply of beer being
stopped—a slight which the rector could
never let pass. Accordingly, Edgar soon
found himself wasbing beer-bottles and
other such things in the Oakboro’ brewery.

So great a shock did the church receive
by this strange employment of the minis-
ter’s son, that Mrs. Staggins, the lady who
undertook to supply Mrs. Allan’s place in
the parish, felt it incumbent on her to call
on-society and explain that ‘* dear Mr.

Allan” was reduced to let Edgar do this.

‘ He is in such difficulties himsglf, and the
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boy’s mind is of that exquisite order which
is always soaring in the clouds and which
needs manual labor to bring it back to
mundane things.”

To Edgar’s credit, he did not long remain
in his new employment. Instead he decid-
ed to apply himseif to the study of « musty
law,” and for it he promised his father to
give up the reading of those “fascinating
books” which his library had thrown in
his way, and which made him doubt the
reality of all religion. There was another
promise which he was not asked to give,
and that was to give up frequenting drink-
ing saloons. Of course his father had
never_seenz him in them, and Miss Smith,
who knew of his going, and often supplied
him with money, was not going to betray
him.

Edgar admired Miss ‘Smith; and when
his father astonished Oakbore’ by his
moonlight marriage to her, he declared
that, indeed, she had the worst of the bar-
gain.

At the time of this marriage the church
was at its lowest ebb. The pews were un-
occupied, except by a few worldly families
to whom religion was a convenience, a few
old ladies intent on meriting heaven, a few
young ones of a certain age, and one or
two whose faces were steadily turned
Zionward, and who were secretly weeping
over the unfaithfulness of the shepherd,
and praying that the Lord would change
his heart. .

The Sunday-school was in a more flou-
rishing state. Some time before it had
reached that point when it must either be
swept away, and take its place with the
things that were, or gain some way a firmer
hold in the soil. The latter.had been its
course, and it was now increasing in num-
bers and usefulness. -Under God, this was
owing to the superintendent and a few
faithful teachers. Mr. Allan felt very
grateful to them; for he knew, while he
held the children, the parents could not
long continue in their alienation.

(To be continned.)

i
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\DESTRUCTION OF A VILLAGE BY THE INDIANS.

p—

BY K. H. NASH, FARNBORO’, P, Q.

.

Far above the troubled surging
Of Atlantic’s swell and roar,
Nestled in among the mountains,
Shelving to her very shore, 7
Lies our Queen of Western lakelets—
Memphremagog—clear and bright,
As she lay in quiet beauty,
Long ago one summer’s night.*

In those days so lost in dimness
Our own rocks her waters bound,
And they heard her waves’ low plashing—
Softly gave they back the sound;
And our forest trees—pine, hemlock—
With the fir frowned on her shore,
‘While our maple foliage brighter,
Here and there smiled out of vore.

'Twas a night of starry splendor,
Gems were glistening in the sky,

Breczes almost sad were rustling
Through the treetops with a sigh;

And the water’s ceaseless murmur
As it gently rose and fell,

Almost drowned the quiet dipping
Of the paddles plied so well.

Quick and fast the strokes were falling
On the bosom of the lake, {

Yet so silent wrought the oarsmen,
They an infant might not wake;

For the Red men of the forest,
Darkly cruel in their mood,

Sought the pioneer’s rude dwelling
Over river, lake and wood. -

Threescore light canoes were gliding
Swiftly to the southern shore;
Every boat bore dusky figures,
Plying each his supple oar.
Scarcely might one in the dimness
Have descried the forest braves;
Yet were there the deadly weapons
That the Red man ever craves—

—_—

* Lake Memphremagog is 900 feet above the ocean.

There the hatchet and the musket,
And the long bright scalping-knife,
Weapons in the coming conflict
Sure to take the white man’s life!
Gaudy in their paint and feathers,
Grim in savage sternness, too,
Quickly o’er the calm clear waters
Silent sailed this Indian crew.

Where New Hampshire’s hardy settlers
Had a little hamlet reared, .

Thither steered this band of butchers,
And full fast the spot they neared.

In the solemn hour of midnight,

" Every soul in slumber lay—

None were wakened, no kind warning,
Came to bid them haste away.

One loud whoop of fearful meaning,
Shriek on shtiek of utter woe,

Then began the dreadful slaughter,
All the anguish none cap know;

This the sum—a thriving village,
When the early morning came

Lay a heap of glowing embers,
Only now and then a flame.

In their red-heat bones were whitening,
That a few short hours before,
Overlaid with human sinews,
Flesh and blood a covering o’er,

Had been living creatures moving,
Walking forth in health and bioom,
With no thought of danger threatening,

With no warning of their doom.

And away on Memphremagog
Northward sailed that tawny band,
Silent, as they had sailed downward,
But with stains on each dark hand !
While, as tokens of their prowess,
Reeking locks in pride they bore ; '
And among their captives, children
Dabbled with their parents’ gore !
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BY J. M. LEMOINE, AUTHOR OF ‘‘ MAPLE LEAVES.”

THE GULF STEAMERS—FATHER LOFTUS—
GASPE — PERCE —~ PASPEBIAC ALIAS
PASPY JACK, ALIAS POSPILLAT—MAL
BAY—DOUGLASTOWN.

On the 12th Sept., a soft and hazy after-
noon, the good steamer  Gaspé,” Com-
mander Baquet, was gliding noiselessly past
the many lovely isles of the St. Lawrence,
past the Traversé, past the Pilgrims; so
noiselessly, in fact, that, to one standingon
shore it might have seemed ‘that she had
returned to her old trade, viz: secretly
carrying cotton fyom the land of Dixie to
the white cliffs of Old England, in spite of
the screeching of the American Eagle.

Though a good sea boat, she is not by any
" means a fast one; and as blockade runners
are expected to show at times a pair of heels,
and this she failed to.do, she was forced, on
receiving two shot holes in her bow, to
alter her ways. It is owing to this that
she became a respectable Canadian craft—
one of the Gulf Port Steamers. After en-
joying a substantial meal, the passengers,
one and all, ascended to the deck; some to
smoke—some to talk politice—some to
crack jokes—a motley assembly from every
part of the Dominion, and some foreigners.
Amongst the latter was a big-fisted padre.
‘who persisted in cracking tremendous
jokes. There was in his beharior some-
thing peculiar, some made him out an
Armenian—others said he belonged to
the Greek dispensation. As he was fierce
at times—as fierce, in fact, as a Greek
when ‘ Greek meets Greek "—we ‘all
agreed a Greek he should be, and such he
remained to us, under the historic name of
¢ Father Loftus.” * * ¥ * .*
Soon the wind sprung up; the ship she
rocked; a storm was brewing. Was it
owing to having clergymen on board? An
irreverent joker advised to throw one of

them overboard ; it was, however, mildly
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suggested to *‘ wait until morning.” No
clergyman was thrown overboard, and.

next morning—why, it was calm. Atg
a.m. a boat came alongside, and took
ashore the passengers for Father Point and
Rimouski, including a most jovial Quebec
broker. i

On all that day our brave steamer kept
her course; under steam and sails, amidst
the gorgeous scenery of the St. Lawrence.
In the distance were visible the blue peaks
of mountains bathed in autumnal sunshine,
their wooded valleys and green .gorges all
aglow with the blaze of colors which Sep-
tember drops on the foliage of our maple
and oak trees,—gold, crimson, red, maroon,
amber, pale- green, brown—a landscape
such as neither Claude Loraine nor Land-
seer ever dared to attempt in their bright-
est day dreams; a spectacle which invests
the most humble Canadian cot with hues
and surroundings denied to the turreted
castle and park of the proudest English
nobleman. On we steamed, past Cape
Chate, 2 name borrowed two centuries back
and more from the Commander de Chate,
a French nobleman, and mentioned as
such by Champlain in his map as early as
1612. Antiquarians will please take note
that it has nothing to do with a cat,
(whether a cka? or a chatte) the learned
dissertations to the contrary notwithstand-
ing. A beacon for ships was lighted on it
on the 1rth August last.

On the opposite side, where the Lauren-
tian chain seems to end, is Pointe des
Monts (the Point of the Mountains), and
not Pointe Demon (the Devil’s Point) as
some geographers have been pleased to in-
scribe on the charts; some, however, will
have it that M. de Monts, more than two
centuries ago, bequeathed it his name,
Antiquarians, there is a nut for you to
crack!

The trip was truly delightful.
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We had on board seme * choice spirits” | without tails, spurs, swords, helmets, every

of an enquiring turn of mind—constantly
making experiments to ascertain which
was the best cure for sea-sickness. As the
steamer rolled considerably at times, the
enquiry had. a practical bearing. Was
‘“hot Scotch” a specific in all cases? Or
was Irish potheen to be resorted to when
the patient felt a kind of sinking sensation
at the pit of the stomach? Here, as well
as at the Vatican, the opinions were divided
as on the question of infallibility. -After
steaming thirty-eight hours, the ¢ Gaspé™
was securely moored at Lownde’s wharf,
Gaspe Basin, one of the most snug harbors
in all British North America.* The beach
below is occupied by stores, warehouses,
offices ; the heights where the O'Harras, Per-
chards and Arnolds formerly lived, are now
held by the modern aristocrdcy of Gaspg,
and officials on both sides of the Basin. On
‘the south side, amidst trees, frowns Fort
Ramsay with its cannon. The new and
substantial residence of Hon. John LeBou-
tillier, M.L.C., is conspicuous from afar,
amongst the less showy dwellings of
several other members of his clan.

On the corresponding shore, sits the
roomy dwelling of the respected Collector
of the port, J. C. Belleau, Esq., a true-
hearted patriot of 1837, who, with the
Vigers, DeWitts and other men of note,
were consigned to dungeons most dismal,
for having dared to suspect that under the
Family Compact there were some abuses
in Canada. Adjoining the Collector’s
residence, and facing the spot where the
Royal squadron anchored in 1860, with the
Prince of Wales on board, flourishes the
temple of Roman Catholic worship. They
were grand times, indeed, these gala days
of 1860, when Albert of Wales visited his
Royal mother’s lieges, the Gaspesians,
The officials, military and civil, turned out
in tremendous force. Plumes, cocked hats,
long-tailed coats, short-tailed coats, coats

* Gaspe Bay is well described by Champlain, page’
1085—go &c.; the name itself, it is suggested by his
commentators, is borrowed from the Dpicturesque
rock, detached from the shore three miles higher than
Cape Gaspe, known to seamen as “Ship Head,” or the
¢ Old Woman,” from the singular transformation by
mirage; the Indian name being Kafsepron; which
means separate (.bridged into eGaspe.)—.See Cham-
plain’s Voyages.

device, in fact, calculated to lend eclaf to
the pageant. )

Amongst other items of news, we heard
it talked of to restore to Gaspé an office of
high rank and ancient creation—the
office of Lieut.-Governor of Gaspé. Major
Cox, in 1775, appears to have been the
resident Lieut.-Governor. We were shown
a hickory chair that belonged to him.
This seat did not seem firm, nor very dur-
able, though it was a century old; we felt,
on sitting down on it, just like a Governor
—pardon, a Lieut.-Governor—as Lieut.-
Governors sif less secure and luxuriously.
In the good Tory days many offices exist-
ed with emoluments well defined and
duties very problematical. The Lieutenant-
Governorship of Gaspé, with a salary of
£1,000 and perquisites—why, there were
many things worse than that!

Should a' Lieut.-Governor be now ap-
pointed for Gaspé—amongat the residents,
noone at the Basin can doubtwho it will be.

Messrs Joseph and John Eden own ex-
tensive wharves and stores on the beach;
but, alas, the Free Port system, which
crammed the Gaspé stores with goods and
deluged the coast with cheap gin and St.
Pierre de Miquelon brandy, is a dream now
—a melancholy dream of the past. We
have to thank the aforesaid active Govern-
ment officers for their cou'rtesy to strangers-
The old Coffin Hotel, now much enlarged,
is beautifully located on the hill, and
merely requires an experienced * Russell’”
to render it profitable, and a source of
pleasure to the many tourists who will
hereafter wind their way each suminer to
Gaspé Basin.

Higher up than their wharves, the
Messrs Lowndes have in operation an ex-
tensive saw-mill, which provides daily
bread for many, many Gaspé families.
Let us hope it may flourish.

One of the chief amusements at Gaspé
Basin during the summér months, is
yachting and bobbing for mackerel, just
outside the Basin, in the Bay. Itisa most
exciting and invigorating pastime. The
worthy Ameridan Consul counts on num-
erous American craft entering the basin
so soon as thenew Washington Treaty goes
in force.
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GASPE BASIN—DOUGLASTOWN—POINT ST
PETER'S—MAL BAY—NEW CARLISLE—

PASPEBIAC—THE GREAT JERSEY FIRMS.

There is something singularly striking
when, on a bright Saturday morning, at
break of day, with the far-reaching Bay of
Gaspé before you lit yp with golden sun-
shine, your ear catches the boom of the
heavy guns fired by the two Gulf Port steam-

ers—the one from Pictou, the other from’

Quebec; their usual signal on’ nearing the
placid waters of the Basin. They are so well
timed that both frequently arrive together.
Hark! to the wild echo bounding over the
waters, and then leapmg from peak to
peak in this wierd, mountainous region.
Three centuries ago and more, other echoes
noless wild disturbed the quiet of this forest
home—the shouts of joy of Jacques Car-
tier’s adventurous crew, when planting a
cross on the sandy point at the entrance, on
the 24th July, 1534; and when taking posses-
sion in the name of Francis I. of France;
not, however, without an energetic protest
being then and there made by a great
chief, “clad in a bear skin, and standing
erect in his canoe, followed by his numer-
ous warriors.” Hakluyt tells us that the old
chief was enticed on board the French
ships, and on his sons Taiguragny and
Domagaya being decked out in most gor-
geous rhiment, he was prevailed to let the
vain youths accompany the French cap-
tain to the court of the French King. Poor
vain lads! had you been wise you would
have jumped overboard and swam ashore
when you passed Ship Head.

Where are now the descendants of the
fierce Indians who then greeted Cartier, ana
whose huts were located on the rocky ledge
where I now stand? There were then no
swiftsteamers churning these glad waters—
no golden wheat-fields, as those I can now
sce at Sandy Beach; but everywhere the
forest primeval—its gloom—its' trackless
wilds—its uselessness to civilized man.

On we sped, with steam and sails. Soon
opened on us the extensive old settlement
of Douglastown.: It was not named after
any fierce Black Douglas, celebrated in
song, but by an unassuming landsurveyor
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{of that name. Numerous descendants of .

.| the first settlers, of 1785—~the U\ E. Loyal-

ists—still survive: the Kennedys, Thomp-
sons, Murisons, &c., industrious fishermen
all. The whole Bay is studded with fishing
stations and small villages, in which gene-
rally the R. C. church is the most conspi-
cuous object. Atter passing Grand Greve °
and Chien Blanc, both the scene of awful
marine disasters, the steamer hugs the
shore towards Point St. Peter’s, a large
and important fishing settlement, and
creeps through a deep channel between the
rocky ledge called Plateau and Point St.
Peter’s, and another thriving fishing loca-
tion called Mal Bay. Accordingto Champ-
lain and his commentator, the origin of
the name is' taken from Moliies or Morues
Baie (Codfish Bay)—which the English
turned into Mal Bay.

However, don’tbe surprised at any trans-
formation in these wild regions, as Cat_
Cape (Cap Chatfe) and Devil's Point:
(Point des Monts) sufficiently testify. I
might add another queer transmogrifica-
tion. At St. Luce, there is a deep cove
and jutting point; in spring it is in-
fested with muscles, which the French call
des Cocgues; hence the French name
L’Anse aux Cocques. But the English will
have a cock instead, and have named it
Cock Point. I know I shall make the
mouths of antiquarians water when I tell
them I have at last, after a deal of research,
gothold of the origin of the name of Father
Point, a little higher up than Cock Point;
but of this hereafter. Let us hurry on to
the great, grand, and growing capital on
the Canadian side of Baie des Chaleurs
(New Carlisle). All know why the Bay
was called Baie des Chaleurs by Cartier,
though all of us on board the * Gaspe’
found the place extremely cold.

On a high bank, with a southern expo-
sure, lies a fine champagne country laid out
in square blocks of four acres each, for a *
town—chiefly inhabited by English and
Scotch, with an Episcopalian church, a
Roman Catholic church, a mew court-
house and jail, and no less than two judges,
living within view of each other. Two
resident judges in New Carlisle remind’
one of the two rival Roman Cathohc\
churches staring at one another at Trois
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Pistoles—one evidently will have to knock |
under, the. place cannot afford such a
luxury. Itissaid there is hereenough litiga-
tion to fatten three resident lawyers, and
that there are three physicians in the place.
It is healthy notwithstanding, and some of
the inhabitants have been known to attain
great ages. Little or no fishing is done at
the shire town. I had not time to find out
whether it derives its name from an Earl of
Carlisle, or from Thomas Carlyle the Es-
sayist, a great coiner of words. From the
_readiness with which words and names are |
altered, one would fain believe it hails from !
the great essayist. Onecase in point: that/
of the neighboring fishing settlement—its
commercial emporium—Paspebiac. This,
is an Indian name—the English-speaking |
population have altered it into Paspy Jack. |
They call themselves Paspy Jacks, and the !
French, who get their backs up readily,
especially since they have had Parliamen.
tary elections to manage, call it Pospillat
and themselves Des Pospillats. In Bishop
Plessis’s acqount of his mission here in
1811, we read that in many instances the
maternal ancestors of the Pospillats were
Micmac squaws, much to the dirgust of the

neighboring settlements. These half-breeds

wete then accounted fierce and revengeful.
Tom Carlyle must have had something to
do with this word-coining. But let us re-
turn to the county town. The view from
the heights js most imposing. You notice
here and there a better style of dwelling.
trim flower-gardens interspersed with the
scarlet clusters of the mountain ach or roan
berry—comfortable old homesteads, like
that of the Hamiltons—splendid new resi-
dences, lik_e that of Dr. Robitaille, M. P. *

*New Carlisle was first settled by American Loyalists.
that is, by persons whose loyalty to the British Crown
induced them to leave the United States at the period
of the Revolution. These persons o}’mined free
grants of land, agricultural implements, seed and pro-
visions for one year. Lieut.-Governor Cox was ap-
pointed, in or about 1785, as Governor of the district
of Gaspé, and seems to have resided alternately in the
two shire towns, New Carlisle and Perce. He appears
to have been sent for the purpose of settling the Loyal-
ists in New Carlisle and Douglastown, and to have
expended between the two places upwards of £80,000
sterling, a large amount when we consider the little
progress made in either locality. The Abbe Ferland
states that Judge Thompson once jocularly observed
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There are several educated families
located at New Carlisle, which renders it a
most pleasant residence, especially during
the summer months; but beware how you
utter the word ¢ Election,” and keep a
dignified reserve on this explosive subject
until you are at least past,on your return,
Ship Head or Fox River. Talking of fierce-
ly-contested elections reminds one of the
great election of Eatanswill, mentioned in
** Pickwick.” Forty-fi;e green parasols,

! judiciously bestowed, had turned the scale

on that eventful day.

In Canada, barrels of flour are said to be
more eftective. However, let us hope thatin
Bonaventure, the election was carried with
that lofty patriotism and exquisite purity,
the shining characteristic of all Canadian
elections in June last!!! Hem!!

For tourists in quest of health, sea-bath-
ing and good fishing, I know few places
more eligible than Baie des Chaleurs and
Gaspé Basin.

Paspebiac, with its roadstead running
out to a point in the Bay, is the seaport—
the great fishing stand of the Messrs.
Robin and the Messrs. LeBouthillier
Brothers. The fishing establishments—a
crowd of nice white warehouses, with doors
painted red, comprising stores, offices
forges, joiners’ shops, dwellings for fisher-
men, even to powder magazinés—are on a
low beach or sand bar, connected with the
shore by a ford for horses, and a trestle-
work bridge for foot passengers, which is
taken down each fall and restored each
spring at the expense of the Messrs. Robin.
It seems singular that the business and
wealth centered here cannot afford a bridge.
Crossing by ford at night, when the tide is
high, is anything but an agreeable pros-
pect. Perhaps when some of the magnates
of the place are found drowned in the ford,
the Bridge question will -assume a more
tangible phase. ) .

Paspebiac is three miles east of New Car-
lisle. .Here the Custom House is located.
The Collector is J. Fraser, Esq., an active,
well-informgd old Scotchman. The baron

|

to the Roman Catholic Bishop of Quebec, that ** this
sum can only have been spent in making excavations
underground, nothing appearing on the surface ta
justify such an outlay!”—Pye’s Gaspe Scemery.

A}
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which the fishing warehouses stand, is I.thou‘gh a worthy rival of its neighbors, it

a regular triangle formed by sand and
other marine defritus. The interior of the
triangle is gradually filling up. The fisher-
men dwell here in summer, and remove to
their winter quarters on the heights in rear
in December.

It was in 1766 that Charles Robin, Esq.,
first landed at Paspebiac and explored the
coast in a small brig called the ¢ Sea-
Flower.” Forty-six years previous (1720)
other explorers were landing a little to the
south in the “ May-Flower.” On 11th June,
1778, two American privateers plundered
Mr. Robin’s store of all his goods, furs, and
seized his two vessels, the ¢ Bee” and the
‘““Hope,” which were moored in the Paspe-
biac Roads. Butthe ‘‘ Bee ’’ and the New
England privateers were all recaptured in
the Restigouche, by H.B.M. vessels ¢ Hun-
ter” and ** Piper;” and the heavy salvage
Mr. R.was called on to pay,viz : one-eighth;
caused him to fail, and he lo(t for Jersey. In
1783 he returned, sailing under French
colors and continued to accumulate wealth
until 1802, when he left for Europe.

On the green hills in rear, the great Jer-
sey houses have splendid farms, dwellings,
gardens, parks. Fish manure arnd kelp
are bountifully supplied here and largely
used. The winter residences of the Mana-
gers of Messrs. Robin and Messrs. LeBou-
tillier Bros. are most commodious, most
complete. I was allowed toinspect a large
store for packing of pork on the establish-
ment of the Messrs. Robin—the first I had
ever seen on this principle. The thawing
is done in the depth of winter without any
artificial heat, and meiely by a device
which, whilst it excludes all the cold air,
retains the natural heat generated in the
earth. In about a week the frozen pigs
gradually thaw and are fit for salting. The
walls of this building, between earth, saw-
dust, timber, &c., are about twelve feet
thick, with a vacuum between each layer.

It is well worth a visitor's attention to
examine the vast facilities and arrange-
ments devised to carry on the gigantic
trade in fish, oil, &c., of the two wvealthy

Jersey houses, whose head establishments
- are at Paspebiac, The western point of
the bar,or beach,is occupied by LeBoutillier
Bros., a respectable old Jersey house; but

is not so ancient as the great house of C.
R. C. (Charles Robin & Co.) None of the
Robins, however, reside here. C.R.C.
is a mighty name on the Gaspe coast. It
has existed more than a hundred years.
Whether the ¢ Co.” is represented by
sons, as formerly, I cannot tell; perhaps,
like the great London house immortalized
by Dickens, C. R. C. might now mean
daughters—it is well known ‘“Dombey &
Son” turned out a daughter; but who
cares? C. R. C. athongst the Gaspesians
represent millions; seven vast establish-'
ments rejoice under this mystic combina-
tion. *

It would be akin to sacrilege to say, at
Paspebiac, that they could be affected by
hard times. No one can fathom- their
resources: no one dare dispute the princi-
ple on which each establishment is carried
on. The poor clerks and managers, ’tis
true, cannot own wives or families at their
residences at Gaspe; the founder of the
house ordained it otherwise one hundred
years ago, and their business rules are like
the laws of the Medes and Persians—they
alter not. C.R.C. is really a grand, a
glorious name, a tower of strengthin Gas-
pesia, though it may mean ‘a monopoly.
Its credit is calculated to last until the end
of time. Canada Banks may get in Chan-
cery: the Bank of England may feel tight,
hard up; but C. R. C. never. Its credit
stands higher on all the range of this vast
coast than the Bank of England. I should
be the last to attempt to dim the lustre of
these great Jersey firms; their word is as
good as their bond, and in times of need,
when the fishery fails, the poor fisherman
never appeals to them in vain.

I cannot leave Paspebiac without notic-
ing one of the most prominent elements of
progress recently introduced—the exten-
sion of the Electric Telegraph, all the way
down from Metis to Baie des Chaleurs and
Gaspe. Times are indeed changed since
those dark ages when a Gaspe or Baie des
Chaleurs mail was made up once each
winter and expedited to Quebec on the
back of an Indian onsnow-shoes. Thanks
to their Parliamentary Members, thanks to
the wealthy Jersey firms, thanks to the
enterprise of the people who furnished the
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telegraph posts (the Montreal Telegraph
Co. agreeing to put them up) the wires
place them now in hourly intercourse with
every city of America and of Europe.
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THE MIC-MACS—PETER BASKET, ESQUIRE,
THE GREAT INDIAN CHIEF—HOPE TOWN

—LORD AYLMER AND His MIC-MAC

ACQUAINTANCE—NOUVELLE—CHIGOUAC
—PORT DANIEL-—THE OLDEST MAYOR
IN THE DOMINION.

The Mic-Mac and other Indians have
gradually deserted many points of the
Gaspé coast, which swarmed with them
formerly. Some 500 or 600" have congre-
gated at Mission Point, on the Restigduche,
up Bay des Chaleurs. Doubtless the fierce
Pospillats will also gradually decrease in
numbers as the admixture of Indian blood
is not favorable either to morality or colo-
nization. Leftto their unbridled instincts,
what delightful drinking-bouts these lazy
mountaineers, the Mic-Macs, must have!
What wholesale slaughter of the lordly
salmon, at all seasons, whether it is spawn-
ingor not! How many moose and caribou
are left in the close season to rot on the
mountains, with their tongue, moufile or
hide alone removed? This indiscriminate
slaughter of our finest game has already
rendered extinct the majestic Wapite,
which one hundred and thirty years ago
roamed in countless droves over a great
portion of Lower Canada. Now, youhave
to go all the way to the Rocky Mountains
to get a sight of the Wapite.. I am no ad-
mirer of the red man, though Fenimore
Cooper can make a hero of him; those I
have met so far, with some exceptions, I
felt inclined to see them improved — as
Brother Jonathan improves them—off the
face of the earth. One of these exceptions
is Peter Basket, Esq. of Restigouche.

Peter Basket is the name of the great
Mic-Mac chief who visited Queen Victoria
and the Prince Consort, about 1850, and

- returned loaded with presents. As he
seems to delight in courts and great folks,
may I ask whether he or some ancestor of
his was one of the orators who formerly
waited on His Excellency, Lord Aylmer?
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“When Lord Aylmer was Governor-Gen-
eral, he once went on an excursion to
Gaspé. Amongst others who flocked there
to welcome the representative of royalty
were Mic-Mac Indians, numbering some
500 or 600. When His Excellency landed
with a brilliant staff, he was met by this
respectable deputation of the aboriginal
race. The chief, a fine powerful man, sur-
rounded by his principal warriors, at once
commenced a long oration delivered in the .
usual solemn, sing-song tone, accompa-
nied with frequent bowing of the head. It
happened that a vessel had been wrecked
some months previously, in the Gulf, and
the Indians, proving themselves ready and
adroit wreckers, had profited largely by
the windfall. Among other ornaments
which they had seized, was a box full of la-
bels for decanters, marked in conspicuous
character, Rum, Gin, Brandy, &é.  The
chief had his head liberally incircled within
ornaments of the usual kind, and, on this
occasion, had dexterously affixed to his
ears and nose some of the labels. At the
beginning of the interview, these were not
particularly discernible amid the novelty
of the spectacle; and it was only while lis-
tening to the lengthened harangue of the
savage chief that His Excellency began to
scrutinize his appearance and dress; and
then his ears and nose with the labels in-
scribed Brandy, Gin, Rum, &c. Glancing
toward his staff, he could no longer main-
tain his gravity, and was joined in a hearty
but indecorous burst of unrestrainable
laughter. The indignant chief, with his
followers, immediately withdrew, and
would neither be pacified nor persuaded to
return, although the cause of His Excel-
lency’s lll timed merriment was exp]amed
to him.’

The road, on leaving Paspebiac beach,
reaches the heights—some nicely-wooded
heights formerly the property of Mesrs. Rob-
in & Co., now called Hopetown, a thriving
settlement of industrious and economical
Scotchmen. Handsome cottages are rapid-
ly taking here the place of the forest. The
village of Nouvelle comes next; then aset-
tiement called Chigouac, with a good mill
stream, and two grist mills erected on-it.

When being jolted in a two-wheeled post
stage, without springs, over these villain-
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ous roads, the traveller will do well to fix |
before hand the stopping places (for meals)
as hostelries are few and far between.
Doni’t buoy yourself up with the hallucina-
tion that on the Gaspé coast, at least, you
" will have the most savory of its products
—ftesh fish—always at command. Such
would be a delusion and a snare. On my
complaining once of this deprivation, my
_ thoughtful landlady informed me that she
had refrained from giving me two days in
succession, fresh mackerel from fear of
hurting my feelings, and lest I should go
away with theidea that no other diet could
be had but a fish diet. As a rule, youcan
count on the perpetual ‘“ Ham and Eggs,”
for breakfast, dinner and suppeg; but in
some portions of these latitudes, the hens,
it appears, on strike either for less work
or better food, had decided not to lay, and
I had to make the most of “ Ham " solus.
'Fhis ham regime, when protracted,gets irk-
- some; you long for theegg country, where
hens are not on strike. An omelette let me
tell you is not a thing to be lightly talked
of or despised, my sherry - sipping and
plum-puddingeating travelling tfriend. An
epicure of my acquaintance holds as an
axiom that it requires three persons to
serve up an omelette properly; one to mix
it—another to fry it—a third to turn it in
the pan, without lodging it in the fire.

But on this point I found nothing in
Hackluyt nor in Purchas, great travellers
though they be.

An hour’s drive from Chigouac brings
you to a beautiful farming country, a deep,
picturesque bay—called Port Daniel—in
the Township of Port Daniel, which begins
at Pointe au Maquereau, a rocky point jut-
ting in the sea. When youreach the sum-
mit of the range of Cap au Diable, the
beautiful Bay of Port Daniel suddenly meets
the eye, and a splendid and varied pano-
rama lies before you. As you descend the
mountain on a fine summer afternoon, an

interesting and amusing scene often pre- |

sentsitself. The innumerable fishing boats
having returned, men, women and chil-
dren are all busily engaged in landing,
“splitting and conveying the fish to the
stages. At the mouth of Port Daniel Riv-
er we have again the usual lagoon, and dar

which prevents the entrance of vessels of
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any large size; but there is good anchorage
under the Cape. On this, the east side of
the river, just at the harbor’s mouth, snug-
ly ensconced under the hill, stands,the Ro-
man Catholic church.

The *““Gaspé Fishery and Coal Mining
Company” commenced an establishment
and built a couple of small vessels on this
river—and their so-called coal-field, a ded
of skale, is about three miles up the stream.
Crossing the ferry about a quarter of a

mile further, is another river. on which
there is a small saw-mill.” —Pye’s Gaspe
Scenery. i
I must confess, this picturesque sunlit'
landscape will 'dwell long in my memory.
Possibly, some spots you visit for the
first time, séem to your enchanted eye still
more lovely, from the pleasant associations
which linger around them. A glight act
of kindness where you expected but the
cold indifference of the world ; a hospitable.
welcome; the hand of good fellowship,
cordially extended by an utter stranger;
the exchange of cultivated ideas and intel-
fectual converse where, at best, you count-
ed merely on the rude and unsympathizing
gaze of the boor or the stranger: such in-
cidents, no doubt, contribute to create vivid
lasting and pleasurable emotions, which be-
ing identified with the landscape itself, leave
a delightful recard in the chambers of
memory. It was a.y good fortune to ex-
perience this welcome at Port Daniel. The
Chief Magistrate of Port Daniel, William
Macpherson, Esq., is a well-informed and
warm-hearted Worshipful Mayor, I should
say the Prince and Nestor of Mayors on
the Gaspé coast, as I learn he has graced
the civic chair twenty-six years. He isa
Scot, a true Scot. Under what portion of
the vault of Heaven will you not find a
canny Scot, prosperous, high in place,
well-to do? The great tea-merchants in
China are Scotch; the greatest philoso-
phers in the United Kingdom of Great
Britain are Scotch; the wealthiest com-
panies in Canada are Scotch—Allan, &c.
At the Council Board in the Dominion
Government; in Ontario: Quebec — Mac
Donalds. MacDonalds, Robertsons, all
Scots. Am I not then justified in quoting
from the prize poemread atthe St. Andrew’s
Meeting in Montreal, Halloween, 1866 :—
‘An’ saeit is the wide worl’ o'er
On fair or barren spot
Fruae Tropic isles to Arctic shore
Ye'll fin’ the canny Scot
' All posts o’ honor weel he fills,
Leal subject o his Queen;
For loyalty an’ honesty
Claim kin wi* Halloween ;”
So long lifé to His Worship of Port
Daniel?
Halloween, 1871.
(To be continued.)

.
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RESULTS OF A SKATING ADVENTURE.

BY J. G. BOURINOT, AUTHOR DF * GENTLEMEN ADVENTURES IN ACADIA,” ‘‘ MAR-
GUERITE: A TALE OF FOREST LIFE IN ACADIA,” &c.

ParT 1.

The first time I met Abbie Lyttleton, she
was whirling on skates in one of the rinks
of a gay Canadian city. Now Abbie |
L}'tlleton on skates was as charming a
pfcture as you have ever seen in any of the
illustrategl papers. Her natty little figure ;
—she was decidedly petife—wrapped in)|
warm, rich furs, never showed to greater
advantage than when she pirouetted and
whirled over the ice. Perhaps I am not
the most impartial judge, for Miss Abbie
was always a great favorite of mine—I
mean friendship only, for very soon after
I became acquainted with her I saw that
my friend Harvey of the same regiment
way hopelessly in love with her, and that
his chances of winning the fair prize were
decidedly good. Harvey, like the rest of
us, had been seized with the rink mania,

the adversiti€s that befall a young begin-
ner. A young lady who is herself the
embodiment of all that is graceful and

ilovely on skates, is not likely—unless,

indeed, she has no idea of the ludicrous—
to avoid giving offence to a gentleman
who is constantly getting into trouble by
running against his neighbors, and strik-
ing unusual attitudes on the treacherous
surface on which he has ventured in a
moment of rash confidence. Most people
are touchy on such occasivns, especially
when you see the merriment in the very
eyes that have perhaps allured you to that
fatal spot. l

Harvey, however, was a capital skater,
though he had only commenced to prac-
tise at the same time that I did; but the
great skater, like the great poet, must be to
the manor born. In afew days he had
become proficient, whilst I still remained

but he met with an amount of success that | on the very threshold of the science.. Many
made most of us very jealous. I may as|no doubt envied him when he and Abbie
well confess at once that I was never | whirled around the circle, keeping time to
remarkable as a skater. My perseverance | the music of the band; for it was a pretty
in mastering the graceful art was certainly | sight to watch Abbie with her cheeks all
very commendable, and was rewarded to a : aglow with the healthy exercise, and her
certain extent; for after a time I could |dark, brown eyes sparkling like the fairest
sustain my equilibrium and move about ; gems under her coquettish fuk hat.

with comfort and freedom, but there I| But while Harvey and Miss Lyttleton
stopped, and never ventured into outside | were enjoying themselves in this pleasant
edges, figure eights, and all the eccentrici- ' way, one person was looking on with much
ties of skilled skaters. Now I am a believer | dissatisfaction at the progress of the
in what I may call the ethics of the art of "attachment between the two, and this per-
skating. Judging by my own experience, json was Mrs. Lyttleton, a well-preserved
the student is afforded a capital opportu- | matron of perhaps forty-five years, who
nity of learning to control his temper |took her seat very often with other chap-
under all circumstances, and if he finds he | erones on the platform which ran round
has not uttered an angry exclamation, or ; the rink. She was the widow of a gentle-
put on an angry scowl during his firs¢ man who had been in the Commissariat,
week’s novitiate, he may consider himsel { and had suddenly died, leaving only a
equal to the most trying crises. ThenI | very limited amount for the support of his
am of opinion that many an attachment!|wife and two daughters. She had the
has been nipped in the commencement by ilreputation among her intimate acquaint-
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ances of being what is called a ‘“capitallyou to take Miss

manager,” ard there could be no doubt
that she succeeded in dressing her daugh-
ters with much taste, and in giving most
pleasant little parties in the course of the
winter. Some jealous people averred that
she took good care only to invite those
young ladies who were engaged or were
«not likely to overshadow her own daugh-
ters; but the men thought nothing of these
things, and were always glad to have an
opportunity of passing an evening at
Eglantine Cottage, which was prettily situ-
ated on a little woody knoll overlooking
" the St. Lawrence. Her eldest daughter
‘had been married some months before this
story opens, to the eldest son of a rich
banker, and was considered to have made
a capital match in the opinion of her
shrewd mamma. Harvey, you may be sure,
was never asked to the pleasant parties at
the Cottage—these were only open to. safe
men, among whom he could not be placed,
for he was only the son of a poor English
clergyman, and had very few prospects
except what promotion offered him, and
that you know is not very rapid in an Eng-
lish regiment where wealth and influence
are indispensable to a man. The two,
howevet, were able to see each other fre-
quently at the houses of their respective
friends, as well as at the rink, and had
soon formed an acquaintance which gradu-
ally developed into something warmer than
mere friendship.

Such was the position of affairs at the
time when the tragical event which I am
“now to relate occurred, and created so
intense a sensation in socialcircles. About
the end of the winter, I was enjoying the
pleasant coal fire which was burning
briskly in the large grate in my room,
when I heard Harvey’s voice at the door,
asking if he could come in.

“ My dear fellow,”—this was afew min-
utes after he had taken the arm-chair which
looked very inviting on the other side of
the fire-place—** I've come to ask afavor of
You. As you know, several members of the
Tandem Clubintend turning outon Thurs-
day next for the last drive of the season,
and they will try and get as far as our old
friend, M. Bzaumanoir, to whom we have
long promised to pay a visit. Now I want
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Lyttleton and her
mother.”

‘““And pray, why should I take Miss
Abbie? I had made up my mind not to go
out again this season; for it is too late for
pleasant sleighing. Why don’t you ask
them yourself?”

‘“Now you're only chaffing me. You
know perfectly well that would be the very
way to prevent Mrs. Lyttleton goingon
the drive. Now, you are rather a favorite
of hers, and she will becertain to accept
your offer.” ;

“ But why not let some one else offer his
services.” : .

“«Don’t you see” (this very impatiently)
““this is the very thing that I want to pre-
vent. DeRottenburg is sure to offer, unless
you can get ahead of him. The excur-
sion has only just been arranged, and I
have run over to tell you of it before De
Rottenburg, who is out of town, returns this
evening.” '

So you see I was persnaded into taking
partinasleigh ride which I had no thought
of joining until Harvey made me privy to
his little plot. It was easy enough to see
through his design—he had been unable to
see much of Abbie of late, as Mrs. Lyttle-
ton had not been very well and unable to
take partin the usual gaieties of the season.
How much of the illness was feigned I will
not undertake to say; but I have no doubt
that she was perfectly well aware that the
regiment was under orders to leave imme-
diately on the opening of navigation and
had secretly formed the resolve to keep
Abbie at home as much as possible.

Mrs. Lyttleton cheerfully accepted the
proffer of my turn-out for the drive to the
Manor house of the Scignior. On the ap-
pointed day, some ten sleighs, handsomely
equipped, started about ten o'clock for our
drive, which was to extend over some ,
twenty miles down the river. It was a
charming March day, but the sun was al-
most too-hot, and made the snow too soft
for the sleighs by noon, while there werea
good many bare spots al sng the road. The
greater part of the drive was throngh tall
pine and fir woods, which were exquisitely
beautiful, as the sun lit up the patches of
snow, #0 pure and white by contrast with
the deep green foliage of the trees. The



_ Miss Abbie was one of the number who

)

‘mencing to rise; but the thoughtless party

.birds of evil omen, for they were evidently
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bells jingled merrily and peals of laughter | the river, as the ice about the shore was

ever and anon mingled with their joyful
music. It was a pleasant drive, and I en-
joyed it not a little, with Miss Abbie by my
side nestling under the soft furs, while Mrs.
Lyttleton and another lady, whom I asked
her to invite, sat on the seat behind us. In
a little over three hours’ time we arrived at
our destination, a large, modern mansion
of gray stone, standing in the midst of a
large park fronting the river. We were
soon enjoying a sumptuous lunch in the
large, oak-pannelled dining-room of our
hospitable friend. Everybody was incapital
spirits after the exhilarating drive, not ex-
cepting Mrs. Lyttleton, who appeared to
have entirely ignored the fact that Harvey
was one of the party.

After the lunch, the party broke up into
several sets, some adjourning to the draw-
ing-room for music, others o look over
cartoons and choice pictures  thelibrary;
but Harvey whispered to me nat he and
some others were going down to the river,
and asked me to join them. I found that

had made up their minds to have a skate
whilst their chaperones were busy in the
library, and not disposed to keep too close
a watch over their charges. Sufficient
skates were soon provided—two or three
had expected such an adventure and
brought tkates with them; and five or six
couples were not long in preparing them-
selves for a pleasant whirl on the magnifi-
cent sheet of ice which spread out before

their eyes like the most transparent crys-!
tal somewhat unusual for the season; but}
there had been a sharp frost during the |
two preceding nights which had eﬁ‘ectually;
glazed the surface. Whilst the party were
putting on the skates, near the shore, an;
old kabitant came up to us and warned us:
against going too far, as theice was very;
insecure at places, and had actually com-
menced to break up a few miles below. I
noticed that the clouds looked very threat-
ening, and that the wind was already com-

laughed at myself and the old kaditant as

determined to have their frolic at all

hazards. We had some difficulty in find-
ing a good place for the ladies to get on tol

broken up into clampers ; but we succeeded
at last about an eighth of a mile from the
manor. All the party were soon whirling
off merrily, whilst I stood on the bank
watching them, tor I had found that the
skates which were offered to me were too
short, and so I gladly excused myself from
taking part in what I considered at all’
times a very doubtful pleasure.

An hour or so passed away, and then as
I saw that the wind was increasing and
that it was rapidly becoming more gloomy
overhead, I shouted and waved my hand-
kerchief to the party to come ashore.
Several saw my signal and responded by
skating homeward, and then I walked
slowly back to the Manor, where I found
the other ladies much annoyed at the trick
that the younger members of the party had
played upon them. The Seignior had got
into a deeply interesting conversation
with an old friend whom he had not seen
for years, and never missed us until I
returned. 7

‘I hope they will soon return,” whisper-
ed M. de Beaumanoir to me, “the ice is
very unsafe; if I had known of this esca-
pade I would certainly have stopped it
before this. The river, three miles below,
has been freed by the storm of the day
before yesterday, and the ice has floated
out. Surely some of you gentiemen must
have known of it.”

I do not suppose any of us, in the excite-
ment of the moment, thought much about
anything except playing a senseless trick
on the ¢lder ladies, and I replied that I had
hailed the party to come home before I
left the shore. Just then several came in,

_all in a glow with the excitement.

“But where are the others?” anxiously
asked M. de Beaumanoir.

¢ O, I suppose they are behind, we called
them and they answered thev would soon
follow us,” N

As M. de Beaumanoir went off to see if
the missing ones were in sight, one of the
party that had just come in said to me in
a whisper—

 Abbie and Harvey are now the only
ones behind—they skated along way down
the river ahead of the rest of usj but they
appeared to bg coming hcme when we wav-
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ed our handkerchiefs to them. We had
some trouble in getting ashore, for there
are several cracks which were not there
when we started.”

I felt very much worried at this news, as
I had inadvertently taken part in this silly
frolic, and went out with two other gentle-
men to the front part of the house, whence
we could see a part of the river. I was
surprised to see that time had passed so
quickly, for the sun had already set behind
a dark cloud. The wind was now very
high, and the drifting leaden-colored clouds
overhead portended a stormy night. As
we stood expecting every moment to see
the two tardy members of our party make
their appearance, we were startled by a
furious squall which came rushing down
the river, and almost carrying us off our
feet.” Two other squalls followed, about
eight minutes between each, and then we
heard a loud report like the roar of artillery

in a dozen places; but we could see nothing,

for darkness enveloped everything'with re-
markable rapidity.

«“Good Heavens!” exclaimed M. de
Beaumanoir, who had joined us; ‘¢ the ice
has parted in a hundred places. I suspected
that would be the end of the storm which
is now brewing; but I had little idea that
the ice was sufficiently rotten to break up
so quickly.” )

It was too true; the wind which had
increased so violently in an hour or so, had

_started the ice in numerous places, and
driven it down the river. Half an hour
after we heard the report, we saw as we
stood on the shore and peered into the
darkness, wide fissures stretching across the
river and the blue water as an immense
oblong sheet of ice moved down with the
. wind. When we first looked down the
river we could catch a glimpse of the two
skaters, standing still, evidently deliberat-
ing what they could do in their dangerous
predicament; and then ‘when they had
decided on the best course to pursue, they
skated off slowly to a point of land which
jutted out some distance below and which
no doub* they hoped to be able<o reach.
Here, however, they were clearly disap-
pointed, for they came againto a stop; and
then as it was quite dark, we lost sight of
them. Men were, in the meantime, sent
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| hurriedly off to different parts of the river

to try and aid the two victims of our fool-
hardy exploit. Every moment was valu-

| able, for it was sure to be a very dark,

stormy night—too often the sequel of such
a fine morning as that which had been
chosen for our drive. It was horrible to
contemplate the consequences should the
missing skaters be left many hours on the
ice-floe during the storm. But darkness
enveloped land and river, the wind swept
down the river in furious gusts; the ice
broke up into countless fragments, and the
water lashed upon the shore like breakers
on the sea-coast. A deep gloom settled on
the face of all the guests at the chateau,
and no one seemed willing to speak the
terrible thought that arose as the wind
tossed the branches of the trees against the
windows, and shook the sashes and doors.
As to poor Mrs. Lyttleton, her agony of
mind must have excited the heartfelt com-
passion of even those who are constantly in
the presence of human grief and suffering.
' (To be continued.)
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TEDDY’S LETTER. .

BY MRS. E. A. BEERS.

WhAt a harmless thing intirely,

* Wid its writin’ all agee,

Looks this bit of letter, comin’
From ould Ireland, here, to me.

But I tell you tears is startin’,
An’ I’m chokin’ as I go,
= (I can read but very poorly),
But the words hit like 2 blow.

Gone for ever, mother darlint!
Gone widout one word fur me,
To tell me you’d forgivea Teddy;

- Gone, for ever! woe is me!

Can't I see your eyes a shinin’
In the darkened cabin-door,
When I turned away in anger,
’Cause you scolded when 1 swore.

Backward turnin’ at the corner,
Lookin’ when you couldn’t see,

Wiping tears oft wid your apron,
Bitter tears that fell fur me.

So I left you in my anger,
Sailed that night from home and you,

Yet I see you cryin’ softly, :
Tears upon your apron blue.

Gathered pounds I jest was keepin’,
Jest was fixin’ up’a home,

Jest was meanin’ to write humble,
I was sorry, would ye come?

I’ll read it over. What’s this linin’
Done by John? ¢ Our mother said,

‘ Tell my Teddy I forgave him,
Loved him alway, darlin’ Ted.? ”

Jist before she came to sunrise—
Now, it seems, as I can see
Mother lookin’ out o’ glory,
Smilin’ softly down at me!
—Christian Weekly. '
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THE CLOUD WITH THE SILVER LINING:

A HOLIDAY STORY FOR GIRLS.

v

BY MISS BLAIR ATHOL.
A Canadian Christmas Eve! Howshall| “No; I wont. Why didn’t you come
I describeit? Away out of the busy streets, | round to help make them. You could have
past the river, up the hills, where the tops | nicked the covers, you know.”

1 of the ttees whispered to the clouds: in| And now Ishall tell who we were. We
every direction, as far as the eye could | were seven young ladies—girls, I mean. (I
reach : the pure, ddzzling snow—the pride | object to the term ‘‘ young ladies” between
of every Canadian’s heart—had quietly | the ages of sixteen and twenty.) We were
fallen and wrapt everything in its gentle | going to spend the afternoon at the Rec-
embrace. The dying rays of a winter’s |tory, putting the finishing touches to a
sun cast a perfect halo of glory over our | magnificent Christmas tree, designed for
town, from one end of it to the other, | the Sabbath-school children. Our minis-
¢ Was there ever a country like this?”” I|ter, Mr. Rivers, was a new one. We were |
said to myself, as I settled my hands more | in a class taught by Mrs. Rivers, and had
comfortably in my muff. And the number | been invited to take tea and spend this
of happy countenances we met at every | Christmas Eve with her. Our teacher had
step! The gay, handsomely-dressed ladies | a most charming manner, combined with a
and children—scarlet, white, and all colors | very prepossessing appearance. She was
of jackets, mink fur, rainbow-hued clouds, | both handsome and stylish. ‘ Not at all
with occasionally a fleecy one, rivalling |like a minister’s wife,” so everyone said
even the snow in purity. The very sound | (if a minister should happen to read this

~made by®the high-heeled boots on the|he need not take offence), and more than

‘:“""’frosty sidewalk savored of Christmas.|one regretted her- position. ¢ Such a
Every one looked happy. Crowds of well- | figure she would make at a ball!”
cared-for little Canadians swarmed in and | Well, we finished the tree quite to our
out of confectioners’ and toy-shogs; but no | satisfaction.  After tea we had a little’
little homeless one, qut in the cold, was | music, and then Alice Somers, as we all
visible that afternoon! It was Christmas|expected, asked Mrs. Rivers to tell us a
Eve, and all we met looked as if they feit|story. Alice had a well-known penckant
and enjoyed that fact. How the cutters|for stories. ‘
rushed that afternoon—the very bells| ¢ Something about yourself, Mrs. Rivers,
seemed to ring out a joyous peal! And|only Im afraid you’re not old enough.”
the groups of merry skaters returning from |  How not old enough, Alice?” inquired
their afternoon’s diversion, who assailed | Mrs. Rivers.
us with- eager inquiries, “ Why weren’t{ ‘I mean you haven’t lived long enough
you there? The ice was beautiful—never |to come through anything yet—not like*
saw it better.” mamma. I make her tell storiessby the

«Oh, we had to make the stuffing for | hour; but you see she has come through a
_the turkey,”- laughed one. good deal.” Alice sighed. We all knew
“] was making mince-pies,” said|that Mrs. Somers had left a luxurious home
‘another. , in her beloved+* old country,” and had, as
“ Will you give me a piece if I come |Alice expressed it, come through a rather
round to-morrow?” asked one of our gal- | hard life. ' ' ‘
lants—her cousin by the way. It doesn’t always take years to bring
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one through everything, Alice, and some- | but intended going away in summer.

times we learn the lesson of life while just
beginningit. ShallT tell you how I passed
the Christmas season of 1866?”

“Oh, yes!” we all said at once.

““ Well, to begin, my father, perhaps you
know, was the minister at Nixton—a
small out-of-the-way place it is. The
people were not rich. They gave a very
small salary. However, they appeared
comfortable enough themselves, and were
very much attached to my parents. We
bhad one wealthy man in Nixton—Mr.
Granger—but he did not attend our church.
His daughter, Nellie, and Lou White,
whose father was the onl'_y lawyer there
then, and I were inseparable, Of course
our positions were very different. They
were both sent away to city schools, while
I received my education from my father
and mother. Not a very regular course of
instruction; for she was so delicate. How-
ever, she taught me music—the rest I
obtained from my father, and I knew more
than they did on their return from school,
although they were more accomplished.
In 1866 I was twenty. More than a year
before my mother had died, and now there

_ were just my father, my two little sisters,

ahggmyself. They were a great deal
, younger than I, several having died be-
‘%ee‘n us. I must confess, before I go on,
that I was born with a great love of the
world in my heart. Not so great as some,
perhaps, but still quite enough to give me
trouble. Some girls grow fond of the
pleasures of a gay life; but a certain wish
for everything nice was born in me. I
would have liked a fashionable education,
expensive wardrobe, a little society, and, I
must confess it, a little admiration. So
you will see how I was situated. Not one
of these that were so dear to me then could
I get. We were poor, very poor. Instead
of buying new dresses, I had to turn theold,
if not for myself, for my sisters, and it was
surprising how well I made things look
sometimes. The congregation admired
me for taking good care of my father;
but at that time their opinion was of very
little consequence to me. Well Nellie and
Lou came home from school, bringing a
great many fashionable visitors with them.
They were to spend this winter at home,

‘Nixton was no place for a girl to live in,
they said. Visions of the pleasures in’
store for them haunted, me continually; I
was always comparing mylife with theirs.
For . the meantime, there was gﬁyety
enough to please anyone, I thought. Mr.
White had lately taken in’a partner, and
never before had Nixton seen such a win-"
ter., Parties of all descriptions”were got
up. Sleighing parties, skating parties,
snow-shoeing excursions and every possi-
ble amusement that could be devised was
eagerly brought forward for the diversion
of their visitors. Mr. Forrester, Mr.
Whitg's partner, was the constant atten-
dant upon these occasions. Nixton being a
small place you can ‘understand there was
a scarcity of gentlemen. I don’t know
whether the beginning of that winter or the
end was the most miserable time for me.
Ngilie,or Loueither, never had aparty with-
outgiving meavery pressing invitation ;but
I could not go—1I had no suitable clothes;
my mourning was worn out, and this win-
ter I had set my heart on a blue merino,
and white fur if I could get it. I went once
to a little tea-party at Nellie’s and owing
to the extremely fashionable appearance of
her guests, not to mention the city airs,
they deemed fit to adopt before a country
girl, and partly, I suppose, to the shabbi-
ness of my own dress, I pass'ed a very
wretched evening. I don’t know how it
came back to me, but I heard that Mr.
Forrester, whom I met that evening, and
who treated me politely in spite of my
humble attire, said that ‘Miss Tremaine
would cut out every one of them if proper-
ly got up.” After that I was more deter-
mined than ever ,upon the blue merino.
Don’t imagine that I neglected everything
for myself; I kept the house, took care of
my sisters, and in fact people said I did
well considering my age. Of course they
didn’t know my troubles; my father didn’t
know—since my mother’s death he had be-
come s0 absorbed in books that the man-
agement of everything was left to me,
though no one was aware of jt. I just
wanted to serve God and mammon; I did
not intend to neglect my duty in the least;
but I wanted a little of the world too:
Well it was drawing near Christmas; I had
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finished the children’s winter suits, and was | Forrester away from the Judsons. They

waiting for the blue merino for myself;
then I should go out a little; I should not
stay in so close when I had something to
wear. . With these thoughts I kept up my
spirits. One morning my father called me
into the study. Expecting to get money to
buy the blue merino, I did not require to
be twice called. ‘I am sire Kate,” he
began, ‘I don’t know how we will manage
this Christmas. I've got the quarter’s salary;
but there seems to be so many ways for it
to go, I've had so many things to sub-
scribe for, and I paid the doctor all out—I
hope the grocery bill is not a large one, or
we will be badly placed.” It was nothing
new, I thought, for us to be badly placed;
I had never known anything else. I
brought the grocery bill and after counting
that, with everything else that had to be
paid for, I immediately saw that there was
an end of the blue merino. He would get
no more for three months, and in that
time we hadto live. ‘I’'m sorry for you,
Kate,’ said mny poor father; ¢ it’s hard to be
kept so close, so very poor, but it will not
be so always; we must have faith. OQur
Heavenly Father knows allour hearts, and
ali things work together for good to them
that love Him." ‘I don’t believe it.’ I said
o myself; ‘ nota word of it. If there was
any truth in that we would not have been
kept poor for so long.” Of course this was
a bitter disappointment. I don't suppose
ever any of you felt as I did; there was no
humility in me then; I was all rebellion.
Why should we bekeptso poor?others were
not so. My father worked hard, why
could he not have at least a comfortable
living? Well, as I could not get the blue
merino, I would not have any, so I wore
my old black. This was about a month
before Christmas. Two weeks after, Nel-
lie Granger called one afternoon to tell
me of a grand party she was to have on
Christmas Eve, and ‘T'll never speak to
you again if you don’t come. Just to sit
andlook on. You can go home early, too,
if you like. But you mus* come. ‘I
haven’t a suitable dress, Nellie,” I replied.
¢ A white muslin would do you beautifully,
said kind-hearted Nellie, naming the
cheapest thing she could think of. ¢QOh!

think he admires you, and they’re awfully
jealous. I'll be real offended now, Kate,
if you don’t come on Christmas Eve.’
After Nellie was gone I sat down to consi-
der. To go to this party was better than
anything; and then, as Nellie said, a white
muslin wouldn’t cost much. I know that
ministers’ daughters don’t generally attend
large parties; but I was so intimate with
Nellie that it-would not be considered at
all out of place. Yes; I thought I would
make an effort and go. A muslin would
cost so little.

‘“ An hour after, two ladies of the con-
gregation camein to to tell' me of a Christ-
mas tree they were getting up for the school
children. = They called, they said, to tell
me of it, that I might have plenty time to
prepare things. The‘y appeared to take it
tor grauted that I was not only quite will-
ing, but quite able to contribute largely to
the tree. At tea my father, who had also
been told of it, said: ¢ Well, Kate, .you'll
have to give something to put on it as your
share—a teacher, you know,” and he
passed me over some money. How I hated
to touch it! The money we needed so
badly. to have to give away to others much
better off than we were! After tea I sat
down to count all the money I had, ang con-
sider about the party. I fought against &
great temptation that night. I had a little
money for housekeeping purposes, but had
intended paying the man who put up our
stoves with it. Now another thought
struck me. I laid it, with the money my
father gave me for the tree, on the table
before me, and counting it up saw that the
muslin might be bought if Idid not pay
the man just yet; and instead of spending
all the money on the tree, just a part of it.
Yes, I thought 1 could do it. T counted it
over again, and this time was sure. All at
once I thought, would it be right? Would
it be right to take the money with which
I should pay the man to buy a dress for
me to attend a party? No; it would not.
I was not long in deciding between right
and wrong. My poor mother had always
taught me to ask myself that question
when I was not sure of anything. Is it
right? Then would I doit. Itwas a great

you must come, if it’s only to take Mr. |temptation. With all my heart I wanted
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to do it; and with all my heart I felt it was | all sugar and candy!’

wrong. Well, I decided not to go—not
cheerfully by any means; but there was a
sort of pride in me that I wouldn’t do any-
thing dishonorable even to benefit myself,
as I considered thi$ would be. There was
a grim satisfaction to me in doing what I
thought I should do; and ‘let come what
will,’ I said, ¢ we'll starve next.” Mechani-
cally I took up a little text-book; ¢ A spar-
row falleth not to the ground without my
Father’s notice,” was the text for the next
day; but my head was full of miserable
rebellious thoughts—the sparrows might
be cared for, but we were not, Each time
these thoughts took possession of me 1
grew more hardened; nothing softened me
except looking at my poor father and sis-
ters. I fancied he looked so thin and care-
worn ; he had little appetite, and I could
offer him nothing tempting. Then my
sisters, poor little things, they appeared so
contented with just whatever they could
get. My heart would ache when they tqld
me whnat Lottie Smith, the shoemaket's
daughter, had for dinner at school, and I
thought™of theirs. ‘ But we always eat
ours by odrselves; don’t we, Fanny?” 1
had told them to do this once—for besides
being poor I was ashamed of it. 1 was
becoming sour and bitter under all this.
I could not see where the Fatherly love
was. * v

“Well, Christmas Eve came. I paidthe
man for putting up the stoves, and bought
and made presents for the Christias tree.
I had hoped to be able to buy something
nice for our Christmas dinner, but I soon
saw I could not. Always until this Christ-
mas some one of the congregation had
made us a present of a pair of fowls or a
turkey perhaps; but this year they had
forgotten. I didn’t care for myself, and
my father seemed so quiet and absorbed
of late that he didn’t appear to notice what
we had, or went without; but the two
children—mny poor mother, before she
died, used to miake such a fuss about them.
for they wouldn’t spoil. I felt so wicked
when they told me about beirg in Mrs.
Brown’s kitchen, and what she was mak-
ing for the next day. *The great turkey,
the oysters, the plum pudding, mince pies,
and the Christmas cake so beautiful, Kate,
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¢What are we
going to have to-morrow, Kate? I was
standing before the kitchen fire, gazing
down gloomily at the tea-kettle. I glanced
around on the clean, tidy kitchen, as I
thoughtof Mrs: Brown's preparations for
Christmmas. There was nothing here to
prepare. We couldn’t even afford a cake.
Again the children looked up at me so
cagerly and asked, ¢ What are we going to
have for to-morrow, Kate?” I thought my
heart would break as I looked down on
them. Idrew up an old rocking-chair of
my mother’s before the fire, and taking up
the two little motherless girls, I held one
with each arm and cried over them for two
long hours. They sat very quict for a
while, and then commenced to cry too, not
asking what was the matter—they seemed
to know. Since some time after my
mother died, when I used to take great fits
of it, I had not cried once; now I thought I
should never stop. The hard, pinching
poverty, the loneliness and disappointment
I had felt lately, were too much for me. If
I had had any one to speak to,—butI was
all alone, trying to make the best appear-
ance I could. After a while I felt myself
growing hysterical, and thinking what
would become of us if I gave way like this,
with a great effort I stopped, and taking no
no.ce ol our next day'’s dinner, I quieted
the children, promising them mamma's
drawer to look at after tea. I could scarce-
ly speak that evening without ending in a
sob; butmy (ather never seemed to observe
anvthing, so I was safe. After tea the
children amused themselves with the
drawer—it was an old drawer of my
mother’s, (ull of odds and ends—telling me
what they were going to give me when
they grew up. After the rest had gone to
bed I went to my 10om ; not to sleep though,
that was far from me. First I wondered
what I could do for those two children; I
must make something for them; so I
brought out some bits of gay-colored silks
to make needle-books and pin-cushions, as
I could think of nothing else. Before com-
mencing I threw back the curtain and
looked out of the window—about the worst
thing I could have done. Mr. Granger
lived opposite in a handsome house a little
back from the road. This evening it was
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in a blaze of illumination. One, two,!half-pastfour. Iwatched the guests leave;

three sleighs were just depositing their
merry loads at the door. The music rang
out mockingly, I thought, on the clear,
frosty air, and all seemed happiness and
enjoyment. My hard, bitter, rebellious
thoughts crowded back on me, as I stood
there looking out on the beautiful night.
Themoonwashigh and clearin the heavens;
scarcely a cloud was visible, and the stars
twinkled cheerily, even hopefully upon me.
Anotherload drew up to the door; amongst
them I recognised Lou White’s merry
laugh. Said I, ‘I might have been there
too, but for the want of a muslin dress. It
was a poor girl in Canada that couldn’t
aftord a white muslin,’ I said to myselt. I
stoad there a long time nursing my disap-
pointment and misery, until my thoughts
turned to the children and the next day.
With a reckless disregard of catching cold,
Ithrew up the window that I might hear
the music, and taking a shawl around me
began to work. My fingers flew fast and
my thoughts faster. It was late now and
the town was quiet; not a sound was to be
- heard but theexhilarating music from over
the way. The hired violinist had come,
and waltz, galop, and gay quadrilles rang
out joyously, even mockingly to me, as I
sat there almost benumbed with cold, mak-
ing the needle-books for the children. I
had never heard a piano and violin together
before, and that night’s music actually
seemed to take possession of my brain.
Weeks after, it rang through my head, and
even now I never hear the old ‘Midnight’
or ¢ Spirit of the Ball’ galop, without hav-
ing that night and all its wretchedness
brought back to me. It was hearing one
of you play the ¢ Midnight’ after tea, that
made me think of telling you this. Yes,
that was a miserable night—not so much
that I couldn’t go to a party, but that we
were 80 poor, 0 very poor, and yet must
keep up a sort of appearance, as if we had
everything we wanted. Ilaid my head on
the table, and thought of my mother and
how much better it would have been if we
had all died when she did. I didn’t want
to die as long as my father and sisters were
in the world; but if it wasn’t for them how
glad I thought I should be to lie down and
never rise again! The party broke up at

w

I heard Mr. Granger himself bidding them
¢ Good-night’ rather huskily, asthey drove’
away, and the thought struck me that per-
haps he had been taking too much wine.
He was a little inclined that way, I knew,
but I didn’t dream he would spoil Nellie's
party by it. T thought of my father—my
rather who was willing to do anything for
the saké of the cause he had chosen, and
this was our reward! Next day my father
complained ot a headache, and quite forgot
what day it was, until Fanny chattering
something about the Christmas tree re-
minded him. He came over to my chair
and kissed me; but the words he was going
to say, died on his lips, ¢ A Merry Christ-
mas.” What mockery! A great lump came
into my throatas I saw the children quiet-
ly eating their porridge, and thought of
the breakfast the little Browns and Saiths
would have. After breakfast I wondered
what 1 could have a little different for
dinner. I had some preserves, and so
bringing out flour, I made a pudding,
which was as near a holiday feast as we
could come, and this with tarts for tea, also
made of the preserves, was my preparation
for the day. We had potatoes, flour, bread,
and butter, a little preserves, and a basket
of apples. I daresay there were few homes
on the Christmas of 1866 that had not a
little more than that for their festivities.
In the afternoon, while tying on Minnie’s
hat to go to the Christmas tree, she saw
Mr. Sanders, a minister who assisted
father sometimes, coming up to the door.
[ cannot tell you how thankful I was that
he had not come before dinner. Itwasbad
enough to be poor, but to me it was worse
to have it known and seen. Fanny and
Minnie went off, and I told my father I
wasn’t going, I did’nt care about it. *Is
that the onlv reason, Kate!” he asked.
‘Yes, I don’t care ahbout it; I've seen it
already,” [ replied. ‘I think you had better
go, Kate. It doesn’t look well to stay away
when you are well, and you a teacher.
They will be expecting von; F think you
had better go.’ So to please him I got
readv and went, very much against my
inclination. All the afternoon T was tor-
mented with the fear of having Mr. Sanders
to tea. How I hoped some of the congre-
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gation would ask him!
trouble haunted me: father had felt very
_ unwell at dinner, and when I saw him
come in the door he looked so thin and pale
I thought he would faint. What if he were
going to be ill! The very idea made me
feel sick. I sat there as ifin a dream. I
could not even talk to the people. The
ladies had all spoken to me and admired
my work for the tree, but no one wished
me a merry Christmas. It was generally
supposed that I felt the loss of my mother
so much that this would be bad taste. They
all seemed to know I had some trouble,
and it was attributed to this. A pretty
little boy came up to me lisping a merry
Christmas, and while pretending to kiss
him, I hid my face under his long curls to
conceal the tears that rushed from my eyes.
At last it was over. Fanny and Minnie got
each a doll, my father a pair of slippers,
and I a pair of very nice cuffs. Still the
dread of having Mr. Sanders to tea hung
over me. However,some one did ask him,
and took a very great load off my mind.
Mrs. Brown had asked the children to go
home with her, but they wouldn’t go, be-
cause they would have a better tea than L
‘““We retired early that night, as my father
felt so unwell. For two weeks he com-
plained of headache and weakness, and re-
turning one night in a storm, from seeing
a sick man, he caught a severe cold. Next
day he was in a fever. All thoughts of
parties, dresses, and everything else flew
ont of my head; I felt how wicked I had
been to complain before, when, if we had
no luxnries, we had enough with care, and
always good health., My father was sick
for a long time. One day before the fever
left him the doctor was afraid it might take
a fatal turn. ¢ He thought it right to tell
me,’ he said, ¢ as there might be arrange-
ments to be made." I thought I was going
crazy when he told-me this. * Remember,’
he said, ‘I don't expect it; but it
may be—the system is so run down;
and I consider it best tq tell you this.
_There is nothing much to ‘be alarmed
about just now; but, on the whole, per-
haps you had better write to your friends.’
Friends! we had. none. My father had
some distant relations in the States that I
knew nothing of. Then there was Aunt

E Y

Another new|Mary—my mother’s sister.

“up their first.
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Aunt Mary
had never married. She had also been
averse to my mother’s marriage, but gra-
dually grew reconciled. When I was six
vearsold, she asked my parents to give me
to her to adopt and keep altogether. They
were poor and had more, and I suppose
Aunt Mary thought she was making them
a handsome offer; but they could not give
Aunt Mary never quite for-
gave that, and since my mother died she
had taken no notice of us. I cannot des-
cribe how I spentthat day. Ireally thought
once or twice that my mind was going.
““Well, T wrote to Aunt Mary and told her
the doctor was afraid my father might not
live. When he called again in the even-
ing, he said if he—my father—had a good
night and slept, he would likely get on
very well, and all danger for the present
be over. That night Mrs. Granger and
another lady sat up instead of me. They
said T would certainly be sick myself if I
did not take rest, and promising to call me
if there was the least change, they sent me
to my own room. All through the long
night I'sat up as I had done on Christmas.
Eve; but in a very different frame or
mind. How little, how very little, all my
troubles of that night seemed now! You
will all find, if death should come so near
your home and heart as it did mine, that
the joys of the world, and the ‘pride of
life’ are very insignificant matters. I
wondered that I was ever so foolish as to
think of these things, much less let them
trouble me. What was our poverty com-
pared to my father’s life? For the first
time in weeks I prayed as I had never done
before. I took up my neglected Bible, and
opening it, the first words I saw were:
¢Fear not: for I have redeemed thee. [
have called thee by thy name; thou art
mine. When thou passest through the
waters I will be with thee, and through the
rivers they shall not overflow thee; when
thou walkest through the fire thou shalt not
be burnt, neithershall the flame kindle upon
thee; for I am the Lord thy God.” All
night I repeated those words to myself,
¢ When thou passest through the waters I
will be with thee.” I saw now that when I
was nursing a repining, discontented
spirit, I might have been much worse;

]
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and even if we were poor there were!And I believe that’s all the story. There

greater misfortunes than that.

¢ About five o’clock in the morning, per-
fectly worn out with walking up and down
listening for a sound, I lay down on the
bed. When I woke up. I found myselt
comfortably in bed, with Nellie Granger
standing before me. *My father? I whis-
pered, fearful of her answer. *Is ever so
much better. and the doctor says will soon
be well” I covered my face with the
clothes and cried, until Nellie, becoming
frightened, went for her mother, who vainly
t'ndeavored to stop me. I was always in-
clincd to be hysterical, and now the relief
after such suspense was too much for me
to bear. She told me there was nothing to
cry for now; that all danger was past. and
how thankful I ought to be! Thanktul!
God alone knew how thankful I
Then she brought meé a cup of tea, with a
couple of slices of chicken.
I thought of the children. *Oh!’ T ex-
claimed, * Fannie and Minnie. I must tell
them.” ‘They knew long before you,
Kate. They are down at Mrs. Browns'.
She says she won't let them come back for
two weeks.’

“In three days Aunt Mary came. My
father was weak and sick for a long time,
and another minister was sent to supply
his place; and the kindness of the congre-
gation at that time I shall never forget.
Such a change as that was for me. I had
no longer everything on my mind. Aunt
Mary was there and took charge of every-
thing. We all grew so fond of her that the
very idea of her going was a grief to us.
But one morning she announced her in-
tention of remaining with us altogether if
we would have her. So Aunt Mary was
established head of the house. She had
plenty to live on, and I cannot tell you how
much better everything became after she
was settled a while. ‘

““Well, my father grew better; but it
took a long time, and when he was well
enough the congregation made up a purse
and sent him away for change of air. He
had worked long and well for them, they
said, and often given what he could badly
spare to help some one else. Our next
Christmas was a very different one, and on
the Christmas Eve of 1868 I was married.

was.

Iimmediately

is a good lesson in it, too; don’t you think
s0, Alice?”

“Yes,” replied Alice; “but I don’t
blame you a bit for wanting to go to that
partv. It was only natural.”

*“Ah! but the trouble with me, Alice,
was not one party. I would have liked a
great many it had had one. T was too fond
of the world, and but for a Father’s loving
hand wisely keeping such things from me»
I might have been lost both for this world
and the next. It was hard to bear then,
but I have seen the Father’s love in it
since.” '

‘“And where did you meet Mr. Rivers?”
inquired one of the girls,

*lle was the minister who preached
during my father’s illness.”

“Didn't that come around nice,” said
Sue Hamilton. -* Just as it should be.
Were those two other girls married—Nellie
Granger and Lou White?”

A thoughtfu! shade passed over Mrs.
Rivers” face. *‘No,” she answered, “I
heard once that Lou was to be; but she
has fallen into poor health. She caughta
severe cold at Nellie's Christmas Eve party.
It settled on her lungs and kept her in at
the time I remember; but I thoucht she
had quite recovered, aithough naturally
delicate. The last time I heard she had
been confined to the house for months.
Her parents were afraid of a decline.
Nellie is not married yet. I did hear once
of an engagement: but I believe that was
broken off. They tell me her father drinks
a great deal more now, whichis'a trouble to
Nellie and her mother. They go about a
great deal though, and keep a house full of
company. Fanny and Minnie have grown
very tall since I left Nixton. I think, too,
theyv have the promise of more sound sense
in their heads than I had; and I never hear
the ¢ Midnight,” or the *Spirit of the Ball’
Galop without thinking of the miserable
night I spent during Nellie’s party. And
now, my dears, I want to tell you that if
ever trouble of any kind should come upon
you; if ever anything you would desire
very much is withheld trom you, don’t
pgrumble or rebel; it might be a trouble
hard to bear, or a disappointment that for
a time will leave life with nothing in it

s
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worth living for—there have been such
things; but wait patiently and you will
have reason to thank the loving Father
that kept you from a dangerous path; and
remember, however black the cloud may
be at the time, it has a silver lining.”

For a part of the way we pursued our
walk’ homewards very thoughtfully; each
one appeared to have something to think
of. The streets looked as in the
afternoon, perfectly crowded with fathers
and mothers out for the wherewithal to fill
the stockings, all seeming so happy as
they pursued their way on kindly deeds

_intent.

I don’t believe Christmas is as nice in
any country in the world as in Canada,”
said Alice Somers, who never saw the use
of being silent when she could- find any-
thing to say.

as gay

*¢ There is a Lind of every land the pride,
Beloved by Heaven over all the world beside—?

chimed in poetical Jule Ferris.

*That's just it,” exclaimed Alice,
ada is of every land the pride;”
laugh greeted this.

“ Wellif it isn’t it oughf to be,” said
sOme one.

“Can-

a general

“But you won't find this a very good
evening for poetry, _Ilnle: The thread of
Your discourse will be broken so often that
you won't be able to resume it,” as we
adopted Indian file to get past a crowd of
good people in search of their Christmas
dinner. Jule had a quotation for every-
thing.

** Well,” said Alice again, ** who would |

have thought of Mrs. Rivers stayving from

a party for the want of a dress, and want- '

Ing to go so badly too? DPcople have a
good many troubles we don't know of.”

I
b
1

i this story

43

““There is Jule at it again; that isn’+’
grammatical, Jule.”

“Iknowit,” replied Jule good-naturedly;
“but it ~.the best I have; like the man’ s bad
cough.’

“What a different life Mrs. Rivers
might have had if she had got everything
she wanted !” said another.

“Just as she said herself,” replied Jule
the poetical, **it would huve been the ruin
of her; she would not be doing the good
she is now; her mind would be engrossed
with the things of this world, and of course
she would not have been happy.”

““ Why would not she be happy?”’ asked
Alice.

‘‘Because there is nothing in this world
which of itself will make anybody happy.”

*Oh Jule,” said two or three at once,
to hear you talk, you just eighteen and 'xay
there is no happiness in the world! You
talk just like one’s grandmother.”

= Well I'll bold to it,” responded Jule.
**There is’nt one of you girls that could
lay her hand on her heart and declare to
me that she was perfectly happy and con-
tented ; not one but wants something more
to make her happy, and I'll venture to say
that if we ever do obtain happiness we'll
have to confess it’s not of this world; there
now.”

y ““Jule has turned philosopher as well as
poet.” laughed one of the girls.

¢ Well I'in just at home now,” said Jule,
«50 we’ll resume this conversation some
other time.  So now good night,” kissing
us all around, ¢ good night, and a Merry
Christmas. and a great many of them.”
And with Jule I too will say good-night.

And to all Canadian girls for whom

is written, I wish a Merry

“Ifevery person’s troubles were written | L,hrxstmas and a good New Year, with few
on their brow, we would -pity many we | very few clouds, and patience to watch for

¢nvy now.

| the silver lining.

.
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BY N. S§. DODGE.

Was it the good Wilberforce. who, with
an unusual spice of hiumor at the moment,
gave it as his reason for quitting the House
of Commons during the delivery of a
stupid speech, that e was responsible to
God for the use of his time ? At all events,
it was Dr. Johnson who replied to the lady’s
remark as she rose fromn her spinet,—
¢ Therg, Doctor, that’s the most difficult
piece of music I ever played.”—T wish it
had been impossible, Madam.” Without
adopting Wilberforce’s impatience of stupi-
dity, or Dr. Johnson's appreciation of
music, both the anecdotes seem apropos to
a few remarks upon the number of things
constantly attempted and done solely on
account of their difficulty, the idea of
utility being left out of consideration.

Perhaps the oldest example of the feats
alluded to ir that of the ancient Greek
scribe who wrote the Iliad of Homer upon
vellum; within a compass so small thate
when rolled up it was contained in a nat-
shell. But there need be no recourse to
the ancients for samples of this kind of in-
dustry. Scribes now-a-days will cram the
Ten Cominandments into the area of a
York shilling. A curious example of this
minute writing was sold at a public sale a
few years back in London, and its history
illustrates well the desert of elaborate tri-
fling. It was an India-ink portrait of
Alexander Pope, surrounded by a scroll in
hair-lines, and was knocked down for half
acrown. Next day the purchaser, looking
with alens for the artist’s name, discovered
that the hair-lines were lines of writing.
legible onlv with a powerful magnifier. and
that they were a transcript. word for word.
of “The Essay on Man.” Here was the |
blinding labor of months sinfully thrown'
away. .

Taking up a book from a stall in the old
cathedral city of Exeter some vears ago,
the writer came upon an instance of mis-
directed biblical study which seems almost
incredible. Its author had discovered—
it must have heen at a tremendous gost of
time, patience and labor—the middle verse,
middle chapter, middle word, and middle
letter. not only of the Bible itself, but the
middle verse, word and letter of every
chapter in the sacred book. This he had

ut down in marginal notes, in a clear,
egible and beautiful chirography, on every
page. Asthe latter discovery would neces-
sitate counting every verse. word and
letter in every chapter ab, snitio at each
count; and the former discovery would

Specimens of Useless Labor,

necessitate counting every chapter, verse,
word and letter in the whole Bible a4 initio
at each count (since neither the middle
word nor the middle letter would be found
in the same chapter even, as the middle
verse), the vast labor expended may be
guessed at.

Not the least remarkable among useless
kbors is superfluous needle-work. The
history of woman’s industry which never
improved taste, nor benefited society, nor
yielded reward of any kind, would com-
prehend areview of domestic life ever since

‘“ Adam delved and Eve span.”?

Such a history would show that in every
age the needle of the housewife has been
plied as much in servile obedience to the
dictates of fashion, as for useful purposes.
Look at the hideous tapestry of the Middle
Ages! Look at the elaborately ugly sam-
plers of thé seventeenth and eighteenth
centuries! Look at the ghastly pictorial
Berlin-wool work of our own day! They
are, none of them, beautiful atter their
fashion has passed away; and, for the most
part, are offensive to a cultivated taste and
repulsive to an educated eye.

To some minds the temptation to engage
in a difficult task merely because it is diffi-
cult, is irresistible; and this is sometimes
illustrated in very odd ways.#On the coast
of Cornwall, not far from Lizard Point,
there rises a tall columnar rock, almost
perpendicular, whose summit looks from
the shore to be hundreds of feet high, and
whose base is washed bv the waves. It is,
known as “Bumble Rock.” A few years
ago, a gentleman who happened to be ex-
cursionizing in the neighborhood came to
this rock, and seeing how difficult it must
be to climb to ite top, and having heard
that it had never been done, resolved to
accomplish the teat. He was alone. No-
body knew of his purpose. Divesting
himself of all unnecessary clothing, he
forthwith began the ascent. He really did
climb to a frightful height,—the spot where
he stopped being indicated by a line of red
paint,—but happening to look down, the
sight of stony peaks and ribbed ledges,
over which the wild waves were dashing,
50 completely paralyzed his limbs, that he
had not the power to climb a foot higper,
much less to descend. He was fortunately
perceived by a man who was working at a
distance. who summoned persons to the
adventurer’s assistance, by whom he was
extricated from his peril, ‘

Curious as the psychical problem is
which the cases cited present, it is, per-
haps, more easily solved thah that which
is suggested by another class of idiosyn-
crasies even more common, viz.: that of
persons who spend a life-time in utterly
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useless employments. There are few read- . A MEMORY.
ers whose observation would not furnish —
illustrations of this. ' . ' . o mrE R

Ten years ago, the writer knew a manin | ‘ The same old house,” you call it;
Paris who spent all his leisure time in gind “:;sﬁt{_‘e;g A Y e oY e hold—
grinding various kinds of stones, procured So ](y)ng yof have been away.
from all parts of France, into the shape of But th ars are such a gulf. dear,
hones for razors. He was a bachelor, pos- i d°:‘;lgise’ T ‘f’ue’gm ay change;
sessed of considerable property, speaking If you look at this intently
three or four languages with great correct- t will seem half-new and strange.

ness and fluency, and showing no symp-

toms of insanity save in the devotion of The oriel-window is darkened,

he sunny side-porch is still,

many hours of every day to this strange And you miss the old-time laughter
y 1o . very y 8 y! .
employment in his workshop.. He doubt-| = Thatoncerungover the hill. .
less had some purpose .in view which he \Ah, now you ask for the voices,
did not reveal, and which it would be Recalling them name by name;
difficult to conjecture. ‘¢ Where then,” you say, * is Great-Heart Phil?
- . And is scapegrace Ned the same?
Several years ago, an artist in New

York, receiving a fair amount of orders| * A?{ fairy;r?eet, 5?30“5 He}:;n,;

3 % 3 H ueen 1ce, an oving ay’!
for his work and supporting his_family Why baby Maud is a woman grown,
respectably, began to take delight in carv- 1 suppose, since I went away ?

ing nuts, turnips, potatoes, apples and

what not, into fantastic shapes. The| Ahme, 1 willtell you the story;
. . . seems so long ago
habit grew upon him, until at length he That all this bright tide vanished

would turn off from his work, though Out of life’s ebb and flow.
never so pressing, to embody some phan-

tasm in these perishable materials. In And the house has stood in its silence

So long, apart from: the strife,

this case it was, however, incipient in- Like a dim, sweet sanctuary,
sanity, which at length developed itself Full of an unseen life.
into absolute madness. .

* * * * * * *

But the most remarkable instance of .

persistency in a useless labor was exhibited
Intely in the window of a pawnbrokers | l'Zinlheyen oLy len v
shop in High-Holborn, London. Thiswas Though she reigned in so mnnylo’ving hearts,
a volume in manuscript, handéomely She must go, at last, alone.
bound in gilt, and written with extraor- Then Great-Heart Phil—did you never hear
dinary care and neatness, containing 406 Of the cruel watery strife? 7
pages of three colums each. It was He saved his friend, but the icy waves
without a single idea, and, what is more, Closed over his own brave life.
it contained but a single word. The mys- Then sweet-eyed, thoughtful Helen,
tery is explained by its title-page, which, Who had leaned on the manly strength,
quoting from memory, runs nearly thus: Though she tried to live for the others,

s« Thirty-three Thousand Five Hundred and Drooped and yielded at length.
Thirty-five Ways of Spelling the Word So half the voices had vanished,

¢« SCISSORS.’”’ And dear, wild, thoughtless Ned
. W . . Grew silent, and played, in atender way,
Imagine a being to whom God has given With Maud’s little goiden head.
living soul sitting down to the composi-
. But the bright little head grew wea;

tion of such a work : the dreary monotony The ,we§ voice p)cadegﬁ—,r nst'ry,
of the task: the endless combination of And the Shepherd, hearing His lamb’s low cry,
vowels and consonants: the numberless Close folded her to His breast.

experiments that must have failed, and

: H s "} Then Ned grew bitter ‘‘af Fate,” he sai
the everlasting examiuations that were im- g ate,” he said,

And was reckless and wild again,

perative in order to avoid repetitions. Yet Though the sweet, old generous impulse lived
here the book was: done, and done tho- Under all the terrible strain.

roughly, .exquisitely copied out on fine And at last the glorious morning

paper, elegantly_bound, and offered for Rose radiant out of tie night,

sale at three pounds sterling. Three And the wiltul, loving, penitent child

! S ; z ;
pounds for the labor of tens of thousands assed up into God’s own light.

of hoursl—labor which, had it been em-| * Sosada tale,” you say; you are “sure
ployed upon the humblest kind of mecha-|  , That dear little May still Lives.?
nical drudgery—the splitting of _lucifer That God to His loved ones gi\?ea.
matches, for example— would have made

a thousand-fold larger returns. There is “ Agd what,” you askl, “of ﬂllj mu?q:er,
probably no fact in the whole history of 0 smitten with blow on blow?

. But I told you the house was a temple.
useless labor to match this.—Observer, And thc'tycmplc all aglow, e
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For a house, through such solemn chrism,
Grows cither a tem.ple or grave,
And through anguish this mother whispered
/ * He perfects the gifts that He gave;

¢ And shall I be hard and rebellious
While they in the God-light shine?
Oh Father, my Father, I thank Thee
That they are both mine and Thine,

- ¢ What now shall I render unto Thee
For these treasures Jaid-up,” she cried;
Tenfold I will strive to bring with me
When I come at the eventide.

‘¢ Ten priceless souls I will bring Thee
For wy first-born’s harvest home,
And—ten? twice ten, for the precious child
Who never again can roam.

¢ And five and three I will bring Thee,
And two and one, I wili say,
For my darlings, Helen and ‘Alice,
For baby Maud and my May.

. No hour for grief and repining,
But cach grateful hour for Thee,
To repay Thee? ah never, my Father,
Itis only Love’s prompting in me.””

And so it is that at day-dawn
The loving service begins,

And she sees her Philip, her Helen,
In each sweet soul that she wins.

And if perchance, in the noon-tide,
Some prodigal prays at last,

’Tis her waywars Ned that she kisses,
As she did in the happy past.

And then in the shadowy twilight
She returns in rapture, to feel

That the temple is palpitant, glowing,
As her darlings the silence unseal.

‘What wonder her face has caught something
Of the gladness and glory to come,

And ¢ grows only more rapt and joyful”
With each step nearer her home ?°,

Yes, I know it seems strange to be grateful
For sotrow, and loss upon loss;

Yet ’tis true of your friend, as 1 tell you, N
That she makes such Crown of her Cross.

¢ No longer the same,” you are saying—
Ah no—you look through my eyes;
You can see now the house isa temple
Whose spire is lost in the skies.
—Evangelisi.

— -

A NOBLE MISSIONARY LIFE.—MISS
' MARY E. REYNOLDS.

BY REV. H. A. SCHAUFFLER.

The collecting of material for a sketch
of the life of Miss Mary E. Reynolds has
been to me a most grateful task—a labor
of love. Therecord of our departed sister’s
life is one of faithful, conscientious, unpre-
tending, affectionate, and successful ser-
vice for the Master. Born October 29th,
1827, she so early felt the influence of the
Holy Spirit that neither she nor her par-
ents could ever tell when she gave her
heart to Christ. She was from infancy re-
markably conscientious in the performance
of every duty. She never willingly was
absent from divine service or the Sunday-

A Noble Missionary Life.

school, and seemed to take especial plea-
sure in the prayer.meeting. Her mother
often spoke with her of the foreign mis-
sionary work, and expressed the wish that
her daughter might become a missionary.
Miss Reynolds often referred in after life
to a visit by Dr. Scudder to the Sabbath-
school of which she was a member. He
requested all those children who would
like to become missionaries to rise, when
she, without hesitation, stood up, .

Her mother died in October, 1858, but
the effects of her influence and of her unre-
served corisecration of her child to the
Lord’s service did not die with her; for on
on the 1st of June, 1863, Miss Reynolds
bade adieu to -her father and only sister,
and sailed for Turkey, under appointment
as the first American lady principal of the
mission school for Bulgarian girls at Eski
Zagra, at the foot of the Balkan Mountains
in European Turkey. :

The missionary’ work among the Bulga-
rians was then in its infancy. Not a sin-
gle convert had yet cheered the hearts of
the missionaries. It was the ‘‘night of
toil,” when the missionary met with little
but opposition, hatred, slander,~-and per-
secution. But Miss Reynolds entered on
bher work with much enthusiasm and fer-
vent zeal. It is true thal, in consequence
of her natural modesty and self-deprecia-
tion, as well as her delicate health, she often
labored in weariness and much discour-
agement; but she was borne up and divine-
ly strengthened for her work. To a Turk-
ish family, who had curiously questioned
her about her parents and friends and the
tar-off home, and then inquired whether
she were not depressed in spirits, she was
able to answer cheerfully and promptly in
the negative.

The conflicting emotions of those years
of missionary life may be vividly presented
by a few quotations. To one of her mis-
sionary brethren Miss Reynolds once re-
marked, I don’t think another person in
the world feels as useless as I do.” Toa
friend she writes, ¢ Should I be so indolent
in the work God has given me to do, if I
were truly his?” Yet, ‘‘every day I see
new proofs of his love to me : I have no right
to doubtit.” Still, looking away from self,
she exclaims, ¢ How blestI have been above ~
s0 great a portion of the world! I am so
thanktul for the privilegesI have received,
and will try now to redeem the time.”

On a Thanksgiving-day she writes:
‘“ What have I'to be thankful for? First
of all, I am thankful for my Saviour; that
He is mine, and that He gave himself for
me; that it is my privilege to suffer some-
what ifi his service, and that He comforts
me with the assurance that my labor is
not in vain in the Lord.” :

Her labor was nof in vain. Before she
had been on missionary ground two years,
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in company with those who had labored
with her and before her, she was overjoyed
at perceiving that the Holy Spirit was at
work in the school. After experiencing
deep conviction of sin, the assistant teacher
was the first to find peace in believing, and
it was not long before the whole house re-
sounded with the voice of prayer — the
weeping of those who for the first time in
their lives felt that they were sinmers and
the thanksgiving ot those who had found
Christ precious to their souls. Miss Rey-
nolds wrote : ¢ Our little school is a garden
of lilies where Jesus loves to feed. Such
sweetness of temper, such humility, such
purity, I would not have thought possible
in heathen (or such darkened) hearts!
God has thown me what He is able and
willing to do. I have been, and am still,
very happy. Ido not now regret a single
self-denial I have been called upon to make
in leaving home joys, for I have found the
highest possible joy here.”

Miss Reynolds was more blessed than are
most missionaries, in being permitted, dur-
ing her short missionary life of six years,
to reap as well as to sow. What an honor
was it to be allowed to help gather in the
first-fruits of a spiritual harvest among a
new and noble race—a harvest which it will
yet be the glory of the (American) Church
to bring, with shouting, into the garner of
the Lord.

Of her character as a missionary, Mr.
Byington, for a while associated with her
at Eski Zagra, says: ** She was devoted to
the Master; her zeal consumed her; she
doubtless did labor beyond her strength;
she accomplished a blessed work. Her
self-denying labors, her unselfish spirit;
her devotion to Jesus, have made their im-
press on Bulgarian character—an impress
which will never, never be effaced.”

After failing health compelled her reluc-
tant return to this country, her worthy
successor, Miss Norcross, overheard some
of the pupils praying the Lord that He
would be to Miss Reynolds’ father so much
more than even his daughter could be! that
He would be willing to let her return to
them. After Miss Norcross was taken from
them, last summer, the girls of the school
sent a message to Miss Reynolds, begging
her to return to their bereaved school.
* Her heart respondedso strongly to this ap-

peal that, although in quite delicate health,
she determined, last February, to start
again for Turkey. But the Lord’s ways
were higher than hers. From that time
she began to fail until a week before her
decease, when she went down very rapidly
into the valley of the shadow of death.
Atter some severe struggles.she was en-
abled to gain a decisive and lasting vic-
tory over unbelief and the fear of death,
and for several days before her end her
peace was like a river. She said: *“ How
sweet to lie in the arms of Jesus, and know
no will but His.” To ministering friends
she was wont to remark, as they entered
her room, ‘““Iam still waiting : I am watch-
ing for the last breath.”

On Thursday evening, June 1st, just
eight years from the day of her sailing for
Turkey, she was called to her reward.
Unable to speak or to hear,a few minutes
before her end she opened her eyes, and, as
a sweet smile lighted up her face, she look-
ed straight up, with a gaze so clear and
joyful that it seemed to penetrate the veil
that hides the other world from this. Then
peacefully she breathed out her life.

‘‘ Blessed are the dead which die in the
Lord; yea, saith the Spirit, that they may
rest from their labors, and their works do
follow them.”

To the foregoing sketch by Mr. Schauffler
it will be appropriate to append the testi-
mony of the Rev. C.F.Morse, who was a
missionary in European Turkey during
the residence of Miss ,Reynolds at Eski
Zagra. On hearing of her death he wrote :
‘ She 'was successful as a teacher, but her
pre-eminence was in her religious influ-
ence over her pupils. Seven had united
with the church before she left; in regard
to about as many more hopes were enter-
tained that they were Christians, and over
everypupil who came under her instruction
did she exert a more or less powerful in-
fluence. She notonly abounded in prayer,
but had a peculiar tact in conversing and
praying with her pupils. She literally led
them to the Saviour whom she so much
loved. She has made an impression upon
the Bulgarian nation which will never be
effaced. Her love for her pupils was sur-
passed only by their love for her, and deep
will bethe mourning when they hear of her
death.”—Missionary Herald. ’

~
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EFFIE HAMILTON’S WORK.

BY ALICIA; AUTHORESS OF “ THE CRUCIBLE,” ‘‘SOWING THE GOOD SEED,” ‘' ADRIENNE CACHRLLE,” ETC

(Continued.)

. CHAPTER X.

The languishing head is.at rest,
Its thinking and aching are o’er:
This quiet, immovable breast
Is heaved by aflliction no more.
‘This heart is no longer the seat
Of trouble and torturing pain;
It ceases to flutter and beat—
It never will flutter again.

The lids she so seldom could close,
By sorrow forbidden to sleep,
Sealed up in eternal repose,
Have strangely forgotten to weep.
These fountains can yield no supplies—
These hollows from water are free:
The tears are all wiped fronr these eyes.
And evil they never shall see. )
—C. Wesley.

Jeanie and Effie being sole occupants of
the upper flat of Number 18, were very for-
tunate, for they were thus less exposed to
such sights as that which had so terrified
the child the night that sad letter had
come from Scotland; though still, often
enough, they heard the shouts and oaths
that echoed up through. the hare passages.
It seemed almost a wonder that little Effie
should live in such a place and yet be so
wholly uncontaminated by its evil influ-
ences; but, doubtless, the mother's prayers
and advice surrounded the child like an in-
vigible wall, and ever proved a counteract-
ing influence—the strongest there can be
on earth!

- I will not dwell on the sufferings those
two endured erespring, with its long bright
days, came gladdening the hearts of all,
but more than any, those of the poor and

destitute. How often it appeared as if life
could not be held together—as it they must
succumb to the pangs of hunger or the
miseries of cold; but yet God kept them,
and now once more they hailed together
the warm sunny days. The ice and snow
melted fast from pavement and roof; and
oh! it was so pleasant to run away into the
broad open streets and stand revelling in
the full warm beams of sunshine! Effie
felt once more like a little child, as she
skipped along the wide walks with her bun-
dle of work. But, alas! alas! bright as
were the days, there seemed a pestilence
in the smoking vapor that steamed up
from the thawing ground and filled the
narrow courts with its fell dampness. Joy-
ous as was the sunshine, it poured in
through the dust and cobwebs of many a
broken window, throwing its beams on
many a sufferer, yea, too often on the pale
still face of the dead!

And oh! sad to tell, that destroying fever
which had laid those poor creatures low,
crept into Jeanie Hamilton’s room, laying
its enervating grasp on the poor mother,
who, weak from privation and sorrow, had
no power to resist its influences. Disease
when it enters those crowded back streets
of the greatcity, finds easy victims. Too
often there is no kind, skilful physician to
deal with the mohster; seldom, if ever, can
the nourishment which might save many a
sinking one be procured; a few days does
the work, and Death, who seems ever to
hover over such localities, seizes his wast-
ed prey.
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Jeanie from the first considered that her ling back; ‘‘we have some money in the
time had come, and that she must leave her i house.” ~
little Effic alone in the crowded, fearful| ¢ Tut, tut, little one, you must take what
city; and, yet, why should I say ‘‘ alone?” ' the doctor prescribes;” and slipping two
would not ‘the Father” be always with |{shining half-dollars into the child’s hand
her, even unto the end Jeanie knew this, | he hastened away, walking swiftly along
 else the deep agony which shook her whole | 1 the dark passage and down the broken
frame, when she looked on her child, would : stalrs, like one well accustomed to find his
have been more than she could have borne. | | way about such homes.
She could not bear to speak to the poor lit- | Effie went back to her mother, and show-
tle one of what she knew was surely, if|ing her the bright silver pieces, asked her
slowly, coming; but she tried always to ! what she would like.
turn her thoughts to the subject, and soonf ‘“Nothing, child, nothing; keep them,
she saw that Effie understood. Poor little | my ain bairnie; youmay need them. And
creature! she was old beyond her years; i now, Effie, come and sit beside me. I want
the life she had led for the past twenty  totalk to you for just a little while. You
months seemed to have matured her into a | know, bairnie,where I'm going—to the dear
little woman, with all a woman’s cares ! Home above where grandfather and grand-
and fears and anxieties, and oh{ how that | mither are gone before—the Home where
young heart ached, as she sat beside the |sorrow and suffering will never come—
mother whomshe so dearly loved, and saw | where all tears are wiped away. You’'ll
her fading away—fading away to the ‘‘Land | come to me there, bairnie, my ain wee Effie,
o’ the Leal.” my dear child. But Effie it may no’ be
Effie did what she could, and poor Solly | just yet, and if you live you may some day
was all anxiety to be of use, and begged and | find your ain faither—my poor, poor Dun-
prayed to be allowed to go for a ‘‘grand | can! And Effie, you'll be very good to him
doctor who had cured piles of folks.” Jea- | for your mammy’s sake, if that time ever
nie at last acceded to the request, and Solly | comes.”’
came one evening in triumph, ushering in Effie could only twine her arms round
a tall, portly man, with a gruff voice but a | her mother’s neck and press her cheek
kind face. Jeanie saw at once that he|close tohers; she could not speak. ¢ Now
knew his skill would avail nothing now; | bairnie,” continued the poor mother, ¢ let
she said as much to him in a whisper when ! us go to sleep, I'm sae weary; there lay
Effie was not there. down beside and put your hand in mine,
‘ Bless me, you're not Scotch, are you?”!now go to sleep, mine ain bairnie, and
exclaimed the good man. *Poor thing, | God ever, ever bless and keep you from all
poor thing, to be so far from home, from | evil.”
the anid countrie that is so dearto us alll”| An hour afterwards the pale moonlight
It was very sweet o Jeanie to speak 10 | shone in at the window, and cast its soft
one who had once lived in dear old Scot- | heams over the face of the sleeping child

land; but she was very feeble and not able | and over the still calin face of the dead
to listen long. mother.

“ You need na’ come again, doctor;" she
said as he rose to go. “‘ You know its nae
use; go to some who have mair need of
you; there’s plenty in this court alone.”

‘ Aye, God knows, plenty of them,” re- | Do you question the young children in their sorrow
plied the doctor, holding the dying wo-| Why their tears are falling so?
man's hand in his for 2 moment. ¢ Here, » * » . o .
little woman,” he said to Effie, beckoning | They look up with their pale and sunken faces,
her from the room; ¢‘here, take this and | And theirlooks are sad to see:
get your dear mother anything you can | For the man's grief untimely draws and presses
she would like.” Down the cheeks of infancy.

“Oh! no please, sir,” said Effie, shrink- | « Your old earth,” they say, ** is very dreary;®

.

CHAPTER XI.




5o

“ Qur young feet,” they say, *‘ are very weak!
Few paces have we taken, yet are weary—
Qur grave rest is very far to seek!
Ask the old why they weep, and not the ¢hildren,
For the outside earth is cold:
And we young ones stand without in our bewild’ring,
And the graves are for the old.”
—Mrs. Browning.

It was Solly who, coming into the room
at early dawn, gently disengaged the clasp
of the still sleeping child and carried her
quietly to another part of the room, where
spreading the dead mother’s shawl on the
floor she laid her on it; then calling up
Nance, who for once was quite suber, the
two folded the cold hands of the dead wo-
man and smoothed back from the calm
brow the rich brown hair already mingled
with many a streak of gray. When Nange
was gone again, Solly knelt down by Effie
and gently stroking her little hands tried to
wake her.

¢ Dear mammy,” murmured the child,
without moving or opening her eyes.
¢ Dear, dear mammy.”

Solly ¢ould not bear it; she flung her
arms round the little form, and sobbed out,

¢« QOh, Effie, your mammy’s gone; but
Effie dear, I love you; don’t cry, don’t,I'll
be good to you, I will.” ~

Effie sat up looking about her wondering-
1y; then seeing her mother lying so quiet
and still, she sprang up and, throwing her-
selt beside the lifeless form, wept as if her
heart must break, while she sobbed :

¢ Oh, mammy, speak to Effie, to your ain
baxrme']ust once, mammy dear ! do mam-
my.”

Solly seeing it was useless to try and com.
fort the distressed\one, went softly out, de-
termined to take upon herseif all necessary
preparations. Instingtively she felt that it
would be far better all should be over that
day; so she went quietly about, now here,
now there, until she had all settled, and
then returned to Effie. The child was still
lying where she had left her, though seve-

- ral hours had passed; but she was not
sobbing now, only gently stroking her dead
mother’s face and whispering softly,

“ Dear mammy ! dear mammy p»

" 4 You'd best come with me.’
“ And won’t I ever see mammy any

T
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Imore?” asked the child, sittiif up aﬁq‘
bending her dim eyes on Solly.

“No,” said §olly, in a voice almost
choked with the sobs she tried to keep back;
¢ leastways not here; but she said as how
you’d meet her in the beautiful place, and I
jest believe you will.”

“Yes,” said Effie, absently ; but she kissed
her mother’s cold face once again and then
put her hand in Solly’s and went with her.

An hour afterwards the child stood at
Nance’s door, watching them cacry the
plain deal coffin down-stairs, and heard one
of the men say,

¢ That ere is her little un; left all alone,
Sol says; poor little ¢ritter!”

That night Effie shared Solly’s bed, and
sobbed herself to sleep, thinking of that
mother whose loving tender arms she
would never feel around her any more.
Poorlittle Effie! )

The next day Solly brought down what
few possessions the Hamiltons had to the
lower room, for Nance willingly agreed
that Effie must come and live with them.
The child attempted no resistance; for what
could she do, poar lonely little one? She
liked being with Solly; but often when
Nance would-come home tipsy she would
creep off to her straw, crying bitterly.

After a week or so, Effie determined to
try and get some work, for she saw that
Nance—though not unkind—was by no
means disposed to let her be idle, and so
one day when Solly was out the poor child
crept forth to attempt to get back her old.
employment, never doubting but that Mr.
Hunt would give her work. But she soon
found that wealthy merchant did not intend
to trust his work to ‘“ a mere child.”

«But I will pay you a dollar deposit,
please sir,” said Effie, timidly.

¢ Oh, no matter; I'could not be troubled
you may go now,” and bidding a clerk
“ show that child the way out,” Mr. Hunt,
turned once more to his ledger.

“ Do you know anywhere where I could
get work ?” Effie ventured to ask the well-
dressed individual who had been commis-
sioned to ¢ show her out.”

“ Well, you see, it isn’t every one who
would care to give work to a little thing
like you,” said the man, who was rather &
kind-hearted fellow. ¢ But let me think;
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there’s a place not far from heres‘»‘:}vhereJ’you don’t seem to have a tongue. Parsons

they might give you some coarse sewing.
Do you see that sign, ¢ Sharp & Skinflipt,”
just below the big watch hanging out
there

“Yes sir.”

“Well, you might possibly get some-
thing there, though mind you don’t say we
sent you.”

‘“ No, thank you, sir.” "

And Effie trippéd off slightly comforted.
Poor little one! she was so small and slight
few believed she could work; at all events,
her heart was willing enough, and she ran
on quickly until she reached the establish-
ment of Messrs Sharp & Skinflint; it was
not so large nor handsome as that of Mr.

Hunt, and instinctively the child shrank

back froth entering. Ah! if Solly was only
with her! She wished now she had not
come out withouther. Timidly she walked
down the long. narrow store, which seem-
ed to her very dark. Doubtless Messrs.
Sharp & Skinflint had reasons of th:eir own
for not admitting too many rays of sun-
shine and for mellowing those which tried
to steal in by heavily draped windows.
Effie stopped before one of the clerks and
asked if she could see Mr. Sharp.

“We've nothing for beggars here,”
answered the man gruffly.

‘ Please, sir, I'm not a beggar,” said the
child, trying to keep back her tears. I
would like to get some work.”

“You!” said the man contemptuously,
leaning his elbows on the counter and star-
ing at Effie. **I’d like to know what you
‘could do, your pigmy! Ha!l ha! ha!”

¢« Please, sir, can I see Mr. Sharp?”

+ ¢ Oh, yes, you shall see him; he’ll give
you your walking-ticket mighty soon.
Come along.”

Frightened Effie followed and was usher-
ed into a room at the back with a glass
door and a writing desk so situated that it
commanded a view of the whole store.

¢ Here, Mr. Skinflint,” said the clerk,
giving the child a little push, ¢ Here’s a
young one wants to see you; something
particular I should say.”

For a moment the celebrated Mr Skin-
flint eyed the4rembling, shrinking child,
and then spoke out thus,

¢ Well, what do you want, youngster?

go back to your business instantly.? Now
youngster quick, I guess I've got some-
thing better to do than waste time over a
brat.”

“ Please, sir, I would like to get some
sewing to do.”

“You! Lord bless me what’s the world
coming to? .get out with you this minute.”

‘“‘ But please, sir, Ican make shirts very
well; and I'll pay a dollar deposit.”

Mr Skinflint’s eyes brightened. ¢ Youl!
where did you get a dollar? I guess you
stole it; take care, I'll hand you over to the
police.”

Effie’s cheeks grew pale and every limb
shook. ‘Oh, please, please, I didn’t steal
it; my own mammy, who’s dead, earned it
herself;” and the tears rolled fast down the
little thin cheeks.

s Blubbering are you, you little brat?

well I guess you’ll get work anywbere if.

yoy open your waterspouts that way!”

Effie checked her tears and turned to go.

¢ Let’s see your dollar; may be—"

"Hastily the poor child took the precious
silver pieces out and handed them to the
wretch in human shape, who clutched them
hastily. One moment he eyed them
greedily, then rising he quickly took down
a heavy cane which hung above his desk,
and coming close to poor Effie shook it in
her face, saying between his teeth,”

‘Do you know, you young vagabond,
that these are counterfeit—bad silver—
worth nouthing! Aye, I'll be bound you
know it.
policeman on your heels precious quxck,
get out!

And lifting his stick he would surely
have brought it down on the child’s neck
and shoulders had she not sprung from
him with a bound and ran shrieking
through the door, followed by the laughs
and jeers of the clerks. Thehonorable (?)
Mr. Skinflint contented himself with shak-
ing his cane at the office door and then re-
turned to his desk, chuckling as he put the
silver coins in his pocket.

““Well, I didn’t hurt her at ali events,”
he said to himself as he settled himself
once more; ‘“ and the money was 'no good

to her; those kind of people are not fit to ‘

be trusted with money.”

Getoutof my sight or I'll put the '
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And what became of this creature’s de- ! account, had once been a great ‘“ scholard,”

fenceless victim? Flying out of the shop
door she would have fallen had not Solly’s
strong arm caught her.
- ¢ You child, whatever is the matter!”
Solly exclaimed, supporting the little,
trembling frame and looking wondrously
at Effie’s pale face.

¢Oh, take me away! take me away!,
quick!” cried the child, and Solly keeping
her arm round her, did not speak againI
until they had turned out of Broadway
into a comparatively retired street, where,
placing Effie on a doorstep, she sat down ;
beside her begging her, to tell all that had |
happened. : .

“Oh! they called me a beggar and a
thicf!” sobbed Effie; *‘that man took my
dollar and he said it was bad, and he’d tell :
the police on me! gnd oh! he took down a|
great stick and would have beat me only I;
ran away. Oh! Solly, Solly!” and sway-
ing herself backwards and forwards-the|
poor little girl wept and sobbed pitifully. |

Solly’s expletives on Mr. Skinflint we
will leave out here as best omitted;
suffice it to say they were the reverse of
complimentary.

““ That comes of yer agoin’ to strange
places without me,” said Solly, reprovingly,
when they were safe at home and Effie was
calm again. ‘I hope you’ll never do sich
agin.”

¢ No, I won't,” said Effie, meekly.

Solly insisted on going herself to look |
for work in future, and after a great deal of
trouble succeeded in bringing home sewing
which was so coarse she herself could
assist on it of evenings when her day’s
labors were ended. How she managed .
about deposit mon&y she never told, and |

and she did not read badly even now,
though  her pronunciation might not quite
have met with Mr. Webstér's approval.

{(To be continued.)
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"““ AN HUNGERED AND YE GAVE ME

MEAT.”

Very few children in this country know
what it is to go for many hours at a time
suffering from hunger; to get nothing to
eat for days, often, but a little coarse, dry
bread, or raw vegetables; to struggle for a

-little food almost as desperately as one

struggles for his life in drowning. Butin
London many hundreds of children are in
this hard condition. We give our young
readers this month the touching story of
one of these poor lads; and we think few
of them, after reading it, will feel anything
but thankfulness for their own more favor-
ed condition. Here it is:—

Tim had been standing for a long while
gazing in at a confectioner’s window. The
evgpning was drawing in, and ever since

' m®ning a thick, unbroken cloud had cov-

ered the narrow strips ol sky lying along
the line of roots on each side of the streets,
while every now and then there came
down driving showers of rain, wetting him
to the skin. Not that it took much rain to
wet Tim to the skin. The three pieces of
clothing which formed his dress were all
in tatters. His shirt, which looked asif it
never could have been whole and white,
had more than half the sleeves torn away,
and fell open in front for want of a collar,

| to say nothing of a button and buttonhole.

The old jacket he wore over it had never
had any sleeves at all, but consisted of a
front of calf-skin, with all the bair worn
away, and a back, made with the idea that
it would be hidden from sight by a coat, of
coarse yellow linen, now fallen into lamen-
table holss. Histrousers were fringed by

{ long wear, and did not reach to his ankles,

which were blue with cold, and bare, like

Effic in her gladness forgot to ask; the, his feet, that had been splashing along the
strange child always seemed to have a re- | muddy streets all day, until they were pret-

serve fund from which to draw if Effie was ! ;}"neglrl); theasa‘!:r:;:?elgroas] thlf p?“fe":g?tl“
. . ‘His head was nly is thic
the one in need. So the poor little Scotch 1 matted hair, which protected h{m, far bet-

girl grew happier, and, whatever was the!ter than his ragged clothes, from the rain

reason, a change came over Nance about
this time which added greatly to the little
one’scomfort. The old woman did not come
home tipsy now nearly so often, and some-
times while the two girls sat with their
sewing she would read to them (rom some
scrap of newspaper she had borrowed or
found,—for Nance, according to her own

and wind, and mmade him sometimes dimly
envious of the dogs that were so far better
off in point of covering than himself. His
hands were tucked for warmth in tlie holes
where his pockets should have been; buf
they had been worn out long ago, and now
he had not even accommodation for any
little bit of string or morsel of coal he
might come icross in the street.

It was by no means Tim’s habit to stand



“An Hungered and

and stare in at the windows of cake-shops.
Now and then he glanced at them, and
thought how very rich and happy.those
people must be who lived upon such dainty
food. But he was, generally, too busy in
earning his own food—by selling buxes of
fusees—to leave him much time for linger-
ing about such tempting places. As for
buying his dinner, when he had one, he
looked out for the drie¢ fish-stalls, where
he could get a slice of brown fish ready
cooked, and carry it off to some door-step.
where he could dine upon it heartily and

contentedly, provided no policeman inter- |

fered with his enjoyment.

But to-day the weather had been alto-
gether too bad for any person to come out
of doors, except those who were bent on
business, and they hurried along the mud-
dy streets, too anxious to get on quickly to
pay any heed to Tim, trotting alongside of
them with some damp boxes of fusees to
sell. The rainy day was hard upon him.
His last meal had been his supper the
night before—a crust his father had given
him, about half as big as it should have
been to satisfy him. When he awoke in
the morning, he had already a good ap-
petite, aud ever since, all the long day
through, from hour to hour, his hunger
had been growing keener, until now it
made him almost sick and faint to stand
arfd stare at the good things displayed in
such abundance inside the shop window.

Tim had no idea of going in to beg. It
was far too grand a place for that; and the
customers going in and out were mostly
smart young maid-servants, who were far
too fine for him to speak to. There were
bread-shops nearer home, in Whitechapel,
where he might have gone in, being him-
self an occasional customer, and asked if
they couldn't find such a thing as an old
crust to give him; but this shop was a very
different place to those. There was scarce-

_ ly a thing he knew the name of. At the
back of the shop there were some loaves,
but even those looked different to what he,
and folks like him, bought. His hungry,
eager eyes gazed at them, and his teeth
and mouth moved now and then, unknown
to himself, as if he was eating something
ravenously, but he did not venture to go
in. At last, Tim gave a great start. A
customer, whom he knew very well, was
standing at the counter, eating one of ‘the
dainty buns. It could be no one else but
his own teacher, who taught him and seven
or eight other ragged lads like himself, in
a night-school, not far from his home. His
hunger had made him forgetful of it, but
this was one of the evenings, when the
school was open, and he had promised
faithfully to bethere to-night. Atany rate,
it would be a shelter from the rain, which
was beginning to fall steadily and heavily
now the sun was set; and it was of no use
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thinking of going home, where he and his
father had only a corner of a room, and
avere not welcome to that if they turned in
too soon of an evening. His teacher had
finished the bun, and was having another
wrapped up in a neat paper bag, which he
'put carefully into his pocket, and then
stepped out into the street, and walked
along under the shelter of a good umbrella,
quite unaware that one of his scholars was
pattering along noiselessly behind him with
bare feet.

i All Tim’s thoughts were fixed upon the
bun in his teacher’s pocket. He wonder-
ed what it would taste like, and whether it
would be as delicious as that one he had
i once exten, when all the ragged school had
la treat in Epping Forest—going down in
vans, and having real country milk, and
slices of cake to eat, finishing up with a
bun, which seemed to him as if it must ke
like the manna he had heard of at school,
that used tocome down from Heaven every
morning before the sun was up. He had
never forgotten that lesson, and scarcely a
morning came that he did not wish he had
lived in those times.

The teacher turned down a dark, narrow
| street, where the rain had gathered in little
‘pools on the worn pavement, through

which Tim splashed carelessly. They soon
| reached the school door, and Tim watched
{him take off his great-coat and hang it
rupon the nails set apart for the teachers’
[coats. Their desk was at a little distance, -
“and he took his place at it among the other
i boys; but his head ached, and his eyes felt
dim, and there was a hungry gnawing with-
'in him which made it impossible to give
, his mind to learning his lessons as he usu-
ally did. He felt so stupefied that the
: easiest words—words he knew as well as he
| knew the way to the Mansion House, where
- he sold fusees—swam before his eyes, and
he called them all wrongly. The other
,lads laughed and jeered at him, and his
i teacher was displeased; but Tim could do
ino better. He could think of nothing but
the dainty bun in the teacher’s pocket.

At last the Scripture lesson came, and it
was one thal came heme to Tim’s state.
The teacher read aloud, first, before hear-
ting them read the lesson, these verses:
¢ And Jesus, when tle came out, saw much
people, and was moved with compassion
toward them, because they were as sheep
not having a shepherd; and He began to
teach them many things. And when the
day was now far spent, His disciples came
unto Him, and said,” etc., etc. Read Mark
vi. 34-44.

Tim listened with a swelling heart, and
with a feeling of choking in his throat.
He could see it all plainly in his mind. It
was like their treat in Epping Forest,,
where the classes had sat down in ranks
upon the green grass; and, oh, how green
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and soft the grass was! and the teachers
had come round, like the disciples, giving
to each one of them a can of milk and great
pieces of cake; and they had sung a hymn
all together before they began to eat and
drink. He fancied he could see the Lord
Jesus, like the beautiful picture where He
had a lot of children all about him, and
His hands outstretched as if He was ready
to give them anything they wanted, or to
take them every one into His arms. He
thought he saw Him, with His loving, gen-
tle face, standing in the midst of the great
crowd of people, and asking His disciples
if they were sure they had all had enough.
Then they would sing, thought Tim, and
go home as happy as he had been after
that treat in Epping Forest. All at once,
his hunger became more than he could
““Oh, I wish He was here!” he cried,
bursting into tears, and laying his rough
head on the desk before him, * I only wish
He was here!”

The other lads looked astonishet, for Tim
was not given. to erying, and the teacher
stopped in his reading, and touched him
to call his attention.

¢ Who do you wish was here, Tim?” he
asked.

“Him!” sobbed the hungry boy. “the
Lord Jesus. He’d know how bad I feel.
I'd look Him in the face, and say: ¢ Mas-
ter, what amIto do? Ican’t learn nothink
when I've got nothink but a griping inside
of me’ And He’d think how hungry I
was, having nothink to eat all day. He'd
be very sorry, He would, I know.”

Tim did not lift up his head, for his
tears and sobs were coming too fast, and he
was afraid the other lads would laugh at
him. But they looked serious enough as
the meaning of his words broke upon them.
If Tim said he had had nothing to eat all
day it must be true, for he never grumbled,
and he always spoke the truth. One boy
drew a carrot out of his pocket, and another

ulled out a good piece of bread, wrapped
in a bit of newspaper, while a third ran off
to fetch a cup of water, having nothing else
he could give to Tim. Theteacher walked
away to where his coat was hanging, and
came back with the Lun which he had
bought in the shop.

“Tim,” he said, laying his hand kindly
on the lad’s bowed-down head, “Iam very
sorry for you; almost as sorry as the Lord
{esuswould have been. But none of us

new you were starving, my boy, or I
should not have scolded you, and the lads
would not have laughed at you. Look up,
and see what a supper we have found for

ou.”
Y Itlooked like afeast to Tim. One of the
boys lent him a pocket-knife to cut the
bread and carrot into slices, with which he
took off the keen edge of his hunger, and
then he ate the dainty bun, which seemed

Fesus ¢s Here.

to him more delicious than anything he
had ever tasted before. The rest of the
class lopked on with delight at his evident
enjoyment, until the last crumb had disap-
peared.

‘I could learn anythink now,” said Tim,
with a bright face, “but I couldn’t under-
stand nothink before. Then you began
telling about the poor folks being famished
with hunger, and how He gave them bread
and fishes, just as if He’d been hungry Him-
self sometime, and knew all about it. Itis
bad, it is.. And it seemed such a pity He
weren’there in London, andIcouldn’tgoto
Him. But, I daresay, He knows how you've
all treated me, and I thank you all kindly,
and I'll do the same by you, some day.
when you’ve had the same bad luck as me.”

“ Yes,” said the teacher, ¢ He knew how
hungry you were, and He knew how to send
you the food you wanted. Tim, and you
other lads, I want you to learn this verse.
and think of it often when you are grown-
up men: ¢ Whosoever shall give to one of
these little ones a cup ot cold water only in
the name of a disciple, verily I say unto
you, he shall in no wise lose his reward.’”
—Arther’'s Home Magazine.

JESUS IS HERE.

JULIA A. MATTHEWS. .

Not long ago a little girl was sitting in
an arbor in her father's garden. looking
out at the river which flowed at the foot of
the grounds. It was a very pretty place to
sit. Bright red honeysuckles peeped out
from among the green leaves which cover-
ed the arbor, creeping in through the .
lattice-work as if to play with the child,
and coax her out of her thoughtfulness;
while, beyond, the clear water sparkling
in the sunlight danced merrily along, dash-
ing upon the shore with a sweet, musical
ripple. M

* What a grave face!” said a voice behind
her. ¢ What is Mabel thinking of so seri-
ously?”

The child glanced up quickly. It was a
very pleasant, kindly face she looked into.
and her troubled heart poured out all its
grief at once.

‘I wantto get to Jesus,” she said, sorrow-
fully, ““and somehow I can't.”

The gentleman who had spoken to her
sat down on the bench, and drew her close
to him as he said«

““You need not be in any distress about
that, Mabel. No one can hold you back
when Jesus says, ¢ Suffer the little children
to come unto me.’”

“I wish he were here to say ‘it now,”
said Mabel, her voice trembling, and her
eyes full of tears. .

‘““He is here, my child, and he does say
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it now as distinctly and as earnestly as he
said it long years ago to those, who tried
to keep the little ones from him. All you
have to do is to kneel down, and, folding
your hands together, say, ‘Dear Saviour,
let me come to thee.’ and he will put his
arm around you, holding you as closely as
he held the little Jewish children who
crowded so eagerly around him. And
Mabel’s anxious heart can lean upon him,
and trust him just as fully asif her eyes
could see his lovely face, and she could
touch him with her hands. He stands
close beside you, my child, waiting for

ou.”

The trouble faded out of Mabel’s face as
she listened to those gently spoken words.
For a few moments she sat there, still gaz-
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ing out over the river, but with a very dif-
ferent look in her eyes. By-and-by she
turned to the friend beside her, and laid
her hand upon his arm.

T think Jesus is here,” she said. softly.

That was all. but it was enough. He
knew that the little girl he loved had beén
suffered to come to Jesus,

And so the Good Shepherd, who loves
the lambs ot the fold more than all the rest,
is waitiny for each one of you, just as he
watted for Mabel. His hand is held out to
you that you may clasp it, and so be led on
day by day in the pleasant pastures, and
beside the still waters. Surely' you will
not turn away from your loving Saviour
when he says, *‘ Suffer the little children
to come unto me.”—Christian Weekly.

HAND-SHADOWS.

Did you ever attempt to make hand-
shadows on the wall? If not, try it, and
sge what comical effects will appear. There
should be but one light in the room, and
this should be a strong one. Very slight

' changes in the arrangement of your fingers
will enable you to get up quite a menage-
rie of animals, especially if two pair of
hands try at the same time. Here you
have a terrier-pup, which can be madeé to
snap in a most approved fashion, also a pig
of & serious turn of mind, an old man, a

- goose, and that most delightful and frisky
of shadows—a rabbit. After you once suc-

Jceed in making the man’'s head, you'll be

surprised to find how many comical faces
can be produced. By twisting a handker-
chief about the fist in various ways you
may introduce the company to the shadows
of quite a number of distinguished foreign-
ers, chief among which' may be a Turk
brandishing a cimeter, if ornly you are in-
genious enough to contrivé the cimeter.
We’ll not tell you just how to do this, but
we may at least drop this hint: if two bi
lamp-lighters, made of newspaper an
strong enough to bear flattening and bend-
ing, happen to be in the hand of an assist-
ant, they need not interfere in the least
with your success.—Hearth and Home.
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CHRISTMAS EVE,

Holy' Night.

HOLY

NIGHT.
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UNCONSCIOUS MISERY. |

BY JENNY BRADFORD.

— i

“I don’t see but I get on well enough as !
Iam.” :

So you say. You are light-hearted,
prosperous, with plenty of friends, in easy !
circumstances, full of bright hopes; what
more do you need? .

Itis you to whom the Saviour writes, .
‘“ Because thou sayest I am rich, and in-.
creased with goods, anda have need of
nothing——." God offers you the promise
that all things shall work together for:
your good if you love him; but you expect
they will any way; they have seemed to,
so far. He proposes to guide you by his
counsel, but you would much rather choose
your own wiay: you have need of nothing'
in that line. “He holds out to you pardon,
if you will repent; but vou do not care for :
it; to be sure you are not as good as you
should be—but then, who is? Christ will
take away the sharpness of death and the!
sting of the grave, if you trust in him: but!
you do not wish to think anything about |
death and the grave; why should you?:
you, that feel your life in every limb?

So you are rich and increaséd in goods, -
and have need of nothing. The gospel:
may be glad tidings to the broken-hearted
and the hopeless, the sick and the crimi-
nal, but it is nothing ta you.

But how is that? There was more to it;
the Saviour said, ‘‘ Because thou sayest, I;
am rich, and increased with goods, and:
have need of nothing; and knowest not'
that thou art wretched, and miserable, and
poor, and blind, and naked—-—,"" can any
one be all that and not know it? Not a°

slowly and steadily down to death while
you are all the time fancying you ¢ Liall be
better soon? Christ is the Life; severed
from him there is nbthing for us but
spiritual death. This enfeebled conscience,
this contentment away from God, are
among the worst symptoms. It is the
wretchedest part of the wretchedness not
to know you are wretched.

As 1 was walking through the halls of
an Insane Asylum with the Superinten-
dent, a fine-looking old gentleman handed
him a scrap of paper covered with sense-
less characters, saying, ¢ It's a present for
you, Doctor: a check for fifty thousand’
dollars.” ¢ Oh,” said the Doctor, “can
you spare so much?’ ¢ Oh, yes,” replied
the patient. with alofty air, ** as well as
not. Gen. Scott is seeing to my Mexican
claims.” What if your riches are, in fact,
hardly more real than his? The only
durable riches must be wealth of soul.
Did you ever pity a voung girl talking and
acting as if she had money without end,
when you knew, as she did not, that her
father was on the verge of bankruptcy?
With that same pity the angels may look
on us when we rejoice in being ““ increased

“in goods” which they know to be worth-

less.

The world promises to pay you a great
deal; but the day is not rar off,*at farthest,
which will take you to a country where its
bills will not pass. And even while we

.live here our plenty may be worse than

poverty for us. Youremember how Helio-
gabalus—wasn’t it?-—smothered with a
shower of roses some of his courtiers he
wished to be rid of; many a precious soul
is smothered with roses. What is the use
of riches but to make us better off? And

great while ago, a pleasant young lady, ! if we take them so as to make us worse off,
two vears a happv wife, took one of those! are we not poorer than the poorest? Cha-
malignant New England colds that tighten racter is the only real thing there is to us.
their grasp upon the life till nothing can{ Nothing is easier to forget nor more vital
lovsen it.  The young husband and all her { to remember than that. unless we have a

friends saw with anguish that consumption i
had marked her, and yet the lovely, un-

conscious victim went on planning for life|

when she was already in the valley and i
shadow of death. Only the day before she;
died she was talking over what dresses she
should need in the summer when she,
shauld be well and travel with her hus-

band, and no one had the heart to tell her’
how fast she was gliding out of this world |
into another. What if you should be g’oingi

wealth of love and truth within us, we are
miserably poor, whatever outside goods
we have.

““ And knowest not thit thou art blind.”
We think we see well—but we fix our gaze
on magnificent castles of cloud in the air,
and think they are real and stay for our
coming. We ‘see near objects, out of all
proportion. large and solid, while the vast
horizon of everlasting truth fades into un-
substantial mist.
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Our notions are often distorted and false
as the fancies of one born blind. When
the glamor dies away, and all things stand
in the colorless light of eternity, lite will
take a new aspect. "

** And knowest not that thou art naked ?”
Did ‘you ever dream of suddenly finding
yourself in the street, dr in church, not
half dressed? Can there be such an awa-
kening to shame and contempt for us when
all the respectability and reputation and
friendships and surroundings of earth fall
away from us, and leave the very soul
naked before God?

But our Maker and Judge does not wish
us to cower before him, **wretched, and
miserable, and poor, and blind, and naked.”
He is our Saviour too. He goes on, “1I
counsel thee to buy of me gold tried in
the fire, that thou mayest be rich; and
white raiment, that thou mayest be cloth-
ed, and that the shame of thy nakedness
do aot appear; and anoint thine eves with
eye-salve, that thou mayest see.”

You think you ¢ get on very well” as
you are. He sees that you might get on
vastly better. He pities you in your un-
conscious wretchedness as we pity a child
that laughs and plays upon its mother’s
grave. No, not like that, for he knows he
can still save you. He would make you
drop the bright garlands of voison ivy,
that he may fill your hand with fragrant
.treasures of unfading flowers. As you
stand frowning and discomforted to have
hif tear away your self-complacency, he
says tenderly, ‘* As many as Ilove, I re-
buke and chasten; be zealous. thercfore,
and repent.”

Dear soul, it is because he loves you,
because he wants to enrich you with trea-
sures that will last your own, though hea-
vens and earth should flee away, that he
tries to make you see you are wretched,
and fniserable, and poor, and blind, and
naked. Yield yourself to the severity of
His kindness. Let Him show you just
what you are—just how little your life
amounts to. Humble yourself before him,
and He willd lift you up. The same love
that pierces your apathetic comfort, and
tears up the world’s deceitful promises,
and strips away the poisoned robe of selfish
pleasure, will give you riches and beauty
and joy over which neither disaster nor
death can have power..—Advance.

——

“BUT ONE MOTHER.”

BY MAY MAPLE.

e

¢ Oh. mamma!—do something to make
you well again, forGod can give us butone
mother.” .

These words were uttered by a little girl
scarcely ten years of age. The mother had

‘ But one Mother.”

not been well for several weeks, yet she con-
tinued to do the work for a large family
without other help than this same little girl.
Now she had been suddenly attacked with
a distressing pain through her lungs.
Vevie was a thoughtful child, and a vision
of motherless brothers and sisters, with
herself weeping ‘over a loved parent’s
grave, flitted through her yvoung mind.

If mothers would but think of this, * God
can give my children but one mother,”
when they are toiling so hard, so much be-
yond theirstrength, to gain a few paltry
dollars for their offspring—to spend per-
haps in a manner that may do them more
harm than good—would they not spare
themselves some of the weariness arising
from what they deem household duties?
Some anxious one will say, **My work
must be done; my children must have their
food prepared, and their clothes made;
then there are a thousand and one things
that must be attended to, or be wasted.
My husband is working hard to supply us
with comforts, and I must do what I can
while I can raise a hand or put a foot for-
ward.”

Now, fond mother, just * pause and con-
sider.”  Will your overwork really be any
help to your husband? Which will save
him the most anxiety and the most money,
for you to have a hired girl now, while yon
are feeling so worn out with toil and care,
—and then in a few weeks, with your work
all up in order, commence again with
strength and vigor, fully able to proceed
with the laubors of home, with smiling faces
and happy hearts to keep you company,—
or to drag on day-after day, for wecks and
even months, wearing yourselt out, tor-
tured by weariness and pain, struggling
for strength that will not come, till some
morning you find yourself unable to rise
from your bed? The husband you desired
to assist 0 much must now work in the
house and out of doors; his very awkward-
ness worrics you; and instead of feeling
better in a few hours, as you hoped, days
pass, ard you are constantly growing
worse. After a vain endeavor to be cured
with roots and herbs that were carefully
stowed away in the garret, a physician is
called, prescriptions left that you feel will
be all the harder to take because they are
bought with a price.

The ¢ hired girl” must come into your
house at last—for husband cannot “take
proper care of yourself and little ones, see
to all the odds and ends of the household,
and attend to his own work besides. The
girl would possibly do nicely if there
was some one to be with her a part of the
time; as it is. she is thoughtless, careless,
and therefore wasteful. Her wages, which
you feel so much, are but a small part of
the cost. The physician comes daily, and
by way of encouragement tells you that

bl
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you'will be better soon; but time passes,”
and you are still confined to your bed, and
are likelv to remain so for a long time to
come. The husband who was all tender-
ness when you first failed to make your
appearanee in your accustomed place,
grows weary of looking upon your pale
face, and listening to the oft-told story of
the *‘ distressing pain,”’ and of beholding
the house in confusion, the children in
soiled and ragged garments and dirt-be-
grimed faces. The accumulating expenses
worry him, and he sits for hours by him-

self thinking over his troubles, very possi-’

bly attaching no little blame to you, who
tried so hard to please hinf, because you

. would have no help till you were ¢ clear

down.”

Then, ¢ Do something for yourself now."”
If you are worn out, have help until you
are rested and renewed your strength,—for
God can give your children but one
mother.—Rural New Yorker.

HOW SHALL WE TREAT OUR
BABIES?

BY A PHYSICIAN.

Children are killed by too much care, or
what is called care, as well as by too little.
Perhaps trith would admit of even a
stronger statement. Now let us see how a
new-comer is treated just as soon gs he or
she is fairly dressed, supposing, of course,
the doctor to be out of sight. Everyone
knows it has to take something. In the
drinking world it is considered good man-
ners to ask, ‘ What wll yuu take?’ But
no such discretion is allowed the baby.
Take something it must, though nobody
knows why it should take anything, and
some persons know many reasons why it
should take nothing. So alittle sugar and
water, or molasses and water, or molasses
and oil, or castor-oil, must be given, and
this little is not always adapted to the
baby’s stomach, which holds about a table-
spoonful. '

Whether this is given for food or physic
makes little difference. The child.needs
neither, hence either is an injury. More
than that, it is a monstrous wrong upon
one incapable of knowing or resenting it.
In a few minutes the baby hascolic. What
wonder? As it has a colic, it must have
medicine, of course. What could be plain-
er? Suffice it to say, the child is dosed
with something, an anodyne may be; this
constipates it, and it must have physic;
that gripes it, and it must have an anodyne
again; and so on, to the end of the chapter,
whigh often is a short one, ending in the
gravégard. .

Bat these are not the only abuses to
whigh these poor little creatures are sub-
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jected. How many times have I been
hooted at for telling Madam Nurse to lay
that baby down in a warm place, and
let it alone! No, forsooth; it must be
rocked, the little darling! and as soon as it
is dressed too, when it has no more idea
that it needs to be rocked than it has of the
next solar eclipse. It must be carried too,
and Zrotfed. * There, hear that wind come
up!” many a nurse has said to me trium-
phantly, and f:am sure with utter scorn at
my ignorance when expostulating with her
against thus abusing the baby. But what
mortal would not raise wind, with a sto-
mach full, when subjected to such a process.
Let a man eat a hedrty meal, and then
mount a hard-trotting horse, or, what
would be more analogous to nurse’s knee,
a trip-hammer, and he would not need
long experience to teach him that such
motions at such times are painful, hence
injurious. And they are not only injurious
after feeding, but at any and all times for
the newly-born babe.

Now, if pain is produced by this, then is
opened another chapter of drugging; and
it is easy enough to see that the sleep will
be disturbed or prevented. And here be-
gins yet another chapter. ¢ Why, you
would not let the baby cry all night, would
you? Itmusthave ananodyne, of course;”
and of course it gets one, and many a one,
and thus we get upon the same old track
again;- for every abuse of baby gives it
pain, while the very means used to relieve
the pain open the way for other abuses and
other pains.

Having considered what is really done,
let us see what should be done. This
newly-born baby has two wants, and but
two : the first to be kept warm, the second
to be kept quiet. If it has a drop or two of
water after it is dressed, well and good;
but there is no occasion for any nourish-
ment. To gratify its first want, wrap it up
in a nice, warm blanket, #nd lay it upon a
soft pillow. Therg is little fear of getting
it too warm. Babies cannot engender
their own heat, and because mothers do
not know this, many a little one comes to
an untimely end. At the same time they -
should not be crushed under a mountain
of coverings, and the nose should in any
case be quite accessible to the air. Now,
having stowed it away snugly, mark it
“To be let alone,” or else grandma, or
grandpa, or aunty will come in, and the
baby must be taken up and paraded and
commented on; may be carried about, or
trotted or dandled. Do what you may
with it, you can do nothing but what is
wrong, for the simple reason that the only
right thing to do is to do nothing. So let
the baby rest and sleep, as rest and sleep
it will, if it is warm and its clothes are not
too tight. It surely will not cry, for all its
natural wants are gratified, and it has not

.
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" matter of indifterence.

6o

yet acquired any artificial ones. Thus it
may pass the first six hours of its life. If
it should awake about this time, and the
mother be at the same time somewhat
rested, put it to the breast. It may geta
little something; whether it does or not, it
is acquiring a useful habit.

As regards the food for the first three
days, supposing the mother is not in a state
to supply it, many questions might be start-
ed. To the minds of most, however, who
have to deal with babies. it is a very simple
matter. They must be fed, of course, and
fed, too, every time they cry. There we
have it in all its simplicity. DBut let us
consider a fact or so, and see what infer-
ences may be drawn from them.

The first fact is, that baby was planned
by an Artificer who pronounced all things
which He had made to be good, and *“ good”
they have been ever since. After all
allowance is made for children born with
vitiated constitutions. the vast majority
have sufficient health and vigorof constitu-
tion to carry them safely over the first three
days of their lives.

The second fact is, that the nourishment
for the baby comes three days after the
baby, that is in full supply.

Now, put these two facts together—first,
that the babies are calculated to live; and.
secondly, that no nourishment is provided
for the child until the third dav—and what
is the comclusion? What but that baby
needs little or no food until the third day?
There is no escape from this conclusion if
we admit the facts, and to support these
there is evidence without end.

Not many years ago a British physician

* stated that the stomachs of newlv-born in-

tants were covered with a coating which
was digested by the stomach, and that the
stomach needed for this purpose two or
three days. 1 have never secn this state-
ment repeated; it may be true,or may not:
but certain it is, baby needs little or no
.food until the third day. in inost cases ab-
solutely nothing beyond the little which
‘the mother can supply. If left undisturbed
it will sleep the most of the time for the
first three days, and, as for that matter, for
the first six weeks, if only let alone.
However, for the mother’s sake, baby
should have access to the breast as oftenas
every three or four hours. if it wake up so
often. Leave the matter entirely to baby.
It will never starve to death when 1in
natural sleep. Ifitisin a diseased sleep,
that is another matter. and not within the
scope of this paper. Even in such a case,
however, I may .say. in dismissing the
point. babv needs medicine and not food.
When the baby should feed is not a
Noinvariable rule
can be laid down forallchildren, but about

some matters there is verv great uniform-

ity, and from these, with a little caution,

\
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we may reason to those which are more
uncertain. The stomach of a newly-born
babe hLolds about a tablespoonful. (To
digest this must require somewhere from
one to two hours, possibly more; pretty
certainly more as the child grows older.)
After the stomaeh has performed its duty it
wants rest, and must and will have it; and
if it does not, it will allow nothing else to
rest. If any one doubts this, he can soon
satisly himself. Let him make a hearty
meal on any given substances. As soon as
this is digested let him repeat the meal,
and so on through the twenty-four hours,
and his doubts will vanish. 1t would be
no marvel if he did, too.

With this in view then, that the baby’s
stomach, like every other stomach, needs
rest, and with careful watching of the child,
the question will soon be settled for each
child, how often it should nurse.

If a mother nurses a child to quiet it, or
to comtort it, or to put it to sleep, or for
any other conceivable purpose than to feed
it. she commits a great outrage, for which
she, as well as her innocent child, is sure
to be punished.

Let us try that supposed adult on whom
we have just made the experiment of feed-
ing often. He wakes up in the night with
the most violent distress. no matter
whether of mind or body; he fairly roars
with pain. What is to be done? Why,
rouse Sally and Jakey, and all the kitc hen
help. and cook him some oysters, or soup,
or coffee, or what not. The absurdity is
plain enough in an adult—why is it any
less so in a child? Who can tell?

One word about feeding at night. A
laborer gets his breukfast at six a.m. say,
his dinner at twelve m., and his supper at
six or seven P.M., and nothing more till
morning—twelve hours, more or less.
Here, again, the man is a pattern for the
child. Wake the man up at midnight and
give him a hearty meal, Make him eat it,
for he won't eat it of his own accord. How
will he feel the next day?. He needs rest
at night, not food, and*ijs stomach needs
a good, long rest too. And so does babyv’s!
The night’is not a proper time for diges-
tion; and if baby can go three hours during
the day without food, it can go six, or
more. at night; in many cases this ““more”
is eight and even ten hours. This is no
theory; it is fact, as many can testify—as
all who will try it will be able to testify.
Therefore, the requisites for a healthy
stomach in a child are: During the first
three days of its life, giving it little or
nothing but what the mother can supply,
and let that little be simple water. Nurse
it with the greatest regularity possible.
Never nurse it except to feed it, and make
the intervals at night at least twice aslong
as those during the day.—Hearth and
Home.



Selected Recipes.

SELECTED

Grauam BREAD (1,.—Mix half a pint of
yeast with @ quart of lukewarm water. or
milk and water (two thirds milk and one
third water;, stir this into about a pint of
wheat flour. and add gruham Hour enough
to make w stff batter.  Let it rise, in a
warm place, over night. In the morning.
add u teacup of molasses, « tea-spoontul of
salt. @ tea-spoonful of sodu. aud griaham
fAour enough to make w batter as sufl as
can by strred with a table-spoon. Putin
uns to rise (fill them more than half-full;
let them stand until tie loaves are lioht
and bake about an bour.  Thisx mukes
three louves of bread. if haked in pint puns.
Be sure 10 would the dougiiinto loaves us
soon as it is ligit, as unboited Hour runs
into the acetous fermentation much more
rapidly than bolted or superfine iour.  Un-
bolted flour requires a somewhatl thinner
or ~olter sponge. and should be buked
little longer than loaves of the swne weighit
made ol bolted flour.  Soda is Hot essent: !l
if the yeast is Hivelv,  Yeuast should be wel)
mixed with milk-warm water betore being
added to the fiour.

RECIPE
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GrAHAM Breap (2,.—Use one pint of
wheat-bread rising. half teacup of molasses
or sugar, one teaspoonful of salt, half ica-
spoonful of supercarbonate ol soda. dissolv-
ed in a lutle warm water. one quart or,
more of graham meal. The batier must
not be as thick as ordinary bread-dough;
pour the mixture into bread-puns or smail -
torms as deep as you want the thickness of .
the loaf.  Set the batter to rise and bake it
in a quick oven, cover the bread with thick .
paper during the first half-hour while baic- -
ing.

GrAnam MUFFINS. —Twn guarts of gra-
ham meal. one heaping teaspoon of salt.
two table-spoons of sugar, one and half
quarts of milk luke-warm, half teacup of
domestic hop yeast—more if of buker's
Yeast; rise over night, pour in muffin-rings
or " gems.” and bake in a very hot cven.
It Jess of the bran is required. sift the:
meal and discard the-coarser bran left in |
the sieve.

GraHaM GeEms.—Five cups of graham
meal, one teaspoon of sait. four and half:
cups of cold milk or water. pour into.
thoroughl_y heated *>gems,”” or *cups.”
and buke in a very hot oven. The “rings,
*forms,” or pans. must be carefully greas-
ed. ;

Ricn PLusm-Pupping.—DBeat up eight
eggs. volks and whites sepurately, and.
strain; mix them with a pint of thick cream:
stir in half a pound of flour and hall” w!
pound of bread-crumbs rubbed through the”
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colander: when well mixed, beat in one
pound of beef-suet. chopped very fine. one
pound of currants. one pound of finely
chopped raisins. one pound of powdered
sugar. two ounces of candied lemon. and
two ol citron. and u nutineg grated: boil
in a cloth tor six or seven hours.

SURPRISED. — Peel,

ArprLes core. and
slice about five mnice cooking apples,

sprinkle the slices with a spoontul of tlour,
one of grated bread. and a little sugar.
Have soane Jard quite bot in a small stew-
puan. put the slices of apples in it. and (ry
of a lignt vellow: when all are done, take
a piece of butter the size of & walnut.
good spoonfui of grated bread. a spoonlul
of sugar. and « teacuptul of milk; put into
the pun. and when they boil up throw in
the apple siices. hold the whole over the
fire for two minntes. when it will be ready
to serve.

OraxGE-PUDDING.~—Dous the crumb of a
French roli niomiik, let it drain in a colan-
der for half an hour, break it with a spoon
in 2 busin. wid twoounces of sugar, grated.
one cunce of bulter, warined. the volks of
four egygs. the juice of four oranges, the
arated rind of one. and finaily the fouregg-
whites brater (not too stiffiv, in a plate
with a knite. and bake in a buttered dish
in a quick oven. The pudding will be
cquaily good boiled in amould for an hour
and a hall. and served with a sweet sauce.

Criai-Prppine.~—Three egg-volks, one
outice of sugar. ot ounce of bread-crumbs,
half & teaspuoniui of cinnamon. Buat the
eyg-voiks. sugar. crumbs, and spice in a
Lastn for five minutes. Add the three egg-
whnites beaten to a light snow (not too
firm. . bake in a buttered shallow tin or
ish. and wien quite cooled turn into a flat
dish with the iower xide upward, serve

while hot.

SPONGE-PUDDING. —Mix one heaped tea-
bpoonlui of b.)king-powder with h‘nli a
pound oi firur, aud two Ouncss of finely-
chopped surt:agd half 2 pounq syrup or

and steam in mouid for six
This i= an extremely nice pud-

molaases 2

hours.

~ding.

Leacneos Cake.—One pound of sui-
tunas. one quirter of a pound of moist

*sugar. one pound of flour. one quarter ol

pound of butter. to be rubbedinto the tflour;
one gquarter of a pound of candied peel. one

“teaspoonful of carbonate of soda. dissotved

in ball a pintof new milk, jukewarn, and
one egy.  When these ingredients are well
beaten up aud mixed. pour them into the
mould. and put it in the ovenimmediately.
The sultanus may be omitted if preferred.
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THE DEBATABLE LaAND BETWEEX THIS

WOoRLD AND THE NEXT. By Robert

Dale Owen.‘

We do not exactly know what is meant
in the Bible by the expression ¢ familiar
spirit;” but when we read a book like this,
we are strongly reminded of the warning
to have nothing to do with a man or
woman who has such a spirit, and of the
strong expressions of condemnation which
are used in speaking of such intercourse.
The Old Testament seems to recognize the
factthat dealings may be had with invisible

. spirits, and that the ghosts of the dead may
be called up; but so far from considering
this an advantage to the living, and a
thing to be sought after, the directions are
that the mediums, to use a modern term,
«‘shall surely be put.to death; they shall
stone them with stones; their blood shall
be upon them.” We would not, however,
be taken as recommending this treatment
for Mr. Owen; for he seems to have been
led into error by a sincere, though ill.
directed, search after truth, and to have
been led to write this book by a desire to
tell others of the wonderful things he has
discovered, and of the conclusions to which
he has come on account of these discoveries.
His idea is, that the appearance of the
spirits of the departed furnishes us with a
conclusive proof of immortality. Perhaps
it does; but, fortunately, the belief in a
future existence of some kind is so firmly
implanted in the human soul that this
proof is not required; and if it were, many
would almost rather be annihilated at once
than have to devote their future existence
to such puerile employments as ringing
bells, rapping at doors, scaring innoceny
children, and playing pranks generally.
Another notion of his is, that Spiritualism
will benefit the world by the wonderful
cures which may be produced by its means,
and the examples he brings are well

authenticated. These examples will pro-
bably affect the minds of those who read of
such things for the first time; but those
who have studied the subject know too
well the influence which the mind may
have over the body, and that thousands of
cures, of the same style, have been wrought
at different times and in support of differ-
ent theories, to attach any special import-
ance to these.

The main idea of the book is to prove thag
Christianity is a progressive science, and,
if we understand the writer aright, that the
world is to be reformed by the revelations
of Spiritualism. The deplorable weakness
of his' argument, however, and his con-
tinual begging of the question, will be to
the mind of the reader a conclusive proof,
if any is needed, that minds under the
influence of spirits wouid be more suitably
employed in undergoing a course of logic
than in reforming the world.

More than half the volume is taken up
with ghost stories and accounts of so-call-
ed spiritual manifestations, of which an
example or two will suffice to show the
almost invariably unmeaning character of
the performances. ’

SPIRIT-FLOWERS.

«“No.218. February 7, 1862. Sky clear;
atmosphere cold. Doors and windows
secured with sealing-wax.

«A card which I had brought with me
was taken from my pocket; a bright light
rose from the table, and by it there was
shown to us the card, to the centre of which

 there had been fixed what seemed a small

bunch of flowers. The light faded and we
were requested to light the gas. The
flowers were a red rose, with green leaves
and forget-me-nots; very beautiful and
apparently real.

1 inspected them for several minutes,
at intervals; turning off the gas and re-
lighting five or six times. The flowers
still remained. Above them was written:

“ v Flowers from our home in Heguen.

“ Finally the flowers began to fade, and
we were requested to extinguish the gas
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When we did so, it was replaced by a spirit- | three inches long. I reached my hand to
light under which the flowers were again i take it; but at the moment my fingers
distinctly visible. Then, by the raps; *Do | touched it, there was a sharp snap, as from
not take your eyes off the flowers; watch | a powerful electric spark. Then I turned
them closely.” lon the full gas. The hand, floating about,
¢ We did so. They gradually diminished ; still held the flower; and after a time,
in size, as we gazed, ti}l they became mere ! placed it on a sheet of paper which lay on
specks; aud then they disappeared before  the table. It proved to be a pink rose-bud
our eyes. When I lighted the gas, I found | with green- leaves; to the touch it was
no trace of them on the card. i cold, damp, and glutinous. Then a pecu-
““Then I carefully examined the sealson !liar white flower; resembling a daisy, was
the doors and windows, and found them | presented. After a time they all melted
intact.” jaway.  While this occurred the room was
Here is another item from the record of t as light as day.”
sitting 283, November 3, 1862 :— Under date October 21, 1863 (session
¢ The hair of the figure (Estelle’s) hung ! 365), Mr. Livermore says: ‘I brought
loosely over her face. I lifted it, so as to: with me, this evening, the dark lantern
see her more perfectly. Then she rose info | already described; and, as soon as the
the air and passed over my head, her robe fizure of Estelle appeared, I threw its light
sweeping across my head and face.” full on her. She quailed alittle, but stood
And here is another ot an incident that. her ground, for some time, while I directed
occurred during sitting 333, of Dccember ~the light to her face and eyesy afterward to
31, 1862: . different parts of her dress. Then she dis-
[ turned down the gas partially only. appeared and I had the communication:
By its light I distinguished a hand, with ‘It was with the greatest difficulty that I
white sleeves encircling the wrist.” It held ' could hold myself in form without dis-
a flower which, with its stem, was about . appearing.’”

& s .
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Wishing allour subscribers, both oldand | in her progress. Now nothing can dothis
new, a HAppYy NEW YEAR, we are glad to so well as the growth of a pure, healthy,
be able early to bring before their notice I native literature. How much spread eagle-
thé first number of a new volume. We do  /sm would there be if our American cousins
not like to praise ourselves, but the New  were entire]y nourished with imported

DoMINION MONTHLY seems s0 well to sup- | literature? We may safely say very little;

ply a iong-felt want in Canada, that we
cannot forbear occasionally pointing out
its peculiar excellencies. It is true that
well-edited English and American maga-
zines are to be had for the same price, and
¢ may perhaps prefer to have them, but
are not our own; they have no parti-
anadian intcrest, and are in many
ot adapted to the wants of a new
hich is being built up of such

tionalitics that everything
uraged which tends to in-
‘ofvpatriotism and interest

i and though, as it is, there may be too much
| of a good thing among our neighbors, yet
. we have often cause to regret that there is
'so little national feeling amongst our-
selves. is an Englishman, one a
Scotchmf\ﬁone an Irishman, one a
Frenchman—few call themselves Cana-
dians. Indeed this name, by which our
neighbors know us, and by which we ought
to be proud to be called, is with many an
epithet applied only to those of French
descent. Encourage, then, a native Cana-
dian magazine, which in its very name does




 #bnor to our new and growing nationality.
‘l{ﬁ:ommen'd it to your friends and induce
.\them to subscribe.

.~ There is another reason why we feel that
we can boldly claim support. No othet
‘magazine that we know of is so well adapt-
ed for home reading. There are literary
monthlies, and juvenile monthlies, and
- "ladies’ monthlies, but the NEw DoMINION
MONTHLY combines all thése interests, and
by careful editing, secures to each of these
three classes almost as large a bill of fare
as is usually to be found in as many sepa-
rate publications.  Families therefore
will do well to secure this magazine as a
"monthly visitor, being assured that their
money cannot be better laid out. We trust
that improvements will constantly be made
.as the subscriptidn list increases. The
low price puts it within the reach of
all, and the great advantages given by
the publishers in the clubbing rates, ought
at once to bring us a great number of new
names.

3
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We congratulate our readers on the fact
that we are able to lay before them this
month the promised life of the Hon. Louis
Joseph Papineau, prepared especially for
them by one so competent as Mr. Brown.

We hope our juvenile readers will have
good success in trying the shadows on the
wall, which we have had engraved for them.
We hope to be able to give some rebuses
and patterns for fancy work during the
year. While we are speaking about this
we would say that we would be very glad
to receive from our friends good original
rebuses or riddles of any kind. By origi-

~nal we mean ones that ycu have made up
yourselves; not ones that you have heard
somewhere or copied from somevother
o periodical. This explanation seems neces-
sary, for we frequently receivg puzzles sent
. in as original which are vef®ld indeed.
Of course we cannot promise to print all
we receive, as experience showg that a
large proportion are likely to be so imper-

.~ fact as to be entirely unsuitable. . How-

.gyer, if you do not succeed at first, you
may afterwards; and it will do no harm
. to.try. Remember to write very distinctly»

N : Publiskers’ Notice.

on one side of the paper dnly, and to send
every part of the answer on the same sheet
as the riddle.

PUBLISHERS’ NOTICE.
LA o
REDUCED AND CLUB RATES" OF WITNESS
PUBLICATIONS.

We shall continue to offer the WirNess
publications at the same reduced rates,
under given conditions, as we have done
hitherto. Lo

In all editions, where one person remitg
in advance for eight persons, at dhe time,
he will be entitled to one copy. ‘additional
for himself. Or, any person remitting $8
at once for our publications, will be enti-
tled to one dollar’s worth additional.

The price of the NEw DoMINION MONTH-
Ly for one year is $1.50, but any old sub-
scriber obtaining a new one can have the
two addressed separately for $2, or a club
of 5 may have the magazine addressed

| separately for $s.

Anyone sending $1, or more, for either
edition of the WiTNEss, may have thé N.
D. MoONTHLY one year for $1, on condition
that he rem# the money for them both at
the same time.

New subscribers to the N. D. MoNTHLY,
remitting $1.50 before Jan. 1st, 1872, will
have sent to them, 'gfatis, an excellent
temperance story entitled ‘Mrs. Barry
and her Bourbon,” if they ask for it when
sending the money.

Single subscriptions to the CANADIAN
MESSENGER are 38c. per annum, but sub-
scribers to any edition of the WiTNEss-and
DomiNION MoONTHLY may have the MEs-
sENGER added for 25¢c. more. Clubs to one
address: 3 copies, $1; 7, $2; 25, $7; 50,
$13; 100, $25--all post-paid by publishers.
We commgend the MESSENGER to the atten-
tion of Sabbath-schools as of much better
value than most of the school-bLooks or
papers. ’

ErrATUM.—In the ““Sketch of Hon ‘s
Papineau,” on page 4, for * John ~
read ¢ Samuel Nvilson,” his son
of the Quebec Gazette, who -
for publishing a political let’
the present Judge Mondele*



