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A STCORY O Pl SOUTILL
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BY BE. F. LOVERIDQE.
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(CONTINUED PFROM OUR LAST.)

Sr——

Vi.
AT MA.AMORAS.

t R. Mentor and his yeung cowmpanion
rreached Brownsville, in safety, on the

J; ‘(Smorning of the fourth day after their
%@;’j\. Jeparture from Corpus Christi,  As
soon ag the clder gentleman had attended to
the nore preszing buisiness of his visit, Lan
ging hurried him accoss che river, which is
very narrow at this point, desiring to visit
the Mexican city which is on the opposite
bank of the Rio Greide-for, like most
people of the poctical temperament,
there was a charm to him in being in a foreign
country.

Maiamoras is not a large city, but there is
wuch that is picturesgue in its appearance,
and as the two gemiemen wended their way
to the inn, as it must be called for the want
of & more expressive term, Lensing revelled
in the novelty of the scene.

The word Indolence he now realized in its
full expressivencss. Surely this was the
Paradise of lazy people. There were no lo-
comotives steaming and snorting fire and
smoke; gereeching in the night time and
disturbing honest people’s slumbers; nor
were there any rapidly-walking brokers,
bankers, clerks or shopmen hastening as if
they expected to crowd two years of life into
the next fow moments. The clock striking
three would produce no sensation like you
sce in Wall Strect among the Slaves of Mam-
mon every week day in the year. Dolce fur
niente, and quandum non movere scemed the
mottos of these Mexicans.

In complexion you could find all shades,
from the fairest Custillian to the most mon-
grel mahogany color. There were squatiy
little (ireasers, and tall, stately-looking
cavaliers. llans was not absent, and the
Emerald Isle had her representatives, and
John Bull was portly and presentable in the
motley mass. Of course Jonathan was pre-
gent, as well s his more dignificd brother of
the far South.

The caniue race scemed to have a carle
blanche of the city. Such mangy, miserable,
woce-begone little dogs, some of whom scemed
inclined to snap at the sunshine, but’de-
gisted from pure incapacity to get up a re-
spectable growl, and who were doom~d
never to dic a natural death, beeause it would
be too much cffort to draw a final long
breath, It amused Mr. Mentor to sce Lan-
sing’s face as he scowled at the puppics.
“ Young man,” said he, ‘ they are not worth
8o much scorn.”

Providenco scems to beliove in tho doc-
trine of componsation. The women were all
studies for a great artist. Whether they had
deep blue eyes, and brown glossy hair, and
fair white skins, or were dark, with raven
tresses and eyes like night, all, high or low,
rich or poor, pure or mongrel, all dressed with
exquisite taste, and walked as gracefully as

women in the world can equal them. They
scem to monopelize all the beauty of their
clime. Although halfof their brothers are as
ugly as monkeys, an uncomely young Mexi-
can girl is an cxception to a general rule.
They have not all regular features or intel-
lectual faces, but they have beautiful eyes
and are as full of airy grace ag the visions
raised in the dreamings of a warm mid-sum-
mer night,

The city Iny sweltering in the August sun,
and our fricnds were not disinclined to rest
in the thick walls of the inn, where dinner
soon greeted their delighted vision, although
the superabundance of pepper made Lansing
wonder if they occasionally diversitied the
monotony of this fare by cating live coals,

Mr. Mentor had been far into the interior
of Mexico, several years previous, and the
conversation soon turned on this peculinr
peeple. Like most of the citizens of the
Great Republic, Mr. Dacre had some of the
prejudices of his countrymen regarding
these “poor heathens of the great South-
West,” while his poetical imagination was,
nevertheless irresistibly attracted to the land
of the Montezumas,

As the gentlemen were drinking a bottle
of Mustang wine, Lansing said: “Do you
know, my dear old friend, I am so delighted
with this clime, I s0 enjoy these warm
suns, that I do not believe the old plantation
and Chester Hall will ever content me
again?”

# Lansing,” said Mentor, and his voice
trembled a little, # do you know I would give
nineteen-twentieths of all I have, could [ set
back the clock of time twenty-five years, and
re-live my life. I see in you something that
reminds me of what I was at your age.

% You are right, young man, in toving the
far South. It has becen balm to more thun
one wounded heart, Who can dic of the
gricf that cankereth, when the warmth of
God's smile forever surroundeth us with a
golden brightness? Do you know I was born
in the northern part of England? It was
not until,” and his voice faltered, ¢ your
father married, that I ever saw the glory of
a Southern noon.”

“Why, you surprisc me.
wore born in Louisiana.”

#No. 1 sonictimes think that a man must
be born in more nagenial climes to know
how good God is to thosc who dwell under
semi-tropical skies. Blessings we are ac-
customed to, we do not always prize.”

And Mentor wag silent some moments,
aud there was a moisture in his eyes, as he
turned his head and feigned to cough.

Dacre.—But, Mr. Mentor, is there not
some memory behind all this? Pardon me:
I would not be intrusive, but something in
my inmost soul tellsme, deep adown your
heart, even now, there was & mournful echo of
the Past; it rang in your tones. I am young,
my dear friend—young enough to bo your
son. Father s often told me you were the
truest man he ever knew, When mother
died, four years ago, I know onc of the lnst
things sho said was, ¢ Georgic, do not forget
to give that brooch to Egbort Mentor” 1
asked papa, why sho said it so carnestly, and
he said you had been very kind to both of
thom, many years ago.

I thought you

fawns. In carriage and innato politeness, no
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Here Mr. Mentor had another and more
violent cough, which he laid to the red pep-
per, and, rising, handed Dacre onc of the two
cigars he drew from a jeweled case, saying,
“ Lansing, [ shall have to go over to Browns-
ville again, but will join you this evening, as
I want you to sce a Mexican fandango, and
thiere is tobe a great gathering here to-night.
Take care of yourself till I return.”

And Lansing watched him from the door-
way, as Mr. Mentor walked in the sunshine
to the ferry.

VII.
THE RANDANGO.

Were you ever in a slaughter-house? I
went there once, just as I visited a dissecting
room, to study the Philosophy of Death. I
did not sleep for several sights afterwards,
and loathed animal food for & month.

I remember one little Iamb brought to the
shantbles, It was a pet creature. It had a
blue ribbon about its neck, and scemed a
part and parcel of some childish existence.
I felt, on sceing it, ag if it were a girl’s play-
thing about to be destroyed by scine savage.
Indeed, if I had not then been so wretchedly
poor, I gshould have bhought the lamb. Its
soft, sweet c}'cs looked wistfully and inno-
vently into mine. I did entveat for its life
to be spared a few moments, and the butcher,
laughingly, acceded to my prayer, If Py-
thagoras’ doctrine of the trunsfurmation of
souls were true, which you and I, sir, as fer-
vent Christians living in the glare ofa
high pressure civilization know it is not, then
that little creature had the soul of some
bright child that died too early, erc it knew
what Sin, and Carking Care, and Human
Vanity and Pride, and Oppression and Mortal
Vices meant.

Do not be alarmed, yc churches! This is
only a pretty fancy. I um not going to biom-
bard your orthodox piles of granite truth
with my daisies and violets. Let me have
them. Look at them. They are so sweet,
and loveable, and tender they will not do the
young, nor even the old, any harm. The
loving are the truly brave and daring. You
have facts cnough, Messicurs of the Grad-
grindian School ; do not complain, nor snarl
at me for peddling clever Fancies! Itismy
trade : Lam Poet and Philosopher of a School
Yet, in its infancy,—that of Passional and
Intellectual Harmony.

When the pet lumb came up to die, how
innocentlyshe looked up in the butcher's face.
Such a glance Maric Antoinette might have
turned to the glittering axe of the guillotine
when the monsters who screamed ¢ Liberte,
egalite, fraternile,” doomed the best blood
of France to die.

I shut my eyes. 7 could not sec the blow,
which was a merciful one, for the little pet
never stirred again. Sick to the soul, I
turned away : I would not have eaten of that
pure flesh for all the gold in the Indies.

Afterwards, I thought it was better s-,
The pet might have grown to be a coarse old
sheep, whose slaughter would have awakened
no compassion in any one. For all we know,
madam, that sheop might have had the
dirtiest flecco in the flock. It was better so.
I think Fate has more mercy than the Fools
allow.

When Mr. Mentor received from Schrieff’s

courier the packet, containing Emily’s letwer
to himself, her letter to Dacre, and a bunch
of letters writien by Lansing to her within
the past year or two, with little boyish notes,
dated longer back, and, crossing over to
Matamoras, met the young man coming to
the ferry, where he was hastening to meet
him, and saw so much happiness, and bright-
ness, and tenderness and youthful hope on
his thoughtful face, and knew that the Ietter
in his coat-pocket was to change all this—
making the boyish lever older, sadder,
wiser, more care-worn-~destroying all the
freshness, tenderness and beauty of first love,
do you marvel, gentle reader, that ‘like the
butcher, he did not hasten to drive the blow,
and strike down his young friend ?

Were there chambers in Egbert Mentor’s
heart that even now, when néarly thirty
vears had passed, echoed with the sounds
and love-music of carly days? Should he
unlock the rusty doors of his own soul, and
take the young man into that cemetery where
a green grave was hidden? Should he tell
Lansing Dacre that ho had known, also, all
the agony of a broken vow ?

And that. too, to the son of the woman he
had so wildly worshipped when he was young
and blithe, and his heart wag'free from dull
satioty. Tell this to the fruit of the union that
had made his own life, if not a desett, yet a
chilly moor—only watered by the consecious-
ness of doing good for evil. Should he bless
the Child, as he had blessed the Wife suud the
Husband? Must he even ro-open the old
sores that had never seen light or been
known, save to the Great Physician of all
wounded hearts?

How terrible the Nemesis of the Actuall
Her son stood where ke himself, the discarded
Jover, had stood twenty-seven years ago.
Before Afm too, the jilted suitor. For a
moment pride dilated his nostrils, and his
haughty head lifted itsclf up in self-elation
to quaff the subtle vengeance, but a voice
from that Maryland grave said to him, “« Eg-
bert, shield my chiid I”

Beautiful grave! holy, holy, Deathl—the
voices from the Tomb are the whispers of
angels, and bless us, and right our wrongs
when the cold world only curses us, or still
worse, dares to pily our aflliction. Madam,
docs your dead son’s tomb tell you no tales
in the gloaming? Rough, gritty merchant
prince, can you go to that graveyard and
hear no voice from your wife's turf? Way-
ward boy! does that mother’s coffin have no
tongue to make you weep? Wordling! is
there never, in the silent watches of the
night, a silver, childish whisper from the
Little One's grave, whose birth shame made
you hide from human cyes? When the
ancients made death a skeleton, they wers
btind. Death is an angel, and the Kindest
friend the poor, and lonely, and unhappy
penitent can have.

Egbert Mentor could not cast a shadow
on that young man there, in the sunshine,
Ho would wait till the inky night spread hor
curtaing over carth: wait for soft moonlight,
and silence, and holy rest, and quiet. Let
the young man enjoy a few hours more of
hig bright dream of love and happy days
with Aer. The mortgage Fate had on those
chateuz en Espugne would be soon enough
forcclesed There was no occasion to be
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blunt and precipitate, because he must bear
& poisoned arrow and n great, hig horror in
his aneque cont's inside pochet.

« True," thought Egbert, [ had no one to
break the force of my full  True, I would
Tiave been a happier man had this Lansing
Dacre neverbeen born  But one drop ont of
every two, in the rich wine of his life, is Zer
blood. Let that consecrare the whole  Her
race shall not sufferif Egbert Mentor can
prevent one pang.”

Heroes are common enough in the gas-
light of our nineteenth century democracy.
Do you know I honesily believe nine hundred
and ninty-nine Ned Everctts would not make
one such man a2 this Louisianaized Fnglish-
man?  Auy fuol can make a woman feel
vengeance. Only a born knight—a man of
gentie blood—can pardon the wound his
heart receives from the lady of his choice-
“ But, do y ou, an American, a citizen of the
great United States. believe in aristocracy ?”
says & Canadian at my clbow. *Sir, I be-
lieve in the aristoctacy of Almighty God.
1 consider the dectrine that all men are born
cqual a self-evident lie, which ever;, meadow
and forest proclaims to be false. I had far
soouner swear allegiance to Vietoria than be
taken into “ Abraham’s” despotic bosom.
Victoria does not open her subjects' private
letters  She docs not hang cvery dissenter
at the nearest lamp-post  She does not =
vade private houses end make “ black-lists”
of those literary men who wmake, through
the public press, expositions of their con-
scientious convictions.

After supper, the old gentleman in-
vited his young companion to take a walk.
They passed through the town out into the
cemetery. Every tomb bore quaint devices,
and the city in the sunsct shone with a
glorious lustre. Lansing looked really bean-
tiful. His violet-grey eyes glittered with a
myriad mingled emotions, and My golden
hair, as e removed his sombrero to enjoy the
delicious evening breeze, hung about his
high and narrow brow in s wealth of luxuri-
ant profusion.

Pausing by a tomb that was covered by a
flat gray stone, upon which was carved the
simple words: “ Dolores, atat 16, Resur-
gam.” Egbert scated himself, and lighting
a fresh cheroot and handing another to Lan,
sing, Mentor said :

“You showed to-day a curiosity to know
something of my past.”

i Say, rather, a nobler feeling than curios-
ity. Your veice told me, dear sir, that you
had known a grief. Tell me all about it. Who
should better sympathise with the memories
of the old, than those young like me ?”

“ Lansing, in a few words, I will sketch
the past. I came to Maryland young in life
and when but twenty-two met one Iworship-
ed Shall I tell you what a sweet, sad face,
what a wealth of soft brown hair, what deli-
cately-pencilled eyebrows, and what a pout-
ing mouth my angel wore? I loved her,
Lansing, even as you worship Emily. Do
not quarrél with me if I tell you she was
even & nobler, holier, better woman than
Miss Hazleton. Do not say ‘impossible?
At any rate, I thought so then, and think so
still I wasa tutor in her father’s house, and
she was the eldest of my pupils, at this time
‘sweet sixtcen.’ Of good family, and pos-
sessed of & competence, she was not rich,
and when she confessed her love, and I won
her parents’ consent to our union, I confess
my own good fortune begilded life until I
thought this earth a heaven, Intwo years
we were to be married, and [ went away to
New York, having obtained a lucrative pro-
fessorship in a college in that metropolis,
Every vacation Ivisited her, and thrice each
week she used to write me letters that trembl.
ed with a girlish heart’s sweet tenderness,

“ When within three months of the time ap-
pointed for hor marringe ler letters ceascd,
and onc dull November day, going to the
post, 1 received a Jetter announcing she
was married to another. She asked forg 7e-
ness. ler father was embarrassed ; she had
wedded rich; she had not known her own
heart ; she did not love me~would I forgive
her all the sceming inconstancy ?

“ Lansing, do you believe I suffered? Do
you marvel, if I drank deep, and lost my

place, and beeame for years a brohen-down,
prematurely-old youang man ?”

“Howould have Kitled me,)” gasped the
Loy ish lover,

“No: men never die of such wounds,
Time is very hind, young man. 1 raised the
Circean goblet of pleasure to my lips and
blunted sense.

“One day T got a letter from iy father's
solicitor, He was dead, and 1 was rich,
Richer by fur than the one love of my hte,
Richer than her hmsband.

“Suddenly I dismissed my Iast female
companion. 1 removed to New Orleang and
was a Monk of the order of Desolation ; for
no social pleasure, no gay company, ne
wine nor wassail knew my presence more.
“The crash of 1837 came. Iwas engross-
ed in business, when one day accident put
me in possession of the thet that my old rival
was on the brink of ruin. Ile had assets
cnoughl, but could not realize, and a large
sum of ready money only could save him
from destruction. ‘A lawyer, I wrote him,
a clicut of mine had a large sum he would
invest, it he would give a mortgage, and
never till the money was paid, did he know
it was 1 who saved him, Subsequently we
met, and became +  rm friends.”

‘Who was this man ?—1 have a suspicion,
My father has often said, you saved him from
ruin years ago.” '

¢ Lansing! Lansing! you ave ler son.
Have youn confidence in me; are you caln: ?”

# My dear, dear friend I” And the boy-lover
put his arms about his neck and wept.

Then gradually, Mentor broke the sad
news to him, and placing the letters in his
hands, turned down another avenue of the
cemetery, and teft the young man alone with
his big grief.

Minntes lengthened into hours; hours
rolled on, and the midnight moon arose,
when suddenly Mentor felt the delicate hand
upon his shoulder, and Lansing said

“We will go now to the Fandange.”

Egbert looked a second at the young man,
The lips quivered and the eyes were red
with traces of scalding tears. “Letus goto
the inn first; I—I—I want to change my
coat.”

Mentor smoked in silence, and the boy
went to his room, boy no longer! Carking
care, and distrust, and the bitterness that
never dies, had made a man of him. Those
letters were silently placed in his trunk,
beside the Bible his dend mother gave him
years ago. He could not take them to a
place of revelry. Iig cyes were washed, and
he had, calmly, changed his coat, and Men-
tor marvelled at the years his friend had
lived in a few brief hours, Not a word was
said as they went to the Fandango.

..., Who forgets the wild days of his pas-
sionate youth? Who that has known the
gricf that woman bringeth, forgets the sur-
cease of the cup?—the mad forgetfulness
the music lendeth?—the bLlunting of the
senses in the maddening dance?

The room was large. Tho violins were
sending forth wild, joyous strains, and the
light of the candles in their bronze and
silver sconces, cast weird shadows on the
groups. At a side-room, were two monte
tables, piled 2p with gold and silver coin,
surrounded by a throng of both sexes, who
smoked and staked their money with the
terrible excitement of an assumed stoicism.

The young man watched the scene, and
dreamily marked the panoramic expression
of the players. At length, a young .girl
tapped him withher fan,exclaiming, “; Senor,

tiene Vmd, la bondad a darme dosreals 7 He
gave her the coins, and she lost them.
“I am out of luck,” said she, “Why do

you not play 7 This she remarked in English,
# Certainly ! if you wish it.”

Meanwhile, Mentor watched the -youth in
sadness,

He staked, quite recklessly, an cagle. And
the eagle won, and . won, and won, until a
pile of golden coin idly rested at his left
hand. The superstitious players bet upon
his cards, and there scemed a magical breath
of fortune in the ace he bet upon, At last
the dealer threw the cards to his vis-a-vis

whispered, © Cenae now ! they will cheat you
with those packed curds”
He obeyed hier, and listening to the prayers
of veteran gamblers agurst whose ellorts
Fortune frowned, gave them a handful of
small silver, and followed Martina into the
main hall, where the dunce was atts height,
Like ull Spanish women, the new acquaint-
ance of Lansing Dacre was born te waltz,
You ask these Mexiean ladies who taught
themand the everlasting ‘4 quien sabe?” is
yourreply,  Graceful as swans, and light as
fuivies, they will waltz hours and know no
fatigue. They do not hop like German
Jraus, nor drag like the mournful English
dames. They waltz for the love of waltzing,
not to display their charms. You might
preach a twelvemouth and fiil to convinee
them it was an “impropricty ” to waltze, save
with a husband, brother, or aceepted suitor.
They laughingly tuke your proflered srm, and
if you dance well, will never tire in your
arms ; but if you have no car for musie, or
affront their {aste, they become* so tired,” and
begging a hundred pardons, soon remember
they have another engagement. The music
was faultless for the purpose. Did those
Spanish composers catch inspiration from
some wicked fuiries ? Else how did they
learn those seductive stinins? What business
have such soft, sweet notes in this work-n-
day world of ours ?  The naugh-y faivies !'—
how they make those violins give the ¢ good
bye” to Duty, Sobriety and staid Decorum.
Do you wonder, with the wouad fresh in
his memory, and the point of the poisoned
dagger of Despair in his bleeding heart,
that Lansing Dacre did not repulse the ex-
quisite tapering fingers laid upon his shoul-
ders, but encircling her waist joined in the
dance? For a marvel, the American waltzed
well. No one ¢in learn to dance —save as a
monkey or n dog. And if this fact were
realized o great many parvenues would save
time, money and ridicule.

I wonder what thoughts passed through
the brain of that young man, as he whirled
around in the delitinm of that night! Did
he know where hie was, and realizo the hor-
rid mockery of the scenc to hin? Was he
not unconscious of his pariner, and was this
why his fingers scarcely touched her waist?
Was it the motion that lent him surcease of
sorrow, by drowning reflection and making
him dream he bad once lived, but now was
dead and flitting through the clouds, as a
lost spirit secking home, and rest, and holy
peace?

Egbert watched him mournfully. He could
understand him. It would not do to baulk
his wayward humor now. The violence of
the tempest must subside. It was better 50 :
better than lonely brooding and paralysis of
the soul. He would watch over him ; but
not dare to interfere with these manifestn-
tions of his agony. Martina might teach
him oblivion for a few days: the cup might
give him stupor—the gaming-table could
never lead the poet far astray,

The night was far spent when they gained
the inn. Lansing was silent, and forgot to
even bid his friend good night. Of course
he did not sleep. Grinning fiends peopled
his chamber. Emily took more shapes than
Proteus to his delirious brain.  Now she was
a star, lost in the immensity of space. Anon,
she was a spring of water, bitter to the
taste. Again, she changed into o violet, and
he was keeping herds from browsing by his
flower,

cereenWhy try to mike you feel the
wild fancies that surrounded him? e was
mad, for the time ; and Eghert was rejoiced,
as he went into his room after breakfast to
see he had atlast fallen asleep. How lovingly

the old man fanned the youth and prayed for
his future life!

A———

VIII.
MAUD LA GRANGE.

The plantation of Terreverde, in La Grange
Parish, Louisinny, glittered in the sunshine

of the carly day,

Standing nearly a half mile from the high
rond, the Manor House was in the centre of
a spacious court-yard redolent with beauty,
Stately magnolia trees gave cooling shades,

and a new deal was made, swhen the girl

and gorgeons flowers filled the ajr with per-
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little sueam which Howed ity snd dieamily
along, in the tear of the mansion, had been
nuvde by lwosan labor to jerigate ervery pore
tion of the miniature purk , while giavelled
pathz, hedged with evergreens, led hither ang
thither,so,that put~uing their winding coulse,
you could explore aud enjoy the delightfyl
seene in detail, which was equally exquisite
in the effeet produced by its tou! en semble,
viewed from the brow of a hillock, to your
right, ax you approached Perreverde.

For miles and mitex of level, or gently un-
anddulating ground this vast estate extended,
There was scarce a man, in lower Louisiana,
who had not heard of jts rare f rtility and
marvellous loveliness; and a servant belong-
ing to this plantation held his head high
above neighboring negroes,

The wealth of brilliant colors in each
parterre of the court-yard, was like the des-
criptions of the enchanted gardens that you
fimd in Persian story 5 and had not these gy
hues been relieved by the soft vernal tint of
the grass and hedges, and the gray of the
gravel, and dark shadows of the grandly
gloomy old Manor lHouse, the eye would
have wearicd of the gorgeous brightness, In
the stately Lranches of the magnolia trees,
laden with their white, sweet blooms, birds
were singing gaily, and your first impresgion
on beholding all this glory, was to kneel and
thaak the good God who had made, here and
there, little spots of carth so very like to
heaven.

The tansion iteelf, though screencd by
shady clms, and grand old live-onks was
very old, and in some places seemad to need
repair ; but the neglect seemed to arise rather
from veneration for its time-worn glorics,
than from indifference or economical consid-
crations. A very high and broad stone
stoop led to n wide nnd quaintly carved
gatlery, which ran around all sides of the
main building, both on the first and second
storics ;and the architecture seemed a strange
commingling of fonic and Corinthian, with
a dash of the Arabesque.  In the materinl, a
brownish stone had been used chiefly, but
the pillars that supported the gallery were
of a whitigh, conrse-grained marble, that pre-
sented  singular cffect, the first time you
saw them, as if reminding you of people you
liad met in a world anterior to earth,

Green trailing vines ran over the mansion
in a semi-barharous freedom. Sometimes, by
moonlight, you could fancy they were ser-
pents that had broken from their secret lurk-
ing-places, and thronged for a midnight revel
about the gray walis of Terreverde; but,
when you viewed the place in the morning
and clear sunlight, you saw they were kind-
1y, harmless “ wood-bine” and « everlasting”
that caressed the Manor House now, even ag
they had done for fifty years and more,in the
happy, happy past.

Far away, in the distance, when the day
was very clear, and the water high, you
could catch a faint glimpse of the Mississippi,
and young eyes, that see so much more than
older warldlings do, have even discerned the
smoke from the steamers bearing the wealth
of the western world on the hosom of that
marvellous river ; while looking westward,
through the court-yard, you mirht mark the
white, clean cabins of the plantation village.
The carly September morning air, carricd
the song of the negroes to your ear, as refurn-
ing from the ficld-labor, they were march-
ing to the copse where their breakfast was
awaiting them, and if you cared to listen,

You would mark a plaintive sweetness in their

merry voices, The nearest nproximation Ro-
man letters could give to the words and

measure would be:

“Iick de corton, hioe de co? n;
Hotde g, kogi kum=—

Niggers all o work rom bo? n
See de Kigi, see dey eum—

Spee ow? Missey, sheb do soy;
Ho ! de Kizi, koga kain—

Dat de darkies rabber play ;
See de Kigy, sce dey cim—

Den, vavy ‘Ferry-vendy |

The day is very newly born, yot from one

wing of the mansion comes two figures pre-
senting the law of contrast in the most
striking aspect, for approaching the main
avenue of the court-yard, they pace to and
fro, up and down the winding walks, enjoy-
ing the delicious morning breeze.

The first of the twain is very petite, and

fume. The grass was soft ag velvet, aud o
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although in her imngination her sixteenth
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hirth-dny *which will come the day after
to-morrow, Chloe,” ns she sava to her com-
panion “is very full of hright anticipations,
ret she is =o fragile and her fucee is 8o free
from the shadow of a eare, that you look upon
her a3 o child, ot least a eouple of years
younger.  She w beantiful —bat it is wather
the loveliness of & spirit than a woman
You cannot deseribe such features, for girls
lihe Maud L Grange make you worship so
reverently you fear to love, and enwrapping
you with the purity they iadiate, compel
your world-cirked heart to own here i+ g
better and a truer passion than sense in-
gpireth. When you see that <oft, hrown, fine
mass of waving curly, you doe not think of
Venug in the Louvre, but of Mary at the
Tomb.  Those blue eyea tell the story of o
little life, passed in hely peace and oune
cloudless summer.  The pure white forchend
has no lines upon its marble surface, and
around the gentle mouth Selfishness and
Vanity have traced no imprint.  Born to an
estate which is told by millions, the orphan
heiress is ignorant of base pride ‘or igpoble
imputse A beautiful daizy, she walks nmong
her sister flowers, and shares the game re-
freshing balmy air.

As she steps along, by the western ter-
race of the conrt-yard, you remark that her
equisitely fragile figure is peifect as a Gre-
cian statue.  She is not thin, nor lank, nor
gickly : hersis the delicate beauty of a health-
ful, Perfect Girlhood.  Her movements,
with all their gracefuluess, have a fairy state-
lines ; if she were clad in raga you would
swear she werea gentieman’s daughter ; and
Ler morning robe of simple white is fastened
simply with peart buttons, and her only or-
nament is n plain gold ring. A blue ribbon
confines her hair, and another serves as a
belt for the waist—which small and trim is
not waspish, but in entire harmony with
lier age, size, weight und delicate organiza-
tion. Upon her head i s gypsey flat, of un-
bleached straw which shades the head, neck
and shoulders, and when she smiles, you
wigh it were removed, for it hides anangel's
countenance,

Chloe, walks by her mistress, a pace or
iwo in the rear, as the old nurse ia getting
into the vale of years. She is not much
bent, however, and her gray hars are con-
cealed under & turban of so many celours,
that even the flowers are nshamed to lift
themselves up in Aunty’s presence. Ier
complexion is neither brown, nor yellow, but
a jet so black that a cat could not see her of
n dark night. In cleanliness she could set
an example to many a Bridget or Miss Fan-
fangle, and at seventy her health is the
cnvy of all the aged niggers of her acquaint-
ance. She nursed Maud, as she had nursed
her meother before her, and loved Miss La
Graunge better than all the pickaninnics that
had cnlted her “mammy,” until she would
have to throw the poker at them, to clear the
road for herself. She would have scen ali her
own young ones, the numher of which was
fabulous, and an unknown quantity even to
herself, broiled alive, and eat up by Abo-
litionists, (which would be piling Pelion on
Ossa in the wind of a Terreverde darkie)
rather than that harm should come to one
hair of her little “ Miwsey Maud.)” In the
mind of Au.t Chloe, there were three main
principles, to which all other things were
merely corollories: First, every LaGrange
had a mortgage on all creation; secondly,
servants on Terreverde plantation were st-
perior to all ¢or'nary darkies;” lastly,
“Missey Maud ” must always have byt own
way, when possible, and if not, have it atl the
same, and after # Misscy Maud,” Aunt Chloe’s
ipse dizit ~ust be finnl; or if there were any
appeal, it could only be taken to Uncle Abe,
a veuerable octegenarian, who had « faculty
of petting people out of scrapes and taking
carce there “was nobody hurt.”

“ Aunty,” said Maud, as she stood undera
magnolin,whose sprending branchesstretched
over the walk ,” the day after to-morrow (iuar-
dy will be here, surely, for he promises, Do
you know he is going to bring, me a present
for my birth-day ? Can yon imagine what it
18"

“ [t must bo somot'ing good, Missey Maud,
for Massn Egbert um gem'men. Will de
darkies have & holday 7"
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YO course, Annty " And Mand put her
little, fury hand on the shonlder of Ler nurse ;
Y But “tlus present,” Mro Mentor, savg, will
“ouly be valunble 23 1 have eende 1 a0 it’
What can he mean ("hloe 7

“Giolly 5 an how should dis nigger know,
Missoy 7 Let's go an’ 'sult Unele Abe
“By all means,” chimed in Maud, and she
tripped off towantds the gate so rapidly, that
poor Chloe, panting like a porpoise, exclaim-
ed, “ Lor, bese de angel j—dis ole nigger,
um no go fag, an he'd do'um once”

But Maud laughing at the breathless neg-
res2, waited at the road side, and the remnin-
derof the walk kept a more moderate pace,

Artived at the village, half a mele away
they paused before one Cabin that stood
apart from therest.  The boards were paint-
ed instead of being whitewashed, and sone-
thing about the tenement proclaimed that it
was indeed the White House of the settle-
ment, and no common individual lived within,
Unele Abe was n sort of President in the
village, and was always beset by a crowd of
phant worshipers, who kuew his intluentce on
the Plantation of Terreverde, when they
wanted a smell of the kitchen door,

The old darkic sat in the door-sill of his
cabin, smoking a very Jong clay pipe, that
wus black with age, and ornamented with
varioug ribhons that had once been green, and
blue, and red, and white.  Ifis head was bare,
#nd his white wool seemed to find a luxury
in the morning sun. His shirt was of the
most violent turkey-red calico, and the broad
Byronic rolling collar was fastened by a
neck'erchief of pea green. His waist-coat
was a heavy velvet, of a hue that had once
been biack, and which he had begged from
the wardrobe of Mr. Merton, during his last
vigit to Terreverde, where he came regularly
four times & year, as well as on Christmas
and * Missey Maud's” birth-day, for he was
her Guardian and Trustee of Terreverde, His
breeches were made of white duck-cloth, very
full in the lower extremities, and his coat
was an old surtout he had bought of a Jew
at o bargain, last time he went to New Or-
leans with Mr. Mentor; and as it was heavily
padded, to any one but a Southern negro, it
would have seemed slightly warm for a
Louisinnn September moining.

When Chloe and her miatress approached
the Cabin, Uncle Abe said tohi  -evicr half ;
 Lor de Golly ! un am you’ be u taken um
wid'out a bit ob bek'fast, fum de House?
am you'b crazy, kase um in de wale of de
D'cemb'rs 7" And the old darkie, ducking
very low, said to his youthful mistress:

“ Missey Maud, you'be jes kum in de
ghade. Chloe ken w-ke do coffee, un I'be
a pige dat Sam kill 1as night dats jes de bird
for do flower of Terreverde.”  And dispiay-
ing the trophy of his son’s skill, the vene-
rable slave gave it to his wife, and she went
to work to broil it, in a very brief tio~; for
Chloe had a sovereign scorn for the French
dishes of the Chef d’cuissine of the Manor
House, who had never known the advantages
of education on a Virginia Plantation, and
who, being r Creole Slave, and a Catholic
into the bargain, with quite as much French
as African blood, wag the natural enemy of
the aristocratic old negress.

While Chloe went to work getting break-
fast in her humble field, Maud's case was
duly opened, and Uncle Abe mastered all
the points, which were =

Imprimis: Egbert Mentor, guardian of
Maud La Grange had, as be did every week
when away, written her a letter,

Secundus : He would be at Terreverde on
her birthday, Saturday.

Tertius : Ho would bring her a present.

In a posteript, he enjoined Chloe to see the
Red Room was ready to receive a stranger,
who would accowspany him.

The solution required was, ¢ What was the
present, which could only be valuable as
Maud had sense to use it ?”

Uncla Abe lit his pipe. I'e pulled his
wool violently, and walked up and down the
cabin ; now cautioning Chloe to not “hu'n
dat air pige ;" and again resuming his ecogi-
tations, nt last he paused, and said to
Maud :

# Missey, Abe ‘em got 'um "

«Phat is right,” said Miss La Grango,
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lnughing, as she looked at the enthusiasm
of her mest pecuniarly worthle 5 piece of
property. ¢ Well, what iz the result of your
deliberations, Uncie Abe?!

¥ Massa Mentor am a long ‘eded ole gem's
men  Two an’ two make four picayunes,
Wy do 'um say ‘fix up de quartier de rouge,
ag dat yellow pison ob a Alfonse eali um
red bed-room? Wut dat n young Missey
hab de sense to use 7 [ specs, an’ dat am
dis air nigger's impassh’'nate consid’ration
ob de circumferences of dis 'stra'nary biz-
ness, dat Marse bring ‘um a younyg gem’mern
to marry Missey Maud.” -

Maud did not blush : she was too much
child and too littls womap -ct for that She
only laughed, and looking enquiringly at
Un_cic Abe, sad »

“Uncle Abe, why should Guardy want
me to marry 7"

The venerable darkie lighted his pipe
again, with his mistress’ leave, and ans-
wered, as if all the wisdom of past nges was
concentrated in his head :

“ Missey Maud, dat air olz no ’count nig-
ger—dat mis'ble Chloe—one day wen both
'um us ‘'um young, got n picaninny, she foun’
in a cabbage. Yah! yah!yaht She scb to
um, ¢ Abe’em, wot we do 'um de leeble dar-
kic? Dar’s no close, dar’s no vhoes, dar’s
no not'ing’ Say I, ‘Chloe, honey, de ole
Marse Edward—{you hab um papa, deh, dear
Missey Maud,—p'vide ’em. De picaninny
neber lib many days, Missey. Poor picanin-
ny! it was ver' near to Abe'm's ole heart.
Dis chile was young Abe'm, den, Missey
Wen she fin’ nudder pic'ninny Abe'm hiab
de close, de shoes, de multiplicashun ob
cherub-tail'ring all on dat cradle. Now, ole
Marse Mentor know 'ting or so. He'b seep
de little Misseys lub vultures and crok'-
diles? He hab a carc 'um de white angels,
as Abe'm had "bout his pic'ninnies, when de
firg’ libbie black di'mond die 'um ig’nance
Dat’s my 'pinion, Missey Maud;” and Abra-
ham smoked, as if to recompense himself for
the long exercise of his wondertul powers of
brain

Chloe soon bsd breakfast on the eabin
table. A bran new linen cover was spread,
and Maud had her favorite luxury, pigeon
Lroiled on toast, sprinkled with lime juice,
The coffec was of & quality I am afraid the
very intelligent people of Canada are not so
fortunate as to sce, and the lettuce and
cresses wero as crisp as only Southern salads
can taste. Chloe and Abralinm stood watch-
ing their mistress, as you and I, madam,
might attend at a banquet of the gods, re-
verently aud happy; and the little creature
partook of her simple meal as a canary bird
might consume the sceds you dropped in its
cage—singing belween whiles,

Lt no one fancy this israre : in the South
young people scem possess:d to take meals,
now and then, in the cakins of old family
servants, and it is only justice to say, that
the negro quarters in the far South are gener-
ally kept with a cleanliness and even simple
luxury, unknown among the very poor of
the Northern States,

I do not write to shock your sense of
poetry, but let me ask you a question : Did
you ever eat hoc-cake ? for Maud La Grange
made no scruples of patronizing that favor-
ite morning accompaniment to digestion. I
know this shocks “taste” horribly, for I
have been told by a Boston friend ¢ ncbody
looked nice eating.” I do not believe a
word of it. I find o great deal of poetry
and philosophy in ¢ .mai life; and when we
have so many thousand two-penny Refor-
mers taking care to enlighten people’sminds
and impiove their “ morals,” may I not be re-
garded as an antitoto to modern transcen-
dentalism, if I get in edgeways a plea for
the human body ?

«++e0ee An hour later, when Maud reach-
v the Manor IHouse, her Governess was
awaiting her arrival to I ave her read over
so many dull pages in that tiresome Tele-
mague. But remembering that it would only
last a couple of hours, with a heavy “hieghol”
Maud went to work transiating the adven-
tures of the son of Ulysses. Sho had read
about balf an hour, when a heavy double
rap at the hall door, and a voico calling her
name, caused her to drop her task and basten
to the main gatlery.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Fuw, Lacts, anll Lancies,

L A Y A R

We never know what some persons don't
mean until they have spoken.

Self-respect is the neblest garment we can
clothe oursclves.

Every anniversary of a birth-day is the
dispelling of a dream.

Say less than you think, rather than think
only half what you say,

The three great conquerora of “the world
are Fashion, Love and Death,

Never employ yourselves to discover the
fanits of others—look to your own,

He is the best accountant who ¢an count
up the sum of his own error.

It Appears Doubtful,

Powing afl the reports together
Relatng to borley, wheat, and hops,
Whether the creps will weather the weather
Or the weather will eeather the crope,

Miss Mullock gives it as anitem of domes-
tic felicity that the man of the family should
be absent at least six hours per day.

 Now, gentlemen,” said a nobleman to his
guests, as the ladies left the room, “let us
understand cach otber ; are we to drink like
men or like beasts 7’ The guests somewhat
indignant exclaimed, “ like men1” ¢ Then,”
he replied, * we are going to get jolly drunk,
for bruics never drink more than they want,”

' Jennie,” said a venerable Cameronian to
his daughter, who was asking his conscnt to
accompnny her urgent and favoured suitor to
the altar, # Jennie, it is a very solemn thing
to get married.

“1 know it, father,” replied the sensible
damsel, “ but it's a great deal solemner not
to.”

A friend gave Garrick a case, containinga
razor and other utensils, telling him at the
same time he would find some other pretty
things in it. T hope,” said Garrick, ¥ that
one of them is a pretty little barber.”

A wife’s bosoms should be the tomb of her
husband’s failings, and his character far more
valuable in her estimation than his life.

“Doctor " said a man to Abernetny, “my
daughter had a fit, and continued for half-an-
hour without sense or kuowledge.” *Qh,”
replied the doctor,  never mind that; many
continue 80 all their lives.”

Lord Bacon beautifully said : “1fa man ba
gracious to a stranger, it shows he is a citi-
zen of the world, and that his heart is no
islund cut off from other lauds, but the conti-
nent that joins them.”

Talleyrand said of certain ladiey’ dresses,
that they * began too Ilate and cnded too
soon.” If he could look in upon the fashions
where the long trailing dresses are so much
worn, e would be apt to remark that the
dresses begin so late that they don't get
through in any kind of season!

We have heard of an old lady, who, on
being asked in her last illness, what part of
the Bible she would like to have réad to her,
remarked that the account of Samson's
tying the foxes' tails together had always
been her favorite, and that if the enquirer
would read it -easylike® {2 might be the
means of putiiug her to sleep.

A thief who broke out of jail in Ohio, the
other day, being recaptured, told the sheriff
that he might have escaped, but he had con-
scientious scruples about travelling on Sun-
day.

Macklin and Johnston disputing on a
literary subject, Johnson quoted Greek. ¢ I
don’t unuerstand Greek,’ said Macklin. ¢ A
man who argues should understand overy
language,’ replied Johnson. ¢ Very well)! said
Macklin, and gave him a quotation from the
the Irish.

Virginia's Notico to the Federal {invern-
ment.—N. B. ¢ Children-in arms not admit-
ted.

A celebrated wit was asked why ho did
not marry & young lady to whom he wis
very much attarhed. ‘I know not, ho re-
plied, ¢ except the great regard we have for
each other.

Grinding Bones.—The propristor of a hone
mill advertises that those sending their own
bones to bo ground will be attended to with

punotuality and despatch,
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WIS BLORKE

THE, HOME JOURNAL:

A WEERLY CAXADIAN FAMILY NRWRPAPLR
—devotedt i Latera.yre, At Aosa . Lol i B News
m—in pristed i Toromws, o pulasliod ciery datunday

The tenma of sutsonpaon are Une Dotbr and Py
Cents per aanura. bavarsaddy o sdvance .

Paywents mmy bo wade s Blowe t=1'or Pour
Moaks, Fuly Conts, b baght Moats, Oiee Dollary
Bor Twelve Mouhs, ime Dodar mad Pifly Cents.

A few appropriate Advertiseraeuts Wil be inseriod at
Ten Centan o, S e Ersd dnserion, and Fave Ceuus
a1 haoe, £ each subaoqoent insertion,

Siagle copees 10y be hiad of the New sadealers in the
varons Towns and Cities of the Provisee, at Four
Cenwr each.

Al letters oo braness should e addvessed o the vn.
derrigned.  AJ contributhons R pablication, and btera-
1y eorrespondence souk) be addressed 10 the Tditor

WILLIAM HALLLY, Patisher,
Coltorne R1reet Torontn

EXCLUSIVE WHOLEBALE AGENT-
W LOTUNS, CLIFTOR AND HAMIETON,

The Hows Jormxan can be procured of the Killowing
pews-dealers ¢
TORONTO-G, A, BACKAS. MESSRS WARNE
& HALL, GEORGE FAULKNER, M SIHEWAN
P, DOYLE, J. DONNOLLY, &k¢. kc.
1OXDON~R. HENKY,
GURLPH=M. RYAN
KINGSTON~JOHN HENDERSON
OTTAWA=O'CONKOR & CO
MONTREAL-E. PICKUR,

We are making arrangements o supply dealers (m
some of the principal Cities of the Uiuted States, in
order Lo place within the reach of their Canadwn re-
sidentan Canadian papcr, free from the controrersies,
political of rehgivus, that almoet invariably charas.
Tense our e wepaper literatyre,

The Home Jouynal,
A a e T T SPAANSAAA A A AR A L,
TORONTO, SATURDAY, JUNR 15, 1861,
" WHAT THE HOME PRESS BAYS,

Wi are deeply obliged to our brothers of
the Canedian Press for their many kind
notices of the enterprise we have under-
taken, with so many mingled hopes‘and
feats, that It would -be elther Ingratitade or
affectation to deny that' a sense of their
kindness has deeply penetrated onr heart,
and thelr favorable opinfonr it will be onr
study t0 mensurably dessrvs. If we anpex
& fow of thelr % golden opinions” we hope
it will not be set down to the chargs of vani-
ty, bat of appreciation of the courtesy—we
had almost aaid the enthusissm —with which
our Jittle bantling has boen received. When
were the Kuights of the Quill, personally,
aver anything but generous to one another ¢
Thaak you, ons and all gentiemen.

g ——-t e —ea—————
SWEETEEARTS AND WIVES.

Youxc Oanads. is & theme we never weary
o following, The. man who hateth the
youthful iz a disagresable, if not a danger
ous, member of soviety. If the Houn Joun.
NiL can only be takeu-to the hearis and
beartbs of the rislug gesecation of the Pro-
viace, it wia have the.society of those it
moat desires to be loved by, and [t shell be its
care, while avolding anything like prudery,
mever to say one word, or-be gulity of &
single Insinuation that would bring an un-
hallowed blush upon the cheek of a sister o

& wife. In the common Lmperfections of

human nature sometimes {t may stumble,

but it will not grovel in the mire: and if

the scholars and preachers and best Intellucts
of Canada will rally around {t, the field it
essays to Sl may not only besr a rich har-
veut but be materially extended.
Lookiag across the border, not as & polie
ticlas, nor as one with any sympathies in
the atrife that threateas to drench that un-
happy Republic i rivers of hlood and yeazs
of Intermecime -contlict, of civilisation as
well st armt, of thoaght as well as_ncilon,
it ts {apossible 10 resist the conclusion that
the Nortern States owe much of their present
troubles 10 & meglect of their young,
For thoy have been cruelly abused!
It is not sacugh te afford youag people
Intallect:al trajning, “That civilization ks
diseased that sharpens the brain and ossifies

Ceed to the mental,is sure toresult in altimate
shipwreck of a State, The very frat ibing
thai atrikes the tourist in the Statoes is the
weakuess of homestics, and the deserted
family sitars aro cold aud grim with negtect,
and the household gods avengs the unfaith-
Tulness,by abandening their unworthy people
to thelr own destruction,
Materiallstic civilization fs very grand
and very useful, but no number of steam
engines can maheone human soul, and while
0o sine man would, i theso days, desire to
set the ear of progreas 1o wealth and scicnce
set back a singls mile over the weary road it
bus passed, every true student of soclety
would deslre to sce spiritual adornment
malotain an equal position in the race In
Yery new countries there is more palliation
tor an inordinate care for the things of the
body; but when the colony expands into
comparative competence, it Ie tho part of
wizdom tbat the briter class of wen haro s
earo for the apintual element that exisiing
in the young, moro abundintly than jn the
old, {because iho hearts of such persons are
freah and free from the world-sot that gathers
with adrancing years) needs susienance, and
will have it or bo debased. You may warp
the spleit; you cannot crush ft,
The Gradgeind Philosophy that deals only
in facts in the mpat baneful of any that ever
corrupted a community, A poetical element
is natire to our nature, and is to the soul
what flowezs are to the body. Nofauney was
ever hall soerroneous as a guant faet, teach-
iog no princlple save selfishness; and the
men who never see a preity copceit in a
volume of poetry are the very gentiemen
who, If they had the power, would battle up
all the sunshine and peddle It out at 30 much
the ounce ; and if anybody could not pay for
it, they would let them go without,
Such people are doubtless shocked at the
caption of this fragment, but even on thelr
own plane of argument, Love is a reality,
and why deny its existence? One balf of
the erils that afict the soclal body ; nine.
tenths of the infidel sects, and dreamy theo-
tists have arisen from that mistaken pollcy
which leads some very good folks to p-
pose the grand passion s detusion, when it is
in reality, a development: of every whole-
soms aelf-hood.
Let us aak you, 01 lonely man of ithe
wosld, of ifty, If you would not be better,
and {rasr, and greater, and happier if you
had masried twenty-odd years ago the littls
blue-eyed girl half the village sald wag your
sweetheart? Do you think the pride of 1ife
and the cautious liss worldlings teach would,
if you conid re-live your existence, atep be-
tween you and yoar first Jove? Not you do
ot wish to speak of it: you know verywell
that—
Of we tarn from fair bo fur,
Fauthiess ne the sviemer air
Yet whesever we may rove,

Mesnory Lingers with First Love,

Did you ever heat & man rail agatnst the
sex and feel no desire to pull his nose? Buat
1o ; on second thoughts, you would be sorry
for bim, and wonder if he were aflicted with
such s mother as the aathor of Childe
Harold ?

Sweethearts and wives! The words make
etery wan proud and bappy. How much
they mean of sweet dawning love and tran-
quil twilight! They carry the husband and
father back twenty years or more, ang the
watron, 80 bonored snd 0 beloved, becomes
again in imagination the blashing maid, that
in trembling accents confessed that she would
walk with bim henceforth, even sdown the
daricvalley of the Shadow of Death, And
the vety dress she wore when he firat raw
her comes fresh to his vision, and she is the
sweetheart he 20 Idolized becauss he naw
heaven fn her eyes,

And will yooog people, with the example
of their patents before them, love unwor.
thily, or briug the traces of the carss that
cark 10 thoss dear brows, vow silvered with
gray? Do they mot know that theiy parents
ouly desire thelr happiness, and that they
bavs travelled the way they nowso ardeatly
dedire to0 go? Lot them remember it iss
grand and boly thing ta fove worthily, pure-

i aad 1t is the highway 0 the deepest pit-
fall in the unfathomsble dapths balow to
throw the heart Away—to cast diamonds to

the heart. Indeed the macal. natare sacci-

doge.

CEREE———

jFor the Ilome Jounwl]
MEAN MEN

———

BY MAYL

No Il
My business is varied, and 1 meet with
many different kinds of men, Thero is a
very numercns religious crass—bless the
mark—who when they come to trade wnith
you, suddenly discover that they are of the
same religlon as yourself, and have in con.
sequence, at immense desire to lcave thelr
maney with you, *if they can deal with
you™ This remark you will invarlably nd to
embody ths healthy proviso that thoy will
buy, {f they can get their goods cheaper than
al any other house in the frade 1 recollect
an fustance A religiously Inclined couple,
desirous of patrontzing peoplo of their own
sort, and who had just been united in the
“holy bands,” camo into my place as T was
taking io some goods, which, not having had
tlme to mark, I quoted the prices of at ran-
dom, but upon cxamination, found I had
quoted at much less than cost! Yet my plous
fhendsmust have them lower stilt 'm afraid
T thowed temper and am certain | showed
them the door, and hare, I suppose, over
since been considered a sort of barbarian by
them, for refusing to roceive their plous alms

I get bewlldered In the number of trading
experiences, which 1 havo been ¢ithor wit-
aess of, or participator in ; still I must men-
tion another caso. It's s0 striking a sample
of those who go out fo purchase, not know-
ing the value of the goods they are in pur-
ault of; but have, however, mado up thelr
minds, never to pay what iy naked. My
friend on this occasion was aggravatingly
inclined lo that direction; and no matter
what prico I asked, he would give so much
leas, Ilet him have his way, and made up
my mind to be even with himat some future
day. Thet day came, and with it my trad-
ing friend. He bought what he wanted and
bad a large percentage off it. [ made out his
bill, and received payment of it, and then
handed him back & couple of dullars, being
the excesa | had over my usual prices, for
that, as well a8 for hus former pur-
chase. The poor fellow was crest-fallen,
and ever since, I suppose, considers me an
honest man, (the poor dupe) for he hagbeen a
constant customer of mine,

Another and also numerous class, bent on
finding out the cheap places, wantaquotation
of the prices of your goods, or asample therv.
of, but elways forsome friend in the country,
who requested hitn or her, to enquire for him
or her, and who promise an order as soon as
they can get word from their friend Me.
Thompson, or Mrs Jenkins. Ab, your sight
will be gratified when you receive that order,

You've no doubt heard the story of the

.iswain who was paying hisaddresses to Sally

Jones, and who on cromsing & toll-bridge in
company with her, remarked, as he pulled
out & penny to pay his own passage, “there
Sal, you must pay your own toll, for I'm not
sure yet whether I'll have you or not.* But
I had occasion once, to take dinner with ay
MEAD & man a8 that. Pigs feet, (& delicate
¢nough dish when you kuow it's not served
for cheapness,j a shenk of muiton, that had
certalnly done duty once before; some bofled
weeds, for greens, snd bran bread, composed
the banquet; and this dinner, notwithstand-
ing my delicate and epicurean taste, I was
obliged, in courtesy, to partakeof. Butitwas
the bran bread that made up the joke, for the
good wifo apologized on Presenting it by
saying, #Weet John, ye wadns ken the mis.
take, I made the day.”  Na lagsic? * Weel Yo
ken where the bran and flour bags stan’ the.
gither.” “Aye lassie” ‘Weelas misfoptans
wad haeit, I took & dish o' bran; instead o' o
dieh o’ flour, and there ye ha¢ bran breed for
dinner.” I visied one of his nelghbors on the
aame busineas, and queationed the lutteras to
how his neighbor across the road had obtaiged
hit wealth, when b replied by saying,
“The people arcund here sy of bim, that,
when he and his fanily first came 0 this
section, land was cheap, and not much mar-
ket for anything sxcept wheat and pork, he
bought & smali lot of land, and whatever jt
produced,-that would sell for cash, he sold
~—whatever would not sell for cash, he fed

pigs ou, and whaterer pige would not eat
they ate themselves” [was satisied with the

cxplanation and never went back for thy
cattle T bouglt, {0 way theo in the provision
business) for | was afruid he might maka g
mistahe similar to tho wife's, and give me
tho bran of his stoch, instead of the kernel,

Ab, you mraa rontempiible weotches, you
snnoy me when you come within the range
of iny ¥ltdon, A poorlittloragged »ud Lialfs
starved glel that [ saw the other evening
sclling her Keeaing leaders and singlng
her  toodle-doodle-toodle-doo, is  worth
ore in soclety than o score of you, for she
was hiappy, and had o sunshine on her face,
oven amid all her poverty, But you, you
discontented wrotches, nre like walking palls
that din and darken all you fook apun, and
if these lines fall under your gaze take the
rosolution to reform your ways (o and
mect your families with smileson your fiuces H
distribute & dozou kisser botwoen your wives
and ihe little pledges , subscribe for the Hous
Journat,” look pleasant, nud oy word for It,
the wrinkles (that meanness always leaves)
will desert your countonance,your coats swalj
wat, and your relatives be glad to see you,

There are your mean snobs, your mean
politicians, your mean atistocrate, and
meaner people, who spe sristoeracy. Mean
retired merchants, and mean merchants who
have not retired, but I'm sick thinkfng of
thelr existenco not to speak of writing of it.

vt re—— i bt——
BTREET STUDIES,

LY DIOGENES,

[ intend to say something, by-and-bye,
on the Indiridualiom recognizable {n streels H
for individuallem in such localitiey js genst.
slly more apparent, and stands out I clearer
outline, than fn any other Place  Perhaps
we may hereafter pick out our representa.
tive men and women of those subdirisions
Into which socicty bas been marked out, and
which are kept distinet by unatore’s great
taws and their own affinities, Jn the means
Hime I will devote my space ihis week to
subjects of & more general nature py regards
sireets,

Mr Buckle has given to the world the first
instalment of Lis History of Civilizationes
mogt stupendous.undertsking, We are la.
formed by sundry critlcs and reviewers that
the author Las devoted years of study and
proparation towards the accomplishment of
this magnum opus. He has read and thought.
fally compared those great authorities, whoss
ideas and deductions, sxtending over all past
agey, and dealing with every phase of the
world's bistory, hare come down stamped
with all the reverence due to age and to the
reflections of the great minds of the pat. A
stupendous undertaking, did we say? Nay,
more, an impossible one. Al} honor, say
we, to the designer of this new Evengel;
but we have come to the concluslon long
ago, that this History of Civilisation wiil
take its plece anong the many noble frag.
weaty thatalready strew the paths of hiters-
ture  The imagination of the architect in
every such case outruns his ability and the
lapso of yearswthe jdeal slways surpasses
the realization, and lnstead of the majestic
edifice, reared fn the wuthor's dreamns, we
will find in after years but an imperfect
structure—here & turret, there & butress—
all beautiful fragments, but, alas! not the
grand, perfect whole, *

Nor will we call in question Mr. Buckle's
mods of dealing with hiy history ; but we
bold itas s ftst peinciple— gainsay it who
toay—~that the real history of our race must
be written, as it were, at our strest-cornecs.
We said enough already about studying mea
from books, Give us true pletures of onr
dtreets, whother in the stately periods of
Gibbou, or the anlmated siyle of Maceulay,
oF the rough, jagged, tortacus seatences of
Carlyle, or even in blank verse, as wild as
Nat Lee ever soratched .on his prison wall

By these we will uniock the mysteriés of bu-
man n-.iure, and open up the grand arcans of
our social helng, with atl ite sime and desives.
By thess we will sce the stupile sileatly
wearing its strangs web of happiacss sad
misery from the elements that make up the
living structare that wo cal! humaa life

Wo want some man 10 write for us the ad-
vancement of civilisation in a series of ple-

tares; and what  gatlery ofast wopld the
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pretures makc b Let the reader for w smomont
cast his mugination back to the time when
the earth was but in i.x infuircy and rociety
m st childbood | et bim uavel up through
those after ages and sean the chequered hys-
tory ef ous saed, and a8t teavels oo, call up
the street seenes of every period,  Step by
gtep would he move up through the primey al
streets of anti and post-diluvian days—Dbur
open spaces hetween the ranges of tents
pitched in some beauteous valley, or on the
gentle slove of some hill; up thraugh the
infant cities of the east, year after year
extending, year after year assuming gigantic
proportions, through terraces and avenues,
mixing with the people in their ceremonies,
their triumphal processions, their strange
rites of heathen worship, nnd theit pageants
of burial.  From city to ciiy would he move
as the march of intellect strode westward,
noting the changes and 2he advances—how
science, glimmering in its first feeble light,
began to question and elucidate-tiew the
grosser forms of worship gave place to
mysterious rites and appeals to the sun und
moon and stellar influcnces—how the primi-
tive customs of life began to soften down,
and growing refinement characterised the
improving generations. Still farther on would
the rapt observer move, at cvery point— some
vestige of the past disappenving. 1lle would
wateh the feeble growth of philosophy gradu-
ally tearing asunder the swaddling-clothes of
ignorance and prejudice, in which they had
Lbeen nursed and confined ; he would mark
the decline of idolatrons fuith and the grad-
ual brightening and growing power of man's
last and best religion.  Thug would he learn
us he observed; thus would he travel up
through the avenues of the past, and by the
lights of the present measure the way he
trod, and corrcctly estimate the onwaid
advancement of our race.

Macanlay's graphic picture of the streets
of London, during the reign of Charles ]I,
dwell, Ivnger in the memory than the in-
trigues of politicians or the battles of oppos-
ing factions; and why? Because by it we
gain a truer appreciation of the morality of
the time, for then, as in every period and in
every country, we sece the fruits of legisla-
tion, we test the morals of the people, we
gunge the intelligence of the masses by their
acts.

Where ¢lse can you find a bettor arena to
observe the strength of thegoverning power?
Where clse have you a better-opportunity of
noting the manners and habits of the sub-
ject? Elsewhere, in Council Chambers, in
Parliaments,in Courts of Justice, in Churches
or in Schools, we have but the law in the ab-
stract—the dead letter. In the streetswe
havs it embodied and made a living reality.
Democracy, the grand will-o'-the wisp of the
present time, would have slept forever inthe
miunds of Utopians and theorists but that it
grew into life in the streets.  In the brain it
was nothing but a chimera—on the streets
it acquired the power of a ifercules, and
sct thrones and despotismas recling in afltight-
ed consternation.

Not many nights ago, had we not a minia-
ture specimen of this same spirit on our own
streets?  Was not the city frightened out of
its propriety by the glare of turpentine
Slambeaux, elevated on sticks and held aloft
by a crowd of Salammanders, rigged out in
their peculiar toggery with other swash-
buckle gearings? It was but the Modern
Democracy marching on to teach a delin-
quent a wholesoms lesson, &s it thought, in
its own peculinr style. Justin the old spirit
—only in embryo—was it beginning to
display itself as it @did Dbefore in the
French Revolutions and other anarchic
movements. The law, represented in blue
coat, musket ‘and gleaming Dbayonet, inter-
posed, and the tug of war began! The ques-
tion to be scttled that instant was—the
Majesty of the Law or the Majesty of Dcx-uo-
cracy. Macadam's thoroughfare for the time
being became a small Thermopyle as the
devoted few stood stern and undannted be-
bhind their wall of glittering stecl. All the
tar torches, the tar-smeared effigies, and
gwash-buckle gearing were of little use
then. The tar torches and cftigies flickered
and went out, leaving only darkness behind.
The Salamanders went on their way—let us
hope wiser men-leaving the Law master
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of the fdd—its magesty vigduated and
assertod an the eyes of thousands who, we
fervently hope, carticd home with them the
sadutary lesson the seene was fitied to im-
purt,

@he Eitor's Round Table,

o These golden, long June days bave
come suddenly upon us all, yet perhaps ere
the Houg Jornrxan reaches our readers the
fickle winds will have changed, and veading
of warm weather may be malapropos. Bless-
ings, of sunshine or good fortune never come
singly, liowever, and the rise in the thermo-
meter only seems to have set busy brains
and tiny fingers at work, for the Round
Table groaus this week with the manifold
epistles forwarded to the Editor.

Young people-you may all be seated.
That Iittle blue-eyed gl in short diess, who
is not yet in her teens, must stop making us
laugh, and that youthful gentleman, who
simokes n little and expectorates & good deal,
must get the odor out of his clothes ere he
presumes to be amiable to crinoline-fledged
visitors,

Some people say, “we talk a great deal
welly if we do, we are also a good listener—
and we would not for a bushel-full of sove-
reigns, all in gold, and fresh from the mint,
frighten any timid litide applicant at our
sanclum door away. When anything dis-
agreeable or horrid is going to ocecur, we
always vanish in a mist, and leave the Pub-
lisher to face the difliculty. This may not
be very brave, but it is quite comfortable,

-+« ALISTER writes us Kkindly, He says:
“I am much pleased that after numerous
failures of the Literary journals in Canada,
you have determined tomake a new attempt.
There are doubtless thousands willing and
glad to patronise home letters, and I sce no
reason to predict anything but suceess for
your welcome periodical.” Qur correspond-
ent sends us this trifle, which we print be-
cause five years hence he can do so much
better, that he will re-read it as we look over
little locks of hair, and clothes we wore in

childhood :
ON THE ENGLISH 0AX
Planted “n the Uneersity Park,

Guard the young «tranger and keep hun from il
Let not the tempest his tender bads kllg

Wateh the young monarch i beauty arise
Pomnting his brarches so proud 10 the skies ;
Wherever those branches wave man must be free;
Touch hun not, harm ham net, England’s owa tree.

A proud noble tree 13 the olid Enghsh oak,

Though nssatled by the storm 1t yiekls not to the shock ;
For ventunes past it has waved m the breeze.

In the heel of the s]u[; 1t has ploughed the rough seas,
*I's the pnde of the land, *ts the pride of the sea,

And wherever its brunches wave man mast be tree,

As the young giant natton increnses in rmght

So may that youug oak grow up fier to the sight;
As an emblein of hiberty may 1t stand forth, .
And spread out its hmbs 1o the South and the North;
May the land where 1 grows be a houte to the free,
And worthy to nournish cld England’s own trec.

And let yonder proud structure the young nation’s pride
Sprewd s mflucace over vur country so wide,

And as learning and virue merease i the land

Let young Canada’s oak 3 1ts majesty stand,

1l 1t grow Wil and strong as the old parent tree.

Ihat has waved for a thousand years over the free.

. ... Publishing the above reminds us that
the Park deserves a passing mention. Itis
a great city civilizer. It is worth more to
Toronto than the lucubrations of a dozen
Able Iditors. On these beautiful early sum-
mer cvenings the Park is alive with young
and old, and the babies—bless their inno-
cent faces '—scem to enjoy the fresh air and
cool shades as much as the older folks. If
we could know what some of those infinitesi-
mal people—-those two-year-old Lillipu-
tians—think of matters and things in general,
we don't believe big men would always fecl
complimenizd. We saw a little baby, the [
othier evening, that looked very distrustfully
at a large, pompous gentleman, and the wee
creature’s cyes followed him, disdainfully,
until ke was out of sight. She crowed as
we passed along, and laughed till her little
cyes were moist.  Bless tho children !—they
are a sort of connccting link, between this

Path” is baing republished in the Guelph
Advertiser.

“Blue Laws” of Canada. What does the
man mean ?

s G 7 ‘;If v
FOGERIR B U,

- e -

meets witie notlung but ciapty bouches, and
severnt extablishmenty are closing,  Niblo's
Garden and Theatrd are in the market ;
rental $35,000 per annum,

« -+ . The Convocation of the University was,
well attended,  How many a bright cye
sparhled with joy as come brothker or sweet.
heart bore off an honor.  Scholars, like Ar-
tists ure, atler all, your only democrats worth
having, a dozen of them are more valusble
than a whole army of politiciang and those
pastilential Quack Reformers. As we satin
that magnificent chapel we could not help
menietly repeating

THE POOR SCHOLAR'S SONG.

Death, old ellow ! have we then
“ome ut Jaxt so near ench other?
Well, shake hands, and be o me
A quiet friend, a faithful brother.

All those merry days are gone,
Gone with eash, and heauh old fellow !
When I read long day= and nights,
And sometimes with o friend got mellnw,

Iow I toiled 1 For ove, now fled.

I wore down the andmight taper,
Labormg, dreannng, ull one day

I woke, and found my hfe—a vapor.

Yet. I hoped (ah! laagh not now)

For wealth, and hewith, aud fune—the bubble ?
So T clunbed up Wisdem?’s steeps

Aud got a fall, Loy, for my treuble,

... Christy's Minstrels have to yield to
the universal demand nightly for the song of
Dixic’s land - the “Yankee Doodle” of the
South.  Surely the music must be excellent,
and the action inimitably Ethiopian, when
an_enlightened andience can listen to rhyme,
like this—one stanza of which we copy to
put the rythm, where it can be found by fu-

ture ballad-historians :—
Old missus mary Wil de weaber,
Wiliam was a gay deceaber;
Look away, cle.
When he pua hisarms around ?er
He luoh asderce as o forty-pounder.
il1s face was shiarp hhe a buicher?s cleaber,
But that din’t seciu to greabe Yer;
Look awny—look away—away—Ihxic Land
Chorus—lien I wish I wasin Luxie,
Hooray ! Hooray!
In Dixie’s Jand wet) ook our stand
T'o live and die in Dixie,
Away--awny—-away down South in Dixie,
....F. writes us a kind note, in which he
says » “I desire carnestly to see your enter-
prise succeed. I have noither time nor
ability to send an original article.,” He en-
closes a contribution we may print when we

have more sparc space. Many thanks.

«+..0ld types may well inspire the vete-
ran editor with material for a sterling essay.
In putting on its new dress, the London
(C. W.) Free Press, gives utterance to some
beautiful reflections. We clipa paragraph,
regretful that our Round Table is so full of
misccllancous all sorts of items that we
cannot spread the entire article before the
JourNAL'S readers i—

When reflecting upon the checkered events
that the old type have recorded—the
changes that have taken place in nations—
the casualties that have befallen individuals
—the social and domestic vicissitudes that
have transpired, we stand appaled upon the
verge of that unknown future whose history
and events have to be recorded by the new
type, as they have been for years by the old.
Who can scrutinize the mysterious future,
divine the ways of Providence, left the veil,
and tell us what they shall be? Alas! no
one. That they will be equally as striking,
significant, and wonderful as the past, none
can doubt; but until the womb of Time
evolves them, they must remain hidden to
all but to that Eye to whom the past, the
presenty and the future are known,

««+.An exchange says the Southern ladies
are practising with Colt’s revelvers, They
have generally been ‘“sharp shooters” and
their batteries have always done great ex-
ccution amoitg the Northern men. If gs
formidable on the ficld as in the drawing-
room, who could stand unmoved before
them ?

.... Wilkic Colling’ novel of the * Crossed

«...The Advertiser protests agrinst the

«...Cobourg has a Literary Association.

world and a better. A world without babies

would be a humbug!

....Artists are always carly and sc-
vere sufferers in times of confusion. The
theatres jn the United States are already be-
ginning to discover the calamitics of civil
war. Kven Forest, among the mos* ~ttrac-

tive of modern actors beyond th: Atlantic,
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Properly dirccted, it may be very useful to
the community.

... Owex S1. CLAIR contributes this week
some very pretly stanzas, which we print in
another part of the paper. The name seems
to belong to a new star in the American

&
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and every little school-mistress hus mastered
all the sciences befure ahe putr on long
dregses, and 18 married, dead and forgotien
ere the sun ghines on her grave, npoyn what
would be, her thirty-tirst birth-day, Lad she
lived. As we have ceased to be artonished
at anything, (1o come back to St Cramr,) we
will tell what we know about him. Some
weeks ago we picked uap, by chance, an
American country newspaper, which con-
tained 4 poem called % The Wedding Feast.”
It was poctry—as you will ~dimit, when we
get space to copy it one of these fine days,
gentle reader,  That poew reminded us of
the polished verse of two decensed poets—
ddgar Allen Poe, and the Rev. D, L. Oshurn,
— whose demise in New York, a short time
ago, was mentioned with regret in several
literary journals. Sr. Crawm's poetry, how-
cver, differs from that of cither of these
“ weird singers of sad songs” who have
passed away from earth, to *‘ another and a
better world,” in its greater grasp of Hope.
We¢ would wager something, that St. Clair
will be heard of; widely, ere many years have
passed. It i3 needless to say, that the frag-
ment from him that we publish is no
fair criterion of his ability. Ifwe have been
correctly infoimed, be i3 a western gen-
tleman,
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[For the Hom Joumnal.]
GOOD NIGHT.

BY OWEXN &T. CLAIR.

Y
%

Good night, love! the stars are in sight,
The moon has gone down o'er the bill,
One kirs ere we partfromn your lips rosy bnght,
My spint with rapture to 8l
Good Night!

Good night, love! and go by the path to the right
‘That bends round the brow of the hiil,
That your dear little forin may be longerin sight
As 1 go down the path by the mill,
Good Night!

Good night, love ! remember to-morrow-night
We will meet hiere again by the mill,
And our love shall be warmed by our soyl’s inner hght,
Tl the moon goeth down o'er the hill.,
Good Night!

ppaw
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{For the flome Journal.]
OLD LETTERS.

BY ISIDORE G. ASCHER.

Don’t barn them—they preach love and wisdom.
Ofhferz purest joys they are part;
I read in blutred lines loving mem’ries
Deeply traced tn ke scroll of the heart.
Don’t bumn them—the past fades too swaftly,
{1 let these trensures remain;
Faint records of hie’s flecting histories
‘That the breast yearns o scan o’er again

Look, look at n heart's fond confeasion,
The tears blind my eyes as I read;
It breathes love 1 well, well, it don’t matter,
Some hearts, *tis ordained are to bleed,
Such letters Pl fold unconiplaining,
And lock them away from the sight,
The bitterness folded forever,
Regrets locked in stillness and night.

Thege hines touched with ume’s shrivelled fingers,

Are yellow and dim like dead Ieaves,
Yet the hght of remembrance glowso’er them,

Like rays that made golden the sheaves.
The letters though wen are not fded,

But spenk hke an old tender stramn,
That flashes at once, when its music

We strive to reeall, but in vaint

-

Appisiox.~How soft and rich the eover-
lasting April of his style! By what green
pastures and still waters does he lead us !
What a tremble there i3 in his beautiful
sentencoes, liko that of a twilight wave just
touched by the west wind's balmy breath !
How he stammers out his mild sublimities ; 0
and how much does his stammering, like a + S
beautiful child’s ; add to their eflect ! His
pioty, so sweet and shopherd like ; his kind- O
ness, so unaffected ; his mannerism, so

litexary firmament-=where “people of genius”
are as plenty as black-berries in September,

o Y mmarere

agreeable; his humor, so delicate, so sly, so .
harmless 1--Gilfillen’s Literary Portraits,
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TO RED RIVER AND THE PACIFIC
VIA THE VICTCGRIA BRIDGE.

MEBPLFVEION
MeH AT

[P,

BY YHOMAR D ARCY N oFP.

———

Iv oanocndy motnong walk tewards the
sumnit of that wouatmn from which Mou-
treal derives its name, when twosthirds of
the aseent had been made, D sat down to s,
and saw the city and the river outstretehed
at my feet The zine dowes of MeGill Cpl-
lege, and the Bonsecour, the spires of many
churchies especially the slender and Leanti-
tul one of the English Cathedral), [ hardly
watted to abserve, for my eye rested with a
speeies of fascination on the long stride of
the Vietoria Bridge, with its four aud twenty
picts, and its graceful, gradual eclevation
over the central bed of the river. My mind
reverted, by a very natural association of
uleas, to the glory of that Northumbrian
collier’s son, who now sleepsin Westminster
Abbey among the immortals of the Empire;
to another name, laboring under a mental
eclipse as sad as death; and to those still
happily among us, and of us, who have not
had that full justice done thew, in the story
of the enterprise, which the imperial fame of
Stephenson secured at once to that illne-
trious engineer.

v OMORNANG O% UoNTRE A,

Involuntarily, according to my habit when
alone, [ began to link deduction to deduc-
tion, inference to inference, speculation to
speculation, as to the international signifi-
cance and highest possible utility of this
masterpiece of masonry and art: for 1 have
long been unable to ook upon anything in
Canada without busying myself with con-
Jectures as to its future effects upon the new
Northern nationality, whose gigns may al-
ready be read in the skies above ug, aud in
the earth and waters beneath, The thoughts,
as they arose in my mind, on this particular
occasion, took, on my return home, the
oratorical form, which is habitual with some
minds, when heated and interested : such as
they were, when poured out upon the paper,
L present them to the renders of the Hose
JourNaL—the new venture of an old friend

I set down the concatenation of thought
at the point which possessed me longest :
the possibility *of (his Bridge becoming a
main link in the future railway which is to
cross the continent from the Atlantic to the
Pacific To the river system of the North,
properly so called (excluding the waters
that flow towards Hudson’s Bay), it is the
one cssential artificial aid. Between Lake
Outario and the ocean, there was but one
rocky ford insurmountable to inland com-
rerce, and the despair of the engineer, until
the Bridge was erected. N ow, for the Nova
Scotian, New Brunswicker, or New Eng-
lander, faciug towards tho west, the rapids
of the St. Lawrence no longer exist as an
impediment. Every pier of the twenty-four
on which Stephenson’s tube reposes may be
snid to stand for an hour of the day The
builders of the wonderful work have en-
dawed a!l future travellers to or from the
interior of North America with what the
Roman Emperor so grieved to loose—a day!

Most of &ll doces it seem interesting to me
speculatively, viewed in connection with a
possible Pacific railroad, and as extending
the boundaries of our Province westward,
until they join those of the new colony on
the other slope of the mountains—British
Columbia. 1 have always felt an active,
living interest in everything that concerns
what is usually called -among us “the Red
River Country” 1In the very heart of the
continent, on a territory, 500,000 square miles
in extent, where Liord Selkirk, haif a century
ago, declared there wag field cnough for a
population of 30,000,000 souls, the only
speck of settlement yet visible is some 1,000
or 8,000 of our fellow subjects in and about
Fort Garry. No American community has
"t undergone s sterner apprenticeship to

ortune, or been so unwisely underrated
- by Imperial and Canadian statesmen. The
greater part, if not all that region, was an
integral part of Canada at the Conquest, agd
to Canada the people of the Selkirk seltle-
ment naturally looked for protection against
the monopolizing policy of the Hudsou’s Bay

L
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It is not creditable to us 1o he
forced 1o admit that Jitherto they have
loohed thiy way in vain No Canadina ean
have tead with satisfaction the latest inrells.
genee from that kindred commumity ; ne
Canadian can tearn with sutisfuction that it
was left for the infant State of Minnesols,
with a ernsuz not exceeding aitogether this
little Island of Montreal, to do for them what
they naturally expected from us — that while
we were interrogating our Ministers as to
their pelicy on the Hudsou's Bay question, |
the Americans from St Paul's were steaming

down to Fort Garry. It is not the firat time

that we have received o lessou in enterprise

from our republican neighbors; to be o

leadets on our own soil, theugh creditable

to them, is surely not in this case particu-

larly hounorable to us.

That Red River country, let me observe,
is no inhospitable desert, repugnant to the
increase of the human race  Modern science
has exploded the ancient crror, that climate
is determined by the latitude. The best
authority on the climatology of our conti-
nent, Mr. Lorin Blodgett, has pointed out
the existence of a vast we ge-shaped tract,
extending from the 472 to the 609 degree
of nortnern latitute, ten degrees of longi-
tude deep at the base, containing 500,600
square miles of habitable and, subject to foyy
and inconsiderable variations of climate. This
author gives a summer of 95 days to Toron-
to, and of 90 days to Cumberland House in
54° north  Mr Simon DPaswson, from pur-
sonal observation, compares the climate of
Fort Garry to that of Kingston Professor
Hind places its annual menn temperature at
8 ° lower than that of Toronto, for though
the fall of rain is 17 inches more, the fall of
snow is 33 inches less, than at Toronto.
Herds of Buffalo winter in the woocland as
far north as the 60 parailel; Indian corn
grows on both banks of the Saskatchewan ;
wheat gown in the valley of the Red River,
carly in May, is gathered in by the end of
August. The altitude and aspect of the
country nourishes in it a temperature which
onc would not expect to find so far north-
ward, Blodgett nsserts that spring opens
nlmost simultanconsly along the vast plains
from St. Paul to the Mackenzie river; and
assuredly where cattle can winter out, where
the rivers are generally free of ice by the
first week of May, where wheat ean be grown
“twenty yearsin succession without exhaust-
ing the soil,"—there must be something woe-
fully wrong in the system of rule, when, after
fifty years of settlement, we find a total popu-
lation of less than 10,000 souls! The lake
and river system of that region are almost
as wonderful ns our own. Lake Winnipeg
Ias an area equal to Erie, and Lake Manito-
hah nearly half that of Winnipeg. In the
valleys of the Saskatchewan and Assing-
boine, Professor Hind estimates that there
are above 11,000,000 acres * of arable land
of the first quality.” Of this region about
one half is prairie to one half woodland ; it
is the only extensive prairic country open to
us, east of the Rocky Mountains and if justice
was even now done it, it would become the
Illinois or Iowa of our future British-Ameri-
can nationality.

And this country is not only valuable in
itself, but valuable for that to which it leads,
The distatice from a given point on our side
of Lake Superior to navigable water on
Frazer River, in British Columbia, does not
exceed 2,000 miles—almost twice the djs.
tance between Boston aud Chicago. It has
been shown by every explorer how, with
some inconsiderable aids from art, a continu-
ous steamboat navigation might be obtained
from Lake Winnipeg to the base of the Rocky
Mountains. By these aids, and correspond-
ing improvements on the other side of the
Mounteins, Toronto might be brought within
ten or twelve duys of British Columbia, But
there is a stiil more important consideration
connected with the territory; for we now
know that through its prairies is to be found
the shortest and best railroad route to the
Pacific. Every one can naderstand that the
American route from western Europe to Asin,
which lties farthest to the north, must be the
mostdirect Anyone glancing ata globe will
sec where the 46 © parallel leads the eye,
from the heart of Germany, through the
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British Channel, ncress to the Gulf St Law-
venee, and from onr Guif westward to the
Sashatehewan, to Vancouver's Ialind—the
Cuba of the North Pacifice—and from \an-
couver to the rich and populous archipelngo
of Japan Thizs courze waz demonstrated
Ly Cavtain 8y nge te be 2,000 miles shorter
between London and Hong Kong than any
that has been proposed © it haz but one for-
mudable engineering diffienliy to oyereome,
at elevation of ¢,000 feet above the sen Jevel
in crossing the Rochy Mountains into British
Colnwbin,  Sueh at deast is the carefully
guarded statement of Mr Steevens, the Iate
American Governor of Washington Terti-
tory ; and sueh iz said to be the result arriv-
ed at by Captain Palliser’s more recent
explorations. By a short tunnel at the
favorable pass, the elevation may be reduced
to 5,004 feet, “ whose gradients,” it has been
calentated, “necd not eveeed sixty feet ner
mile, from the head of Lake Superior to
Paget Sound.”  An cleeation of 5,000 feet
is not an insuperable obstacle—as has
been shown at Mount Cenis and the Alle-
ghanies. (On the Philadelplin and Pitts-
burg road at Altona, the gradient of 96
feet to the mile has been found practienble,)
The name—* Rocky Mountains”~is more
formidable to the cac than to the engineer,
as the Intitude has misled us with regard to
ciimate, so the altitude has been overrated
with regard to cost; but the science of this
age once entered upon any experiment, will
neither be deterred by regions represented
as uninhabitable, nor by mountains reputed
to be, impassable

To find a north-west passage to the Pacific,
how many valuable livcs have been risked
and Jost!  The heroism of the battle field is
common-place in comparison with the devo-
tion of those intrepid explorers, blasting
their way,with European gunpowder,through
reefs and cliffs of Arctic ice. For three
centuries men of science and courage match-
less among modern adventurers for resonrees
and acquirements, have driven their prows
into the ice-pack, nsif they could force the
passage by sheer persistency Their gails
have stiffened in the frigid blast ; their ships
have foundered in the floe; their trail has
been tracked by the savage thivsting for
their blood; death has dwelt with them,
hope Las abandoned them, fame herself has
half forgotten them, but stilt other men arose
to follow in their courses, to steer by the snme
stars and eucounter the same terrors The
problem has at length been solved in our
own time, and we know now that no navi-
gable strait from the North Atlantic into the
Pacific can cver be discovered. Yet there is
& passage, short, safe, and expeditions : it
leads through the Red River territory, from
Canada to British Columbia, and though
Canada of herself is unequal to the task of
opening it up, and Columbia unable to ren-
der her much asgistance, we cannot suppose
that English and American enterprise will
sufler the advantages of that route to remain
much Jonger untricd. What Cabot and
Baftin projected, what Kellett nnd McClure
demonstrated impossible in the remote north,
will be achieved in a more southern parallel,
and the dream of Jacques Cartier shall be
fulfilled, when the common route from Europe
to India willlead, as it must yetlead, through
the valley of the St. Lawrence, ancross this
Bridge. The Victoria Bridge as a focal, or
even as a Provine . work, is out of all pro-
portion to our own means and requirements
As an Americhn causewny, free to the com-
merce of the lake region and the northwest,
free to the Eastern United States and Eastern
Provinces, it is not, perhaps, too ambitious.
As an interoceanic work it jg not, perhaps,
too ambitious; it has the back to bear, and
the sinews to support, the burthens of more
than one continent. Yet jt is hot only as a
material success that we can consent to
regard anything on which so much human
intelligence has been lavished Of its mornl
significance something remains to be said.
In that view, it becomes an altar dedicated
lo international peace—a monument sacred
to good will Among men. It is no Chinese
barrier to shut out strangers—no Egyptinn
dormitory of the dead— byt a free highway,

oren 1o all the living, inviting and
nssisting  intercourse fromn abroad. So
regarded, it presents itself iy striking

. e e oA

l{'nutr&s! with  another master picee
tmusunr)‘ and act, which stands  lower
Pdown in this valley - the tortress of Quehee
[ That fimous work employed more hunds,
through a longer persod, at a mueh heas er
eost than the Victoria Bridge,  OF ity pre-
sent nses for defence nothing needs be saidl,
fenespl Lo express the hope that they thuy
never again be put to the test, Canadinns,
loving and desiring peace with all the world,
turn with thankfulness from the silont haa-
tions of Quebee, to gaze with admiration on
the stoue and iron outlines of this greentie
work of peace. We contemplate the times
passsed, the diflicutties overvome, the work
completed, the future before us, and our
nnds revert——not frrey crentiy—to that an-
cient seene in an Asiatie valley, where an
emancipated people, cntering into possession
of their new  country, planted  memorial
stones on the banks and in the bed of their
celebeated viser. If this edifice fulfils its
iighest end, tending to preseive amd pro-
mole perce and brotherhood between the
nations inhabiting North America, it too
will beeeme memorable with age, as the
Hebrew monuments  set up at Berhbaran
and Gildad were from the first. If i1 draws
together inio oue confederacy and kindles
with the patriotism of n common nationalivy
the dissevered British colonies of North Ame-
tiea, i will prove itself a stronger Imperinl
fortress than Quebee. At all hiours of the
day, and from all points of view, the Bridge
tooks well to my eye ; yet Ilove best to con-
template it by the widening and rising light
of morning and expeetation iy not only as an
evidence of what can be done, but as a pros-
pectus of what may be done hereafter—for
themselves and for all the contlinent, by the
free communmitics of British North America.

ABACEELOR’S REVERIES,

- ———

At thirty, looked bLack through a vista of
ten years; remembeved that at twenty 1
tooked upon & man of thirty as a middle-
aged man; wondered at my error, and pro-
tracted the middle-aged to forty, Said to
myself, “Forty ir the age of wisdom.” Re-
flected generally upon past life ; wished my-
self twenty again, and exclaimed, «Jf [
were but twenty, what a scholar | wonld be
by thirty, but it is too late now.” Looked
in the glass; still Youthful, hut getting
rather fut.  Young says, “ A fool at forty is
a fool indeed ;" forty, therefore, must be the
age of wisdom, At thirty-seven, fell in love
again ; rather plensed to find myself not too
old for that passion; Emma only nineteen ;
what tlien ? women requite brotectors ; day
settled ; too late to get off; luckily jilted ;
Emma married George Parker one day bhe-
fore me ; again determined rever to marry ;
turned off old tailor, and teok to new one in
Bond street; sone of these fellows mahe a
man look ten years younger—not that that
was the reason. At forty, looked back ten
years; remembered at thirty thinking forty
a middle-nged man; must have meant fifty;
fifty certainly the nge of wisdom ; determin-
ed to be wise in ten years; wished to learn
music and Italian ; tried Logic; it would
not do; no defect of capacity, but these
things shonld be learn in childhood. At
forty-six rather on the deeline ; but still hand-
some and interesting ; all of them talk too
much or too little ; began to call chamber-
maids of inng « My dear;” thought mouey
expended on Waterloo-bridge might have
been better cmployed ; listened 10 a howl
from Captain Quernlons about fumily ex-
penses; price of bread and buteher's mcat ;
did not care a jot if bread was a shilling a
roll, and butcher's ment Bty pounds a calf;
hugged myself iy « single blessedness,” and
wished bim good morning. At fifty, the age
of wisdom, married my housekeeper.

IMvORTALITY.— At the age of T, one must,
of cotse, think frequently of death. But
this thought uever givesme the least unensi-
ness—Iam sofully convineed that the soul

is indistractible, and that jts aeitvity will
continue through, cternity.  Itislike the sun,
which scems, Lo our cyes, to setin night, but
is in reality gone to diffuse its light else-
where.  Even while sinking, it remmins the

same sun.— Gathe.
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FPRAGMENT ON ANCIENT MUSIC
AND MUBICAL INSTRUMEN'S.

BY JAMES MACARROLL.

—
For € phean® Lale wis sienng with POt sanewa
W hose polden vl connldd st n < | Plenpes,
Make Ugers e id hage ley mtlas
Pormihe ansounde d deeps tr aned on sande,

Tuo Gentbnen of Virgna

Tiuis gem from the lips of the immorial
Shakspeare, although figurative and florid
i the highest degree, evinees a hnowledge
of the influences of music upon (he humay
soul, not surpassed in the phile ophy of this
or nuy othet age,  With the mnd of 4 muse
ter he grasps the subject, and in the magesty
of hiz genlus places 1t upon an eminence
more oty and dazzling than any accorded
it by even the most sublime myths of the
past  The fever of Tantalus, the stone of
Sisyphus and the wheel of Jaion, although
sird to have been artested by the 4 eoncord
of sweet sounds,” do not present to the imagi-
nation a pictme so striking’y superb as that
drawn hete by this great Ouginal.  Eschew-
ing the doubtful identity of these heroes of
classic lorey he does not offer this momentary
release from their fabled anguish in dlustra-
tion of the position he assumes regarding
‘“the food of love,” but keads you down to
the great, 1ound seaitself, and there permits
the voice of the enchanter to penetrate the
vast, dim caverns of the levinthan, and lure
the appalling mouster step by step through
nameless empires, cities, Heets and thrones,
till the huge, dark, deipping bugles of his
ponderous ears strike through the upper air
and dead him shorewnrd to the charmer's
feet, where all s cold, dull nature dizap-
pears, and the thick torrent, quickening in
his sluggish heart, leaps red to his cumbrous
brain and sends him gambolling off’ beneath
the moon. No other object under the canopy
of heaven could illustrate so fully the po-
tency of this “the language of angels,” or
the iden thus propounded by the poet, OFf
the nature and habits of the savage denizens
of the jungle or the burning pluins, we have
some knowledge, and believe that even the
most ferocious of them are not totally in-
different to the “magic of song. The
deadliest snakes of India forget their poisoned
fangs when gently swaying te and fro to the
rude pipe of the juggler—the fold of the
ghepherd has been sometimes indebted for its
security to the plaintive notes of his reed
rather than to the sturdy kraal that shut in
his timid wenlth ; and the stately king of the
desert himegelf has been turned from his stern
and bloody resolve by the mellow sounds of
a simple horn.  All this we can, in a mea-
sure, comprehend.  The objects effected are
occasionally brought within the range of our
vigion, and we are conscquently familiarized
with them to some extent,  But the seer of
Avon, in the broad spiendour of his origi-
nality, sweeps them all aside, or uses them
as but mere stepping stones to that unrivalled
climax, wiere he forsakes the genial sun-
shine and the flowery carth, to tread “un-
sounded deeps” and summons from their
gloomy chambers, to own the rapturous
speil, that stolid mass, whose pulses scarce-
ly threbbed, while to the great dull moon of
his strange fixed eyces, there stole the first
faint ray that cver told he lived or ever
warmed his bulk that darkened half the sca.
Here, indeed, is a grand exemplification of
the author's counception of the power of
music. Here we have a metaphor, which,
like the mighty bard himself, must, in all its
lustre, stand forever uusapproachable and
atone,

The origin and carly history of this science
13 necessarily involved in the greatest ob-
scurity. Man being an imitative animal, it
may fairly be presumed, that in the first stage
of his being, his ear was influenced by the
songs of birds or the different modifications
of sound so inseparable from his existence.
Perhaps his earliest preceptor was some far
off progenitor of the identical little warbler
who sat “qall the day long” in that ¥gar-
den of roses by Bendemexe's stream.”  May
not the anvil of Tubal Cain have laid the
foundation of Haundel's *Harmontous Black-
swith,” or the corner stone of the cclcbmtcdi
chorus in Il Trovatore?” Let us not hei;
slow to acknowledge the influcnce, in some
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things, of thowe subtle (apaltaries that veach
us trom the remote past, and tend 1o tinge
our originality with unconscions plaginrism
toeduy. How muny o keen wiiow has been
fitched unwittingly fiom the quiver of Horace,
and sonorous peniod from the glowing abun-
dance of Demosthenes and Cicers?  The
oceants of human greatnesy has not feaped
into existence at a single bound. On the
contrary, ithas been fud by a thousand rivers,
streams and brooklets, the sources of which
are lost in antiquity., Assuming this then to
be true, we are not {0 arrogate 1o oursclves
any extraodinary credit touching the per-
fection we have attaned in this age 3 but
rather acknowledge the ramifications of o
partnershin extending, perhaps, to the “ dis-
persion of tongues” if not {o the yvears
beyond the Fload, “ wlhen earth lay closer to
the skics.”

From recent recearches in the East, it is
apparent that Egypt, the presumed cradle of
the Arts and Sciences, had at a very early
period a knowledge, however imperfect, of
music and musical instruments. There is,
howerer, no evidence of the Egyptians hav-
ing any idea of melodic tythem or harmony,
or of their having any musical notation
whatever,  Their ancient flute was a cows
horn with three or four holes pierced, doubt-
less, without reference to recognised inter-
vals. Their harp or lyre had but three
strings. The Jewish trumpets, that shook
to their fall the walls of Jericho, were ram’s
horus, The psaltry of the age was an in-
strument with wire strings struck with an
iron needle or with a stick. Their sacbut
resembied the present “zag” of Maltaw—a
description of bagpipe villianous in the ex-
treme.  Their timbrel was a simple tambou-
rine , while their dulcimer was a rude box
of strings, played in the manner of the psaltry,
and something similar to those seen about
the streets of Europe at the present time.
From this it may be presumed, that their
concerted picces were simply a variety of
noises or sounds both scute and grave nc-
cotding to the uncertain inspiration of the
performer, and such as would now prove
utter destruction to the nerves of the sensitive
connmoissenr of the Halian Opern. In the
lapse of ages, however, there was no doubt,
evolved from this chaos, sonie melody bearing
the impress of refinement and rececived as
current coin by the elite : but nd we have not
a scrap of Egyptian musical notution extant,
we must, for the present at least, remain in
utter darkness on this point. Nor are wein
& better position regarding the Jews, This
latter people borrowed their music and musi-
cal instruments from Egypt, and there is no
evidence of their having improved upon
cither, [n fact, it does not appear that the
ancients considered this science other than
an art subject to the caprice of every inno-
vator, and merely an cmanation of supple
fingers or powerful lungs.

As previously observed, there can be no
reasonable doubt, that the first idea of music
was suggested by the songs of birds, and the
innmmerable modulntions of sound so close-
ly connected with our existence. So, too
was the coustrnction of wind and stringed
instruments prompted respectively by the
whistling of the winds through hollew sub-
stances, and the half barmonious twang of
the hunter’s bow. Whatever doubt may at-
tach to the assumption that the ¢ Shepherd’s
recd ” or Pandean pipe,” which is of great an-
tiquity, is indebted for its origin to the
notes produced by the breeze passing over
the standing tubes of reeds cut on the banks
of the Nile, we have the most undoubted
cvidence that the existence of the harp was
suggested by the bow of the warrior or
huntsman. Insupport of this latter assertion,
the fact may be adduced, that the early harps
found in the tombs of Thebes were of this
shape, as well as those suhscqucntly. flis-
covered in Greece; and it may, in addition,
be observed that the Iyre placed in the hands
of Apollo, by sculptors and painters, up t'o
tho presant hour, is simply a bow of this
description bent and modified to meet the
caprice of taste, or tho requircments of more
than one string., Bruce's Theban harp of
thirteen strings, found painted in frescoe in
one of the tombs of Egypt, and regarding
which there has been so much controversy,

e

although indieative of great improvement in !
the mechanism of the instrument, and highly .
arnate, sull exhilnis the eharacterintios of
s original, the bow  The base, or longest
and Jurgest string, forms one side, or the
hy potenuse of this barp, while the other two
sidez ure composed of u sort of irregular, tho
clegant arch of wood, broken out of the
natural curve, one section forming the sound-
ing hoard, and the other composing th arm
that projects from the performer and holds

et —— J—

the keys as in the modern specimens, so fa-
miliar 6 us. This painting, I presume to
be comparatively modern, not only from the
shape, and number of strings, but from the
fict that the performer does not strike the
instrument with a plectrum, but appears in
the attitude of the harpist of our own times
with his left hand extended over the bass

7

it may be asserted with trath that Music
had not shaken off the last of her shackles
until ~he stepped on the very threshold of
the present century, and that up to this
period she had, “like a wounded snnke,”
to drag her “slow length along”
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OUR HOME CONTRIBUTORS.

We are proud this week to eall attention
to our contributors, The sketeh by Thomas
D’Arey McGee Eaq., is in hiv hest vein, and
these long, clear, ringing sentences are wel-
comely familiar to Canadian ears.

Isidore G. Ascher - a Canadian poet—1who
hails from Moatreal - is already well known
to all lovers of sweetly tender song. Jlis
strains have tuned up the angwering lyre
in many a seemingly prozaic heart, and if he
does not get gpoiled, or die as most horn

strings, and his right touching the treble.
According to Julius Pollux, who flonrished
atl the close of the second century, Epigonus
wias the first of the ancients who played
without the plectrum, or rather with his fin-
gers. This being the case, the painting under
consideration, could not have been anterior
to the age of this latter personage; and as he
i said to have lived 330 years before Christ,
the remote antiquity of this Theban harp
cannot, I humbly submit, be clearly estab-
lished.

Itis a fact worthy of consideration, that,
although music is constantly mentioned by
ancient authors as having been in great
vogue among the nations of the East from
the carliest periods, yet no art or science had
ever been so tardy in arriving at anything
like even & moderate degree of perfection.
To the peneil of Apelles, and the chisel of
Phidias, testimony the most undoubted s
borne in more than one direction. We have
abundant evidence of the merits of early
artificers, and of the skill of workers in sil-
ver and gold and precious stones, as well as
in iron and brass, But not onc inteiligible
line have we to tell us of the state of this
delightful science among the inhabitants of
the great cities of the past, save a few rude
fragments of musical notation from Greece,
which have been characterised by the learn-
ed Dr. Burney as barbarous in the extreme,
iv so far as any approach to harmony or
mclody is concerned And, yet, when we
come to imvestigate this closely, we shall
find that thero is nothing more natural or
easily accounted for than snch a condition
of things. 1ln sculpture and painting, man,
from the beginning, had perfect models in
nature constantly before his eyes ; and genius
in course of time transferred their counter-
part to canvas, or sought and found it
in the marble block. In this manner
the form and lincaments of heros and
monarchs were perpetuated, and temples fill-
ed with representations of the gods of the
people. Hence it was that these two arts
took the lead in refinement, while those of a
more useful and common-place character of
necessity took care of themselves. Not so
with music, however. It had no perfect
originals from which to copy its own exis-
tence, so to speak, It had no outward
natural exponent of what its essence ought
to be, and was consequently constrained to
grope its way through ages of melodic dark-
ness before it was cnabled to resolve itself
into anything approximating to a science.
An astronomical hymn, composed by Diony-
siug, in the days of Greek refinement, and
discovered by Archbishop Ushier among the
archives of the Cathedral of Armagh, Ire-
land, illustrates fully that we are not indebt-
ed to ancient Hellas for much that is valuable
on this head, however we may have been
benefitted in other relations. Through the
medium of this composition wo are euabled
to pronounce definitely upon the state of the
science at the period alluded to, and this Dr.
Burney has done without the slightest hesi-
tation, designating this production as un-
worthy any degree of civilization. The harsh
clangour of & heterogencous ‘assemblage of
barbarous instruments, then, and the chant-
Ing of some uncouth monophonic strain,
appear to havo accompanied Greece to her
full, aud to have characterised the refine-
mont of the Romans who have given no

poets do, Mr. Ascher will write his name so
high on the arch of poesy, that our children
will love him for his deep, true words, We
publish, an exquisite gem from him this week.
Our friend and fellow townsman, James
McCarrpll, also favors us with a charming
little fragnient, which, like all his writings, is
as clear and easy as the flowing of a stream ;
every one will read it; indeed the entire

paper is made with a view to that,
e

WEALTH.

Wealth is in applications of mind to na-
ture; and the art of getting rich consists
not in industry, much less in saving, but in
a better order, in timeliness, in being at the
right spot. One man has stronger arms, or
longer legs; auother sees by the course of
streams, and growth of markets, where land
will be wanted, makes a clearing to the river,
goes to sleep, and wakes up rich. Steam is
1o stronger now than it was a hundred years
ago; but it is put to better use, A clever
fellow was acquainted with the expansive
force of steam ; he also saw the wealth of
wheat and grass rotting in  Michi-
gan, Then he cunningly serews on the
steam-pipe to the wheat-crop. Puff, now,
oh, Steam ! The steam puffs and expands as
before, but this time it is dragging all Mi-
chigan at its back to hungry New York and
hungry England. Coal lay in ledges under
the ground since the Flood, until a laborer
with pick and windlass brings it to the sur-
face  We may well call it black diamonds
Every basket is power and civilization. For
coal is a portable climate. It carries the
heat of tropics to Labradore and the polar
circle ; and itis the means of tranaporting
itself withersoever it is wanted. Watt and
Stephenson whispered in the car of maukind
their geeret, that a haif ounce of coal will
draw twoe fons a mile, and coal carries coal,
by rail and by boat, to make Canada aswarm
ag Caleutta, and with its comfort brings its
industrial power.— Emerson.

@he Letter Bow,
\A.-\.\'\r\—v\.-\\\\'\,\-\'\\x-\\\'\'\.\\'\.\'\'\.xw&.\w

A great big pile of letters is in our port-
folio awaiting an answer, a¢ we had promised.
A very few we have noticed through the
Round Table. The Publisher has implored
us to sce to our correspondents ; even threat-
ening to keep all letters from lady contribu-
tors himself, if we did not “mind our eye.”

Now whatexcuse made we? None. When
you arc in a storm bend to the blast, If one
knoweth he is at fault, how can he dodge
Trutl’s arrows 2—for Truth is the fairest and
most crucl matden in the wide world.

We will do so no more. The letters shall
ull be attended to (even as though we were
a soap-chandler, and did a heavy business,
and our confidential clerk had gone to sce
his aunt in the country,) beginning with 4,
and coming down to Z. People fond of
reading old letters and young auswers, next
week can luxuriate, as our Post Office de-
partment will then and there be 20 Inrge as
to require a Government appropriation, if we
got our deserts—which very few do in this
world.

So ¥ Adolphus,” keep cool ; your poem will
keep, “Mariettie,” you shall bave an auswer.
“A Glergyman” will be treated respectfully.
That “Lawyer” we are afraid of, and have
the mat -r under couns Iand verbose advise-

evidence of their having advanced beyond

their neighbors in this dircction. Nav more,

ment, ©
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The New York 4%ibune says there are too
many secessionists in Washington, who regu-
larly inform Davis of what i3 going on in
tue Government Councils,

ieneral Beauregard will probably give
battle 1o the Federal army at Managas Junce-
tion, thirty ive miles from Washington,

The New York flerald (daily) contanins
violent tirndes against Great Britain.,

Mademoiselie Titiens sustained the part of
Gabriel in the “ Creation,” at Exeter Hail,
London, on the 22nd ult. She received one
hundred and twenty guineas for singing the
few bars that compose the role.

Dr. Livingstone, the African traveller,
writes that he has passed large fields of cot-
ton on the Zambesi, the article having a pile
an inch and a half tong.

The expenditure for rations and pay of a
regiment for 2 month is about $26,000.

“Shilling telegrams” ave likely shortly to
be as popular in England as penny postage.
The United Kingdom Electric Telegraph
Company, which proposes to forward mes-
gages of twenty words for the convenient sum
named, is rapidly progressing withits works
between London, Liverpool, Manchester, and
Birmingham.

Dr. llolmes, of New York, the celebrated
embalmist, has received a commission as sur-
geon in the United States army. Ilis duty
will be to embalm all those killed m battle
whose bodies it may be desirable to preserve,
if the war does not kill off more soldiers
than it hitherto has done.

The interview of the New York Zouaves
with President Lincoln is described by those
who witnessed it to have been one of the
most amusing incidents possible, They
saluted him ns familiarly as though he had
been a brother Jake or Mose. Mr. Lincoln
was 8o much amused at their odd expressions
that lic laughed until the tears ran down his
cheeks,

Great efforts are heing made by an English
company and government agents to increase
the yicld of cotton from Queensland, North
Sidney, Australia, The home government
promises & premium of £10, or fifty dollars,
to settlers for cach bale of the staple success-
fully saved. .

The riso and progress of towns in Austra-
lia is extraordinary., Some 30 miles from
Adelaide in South Australia, a town called
Gawler hag sprung up within the Iast fow
vears which now numbers about 20,000 inhab-
itants. It has its corporation, churches,
chapels, public buildings, and societies.

A Puris correspondent of the London Post
says the internal condition of Russia, owing
to the emancipation of the serfs, is startling.

The Liverpool breadstuffs market, June
3rd, quotes breadstufis dull; wheat declin-
ing. Consols closed 903 @ 90} for money.

The Spanish Court will maintain a repre-
sentative near Francis II,, so long as he
remains in Italy,

A skirmish occurred at Great Bethel, Vir-
ginia, on the 11th, when several U.S, {roops
were shot by mistake, by their own com-
panions, the signals not being noticed. The

Federal troops lost twenty-five inen and were
obliged to retreat.

Austrin refuses té recejve Anson Burlin-
game, the United States Minister to that

country, on account of his Italian sympa-
thies.

The growth of cotton in British Colonies

engages the attention of English statesmen
and merchants,

The stormy discussion in the Hungarian
Diet, at Pesth, on M. Deak's proposition

relative to an address to the Emperor, wag
continued,

The British Government has prohibited

Privateers from bringing prizes into Britigh
ports,

Prince Napoleon, after visiting Algiers,
Spain and Portagal, will visit America.

The political contest at home still pro-
gresses. The two parties aro at boiling

point.  Wo take no interost in tho strife be-
tweenr Cypher and Popkins.”

A late letter of Russell, corvespondent of
the London  Times. says the South Caroli-
nians do not deny their monarchical sympa-
thies.

Hon. John A, Greem, jr., of Syracuse,
chairman of tho N. Y. Central Democratie
Committee, as addressed a letter to the
editor of the Syracuse Courier, taking strong
grounds against the American Civil War,
While expresging no opinion on his politieal
theories, which are out of place in a journal
devotod to letters, we may remark that in
classic clegance of style, and an almost
Roman simplieity of'diction, it is, in a literary
point of view, the most polished piece of com-
position we ever remember to have seen in
en American party jomrnal.  We gimply
notice it becanzo bad grammar and high-
wrought rhetorie are tho ordinary charac-
teristics of Yankee politicians,
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FeMark Brauty Axp  Onrvauexrts.—The
ladies of Japan gild their teeth, and those of
the Indies paint theirs red. The pearl of teeth
must be died black to be beautiful in  Guzu-
rat. In Gicenland the women color their
faces with bLlue and ‘ellow. However fiesh
the complexion of & Muscovite may be, she
would think herself very ugly if she wus not
plastered over with paint. The Chinese must
have their feet as diminutive as those of she
goats; and to 1ender them thus their youth
is passed in torture. In China small eyes
are liked, and the girls are continnally pluck-
ing their eycbrows that they may be thin and
long. The Turkish women dip a gold brush
in a tincture of a black drug, which they pass
over theireycbrows. It 1s not visible by day,
but looks shining at night, They tinge their
nails with a rose-color. An African beauty
wmust have small thick lips, a large, flat nose,
and a skin beautifully black.

Omeiy or Parer Monxey.—The Count de
Tendilla, while besieged by the moors in the
fortress of Alhambra, was destitute of gold
and silver wherewith 10 buy for his soldicrs,
whobegan to murmur, the necessaries of life
from the: people of the town. In thig dilemma,
says the historian, what does this most saga-
cious commander? He takes a number of
little morsels of paper, on which he inscribed
various sums, large and small, and signs them
with his own hand and name. “ These he
gave to the soldiers in carnest of their pay.
How, you will say, arc soldicrs to be paid
with little scraps of paper ? Even 80, and well
paid too, for the good Count issued n procla-
mation ordering the inbabitants to take these
morzels of paper for the full amount thercon
subscribed, promising to redecm themat a
future day, in gold and silver, Thus, by
subtile and miraculous alchemy, did this
cavalier turn worthless paper into precious
gold and his late impoverished army abound
in money.” The historinn adds: ¢ The
Count de Tendilla redecmed his promises
like a royal knight, and his miracle, as itap-
peared in the eyes of Agapida, is the first in-
stance on record of paper money, which has
since spread throughout the civilized world
the most unbounded opulence.”

PonrtraAlr oF A PriEst.—This truly Chris-
tian man was ono whose large kind eyes saw
in each suffering mortal, brother, sister, and
strove to teach the wretches to look on
Jesus as a friend.—Preaching no heresjes to
his faith, his enlarged mind went out far be-
yond the mere dogmas of his theological
tenonts. A man of the world, for years, he
had studied for che priest-hood late in life,
and he brought to his high calling an exten-
8ive knowledge of the Social Man. He knew
how to get at the anguished soul, and lend
it comfort. Ife comprehended intuitivoly
those particular temptations most powerful
to cach individunl penitent he came to seo,
Ie said to the troubled waters of the grief-
wrung soul—# peace he still I’ RBehind the
8ymbols of his creed he made you realizo the
dim presence, of the Mighty Truth. e was

‘greater than his priestly vestments. Il was

a high type of Man ennobled by the influence
of Divine Love.— Whip of the World, 2 Novel.

Tux Quers or Naprys.—Tho Parisian ladies
of tho Fanbourg St. Germain have held a

- Z -
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meeting, with a view of gotting up a testi-
monial of their admiration of the heroie fide-
hiy of the young Queen of Naples  Thers
was a long delibevation as to what sort of
testimoninl should be adopted At first it
was proposed to offer the gueen a large gold
hal, on which should be invetibed “ Souven r
de Gaeta, t861;" but tlus suggestion was
finally nbandoned. It was next proposed to
ttansmit aconsiderable s ol money, to be
placed inan elegant coflin of carved onk and
gold, enclosed in pachages shaped like eatri-
dges, with balls of gold at the extermity,
But this project was not accepted. At last,
it was determined 1o have o golden caske!
envichied with dizmonds and precious stones,
In which an addiess was 1o be deposited,
With the casket were to be sent the subserip-
tion list. Eighty thousand francs were sup-
cribed at the meeting,

Moxocaxy.-~The law that binds one man
to one weman is so indelibly written by
nature that, wherever it is violuted in gen-
eral system the huinan race is found to.
deteriorate in mind and form. The influence
of woman ceases ; the wife is a companion~—
a hundred wives are but a hundred slaves.
Nor is thig all, unless man looks to woman
as & treasure 1o bewooed and won—her single
licart tho range of his desite—that which de-
serves the name of love cannot exist, is struck
out of the healthful system of socicty, Now
if there be o passion in a human breast which
most tends to lift us outof cgotiam and
sclf=which most teaches us to live in ano-
ther—y. “ich purilies and warms the whole
moral being ; it is love, as we of the north
hold it, and cherish it. Thus in the umform
history of the world we discover that what-
ever love is created, as it were, and sanction-
ed, by equality botween the sexes which the
permanent and holy union of one heart with
another proclaima, there, too patriotism and
liberty, the manly and gentle virtues
also find place ; rnd whenever,on the contrary,
pologamy is practised, andlove disappears
in the gross satiety for thesenses, there we
find neither respect for humanity nor reve-
rence for home, nor affection for the natal soil.
Andone reason why Greeee so contrasted in
all that dignifics ournature with the effeminate
and dissolute character of tho East which it
overthrew, is that Greeceis the earli-s c¢ivi-
lized country in which, on the borders of
these great monarchies, marringe was the
sacred tie between one man and one woman :
andman was the thoughtful father of a home,
not the wanton lord of n seraglio.—E. L.
Bulwer.
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Opivions of the Press,
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The HoMe Jounnaw is the name of a new family
weekly paper. It s designed to be a hierary journal,
and presents a neat appesmnce.  Published by Willim
Halley, Yotomto,—Chreustian Guardian,

Tug Homx Journar.—~The first number of N new
literary paper, to be published weckly 1 Toronto by
Mr, W. iInlley, has reachedus. It s o neat looking
paper, partially illustrated, and freighted with onginal
tatter, i prose and verse.  The paper Presents a goml
appearance, but we cannot <spenk favorably of the ¢
bellishments,  “I'he portruts of a fow Connadin celebr-
ties would be more acceplable than those of other
countries, "The subseniption to the paper iz §1 50
annam, which is hule enough truly.  We wish Mr,

Halley suceess with his new utileraking.  Hamedton
Spectator,

‘I'ie HoMg Joursar.—We welcome the fint nmnber
of this lterury Jounal, which je publizhed by My,
Willinm Halley, of “'oronte. It 1svery handiomnely
got up, containing a large nmownt of ongmal literary
wmatler, and some very judicionaly enlied and enler-
taining selections, [t may be obtamed of all news-
dealers, at 4 cents per copy, er aunually from the pub-
hsher at one dollar and fifty cents i advance, Though
recent efforts i Canadian penodical liturnture have
generally resulied i failures, we prediet for 1he Homy
JounryaL a succersful carcer, asthe growing (nstes of
the Canadian public are begmmng to nausente at
the imshy, cheap hterure of New York and long tor
something truly Canadian m sentiment. It 12 ivne now
that we should have n honie luerature—n field for the
display of native talent, and the gratifiention of native
taste ; andif the HoMy Jouryarn decs
the same degree of excell ence m future nuinbers, usit
displays in the first, we are sure it well command, ns
it will deserves a liberal support.—Llamidton Herald,

T1x HoMg JounNar.—We are in
nuinber of this Leaunfully printed hie
ucknowledge itto Le the most h
kind ever published in Canada,
fills n vacaney which haz long Leen feht ' Canadian
hterature, and we feel wanred that the peoplo of Crnada
know how to nppreciate the enterpnse of the spirited
publisher, Mr, W, Halley, aud wll give hLim that

bt mantnn

receipt of tho firgt
rary gein, and muast
andsome Journal of the

The Homx Jounxar,
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nnd the e atter whiel grco it pages, apurnted }

generons support whieh pis vxerons itre dosers iy of,
Flie leler pressof the Jovisoag, e fonlthees, and the iy

mtocstng Phe bdies wally, nodoul, engre rly look (:;E
tor caeh commgz amber ot the Howe JotrNan Wy \Y
lienndy wishiitesery s cne —Colaprr Meptined,

T Hovre Jounsan, Vol 1, No i, Toronte
Wi Halley  This s the it numfer ot nwoekly ?

Bterary paper, one of that closs whieh does not HpIf ir
W llomih well m Cavada Pl shedt betore ps
well prntedand projses wello and at the low price
of 41 00 woyensought tosacceed |, bt when sueh g
<hect ns the Montreal Famdy Headd tialeod 10 ¢ oma
mind dievess, we contess that we huve (ol futh o
the presentattempl, 1 promises o be » the orgun of
no clgue in Letters, ‘Tacology or Stacemf? wivt weo
doubt not smeerely , yet it v some w ing nawstig o
find that on the very ne st page Phomns B*Arcy Motace,
Lsg o desenbad as bemg not only w el hiown, 1
* befoved m Canndan?? < Belovedd "—by whomn ?
Lacho ansswers—+ A% hom IV loburg Star,

P Hosts JoukNa.~This 15 the btje of o new
paper prabhishied i Poreito by Me William tHalley. a
mane well and favorably hnow i to the memi.ers of tho
great estate. ‘The paperas well gt up, promises
W bea great nequisition 1o the literature of oo,
The ariteles are welt chosen, and the PRper pronnses
o be very mterestmg I g3 $1 60 per awn, m .
vanee.  We wish M, Halley every SHCCUss - Coloury
Sun,

Tue HoMg JounNan.~Ts 15 the name of 0 new
hivrary paper just wsued i Torowto, by Mr. Wil
Halley, Proprietor. 1t s 21 eredit 1o e publisbier,
typogruplienl appearance 14 not surpassudd by uany spue-
far paper m the Umted States, and s pages are welt
hlled wal choee hterature,  We wish Mr. Halley
CVery success.—(icorgetowen Champon,

NEw larerany Gea—"je Hovie JourxaL 13 the
title of a new candidate for pubhie fuvor just 1seed at
Torante by Mr. W, Hulleyy at 81.60 lF nunpum, m
advance.  ‘The selctions, though somewhat heay ¥y 1P
made with eare, nud will repay persann ; whale the
nal seriml * Bown on e Bewely and other rketehies,
will 5o doult abeorh attention,  Severud similne pubhi-
catons have heretofore appenred in the Provinee, bt
aticr n very brief exatence they have fizzled owt. B
therefore.behoves the publisher of the Homy Jovrnat,
I he dewres to succeed i s vnidettubing, 1o givo
Mooti-struck poets und Joveesick swuih itendnre
wide berth, and heepon as he has conmnenced, with
carcfully culled selectiona and Atirrmg remdabe
i tules,
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By puesung thas course, we Lebliere o dis-
crinanating public will cheerfully accond bim a heml
supporl, We wish the tlomk Journar amd tizend
Haolley every ruccess,~—St, Catharines Constitutional,

Tk oMk JourNaL.~—This 14 the name of one  of
the neatest papers ever publi<hed in Cungda, and from
a eursory glince over s, the  first number. n 14, m
our opunon, decidedly the heat Laterey paped ever
attempted mthes Provinee.  ‘Those who wish g good
Gunly papes, devoted 10 Latemture, An, Musie, dc.,
will find the Hoamg Jovrnan to be just e thug,
Long hfe to R, Published oy W, e, Collorne
sy Toronto, C, W.,, at g1.60 per annum,—Cayuga
Sentined,

Fhe first number ofa new per called the Homg
Jounxarn, was published last Saturday., It i« 10 Lo
devoted entirely o hterture, Sevend ntempts have
already been made, both here and m Montreud, to
establish hierary papers, bt hiutherto without auccess,
Mr. Halley, the publisher of the liomx Jovewat,
deserves credit for cimbarkmg  w such an cuterprise,
und onght 10 be heartily supported by the Canadian
public. 1€ the thousands of Canadiins who #ubsenbo
(or the Ledger undt other Yanhee [xipers, would transfor l
their names to the subscription Iist of 1he ok Jouna
MLy they would enable the proprictor to eatublish it on
u good basts, aml make 1t cqual 1o any of the New York
papers.~Toronto Correspondent Stratford Bracon,

Tar “Hovr JournarL.—We lave recei cd the
first number of this excellent Fawily Joumal, pubhahed
weehly m ‘Foronto by W, Hulley, Ewq.. a1 only
one dollar and fitty cemts per annum. The * 1lome
Journal? 1= devoted 1o Literature, An, Musie, Crinietsm
and News, We would recommend 11 to the favout-
uble nouce of heads of fiamlies; und wish it every
succest—Fergus Constitution.

“Tux Nome  JoursaL.”—The frt number of a
literary yournal bearmg the above ile, 15 betore us.
‘The artistic nppeanuice of the sheet s second 10 nono
on the continent of Amenea ; wiile the matter camot
fuilto plense he most eriteal reader.  An interesting
tle of the South.—by I, I, Lovendge —commences m
thisnunber, and 1< enntled @ Down on the Leach.”
The many exeellencies of the paper cannol be desenbed
na smgle paragraph, aml we must conclude by recomn-
mending 11 to the Patronage of the publie.  Published
weekly at One Dollar and iy Cents per anuum, by
Mr, W. Halley, Colborme Street, "loromo,— Durham
Standard,

*Tur Hove Jourxat » istho tile of n new neatly
prnted funnly paper, published and edied by Mz
William Hulley, at hisoffice, Colborne  Street "Foronto.
The first number contams n vanely of eriginal contn-
butions from Canadian waiters.  © 'I'he Adventures of t
Night,?* by James McCarroll, is quite ureadable story,
descrptive of Canadian i {n the neighbourhood of
Nugara Falls.—St. Catkarines Post.

Weare in receipt of a very neatly printed lterary
paper, emitled  the Homg Jourmar, just issued at
Toronto, by aur old typogrphical fniend, Mr. William
Halley. “Ihesheetis ucredit not only to the publisher,
but 1o the country, and weo sincerely hope the enter-
prise will prove u success. "Ferms one dollac and Gty
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cents per annwmn.~—~Ingersoll Chronicle, f\
The loME JounNAL 180 new Wecekly, publishicd in ';
Toronto.  As its name inpltes, it is intended for the 1)

family cirele, Being n Iterury paper, mid the ouly one
published in the provinee, the Maitor feels that it will Q
bo welcomed by the Canadian publie. Itis well got
up nnd containstwo or threo onigmal tales.  We wish
it every suceess. One Dollur and Mafty cents per year—
Vietorwa Herald,
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