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C.- W. WILLIAMS & CO,

MANUFACTUREHERS OF

SEWING MACHINES,

For Family and Manufacturing Purposés.

Plain Machme, Complete. Priee, $25. Casket Machine, Complete. Price, $30.

The above cuts show the style of Lwo of our low price Double-Thread Machines, which we can
strongly recommend for all Kinds of family purposes, as being
equal to any Machine ever made.

We call special attention ta these particular styles at this season, as we every year sell many
FOR HOLIDA™Y PRESENTS!

We build several other popular styles of ) chltxlmestgrl)r family and light munufacmﬂng purposes,
such as

singer Family, Ilowe Family, Elliptic, ete.,
All of the Iatest Improvements,

For manufacturing purposes, we bulld the SINGER NO. 2, three sizes of the HOWE, and
a new style WAX THREAD MACHINE.

For the merits and full description of the many different Machines we build, please send tor
deseriptive cireulars, which will be sent through the Post Omce free.

We have beautiful Photographs of many of the Machines we build, which we will gend free to
all who would like to see the different styles,

All Machines kept in repair one year free of charge. PRICES RANGE THIRTY PER CENT. LESS
THAN IMPORTED MACHINES, and quality superior.

YERY LIBERAL TERMS TO ACENYS.

All kind of Sewing Machines and Boot and Shoe Machinery repaired at short notice, :
Sewing Machine Needles, Shuttles, and findings of every description, at Wholesale and Retail.

FACTORY, No. 68 PRINCE STREET. -

Office and Show Rooms, 65 Great St. James Street,

MONTREAL.
C. W. WILLIAMS & CO.



DR. COLBY’S
Anti-Costive and Tonic Pills,

Are o safe and reliabie remedy in all diseases of the Stomach, Liver and Bowels. They are no
Quack Medicine, putfed up by high-sounding testimonials from imaginary people, but are the
result of forty years’ experienco of a first-class 1'1ysi¢:i:m, and their extraordinary suceess is due
to the fact that they answer exactly their name. The formula from which they are prepared is
based on sound, scientifie prineiples, and has reeeived the unqualified approbation of the medi-
cal profession. They do not profess to be a cure for all; but for all discases arising from any de-
rangements of the Stomach, Livm;, and Bowels, they furnish an effectual remedy. We have in
our possession over one hundred testimonials from physicians who have used them in their
practice and highly approve of them, among which are the following :—

The undersigned physicians cheerfully certify to the high professional standing of Dr. Colby,
ol Stanstead, one of the oldest and best physicians, and to the exeellent qualities of his ¢ ANTI-
COSTIVE AND TONIC PILLS,” which we have used in our practice, and highly approve,

4o HL Gibson, M. D, Dunham, (. K. L E. Cotton, M. 1., Cowansville.
Charles Brown, M. 1., Cowansvillo. S8 Toster, M. D, Brome

J. C. Butler, M. ., Watertoo, John Erskine, M. D, Waterloo.
Norman Cleveland, M. D., Barnston. N. Jenks, M. D., Barnston.

LW, Cowles, M. D Stanstend. John Meigs, M. D, Stanstead.
Joseph Breadon, M. D, Surgeon, 1, N, Benjamin Damon, M. D., Coaticook.

Lemuel Richmond, M. D., Derby Line.
5. J. FOSS & €U, 8herbrooke, P. (., sole proprictors. HENR Y, SIMPSON & CO., Montreal,
Wholesale Agents. -

JACOB'S RHEUMATIC LIQUID.

For the immediate relief and permanent cure of Rhewnatism, Sprains, Broises, Burns, Frost-
Bites, Lame Back, Side, Limbs, or Stomach, Cramp, Numbness of Limbs, Swelling of Joints,
Hudden Colds, Diptheria, Sore Throat, ete.

JACORB’S REHEEUMATIC LIQUID
Has been before the public for upwards of twenty years, and such are its merits that it is now
justly considered as an indispensable article in every family where it is known.

It has never been forced on public atlention by flaming advertisements of remarkable cures
that never had any cxistenee; but, by tts own peculiar value a3 an unfailing remedy, it hag
worked its Way into publie favor,

Having a wonderful effeet when taken internally, in quickening the eireulation of the blood,
it is invaluable to persons predisposed to Paralysis, or subject to attacks of Heart-Disease. In
cases of Dyspepsia, where food distresses, it affords prompt relief, and continued for ashort time,
sets everything right.

The name of the medicine is blown in each bottle of the genuine; and the purposes for which
it Is intended, as well as the mode of using, attached.

HENRY, SIMPSON & 0., Montreal, Wholesale Agents. 8, .J. FOS8 & CO,, Sherbrooke, .
Q., sole proprietors.

HUNT'S EMPIRE HAIR GLOSS,

This pledsant, agreeable, and scientific preparation is an indispensable article for the toilet. It
cleéanses the scalp, renders the hair of a darker appearance, i8 easily applied, and will not stain
the finest linen, Those using the Empire Hair (loss will find that it renders the harshest and
coarsest hatr, soft, glossy, fine, and beautiful, disposing it o stay in any position in which it is
placed. It prevents the hair from falling out, invigorates and strengthens it, and often produces
4 NEW growth of hatr where it has already disappeared, by invigorating and restoring the skin,
nerves, muscles, blood-vessels, and roots of the hair. PRICE 25 crNrs,

8. J. FUSS & CO., Proprictors and Sole Manufacturers, Sherbrooke, Province of Quehee;
HENRY, BIMPSON & Co., Montreal ; Lymans, ELnior & Co., Toronto, Whalesale Agents.,
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|The pasty who inserts the above rebuses has paid one year’s subscription to the
DoMIxton MoxtHLY for the person who first sends us the answers to them.—Ep., Dom.]

MoNTREAT, Nov. 2, 1867.—~My Dear Sir, permit me to express in a fow words the feeling of
=ratitude which I entertain towards you as my former instruetor in Penmanship, Book-keeping,
etes Your system is, to my mind, the most simple and easily acquired that I ever knew, and to
ANV yvoung man who may he desirons of improving himself in these most necessary of all ac-
complishmients in a business point of view, I would unhesitatingly recommend yonr system of
nstruetion as the very best 1T am acquainted with, combining thoroughness with simplicity.
Axsuring vou of my hest, wishes for future welfare, [ am, my dear sir, yours very truly, Joux
SoWarnock, Prof. W, H, Long, &e., &ec.

The abhove wnsolicited tostimonial has been addressed to Prof. Tong by a gentleman whose
fxperience in business duly qualifies him to be a eompetent, judge of the intrinsic merits of the
subjeet, Hundreds of other letters are retained by Prof. Long for the inspection of those who

are desirous of seeing them.
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, docial Gatherings,

rAMILY-CIRCILE.

Q0
Gentle Wordg, Your Mission.
CHmbing Up Zien's Hill, Shall We Gather at the River.
Something To D in Heaven. Evening.
Shall We Meet, Beyond the River. Hurrah for Canada.
The Shining Wag. Angels’ Welcome.
The House UI);)][ a Roek. ‘Waiting By The River.

Price, bostpaid, Fifty Cents per 100 Copies.

JUST PUBLISHED, AND FOR SALE AT THE OFFICE OF THE

Manieal Witness, New Dominion Monthly, and Canadian Messenger,
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FATHER MATHEW AND HIS WORK.

BY THE HON. THOS.

1

D’ARCY M‘GEE, M.P.

(Concluded.)

THE TEMPERANCE CAUSE BECOMES NATIONAL,

The cause had now fairly become nation-
al, and the labors of the indispensable man
were incereased proportionately. Soon after
his Dublin triumph, he writes to a friend,
With unconcealed joy, that he has ‘* seventy
invitations from Priests and Bishops® before
him, and that he means to attend to them
all. The rapidity of his movements in those
years corresponded with the multiplicity of
his invitations. Except a short annual
vacation towards the end of summer, at
his elder brother’s house, in Tipperary, he
allowed himself no relaxation, while health
and vigor endured.
his personal movements, we give two short
notices from the Cork newspapers of 1844 :

“Father Mathew left Cork, on Saturday,
August 10th, for Newmarket, where he was to
preach yesterday, the 1ith, and afterwards to
administer the pledge. Onto-morrow, the 13th,
he will take his departure for Esker, in the
county of Galway, where he is to preach and
administer the pledge, on Thursday, the 15th.
He has arranged to visit Blgnchardstown, near
Dublin, on the following Sunday, the 18th ; and
Carlow on Wednesday, the 21st, Hewillreturn
to Cork on the 23rd, in time for the great tem-
Perance demonstration, which will take place
at Carrigtohill, ou Sunday, the 25th inst, * *

““The Apostie of Temperance left town by this
morning’s (Friday, Nov., 22nd) Dublin mail, for
Boyle, in the county of Roscommon, where he
18 to preach and administer the pledge on Sun-
day and Monday. He will return to Cork on
Wednesday.”

This rapidity of movement he kept up
for years—up to the date of his first attack
of paralysis. In one of the Cork papers for
the 3rd of November, 1847, we read :

? )

“ Father Mathew leaves town this evening on
atemperance tour, He Is to preach and ad-
;m’_li.St’er the pledge in Derry, on Sunday, the
th; in Sligo, on Wednesday, the 10th; and in

Strabane, on Sunday, the 14th. He will return
to Cork on Thursday, the 18th inst.” '

On the 25th of the same month :
“ Father Mathew left town last night to preach

As an illustration of

and administer the pledge at Omagh, eounty of
Tyrone, and also to attend a grand Temperance
Soirée at Strabane, He will return to Cork on
Saturday, the 4th of December.”

And on the last day of the same year :

“Father Mathew left town this morning for
Limerick, where he is to hold temperance
meetings, and to administer the pledge on New
Year’s day and Sunday. He will return on
Tuesday next.”

Nor did this devouring activity cease
wholly, even after the first paralytic attack.
In the United States, in two years and four
months, he visited over three hundred
towns and eities, situated in twenty-five
different States, travelling, in order to fulfil
these engagements, a total distance of
37,000 miles; or an average of above 40
miles per day, irrespective of stoppages.

In 1841, he made his tour of Ulster; in
1842, he received two invitations from
Scotland, deeply gratifying to him,—one
from Bishop Murdoch, of Glasgow ; the
other signed by 2,000 of the ladies of Ed-
inburgh. Another year, however, he gave
{o the continuation of his Irish work, and it
was not until 1843 that he first carried his
eflorts across the Channel, and beyond the
Tweed.

HIS MANNER OF GIVING THE PLEDGE.

Father Mathew’s manner of giving the
pledge, and the formalities that followed,
are easily deseribed. In his vigorous days
this was always done in the open air, if the
weather at all permitted. The platform
was erected, sometimes in the Ch:lpel-yard
where he had officiated, or near his tempo.
rary residence ; not seldom in the market-
places of towns, or in the open fields in
country parishes. If there was already a
temperance organization anywhere in the
neighborhood, their bhand and their com-
mitiee were certain to be present. Ever.
greens were always at hand, and if there

.
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was pot muech artistic taste, there was
abundant good feeling, in the details. The
well-known Irish motto, ¢ Cued mille
failthe,” < a hundred thousand welcomes,”
wasspread along the front or on the canopy,
if there was one.  The band having done
their devodr lustily, ¢ the first bateh ™ were
briefly addressed by the beloved Apostle.
Then there was a request for them to kneel
down and repeat the words of the pledge,
as engraven on the card and medal of the
Society. Father Mathew, in a elear, ring-
ing voice, hegan, ¢ I promise ' —

Omnes.—(Say 2,000 in a bateh,) I pro-
mise "’ —

Father M - With
anece "' —

Omnes.—+* With the Divine assistance

the Divine assist-

and s0 on, two or three words at o time, to
the end of the pledze.  Then the Apostle,
des-mdingamong the new-mude Teetotalers,

Unfortunately, that fine province has been,
for some generations, the true ‘land of
ire,” as somebody has fancifully translated
the word ¢ Ireland.”” From the Boyne to
Derry, and from Sligo to Strangford Lough,
the war of races and of creeds has not rested
since the days of James I. Though nearly
equally balanced as to numbers,* the Pro-
testant population have obtained and have
held, over the Catholics, the greater part of
the landed property and the industrial capi-
tal of the province. The relation, also,
between the Protestant landlord and his
tenant of the same faith—his fellow-
worshipper on Sundays—is quite different
from that he bears to the Dopish tenant
whom he passes on the way, bound in a
direction opposite to his own. It ought not
to be so, hut it iz =0. that no man likes

tanother (o assume o superiority of eveed or
_Opinion to himself—siill less if that other

moved rapidly up and down the ranks, lay-,

* ing his soft. white hand gently on every'

howed head, repeating as he passed. « God
bless you, and enable you to keep your
The bateh then slowly moved
off, by a different enirance from that at
which those in waiting are 10 he admitted,
and, near the outlet.

promise !

1

'

he one’s own dependunt.  “There is)? says
the late M. Nick. « a deal of human natur’
in maunkind "7 and there is a deal of ¢ man-

kind " in the uerth of Ireland.  Father

IMathew was dissuaded by many friends
from extending his work into the North.

they found Fatheri

Mathew s seeretary. with a nwnber of vol-:

anteers of the locality. veady 1o ill up their
cards of membership, and supply them with
medals. Tor both, o shilling sterling was
charged to those who had the shilling. but
to a considerable

That very year (1841} Mr. O’Connell had
been grossly mohbed at Belfast, and obliged
to get off to Scotland as best he could, from
Donaghadee. But Father Mathew had no

fears of a similar reception, and the result

justified his confidence.  Except on one or

| two oceasions. by sonte drunken fanatie, no

percentage cards and:

medals were given gratuitously, by Father .

Mathew's orders.  For five, six, and seven
hours a day. three or four days of the week,
in the midst of summer heats, or in the
capricions weather of earlier and later
seasons, the great worker goes on with this
work for seven or eight consecutive years,
till the creeping and chilling foreshadow of
the terrible famine drives him back to Cork,
to organize physical relief for the very ex-
istence of his own flock.
HIS VISIT TO ULSTER.

Of his Irish missions, one very much re-
sembled another, except his visit to Ulster,
which requires to be specially mentioned.

uncivil or offensive word was ever addressed
to him. Many leading elergymen of the
Preshyterian and other Protestant churches,
met him with eordial good will, privately

i and publicly, and the young temperance

| ings.

imen of Belfast, Lishurn, Newry, Ennis-

killen, and other places, irrespective of
creed, formed themselves into a volunteer
police to preserve order at his great gather-
No consiable’s ail was even once
invoked during the whole of his Ulster
mission, which was unguestionably one of
the most kdear and gratifying passages of
his whole life, to the good man’s heart.

* In 1861, the Roman Catholics were 963,867;
Presbyterians, 511,871 ; other Protestants, 300,730,



FATHER MATHEW AND HIS WORK.

EFFECTS ON IRISH SOCIETY—CRIMINAL STA-
TISTICS.

Before turning to the labors of Mr.
Mathew done out of Ireland, we willentreat
the reader’s attention to some statistics ne-
cessary to complete this section. Between
1838 and 1846, Father Mathew elaimed to
have enrolled five millions, out of the eight
in Ireland, under his banner. The follow-
ing figures, from official sources, will show
how early and how thoroughly his lahors
‘were known by their fruits :

‘“As a conclusive proof that the diminution
Of crime was one of the necessary consequences
ofthespread of temperance among those classes
of the community most liable to be tempted to
acts of violence or dishonesty, some few fucts
from the official records of the time may be
quoted here, They are taken from ‘returns of
outrages specially reported by the constabulary,’
from the year 1837 to the year 1311, both in-
<luded. The number of homicides, which was
247 in 1838, was only 105 in 181, There were 91
cases of ‘firing at the person’ reported in 1837,
and but 66 in 1841, The ‘assaulis on polieg’
‘Wwere 81in 1837, and but 58 in 1841, Incendiary
fires, which were as many as 439 in 1838, were
390 in 1841. Robberies, thus specially reported,
diminished wonderfully—from 725 in 1837, to 257
in 1841. The offence of ‘killing, cutting, or
maiming ecattle,” was also seriously lessened;
the cases reported in 1839 being 433, to 213 in 1841,

he decrease in cases of ‘robbery of arms’ was
most significant; from heing 246 in 1837, they
‘were but 111 in 1841.  The offence of ‘appearing
Inarms’ showed a favorable diminution, falling
from 110 in 1837, to 65 in 181, The effeet of
sobriety on ‘faction fights swvas equally remark-
able. There were 20 of such cases in 1839, and 8
in 1841, The dangerous offence of ‘rescuing
Prisoners,’ which was represented by 34 in 1837,
had no return in 1841.

Without entering further into detail, the fol-
lowing return of the number committed during
a beriod of seven years—from 1539 to I8456—must
bing convietion home to the mind of any
rational and dispassienate person, that sobriety
is good for the individual and the community :

Year. Total No.
1839 .. 12,049
1840 . 11,194
184 YT
1842, - 9,875
1843 o 8,620
%gg . . 8,042

RO B L7 7,101
he number of sentences of death and trans-
portation evidenceg the operation of some pow-
erful and benefieiy) influence on the public
morals.

The numper of capital sentences in
eight years—from 1839 ¢4 1846—were as follows:
Year. No. Sentences,

195

Year. No. Sentences,
IB42. o i 25
1843. . 16
1844 .20
1845 BE

188 S

The sentences to transportation during the

same period—from- 1839 to I846-—exhibited. the
like wonderful result :

Year.

No. Sentences.

The figures already quoted are most valuable,
as they prove, beyond the possibility of doubt,
that national drunkenness is the chief cause of
crime, and that national sobriety is, humanly
speaking, one of the best preservatives of the
morals of a people. The figures which are to be
now given exhibit the marvellous change effect-
ed by Father Mathew’s preaching in the drink-
ing habits of his countrymen. These figures
show the number of gallons of Irish spirits on
which duty was paid, and the amount of duty,
from the year I8 to the year 1844, both in-
cluded :

Year. (ratlons, Duty.
IS8, 12,206,000 £1,134,573
1840, - 10,815,700 1,261,812
1811 . 7,401,051 830,126
1842 6,85, 440 864,725
1513. 5, 200,65 H04,908
1844. .. 852,418

It is thus seen that, even in the year 1842,
the,consumption of Irish spirits was reduced
to one-half of what it had been in the year 1839

And though the Famine, which had its origin
in the partial failure of 1843, and was developed
into frightral magnitude by the total failare of
1846, produced a baneful efiect on the temper-
ance movement, by impairing its organization,
closing the temperance rooms, and indueing
the people to seek in false excitement a mo-
mentary forgetfuiness of their misery; still the
consumption of spirits did not recover from the
effects of Father Mathew’s mission, and for
years exhibited the result of bis influence, as
the subjoined returns will show:

Year, Gallons. Duaty.
1845, oo iiien 6,451,137 £ 860,151
184t 7,603, 196 1,014,026
1847, cvve i 7,952,076 1,060,276

The figures which we have quoted exhiblit, it
is true, most important results: but an extract
from the trade article of the Freepgn’s Journal,

| for February, 1842, will indicate, in an equally

striking manner, the happy influence of the
temperance movemient upon the comforts of
the Irish people. The writer says:

‘The people, we have abundant proofs, are
happier and better, and the nation is more in-
telligent and prosperous. Perhaps the best
proof which can be given of the former is the
increase of the Customs revenue, more par-
ticularly as regards those articles which are es-



aF

.

196 THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY,

pecially consumed by the people. The increase
in the Customs revenue of Great Britain and
Ireland during the past year was £148,000, of
which the increase of those duties levied in the
vort of Dublin alone was £77,000, or more than
one-half of the entire increase. The whole
amount of this revenue from this port, in the
past year, was £834,000, or very close upon one
million, But the articles from which thislarge
amount of increased revenue hasbeenreceived
are those the humbler classes consume most
largely; the increased consumption of ter and
sugar producing in this port, within that period,
an increased revenue of ten percent. In the
duties on tea and sugar in this port of Dublin
alone, the increase amounts to £55,000, or over
one-third the whole amount by which those
duties in the present exceed those of the past
financial year.

The writer adds that the result wonld appear
more striking were not duty paid in England on
much of the sugar used in Ireland. The
revenue on tobacco decreased to the amount
of £3,000 within the year. "

FATHER MATHEW’S VISIT TO SCOTLAXND.

In the fifth year of his labors as a Tem-
perance missionary (1842), Father Mathew
felt that he could venture to accept the in-
vitations which came {o him from across
the Channel, and earliest of all from Scot-
land. The first of what proved to be a
ceries of cross-Channel journeys, was un-
dertaken in August, 1842, On Saturday,
the 13th of that month, he reached Glas-
gow, as the guest of thg Catholic Bishop,
Dr. Murdoch. ©On the Sunday afternoon,
and all day Monday and Tuesday, he was
engaged in administering the pledge, chiet-
ly in the cattle market. On Tuesday even-
ing, the Scottish Western Temperance
Association entertained him at a banquet
in the City Hall, where an address of wel-
come and encouragement was presented to
him. The Glasgow Argus sets down the
number enrolled on the Tuesday ¢ at from
10,000 to 12,000;” ¢ but on Wednesday,”
it adds, “the number of applicants was so
immense, that all attempts at caleulation
must be set aside.’” < Father Mathew,”
continues the same paper, ¢ was laborious-
ly employed from 10 o’clock, a.m., till 5:
and as the day was excessively hot, his ex-
ertions must have been attended with great
fatigue.” Judging of his capacity for ex-
pediting businese, he must have pledged

fully 20,000 in these eight hours, After .
week on the Clyde, promising io revisig
Scotland shortly, he returned to Cork,
where his enthusiastic townsmen gave him
a triumphal entry on the 23rd of August.
In reply to their address of congratulation,
he said : ““ I was in Scotland the represent-
ative of the people of Ireland (Cheers), and
as such received the greeting of more than
200,000 persons on the Green at Glasgow.
We had persons assembled there from the
most distant parts, Edinburgh, Ayr, Stir-
ling, and even Aberdeen, to swell the num-
bers on that great occasion.”
cheering.)
HIS MISSION IN ENGLAND,

The next year, pressed by Earl Stanhope,
Dr. Briggs, the Catholic Bishop of Beverley,
Dr. Wiseman, and others,

(Renewed

he resolved to
carry his holy warfare into the English

towns and cities.  On the ist of July, he
arrived at Liverpool, from Cork; and from
that date forth, every day told its tale of’
trinmph after triumph. Liverpool, Man-
chester, and Salford, in Lancashire ; Leeds,
Wakefield, Huddersfield, and Bradford, in
Yorkshire,—each had their three or four
days, or, if necessary, their week, of his
eight to ten hours a day hard work. Finally
he reached London, and cominenced his
labors systematieally in the poorest and
most abandoned quarters. Here, for the
first time in his eareer, he encountered any-
thing like personal violence from the traders
in strong drinks. In Bermondsey and in
Westminster his meetings were broken up
by a drunken rabble, and the intervention
of the Metropolitan police Wwas required
to protect him and his friends. But this
brutal violence only excited the livelier in-
terest in his suceess. The Duke of Wel-
lingten, Lord Brougham, and most of the
eminent men in the great metropolis, sought
his personal acquaintance. The young
Earl of Arundel and Surrey, afterwards
Duke of Norfolk, knelt one day among his
postulants, and took the pledge. The Pro-
testant Bishop of Norwich (Dr. Stanley),
though at first prejudiced against him, in-
vited him by a public letter to visit his city
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and become his guest.¥ The Protestant
Viear of Yardley, and many other clergy-
men of different denominations, were equal-
ly active in their co-operation, hoth on his
first visit to England, and on his second in
From this first three months’ cam.
paign, the victorious Apostle returned to
his own city, in Oetober, having, in that
short space, enrolled 600,000 total abstain-
ers. in Yorkshire, Lancashire, and London.

Though members of every class and de-
gree in those great ecities were to be found
ameng his recruits, the chief bulk of them
were still his own countrymen. Ilis char-
acter of priest, and his Irish reputation,
predisposed them to hear and to follow his

advice. He touched the one unbroken

*At Norwich, the Bishop (Dr. Stanley) took
occasion to make Father Mathew an ecmend-
konorable for some former unfavorable criticisms,
in a speech at once so frank, and soliberal in
gentiment, that the reader will follow with in-
terest the insertion of a few of its principal sen-
tences here. Turning to Father Mathew, he
said i—

“My friend and brother from another istand,—
T meetyounot here as a Roman Catholie priest;
but I meet you here in a nobler, in a more com-
prehensive character than that of priest. I
meet you as a man like myse’f, as a Christian
brother, on neutral ground, where Christians of
all denominations delight to meet and congre-
gate together, 8ir, I have watched your pro-
ceedings for many and many a year. Iremem-
ber, many years ago, that I censured you in pub-
lic; nay, more, (may I not add?) abused you. I
believed those public reports, spread no doubt
by malign and foolish misrepresentation; never-
theless, I thought it my duty as a man of can-
dor to apply to you as a gentleman, a Christian,
and a man of honor, to tell me how the case
really stood. You answered me in a manner
that did you credit, and I turned over a new
leaf—J abused you no more; and now I rejoice
to meet you here as afriend. * * * Your
cause, sir, was not an easy one; it was not
altogether over a macadamized road you had
to pass; but you had thorns and brakes and
briars in the way. You were assailed in turn by
:ﬁ;’:e Who, while their disapprobation and cen-

Wwas eulogy, sunk themselves in deeper de-
flx;zdlfrtilot?' Your character and cause shine all
of Nor 57 lc’ﬁl‘ from vituperation. * * * Men
: —citizens of this ancient city—I ap-
peal to you, ang 1 grygt my appesal shall not be
in valn, receive thig wanderer on a sacred mis-
slon from a distang country—receive him and
glve him & Christian welcome, for he has come

~on a Christian mission »

spring still left intact even among the most
depraved—the love of fatherland ; and he
made the pride of country auxiliary to the
spread of temperance. The Irish by birth
in the British towns and cities were proba-
bly, in those days, near half a million;* and,
taken with their families, not far short of
2,000,000 souls. Here alone was a field
sufficient for many apostles, and one calling
londly for visit after visit of the great
wonder-worker himself. But the good ser-
vice he conferred on his countrymen in
those great British towns was not merely
direct and immediate. Father Mathew’s
visit raised them permanently as a elass in
the estimation of all Englishmen; and if
to be his countryman was an honor, to he
his diseiple was a recommendation. Em-
ployers, magistrates, grand jurors, judges,
and legislators, and the public press, with
singular unanimity, bore testimony to'the
reality of his reformation. “ The secret of
hissuecess,”” says the London Globe, of 1843,
¢ consists chiefly in the fact that he has
wholly abstained from doing what his op-
ponents have accused him of. He has
avoided making his labors subservient to
either religious or political objects; and it
is by this singleness of purpose, this deter-
mination to make temperance the sole and
only object, that he has been ableto achieve
so much for the canse he has undertaken.”’

THE FAMINE IN THE LAND.

If we were relating, year by year, the
principal occupations of the public life of
this illustrious man, we should devote a
special division of the subject to his heroic
endeavors {o mitigate the horrors of the
terrible Irish famine of 1846,°47, and '48,
This is an interval—from the first symptoms
of the potato disease, in August, 1845, ill
his first attack of paralysis, in the Lenten
season of 1848—among the busiest and
most edifying in  his whole life. Cork
county was the scene of most frightfal suf-
ferings among the people, and those who
had strength to reach the eity fled to it in
the wild belief that among so many houses

*1n 1861, this class, of immediate Irish birth,
exceeded 800,000,
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they would not be allowed to die of utter|

starvation: Many of them had learned to
know the way, as devotees of Temperance,
which they now look as a last cast for bare
existence. From ifen to twenty thousand
of these unfortunates, beside the numerous
city poor, were thrown daily and nighily
on the charitable resources of the city. As
1847 advanced, these living torrenis of
human misery, so far from diminishing,
seemed to increase. The best intended
measures of Government—public works,
soup-kitchens, the stoppage of distillation—
retarded but little the frightful mortality.
Indian meal was at famine prices; and the
speculators in breadstufls, as heartless ag
harpies, looked on, and hugged themselves
in the profitable prospect. Then the famine
brought in its train ¢ the fever”—¢ cause
and effect,”” as they were well shown to be
hy a leading Dublin physician—and, asone
illustration of the mortality, there is the
tact, that in the short space of nine months,
counting from September, '46, to June, 47,
no less than 10,000 unpaid-for interments
took place in the Mathew Cemetery alone.

The population of the great county in
1841 was within a fraction of 800,000,
ten years later it was reduced to 280,000
Out of that one corner of the land, the
heszom of destruction had swept, in the last
half of the deeade, half a million of souls,
with all their natural increase.

Against this calamity, for which the
annals of Christendom have no likeness,
Father Maihew stood up, the foremost pro-
tector of his poor people. Remembering
well the lesser famines of 1832and 22, he
was one of the first, in Aungust, "43, to sound
the note of alarm, and to raise the ery for
timely preparation, bhoth by Grovernment
and people. Then, Cork, and Ireland, and
the Empire, saw and owned the priceless
‘value of the man. His intimate knowledge
of the country entitled him to speak, and
his serupulous veracity gave weight to his
every word. He felt free to appreach all

manner of men, and they felt free to have:

recourse to him. Quakers and Catholics,
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officials and volunteers, all sought hisadvice
and co-operation. He became the Almoner
of British, French, American, and even
Hindoo benevolence. And he was not
simply the steward of others; he wasa
continual contributor himself. It is mourn-
ful to know that this benefactor of his race,
atthe close of the famine period, found him-
self £7,000 in debt, and that his contempor-
aries allowed that burthen to lie hard and
heavy on his loving heart, weighing him
down with sorrow and confusion to the
grave.
HIS PARALYSIS—HIS DEBTS.

But that awful passage of the Irish
famine concerns us mainly as a three years’
interruption to Father Mathew’s peculiar
work. He still, and never more forcibly
than then, preached total abstinence to the
desperate and the despairing ; but to all in-
vitations to leave his own dear city for
more than a day or two at a time, he turned
a deaf ear. He had long looked forward to
a visit to America, but the free passages so
courteously offered him, hoth in the
“Jamestown” and ¢ Macedonian,” when
returning from their errinds of merey, in
1847, were, in that miserable year, neces-
sarily deelined.  And, alas! when the
famine and fever began to give signs of ex-
haustion—early in 1848—observing all the
penitential rigors of the Lenten season, he
wassuddenly stricken down with paralysis,
from which, though he received partial re-
lief during that summer, he never wholly
recovered. It was not until the summer o
1849 (and then against the earnest entrea-
ties of hig physicians) that he sailed from
Liverpool in the packet-ship *“ Ashburton,”
as the inviteq guest of the City of New
York.

Perhaps, this is the proper place to add a
word or two more as to Mr. Mathew’s debts
and liahilities. It must’ be at once admit-
ted that he wag improvident in his chari-
!ties When he first commenced the tem-
: lerance movement, however, he owed
-nothing ; though hefore he had taken one
| public step out of Cork, he became involved

Conservatives and Repealers, rich and poor. . for his dear cause to the extent of £1,500,




Y

FATHER MATHEW AND HIS WORK. 199

This was the entering of the wedge, but it
inspired him with no apprehension. His
aged frierd, Lady Elizabeth Mathew, had
always promised him a handsome legacy,
and she was known 1o be true to her word.
The very day before her sudden death, both
being in Dublin, she went with her *dear
Toby,” to sit for her likeness, and repeated
the life-long promise. The next day she
expired—on that point intestate. «If I
were beginning life again,” said Father
Mathew, subsequently, to a friend, «I
would never count on a legacy.” Asto
the infamous charge brought against him,
while living, that he traded in cards and
medals, no man believed it then, or since,
who was.not at heart a scoundrel. The
truth was, not one in ten of his reeruits
obtained medals or cards; and of the hun-
dreds distributed among thousands, a heavy
per centage was given gratis. It is true
large sums, in the aggregate, passed through
the Apostle’s hands, but none ever lingered
long in his custody. A great meeting for
his relief, with a Duke as Chairman, and
Marquises moving resolutions, succeeded at
one time in realizing some £2,500, of which
a little over one-half was remitted to Cork,
the balance bheing swallowed up by ¢ ex-
penses.”” To secure his creditors, he in-
sured his life for a large amount, transfer-
ing to them his insurance ; and when, in
1847, the Queen (God bless her!) placed him
on her civil list as a pensioner for £300 a
vear, he transferred this annuity, also, to

“secure the annual payments to be made on

his life insurance. All thal an honorable,
Sensitive, high-minded gentleman could do,
he did, to satisfy his ereditors ; but still the
¢onsciousness that he was a hopeless debtor

Weighed like a nightmare on his spirits,

and acted as a fatal second to the paralysis.
T}_lere ‘may have been an expectation
mingling with his desire to visit America,
that hiy emigrant countrymen who were so
deeply indebted to him, and who could
generally so well afford it, would have done
something towards his release. But the
cry that he was « 3 British pensioner’’ was
artfully raised by the liquor dealers of New

York, as soon as he commenced his mission,
and even Irish gratitude was swallowed up
in the ferocious feeling of anti-British an-
tipathy.

HIS MISSION TO AMERICA.

Father Mathew reached New York on
the 2nd of July, 1849, and was received
with civic honors at Castle Garden and
the City Hall. He sailed from the
same port, on his return home, on the 8th
of November, 1851 ; making his American
sojourn two years and four months. During
all this time he had hardly one day’s release
from physical suffering, yet he visited
twenty-five States ; administered the pledge
in three hundred towns, cities, and villages ;
travelled 37,000 miles, and enrolled 600,000
teetotalers. For any other man, this sue-
cess would be prodigious. But when he
possessed lis {ull vigor, only seven years
earlier, he had made as many converis ina
three months’ erusade in England. It was
quite clear, as one of his devoted friends,
Mr. Rathbone, of Liverpool, had observed of
him, before sailing for the United States,
that ¢« the sense of yoodness still remained,
but the sense of power was gone.” Though
his presence was still, and always to his
latest breath continued to be, promotive of
good thoughts and good resolutions; though
the very mention of his name liad a blessed
spell in it, the once buoyant, all-enduring
spirit of Theobald Mathew, ere he reached
the American shore, was a spent shot. It
was a painful contrast for those who had
seen him in his prime in Ireland, to observe
the change for the worse since those vie-
torious days. The fine contour of his emi-
nently handsome face was gone; the gelid
blue eye, once 50 Iaminous, was pitiful to
gaze upon; the quick, elastic step was
crippled, and the “strongest man in Ire-
land,” as he often called himgelf, was a
hopeless physieal wreck. The will to un-
dertake and to attempt any number of en-
gagements remained unshaken ; *“the spirit
indeed was willing,”” but the poor, frail
flesh could only give such response as was
in it.
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DIFFICULTIES IN THE WAY—SLAVERY.

Encumbering his way in America, there
were two lions—an Irish and an African
one. The Irish monster appeared in the
shape of the odious ¢ British pensioner :”’
the African difficulty arose out of Father
Mathew’santi-slavery antecedents. In 1842,
Mr. O’Connell, Mr. Mathew, and 70,000 of
their countrymen, had issued a powerful
and energetic address to the Irish in the
Tnited States, exhorting and entreating
them to cast their voies and their influence
with the Anti-slavery party.* The docu-
ment had -failed of the eflect intended, at
least 1o any extent: but
O’Connell, so long as he lived, lost no op-|
porlunity of making similar recommenda-'
vons. Father Mathew’s cordial reception
of Frederick Douglas, at Cork, in 1845, and
the brilliant Temperance 8oiree he had
given in honor of the cloquent negro, were
still fresh in the recollection of the hahi-
tual readers of the Boston Liberator. When,
therefore, towards the end of July—the
month of his arrival—he reached Boston,
he was at once claimed as their own hy the
abolition leaders. An invitation to attend
the celebration of West Indian emancipa-
{ien awaited him. and Mr. Garrison, Dr.
Bowditeh, and others, called personally at
with a formal, writien request on

appreciable

his hotel.
behalf of the Anti-slavery Society, that hie
would take occasion ¢ Lo improve every suit-
able opportunity. while he remained in the
couutry, to hear @ clear and uwnequivoeal
testimony, botlL publie and private, against
the enslavement of any portion of the
human fanily.” At first hlush, one would
think. with his well-known sentiments on
the sabject, his course was quite clear, But
he was in America as the apostle of tem-
perance, and to identify himsell with Mr.
Garrison’s Society was practically to shut
himself out of {welve or (hirteen States of
the Union.  Already, Governor Lumkin,
of Cteorzia. who had invited him to that
State in the name of the State Teinperance

—

* vt . 3
See Grattan’s “Civilized America,” for this
,

Temarkable document in full.
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Convention, had thought proper, on the
ground of the manifesto of *42, to withdraw
that invitation. ¢ Justice to our families
our firesides, and everything we hold dear.’:
writes the Governor, « forbids us to call axl\y
m;.m “brother’ who unites with our ene-
mies in waging an unprovoked and most
relentless warfare on our hearths and homes,
our peace and prosperity.” In vain Mrz
Mathew assured {he Governor of Georgia,
by letter, and My, )

' Garrison, personally,
that it was

: hix rigid rule not to mix up his
American mission with either religious or
Dﬂilieal movements; that he hadbalways
refused to do 5o in his own country, and
¢ould 1ot depart from his rule in An{o'rica ;
that though a Catholie priest, he did not
.ft‘f-‘l free, when on such a mission, to make
1 subservient {o Catholicism ; all this, rea-
sonable as it was, Le urged in vain. l The
Georoian rudely withdrew his hand, and
the Bostonian rushed into print, to eexlxsure
the apostle who thought ihe slavery of in-
temperance supplied him guite work enough
to do. Nor did the matter end at Bost:n‘
o o et

| , se o epresentatives,
Wllthout 2 division, courteously tendered
him a geat within their bar ; but a similar
motion having heen made in the Senate, by
Mr. Walker of Wisconsin, it was hotly op-
bosed by Mr. Clements, of Alabama, Mr.
Badger, of North Carolina, and Mr. Jeffer-
son Davis, of Mississippi. It was sustained
by the mover, by Mr. Clay, Mr. Seward,
Mr. Cass, and Mr. Hale, among Northern
men, and, among Southerners, by Mr. Foote
and Mr. Downs. The motion was earried
by 33 (0 18 ; and two days afterwards, Mr.
Mathew had the pleasure of thanking at
the President’s table, at a dinner give; 1o
enable them to meet him, most of the emi-
nent men who Lad vindicated his mission
to Am.eriea from the serious imputation, at
That.ume, of being an anti-slavery erusade
i dxsgu.ise. Though there were wines of
every vintage on that table, it may he add-
ed that, out of respect for the chief guest,
few of the company drank aunything, and
the President nothing, hut water. -
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HIS FAREWELL TO THE UNITED STATES.

Before quitting the shores of the United
States, after his twenty-eight months’ re-
sidence in (hat country, Father Mathew
issued, at New York, his ¢ Farewell Ad-
dress,” partly directed to his own country-
men by birth, and partly to the hospitable
people at large among whom he had been,
with the exceptions already stated, as cor-
dially welcomed, both North and South.

« Having horne grateful testimony to the aid :
which he had received from the public press of i

Aimerica, and the kindness and friendship which
had been shown to him by many distinguished

men —

‘Tomy own beloved coantrymen I most affec-
tiongtely tender a few words of parting advice.
You have, my dearly beloved friends, relin-
quished the land of your birth, endeared to you
by a thousand fond reminiscences, to seek on
these distant shores that remuneration for in-
dustry and toil too often denied you at home
You are presented here with a boundless field of
profitable employment, and every inducement
is he'd out to persevering industry. Youare re-
ceived and welcomed into the great American
family with feelings of sympathy, kindness, and
friendship. After a few years you become citi-
zens of this great republic, whose vast territoria!
cxtent abounds in all the materials of mineral,
agricultural, and commerciat wealth; the ave-
nues tohonor and fame are liberally thrown open
to you and to your children, and no impediment
(save of your own creation) exists to prevent you
attaining the highest social and eivie distinction;
and will you any longer permit those glorious
opportunities to pass unimproved, or, rather,
will you not, by studying,self-respect, and ac-
quiring habits suited to your new position, as-
Pire to reflect honor alike on the land of your
birth and of your adoption? 1 implore you, asi
would with my dying breath, to discard for ever
those foolish divisions, those insensate quarrels,
those factious broils (too often, alas! the fruits
of intemperance), in which your country is dis-
graced, the peace and order of soctety violated,

and the laws of Heaven trampled on and out-
raged.”” :

He thus eloquenily concludes :-—

“Friends ang fellow-countrymen :—I now hid

_you areluctant, a final farewell A few hours

more willseparate me from the hospitable shores

?f Ameirlca for ever, I carry with me to the

poor old eountry feelings of respect and attach-

ment for 1ts people, that neither time nor dis-
tance can obliterate.

Citizens of the United States:—I fervently
pray that the Almighty Disposer of human
events, in whose hands are the destinies of na-
tions, may continue those blessings and favors

which you have so long enjoyed—that your pro. |

gress in every private and public virtue may
keep pace with your unexampied prosperity—
that you and your children’s children may ever
be true to the great destiny that awaits you, and
o the spirit of those institutions under the fos-
tering care of which you have so rapidly pro-
gressed. May your country still extend the
hand of succor to the he!pless exile, afford an
asylum to the persecuted, and a home tothe
oppressed—and thus inseparably connect her
future destiny with the interests of universal
humanity.”*

LATTER DAYS OF THE APOSTLE.
With his farewell to the United States,
at the close of 1831, we may date the con-

> . elnsion of his active publie life. It is true
individuals, he then addresses his own country-

he lingered on yet four years longer, ex-
periencing every care that the tenderest
friendship and the most touching family
affection could hestow on the wrecked phy-
sical man. One year he tried the climate
of Madeira ; another year the hydropathiec
extablishment, at Blarney, but with no per-
manent good effect. As the autumn of
1836 settled down gloomy and gusty over
Lis last place of residence—his brother’s
house al Lehenane, close by Cork—he
longed for the southern skies he had known
at that season, a few years earlier. Con-
trary to the wishes of his relatives, he re-
moved as far southward as he well could,
to Queenstown, whither he was attended
by a favorite nephew who never left his
side, night or day. The last scene came
early in December, and is thus deseribed
by his friend and biographer, the member
for Cork :—

¢ For several days he continued free from
physical suffering, as far as could be judged. He
observed everything that ogcurred in the room,
and looked his thanks for any little friendiy
office, in a way that was deeply affecting. The
Sisters of the Queenstown Convent watched and
prayed constantly by his bedside. ‘Theobaid,
would you wish to be buried with Frank and
Tom 2’ his brother Charles enquired, as the last
bours were approaching. The dying man signi-
fied a negative. ‘Isitinthe cemetery?’ ¢Yes,;
was plainly indicated. ‘Is it under the Cross?’
A sweet but faint smile, and fainter pressure of
the aimost lifeless hand, was the oniy reply. This
was the spot which he had many years before
marked out as his resting-place, There was no
violent convuision, no mortal agony, noawful
struggie of nature, in his last moments. Death
stole upon him as gently as sleep upon a wearied

* Maguire’s Life, p. 516.
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man. He died in peace, without the siightest
movement. But it would seem as if, in some
inexplicable way, an expression of pain moulded
itseif upon his features. It was like the linger-
ing shadow of the sorrow which had long brood-
ed over his spirlt, and which for some years

past had been so rarely and so briefly dispelled.
¢ Ah, surely, somebody is vexing him,’said an

od and loving follower, when admitped to the
bedroom. And yet, if one may predicate such
of mortal, he must have been then, after a life

of fever, toil, and pain, experiencing that happi-

ness which is promised to those who on this
earth walk in the light, and imitate the life, of
the Lord. Thus passed away, in the 66th year
of his age, and in the 42nd of his ministry, Theo-
bald Mathew, the Apostle of Temperance. The
gth of December, 1338, belongs to history as the
date of that event.,”*

FATHER MATHEW’S WORK.

Without any presumpinous eulozy of our
own, on such a life and such a work, we
will call the same miost competent and
trustworthy witness to testify to the dura-
bility of the reformation from which the
name of Theobald Mathew can never he
dissociated.

“«And now,” says Mr. Maguire, ‘‘before
the curtain falls, and we catch the last
glimpse of him whose character and career
1 have endeavored, however feebly and imper-
fect’y, to depict, I would say a word upon a
question which has been put to me repeatedly,
and which will naturally suggest itself to the
wind of the reader—namely, has Father Ma-
thew's work survived him? Conscientiously
speaking, I feel convineced i has, Nay more, I
believe it is impossible to destroy and undo that,
work. Father Mathew taught his generation
this great lesson,—that, asa rule, alcoholie stim-
nlants are not only unnecessary but injurious
to the human being—that drunkenness is an
odions and disgusting vice—that poverty and
misery and disease and crime are born of this
vice—that the man who altogether abstains ig
safer than the man who is moderate in his en.
Joyment of that which is so fuil of risk and dan.
ger; and that not only is there no possible safety
for those liable to excesses, and unable to resist
temptation, save in total abstinence, but that,
there is redemption—soeial, moral, and physical
—tobe found in the pledge for the miostcon-
firmed and abandoned drunkard. This is a
grand lesson to have taught; and this lesson,
which has become part of the worid’s wisdom
and experience, cannot be obliterated—certainly
not from the memory of the Irish people. Inso
far, then, he has left his work as a grand lesson
and legacy to posterity; and whenever again the
vice against which he waged so vigorous and
successful a strife for many of the best years of

* “Maguire's Life, p. 551,

o o
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his life assumes a formidable aspect—dangerous
to soclety, and perilous to morality, industry,
peace, and order—there is no fear that the lesson
will not be applied, or that Providence will not
inspire, or even rajse up, those who will put it
Into practice as Father Mathew did, for the sake
of religion, humanity, and country.”

It is pleasant to be able to add, of this
side the Allantic, that the last 10th of Qe-
tober was celebrated in New York by pub-
li.c procession of ten Father Mathew Socie-
ties, whose ranks are reported to have
contained ahove 2,000 members.

‘[\Ve heartily thank the Hon. T. D. MeGee,
for the foregoing very spirited sketch of one
of the greatest of history’s moral heroes—a
.ma.n whose powers of persuasion were,
judging from their eflects, even areater
than those of Demosthenes or Peter the
Hermit, seing that it is easier to induce
men to fight against other men than against
their own habits and inclinations.—Eb-
ITORS New DoMINION MONTHLY. ]

THE FAITHFUL LAMP,

BY JOHX OXENFORD.

See, the lamp is at the window, and itsclearand
steady beam

Makes the waters spread beneath it with a gol-
den lustre gleam,

At the window stands the maiden, with alter-
nate hopes and fears,

As the raging and the roaring of the rolling
waves she hears.

In the cottage dwells the muiden; she is young

and she is fair.

See, her deep blue eye is glist’'ning; brightly

. shines her golden hair.

See, she lingers at the window, whence the
lamp flings down its light,

And her anxiouns looks are piercing through the
blackness of the night.

'Tis the Frisian maiden’s dwelling. But her
. lover—where is he ?

It is long since he departed ; homeward now his

. route should be

From the Schleswig coast ont yonder, to his
Own, his native land,

Where the Frisian maid will greet him, with
the ring upon her hand.

In th cottage dwells the maiden, and the lamp
iS ever there,
on little window burning, be the weather
) foul or fair;
SUll the light remains unchanging, though the
. seasons come and g0,
tis

l:right through sultry summer—it is bright
mid winter’s gnow,

At y

N
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When the lad she Joved departed, thus shesaid
« Thig lamp shall burn

At my chamber window nightly till the day of
thy return.

It shall shine upon the billows, with its clear
and tender light;

It shall be my heart’s true image through the
darkest, blackest night »

At the window sits the maiden, and the lamp
she watches well,

‘While the winds are wildly howlin
waves with fury swell.

She is watehing, she is hoping, and the lam pits
signal gives—

It xhall plainly tell her lover that his faithful
maiden liveg,

Rolling, rolling go the billows.
and months, and years.

Many ships she sees returning, but no ship her
lover heare,

g, and the

Days are past,

One, at last, will surely bring him, to rejoice her
Wweary eye,

Noj; 'the waves have long engulfed him; far
beneath them doth he e,

THE STUDY OF LANGUAGES.

BY JOHN STUART MILL.

The only languages, and the only litera-
ture, to which T wonld allow a place in the
ordinary curriculum, are those of the Greeks
and Romans; and to these I would preserve
the position in it which they at present oc-
cupy. That position is justified by the great
value, in education, of knowing well some
other cultivated language and literature than
one’s own, and by the peculiar value of those
particular languages and literatures.

There is one purely intellectual benefit
from a knowledge of languages which I am
speeially desirous to dwell on.  Those who
have seriously reflected on the cauges of hu-

man errors have heen deeply impressed with
the tendency of mankind to mistake words for
things. Without entering into the metaphy-
sics of the subject, we know how commeon
it is to utter words glibly and with apparent

Every nightat vonder window watches still the | propriety, and to accept them confidently

constant maid,

when used by others, without ever having

Thoug . ig L : X
1wh her slender form is wasted, and her | haal any distinet conception of the things de-

checks red roses fade;

Though her tresses, once all golden, with the

 fnows of Time are white,

Still s-he_ looks upon the billows; still her

anxious eye is bright.

Still it gazes, ever beaming with the sky’s

eternal hue;

&till it glistens threugh its sorrow like a flow'y

that’s hathed in dew,

‘And the lamp i< nightly shining, with its soft
and gentle flame,

And she watches, and she wateches, for her
heart is still the same.

Many, many are the years ndw that have slowly
crept away,

Still the little lamp is burning—bright as ever
is its ray;

And the angry waves are scething, and they
wildly roll and roar,

While the Frisian maid is watching in her
cottage on the shore,

Till one night the raging tempest lashed the

o Waters round about;

N 4 Sudden—in an instant—had the little lamp

gone out,

Now no longer on the waters is its faithfual
lustre cast,

And the éye that, fondly hoping, looked so
bright, is dimmed at last.

In the morn they found the maiden; in her
cottage she lay dead;

On her chgek, now wan and pallid, was a spot
of fading red.

In the night Death's angel called her, in her
Father’s home to dwell,

Then the bright blue eye was garkened, and
the lJamp expired as well,

I noted by them. To quote from Archbishop

Whately, it is the habit of mankind to mis-
take familiarity for accurate knowledge. As
we seldom think of asking the meaning of
whal we see every day, so when our ears
are used to the sound of a word or a phrase,

we do not suspect that it conveys no clear
idea to our minds, and that we should have
the utmost diffienlty in defining it, or ex-
pressing in any other words, what we think
we understand by it. Now it is obvious in

what manner this bad habit tends to be cor-
rected by the praciice of translatine with

accuracy from one language to another, and
hunting out the meanings expressed in a vo-
cabulary with which we have not grown
familiar by early and constant use. Thard-
ly know any greater proof of the extraordin-

ary genius of the Greeks than that they were
able to make such brilliant achievements in
abstract thought, knowing, as they general-
1y did, no language bhut their own. But the

Greeks did not escape the effects of this defi-

ciency. Their greatest intelleets, those who
1aid the foundation of philosophy and of our
intellectual culture, Plato and Aristotle,
are continunally led away by words ; mistak-
ing the accidents of language for veal rela-
tions in nature, and supposing that things
which have the same name in the Greek
tongue must be the same in their own c¢s-
cence. There is a well-known saying of
Hobbes, the far reaching significance of
whieh you will more and more appreciate

| in proportion to the growth of your own in-
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tellect : ¢ Words are the counters of wise
men, but the money of fools.” With the
wise man a word stands for the fact which
it represents; in the fool, it is itself the fact.
To carry on Hobbhes’s metaphor, the counter
is far more likely to be taken for merely
what it is, by those who are in the habit of

- using many different kinds of counters. But

besides the advantage of possessing another
cultivated language, there is a furtherx'- con-
sideration equally important. W 1th0vut
knowing the language of a pet:)pl_e we n‘e\ e§
really know their thoughts, their 188}1}1{17,&1}1(
their type of character ;_and unless we (lo
possess this knowledge of some other people
than ourselves, weremain, Lo the }LE)ur of our
death, with our intellects only half expand-
ed. Look ata youth who has never hem} out
of his family cirele ; he never Qrmms of any
other opinions or ways Ofllm.Llfmg than those
Lie has been bred up in ; or, if Le has heard
of any such, attributes them {o some moral
defect, or inferiority of nature or education,
It his family are Tory, he.cannot‘ coneeive
the possibility of beiugra Liberal; if Liberal,
of being a Tory. What the uotions and
habits of a single family are to a boy who
has had no iutercourse bheyond it, the
notions and habits of his own country are to
him who is iznorant of every other. Those
notions and habits are to him hwman nature
itzelf; whatever varies from them is an un-
accountable aberration which lhe ecannot
mentally realize: the idea that any other
can e as right as some of his own, is
incenceivable tohim.  This does noL merely
close his eyesto the many things which every
country still has to learn from 0111015‘3 it
hinders every country from reaclm}g the im-
provement which it could otherwise attain
by itself. We are not likely to eorreet‘any
of cur opinions or niend any of rour ways,
unless we begin by eenceiving that they are
capable of amendment : ‘l)lvlt molroly_ to know
that foreigners think dlﬂﬂ:ﬁlu y:l mn]n ?ulr.
selves, without undvrstmulmg W ly‘[ xey do
%0, or what they really do _thmk,lt oes hut
confirm us in our seli-concert, au "co.nneet
our national vanity with the preser <ll}01} of
our own peculiarities. I.nl.Pl'O(Vf‘.!llf‘m.\ cm‘l-‘
sist in bringing our opinlois "mtol near;,x
agreement with faets; and we .\hu_l 1%0t l)e
lfk(xly’ to do this while we look m‘t)uc'taoo? ly
throngh glasses colored by 1110f(> very ) ‘}1 1'1 ‘
ions. But since we cannot dlv.est ourse x?b
of preconceived notions, tlu.*ro is no knm]\ n'
means of eliminating their influence but by
freguently using the differently c:olorod
glasses of other people; and those of other
nations, as the most different, are the best.

But if -it is so useful, on this account, to

know the language and literature of any
other cultivated and civilized people, the
most valuable of all to us in this respect
are the languages and literature of the an-
cients. No nations of modern and civilized
Europe are so unlike one another as the
Greeks and Romans are unlike all of us;
yet without being, as some remote Orientals
are, so totally dissimilar, that the labor of o
life is required to enable us to understand
them. Were this {he only gain to be deriv-
ed from a knowledge of the ancients. it
wpul«l already place the study of them in a
high rank among enlizhtening and liberaliz-
g pursuits. It is of no use saying that we
may know them through modern Writings.
We may know something of them in that
way : which is much better than knowing
nothing,  But modern books do not teach us
ancient thought ; they teach us some modern
writer’s notion of ancient thought.  Modern
hooks do not show us the Greeks and Ro-
mans: they tell us some modern writer’s
opinion alout the Greeks and Romans.
Translations are scarcely better. When we
want really to know what a person thinks or
says, we seek it at first hand from himself.
We do not trust to another person’s impres-
sion of his meaning, given in another per-
=on’s words: we refer to Lis own. Much
more is it necessary (o do so when his words
are in one language, and those of his report-
er in another. Modern phraseology never
conveys the exact meaning in a Greek
writer; it cannot do so, except by a diffusa
explanatery circumlocution which no trans-
lator dares use. We must be able, in a
certain degree, to think in Greek, if we
would represent to ourselves how a Greek
thought ; and this, not only in the abstruse
region of metaphysics, but about the politi-
cal, religious, and even domestic concerns of
life.

I will mention a further aspect of this
question, which, though Thave not the merit
of ori,rzinating it, I do not remember to have
seen noticed in any hook. There is no part
of our knowledge which it is more useful to
obtain at first hand—to o to the fountain-
head for—than our knowledge of history.
Yet this, in most cases, we hardly ever do.
Qur conception of the past is not drawn from
1ts own records, but from hooks written about
it, Containing not the facts, but a few of the
fapts as they shaped themselves in the mind
of somehody of our own or a very recent time.
Such books are very instructive and valu-
able : .they help us to understand history, to
draw jusg conclusions from it; or, at the
worst, they set us the example of trying todo
all this; but they are not themselves history.
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The knowledge they give iz upon trust, and |

even when they have done their best, it is
not only incomplete, but partial, because
confined to what a few modern writers have
seen in the materials, and have thought
worth picking out from among them. How
little we learn of our own ancestors from
Hume or Hallam or Macaulay, compared
with what we know if we add 1o what these
tell us, even a little reading of contemporary
authors and doecuments! The most recent
historians are 50 well aware of thig, that they
fill their pages with extracts from the origi-
nal materials, feeling that these extracts are
the real history, and their comments and
thread of narrative are only helps towards it.
Now, it is part of the great worth to us of our
Greek and Latin studies, that in them we
do read history in the original sources, We
are in actual contact with contemporary
minds: we are not dependent on hearsay;
Wwe have something by which we can test
and check the representations and theories
of modern historians. It may be asked,
why then not study the original materials of
modern history ? T answer, it ix highly desir-
able to doso; and let me remark, by the
way, that even this requires a dead language,
nearly all the documents prior to the Re-
formation, and many subsequent to it, being
written in Latin. But the exploration of
these documents, though a most useful pux-
suit, cannot he a branch of eduecation. Not
to speak of their vast extent, and the frag-
mentary nature of each, the strongest reason
is, that in learning the spirits of our own
past ages until a comparatively recent period,
from contemporary writers, we leami hardly
anything else. Those anthors, with a few
exceptions, are little worth reading on their
own account.

While, in studying the great writers of
antiquity, we are not only learning to under-
Stand the ancient mind, but laying in a steck
of wise thought and observation, still valu-
?ble to ourselves ; and at the same time mak-
Mg ourselves familiar with a number of the
Most perfect and finished literary composi-
lions which the human mind hgs produced, —
Compositions which, from th8 altered con-
ditions of human life, are likely to be seldom
Paralleled, in their sustained excellence, by
the times to come. In purely
literary excellence,—in perfeetion of form,
—the pre-eminence of the ancients is not dis-
Puted. In every department which they at-
telnpteq,.and they attempted almost all, their
composition, like their seulpture, has been
to the greatest modern artists an example to
be lovked up to with hopeless admiration,
but of inappreciahle value as a light on high,
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guiding their own endeavors. In prose and
in poetry, in epie, lyrie, or dramatie, as in
historical, philosophical, and oratorical art,
the pinnacle on which they stanl is equally
eminent. Iam now speaking of the form—
the artist’s perfection of treatment; for, as
regards substance, I consider modern poetry
to be superior to ancient, in the same man-
ner, though in a less degree, as modern
science : it entersdeeper into nature, The
feelings of the modern mind are more vari-
ous, more complex and manifold, than those
of the ancients ever were. The modern
mind I, what the ancient mind was not,
brooding and self-conseious ; and its medita-
tive self-conscionsness has discovered depths
in the haman soul which the Greeks and
Romans did not dream of, and would not
have understood. But what they had got to
express, they expressed in a manner which-
few even of the greatest moderns have seri-
ously attempted to rival. It must be re-
membered that they had more tinye, and that
they wrote chiefly for a select class, possess-
ed of leirure. To us who write in a huarry
for people who read in a hurry, the attempt
to give an equal degree of finish would 1o
losz of time.

But to he familiar with perfect modelsis not
the less important to us, because the element
in which we work precludes even the effort
to equal them. They show us ai least
what excel us, and make us desire it, and
strive to get as mear to it as is within our
reach. And this is the value to us of the
ancient writers, all the more emphatically,

i because their excellence does not admit of

being copied or directly imitated. It does
not consixt in a trick which can be learnt,
butin the pertect adaptation of means to ends.
The seerct of the style of the great Greek
and Roman authors is that it is the perfec-
tion of good sense. In the first place, they
never use a word without a meaning, or a
word which adds nothing to the meaning.
They always (to begin with) had a mean-
ing ; they knew what they wanted to say ;
and their whole purpose was to say it with
the highest degree of exactness and com-
pleteness and bring it home to the mind
with the greatest possible elearness and viv-
idness. It never entered into their thoughts
to conceive of a piece of writing as heauti-
ful in itself, abstractedly from what it had
to express; its beauty must all be subser-
vient to the most perfect expression of the
sense. The curiosa felicitas which their
crities ascribed in a pre-eminent degree to
Horace, expresses the standard at which they
all aimed. Their style is exactly described

by Swift’s definition, *the right words in
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the right places’ Look at an oration ofi
Demosthenes : there is nothing in 1t wl‘uc'hé
calls attention to itself as style at all s it is
only after a close examination we pereeive,
that every word is what it should be., to l.eud}
the hearer smoothly and imperceptibly into
the state of mind which the orator wishes to
produce. The perfection of the workx;mn—‘
ship iz only visible in the tpt:bl absence of any
blemish or fault, and of anything whicl -
even momentarily distracts the mind from
the main purpose. But then Las has h(‘,(‘,Tl
well said] it was not the ohy?ct of Demuos-
thenes to make the Athenians cry out,
+ What a splendid speaker !’f but 10 .nl;L.]fg
them say, ** Let us march against Philip °

i was only in the deeline of ancient liter-
ature that ornament began to be Cu}t_ivmed
merely as ornament. In_ the tume of its mia-
aurity, not the merest epithet wasz put in be-
cause it was thought heautiful in iwelf: nor
oven for a merely deseriptive purpose, for
epithets purely deseriptive were one of
the corruptions of style which abound in
Lucan, for example s the word had no bhusi-
ness there unless it brought out some featnye
which was wanted, and helped to place the
ohject in the light which the purpose ()‘fALh(- j
composition required.  These conditions:
being complied with, then indeed the intrin-
sie beauly of the neans uxed was a =ource of
additional efteet, of which it behooved them .
{0 avail themselves, like rhythn and me-
lody of versification.  But ‘ these  great
writers knew that ornament for the sake of,
Arnanmeit. ornament which attracis n'twmion
fo itselt. and shines by itsown |.)0:1uuo>', only‘
does s0 by calling ofl the 111_ind from th(_% main
ohjeet, and thus not only m}tvrkores‘ with 'tll(“
higher purpo=e of human dizcourse.—whiclh
ought and generally professes o have some
matier o commuiiicate, apart from the mere
excitement of the 111()1110}11,7—_1)111 also.SpOlls‘
the perfection of the compo=tion axa piece of
fine art by ‘destroying the unity of effeci.
For all these reasons I think it rmportant to
retain these two languages and ht.er:nu.ros in:
the place they occupy, asa part of th.e liberal
education of all who are not oblized by,
their ejrcumstances to discontinue their scho-:
lastic duties at a very early age. Bui the‘
same reasons which vindicate the‘pl:we of
classieal studies in general education show;
also the proper limitation of them. They:
should be carried as far as is sufficient to;
enable the pupil in after life to read thej
great works of ancient literature with. ease. ;
Those who have leisure and inclination to,
make scholarship, or ancient history, or,
general philology their pursuit, of course re-.
quire mieh more, but there is no room for|

iOt

cment than (g

" tional, not a

more general education. The laborious idle-
ness in which the school-time is wasted away
in the English classical sehools deserves the
severest veprehension. To what purpose
should the most precious vears of early life
he rreparably squandered in learning to
write bad Latin and Greek verses? I do

' not see that we are much the better even for

those who end by writing good ones. I am
often tempted to ask the favorites of nature
and fortune whether all the serious and im-

; Portant work of the world is done, that their

time and energy can he gpared for these
nugee difficiles? "1 am not blind to the util-
Jty of 001.nposing in a language, as & means
1en,rnmg it aceurately. I hardly know
any other means equally eftectual. But

WhYV should not prose composition suffice ?
_ What need is there of original composi-
Hon at all 7 if that can be called original
Wwhich unfortunate schoolboys without any
t!mughts to express, hammer out on compul-
slon from meye memory, acquiring the per-
netous habit which a teacher should consider
1L one of his first duties (o repress, that of
merely stringing together horrowed phrases ?
he exercise in composition most suitable to
the requirements of learners is that most
valuable ene, of retranslating from translat-
ed passages of a good author, and to this
might be added what still exists in many
Continental places of education, oceasional
braciice in talking Latin. There would be
“omething to be said for the time spent in the
manufacture of verses if such practice wero
necessary for the enjoyment of ancient poetry,
though it would be better to lose that enjoy-
i purchase it at so extravagant a
price. ‘
Butl, the beauties of a great poet would
a I;_n* poorer thing than they are if they
only impressed us through a knowledge
of the technicalities of his art. The poet
needed those technicalities : they are not
necessary tous. They are essential for criti-
C;f“lg @ poem, but not for enjoying it. All
that 15 wanied is sufficient familiarity with
ivieth(l::f;gua'ge" for its meaning to reach us
e agsoa.r}y's e of eﬂgrt, and clothed with
for pr»odﬁlaftxons_ on which the poet counted
familiaritcmg higs eﬁ‘ect,. ‘Whoever has this
Keen o rgl’ fmd a pra.ctlsed. ear, can h_ave as
Homen Ish of the music of Vlrgxl and
thovats L éisk of Gray, or-Burns, or Shelley,
coxn;mn Sa nfllw not the .metnca,l rules of a
these yul Pphic or Alcaie. Ido notsaythat
rules ought not to he taught, but I
would have a clagg apart for them, and
would make the appropriate exercises an op-
compulsory part, of the school

he

teaching.
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UNDER THE BOUGHS.

BY WILLIAM WYE SMITH.

SECOND PAPER.

« Finishing one’s education” is a phrase
never seriously used by middle-aged people.
It would be a dismal day indeed, that on
which any one of us “finished our educa-
tion.”” Nay, those who have matriculated
to any purpose in the great University of
the World, feel that every year they are
learning fasler, and securing more. In
looking back five years, it seems to me that
IThave learned so muech, that I could not
have known much before. I would per-
haps be obliged to settle down upon that
rather unflattering conclusion, buy for this,
that I remember, most perfectly, having
the same feeling five years ago. That
which is near seems to us the most impor-
tant; and the last knowledge we obtain
is apt to be estimated to the disparagement
of all we had acquired before. But to
value the gatherings of former years, and
to have confidence in our past judgment,
is something worth conserving.

A friend comes in.
opinion upon something that interests ue—
his deliberate judgment upon the affair.
We trust his julgment jugl in proportion as
Wwe trust his general ability, knowledge, and
clear-headedness. If his advice was given
last week, or three months ago, we still
trust it, Now, let us be our own friend.
Let our own judgment of yesterday, or last
week, or last summer, be as valuable to us
a8 would he the judgment of a valued friend.
And, let us not continually be re-opening a
subject we have deliberately decided on.
The probabilities are that when we decided
the point, the evidence for and against the
decision arrived at was far more cleaxly
Spread hefore us than at this moment ; the
Certainty is that our abilities for deciding
Tightly were as good then as now.

Unless we decide, we cannot acquire. The
1aboratory of the chemist, or the warehouse
of the merchant, would soon be as chaos it-
self, were packages merely received. They

He gives us his
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must also be opened, arranged, and proper-
Iy bestowed for inspection and use. This
takes judgment, and needs decision. Just
s0 with knowledge. We may receive it in
a crude state, or wrapped in any disguise,
but we must decide what to do with it, and
how (o arrange it, else we might as well he
without it.  Knowledge at call is like
money at call.  Any amount of Milwaukee
bonds will not save a Commercial Bank ;
butanother half-million of gold in the vaults
would have bridged the crisis. T have met
men with immense stores of information—
cyelopedias of knowledge,—and yet my
conversation with them was a species of
mining. Their stores of acquired know-
ledge lay under numberless strata of un-
readiness and lhesitation and undigested
crudities ; and you had to bore down to the
precious ore you wished to reach. Such
men are generally found to have acquired
their knowledge from hooks execlusively,
and not from men, nor even {rom observa-
tion—for the faculty of observing, without
the mingling in the world which pernrits it
to be used, is like a sixth sense—an instru-
mentality without a function. Call such a
man to address an assembly, lead in a bril-
liant conversation,' write a newspaper ar-
ticle, drafl an elaborate resolution, or =2
hundred other things which a man of far
less information, but of accomplished tact,
could readily do, and he hopelessly floun-
ders ; irritated at himself, and conscious of
the ungainly figure he must make.

You may know this elass by two or three
signs.  They are very ready Lo correct you
where they think you are wrong ; sometimes
indeed, “ taking you up before you fall '
and are sure to make striking and some-
times amusing mispronunciations of (to
you) well-known names. Think not the
less of these worthy blunderers. They may
be able to explain to you Kepler’s laws, of
which you only knew the name hefore ; or
explain to you clearly the philosophy of the
logarithms, apart from their dry details; or
show you beauties of expression or allusion
in ¢Paradise Lost” you never imagined
before. The polish, the tact, the feady-for-
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use arranging of his stores, will come with
the opportunity. 1f the opportunity never
comes, he has at least the miser's joy with-
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fringement of the decalogue. To go with

I boots unblacked seemed a greater crime

than treachery or ingratitude. And yet

out the miser’s guilt—the joy of acquisition. ‘John was a good fellow, after all. If he

Sometimes 1 lose sight of a young man
for two or three years. e turns up again;
and T learn that the intervalhas been spent
in some Academy or College.

i had not been a good lad, his father would

never have consented to bear his college
charges. But he was won over to the

But I feel ' scheme of John'’s being a ¢ college-learned

almost abashed in the youngling’s presence. \I farmer *’ principally by the conviction that
Here is such an appearance of knowledge ; | ** John would not be spoiled by it.” If

o ready in his utterance, and so calmly

superior in his manner, that I get no in-

John had learned, with all his other ae-

| quirements, the importance of first impres-

ward peace till I argue the matier over in | sions, he would have heen careful that
my own mind, somehow thus :(—“ T am tex?. : these, on his coming home should be favor-
fifteen, or twenty years older than this!able to him. His father’s prejudices were

young mai. 1 cannot and
myself of wasting or neglecting opportuni-
hard to get mental riches, Surely this
man’s opportunities have not heen tenfold
those of mine,
commanding.” And so I get rid of the
sarprise ;
possible to put all one’s

and by and by 1 see that it is!farm appetite at the table.

do not accuse j aroused. Needlessly aroused, for he should

| have known that conceit is not a fatal de-
ties of acquiring knowledge. I have labored | fect in a young man.

It wears off ; and

' the conceited young man comes ¢ through

| the mill,” generally, a self-reliant man by
por his mental capacity so |the time middle-age arrives.

In two weeks, John had regained his

In two more

stock in the win- | his hands had become hardened with work,

Jow, intellectnally as well as commercially. ‘ and he had ceased showing his blisters and
Perhaps it is all right; for who would not . elaiming sympathy for them. About this
put to use that which he possesses? But|time, I fell in with the old man, and some-

then the youngsters should not seek to thing like the following conversation en-

astonish their elders too much on such a!sued —

slender capital of real knowledge. i

"Twas thus with
John. He persaaded his

TFarmer Berridge's son, ! got John back.

father to devote iledge is somewhat gratified, and his mind

Myself —¢ Well, Mr. Berridge, you have
I hope his thirst for know-

the half of a year's crop 10 Lis eollege ex- | expanded by his studies, and that we shall
penses, instead of having the whole of it |all be proud of him in days to come.”’

invested in a piece of land which was one
day to be his. In Jue time the young man
came home. He still intended to be a
He thoughi he could plough as
well, and cradle as well as before: and so
he could perhaps, but his hands got dread-
fully blistered, at which his father looked
unutterable contewpt. Jolu Was dainty :?L
the table, and was continually washing his
hands. In his anxiety to avoid the slang
terms and rather coarse proverbial expres
sions that passed for current coin 8t home,
he swayed over to the other extreme,
affected a precision that became at times
ludicrously pedantic. A solecisi in gram-
mar appeared with him to equal an in-

farmer.

and

Farmer.— Yes, he's home! I wishIhad
that six hundred dollars back, and the three
years' labor he hasn’t given me.”

M.—<«You surprise me. Has he fallen
igto bad courses, or wasted his opportuni-
ties to such an extent ?”’

F.—++Oh, he has been busy enough, I war-
rant. It would take me a dozen years at
least, to get such superfine airs. He takes
more time every morning to wash, and fix
his hair, and brush his teeth, just to go to
the plough, than 1 did to dress myself on
my wedding day. He can't eat pork, and
he ean’t harrow barefoot. He can’t bind
without great gloves on, aud he can’t lift

| the dirty end of a rail in the cedar-swamp.
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He can’tgo to the field without a necktie,
and he can’t sit down to table without his
coat. He tells me I mustsay fqught, instead
of learned ; and connof, instead of can't.
That I must not say ‘me and him,’ any
more, but ‘he and 1.’ And I can't see
what colleges are good for, but to make
young men conceited. I tell you what,
I've read somewhere that ¢a little learn-
ing is a dangerons thing,” and that’s just
what John has got. I suppose if he went
twenty years more to college he would be
Wise; and by that time it would take my
last penny to keep him. I don’t know what
is to hecome of him.”

I'told him to have patience. That just
as the great railway embankment before
his house, which this year produced only
mulleins, and next year will produce
thistles, will have a fine sod of white clover
and dandelions the third year,—and then
Would no longer be an eyesore in the land-
scape,—so he must bear to see a few weeds
sprout up in John’s mind just now ; a bet-
ter growth would soon follow.
there were no folly in youth, there could be
no wisdom in age-—for we are wise only by
Comparison. I said John’s eonceit would
by and by flower out into self-reliance;

 his pedantry shrink away ashamed before
| the stores of unlearned wisddm yet before

him ; that he would be none the worse as
& cultivator of the soil because he cultivat-

1 e.d his mind; and that in the ecase ofa
. little Boy wearing his first boots, a young

Man spending his first academic leisure, or
& Young woman in the midst of a first flir-
tation, there was much charity to be used,
and much folly to be winked at. He must
look at John as he was five years ago, and
Wait to see what he would be five years

Fence, before deciding finally on the sub-
Ject,

I think I did John a service, though per-
haps he never knew it. His father did ex-
®Teise more patience and charity ; and
though John really was, for a time, very
Provoking with his assumptions of know-
ledge, ne gradually got over it; and now
Would he ag ready to confess as Iam to as-

That if:
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sert, that the College of the World is the
best academy of learning, and that in our
‘“ academic days”’ we only learn to handle
the fools by which we are to carve out for
ourselves intellectual eminence or fruitful
wisdom.

Our forefathers were much in favor of
giving you information under cover of ask-
ing it of you; in other words, of teaching
by way of ¢ question and answer.” In
many instances the ask-that-you-may-know
prineciple will be found a very excellent
one, TFor instance, you are a hundred
miles away from the nearest college, and
twenty from the nearest library, and ex-
pect no aid from either; and yet you have
half-a~-dozen queries:—some name in bio-
graphy, some allusion in a Leview, some
quotation you know not from whom, some
new term in mechanies or seience—any-
thing you will, or rather something that
you would. Now, how are you to acquire
these odds and ends of knowledge? My
way has been this: remember your ques-
tion—lie in wait (as it were) with it, and
the answer will come as without an effort.
A very “ practical person once asked me
how long he would need to wait for his an-
swer, if he acted on my recommendation.
I'said to him I had rarely been obliged to
wait over a month. When you do get
your answer, you will get a thought along
with it and that is, that you might have
had the answer long ago, if you had but
thought of asking the question ; for you get
your answer in the most ordinary way—
from books, from papers, or in conversa-
tion. ’Tisseldom, in such cases, we direct-
ly ask a friend, though that would appear
a very direct way ; pride sometimes comes
in; the right person may not be at hang,
or he might think we were quizzing him.
A young friend of mine acted, however,
on different principles. He had a hundred
yuestions in a day, and a hundred times in

a day he flang them at me; and at the end

of three years I feared he had run me dry.
He learned something, perhaps—but so
did 1.
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To study one’s self is the surest way to
begin the study of human nature ; and with-
out the study of human nature, no man
was ever wise. ’Tis but a few weeks since
I heard a man, anxious to do honor to his

own calling, assert that to travel the coun-
nd buying sheepskins,

try, peddling wares 2
f mental wealth—

needed the same kind o
viz., the knowledge of human nature—that
it did to excel in the pulpit or at the bar.
Little doubt, when we come to think of i,
that he was right.

In our efforts to study man, it is of im-
portance that we begin aright. There is
always a proper as well as an improper
point of view for every landscape. Lord
Lyttleton’s sons played a seurvy trick on
the poet Shenstone, when they introduced
visitors to his modest domain, vig the little
end of his avenue. As his possessions
would not permit him to have along avenue,
he had made it in appearance longer, by
having it greater in width and bordered
with larger trees at one end than the other,
and was careful always to take visitors to
the large end, where the vista was some-
what imposing. To look up the avenue
from the other end, was like looking through
the wrong end of a telescope-—everything
was dwarfed outrageously. So, to look
n man from some outlandish point of
may be very entertaining, but is at
once unjust and unwise. We are ourselves
often conscious of being misjudged, and we
rget that others are as sensitive

If we look upon men in the
light'of their nobler qualities, their blemish-
es will appear to us in much the same light
that our own do, as things to be regretted,
amended, passed charitably over—never to
be harshly judged by friendship, and never
to be judged at all by prejudice.

I have a little niece in Paris,
who, inheriting what in her casp is family
peculiatity, is a great lover of horses and
dogs; and the house is seldom without
more than one specimen of the bluest,
grayest, shaggiest terrier that ever hunted
rat or weasel. Among other photographs
in the house, was one of Thomas Carlyle,

upo
view,

must not fo
as we are.
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lately obtained, as much perhaps from con-
siderations of old neighborly associations as
from admiration of literary eminence. Now
thfa great cynie, notwithstanding all he has
said about the shams and windbags of this
deggnerate age, has actually adopted the
last innovation, and gone in with the *“ beard
movement.” As might be expected from
zeréxan.who had shaved for fifty years, his
: rd is more sturdy than silken, and well
grizzled in color. And the lines and fur-
:EZ’S of thought—anxious and unsatisfying
ught—are deep and many about the
corners of his eyes. Somehow, a philoso-
phy that puts itself in the place of GoD to a
man, does leave its stamp so deeply on the
flace of its devotee. My little niece got
“old of the picture, but upside down.
O.h !” she exclaimed, with a shriek of
d'?hght, “Oh! doggie.” Wide as is the
d}stax}ce between a philosopher and a ter-
Tier, it seems well nigh extinguished as you
look at the picture wrong end up. Many
hi}Vg done with intent, what my little niece
did in ignorance, looked ata man with his
moral qualities reversed, and because he
saw him wrongfully he judged him cruelly,
and pronounced him ¢ doggie.”’

CONNOR.

“Tothe Memory of Patri y
This simple gtone wgs erec:texaclgv (ﬁ?sn ggf ow-
Workmen.”
. vlv'll:flse words you may read any day upon
froml‘t? slab in a cemetery not many miles
o b 2 dew quk; but you might read them
littl‘m red times without guessing at the
o t:htragedy they indicate, without know-
th§ 1e l}umble romance which ended with
o blacing of that stone above the dust of
n;z Poor and humble man.

bmn;us shabby frieze jacket and mud-laden
as }%e ns llxe was searcely an attractive object
hardw‘:,a ked into Mr. Bawn’s great tin and
g lf1‘e /shop, one day, and presented

m I?veatf the counter with an,—
ver honor.?’en tould ye advertised for hands,

“F lllly s 3 i

1 pplied, my man,” said Mr.

Es,ov;r;n, not lifting his head frou,x his account

“I'd work faithful, sir, and take low

wages, till I ~on'd = b ;
sthady—I would thaa,,“tther, and 1'd learn



CONNOR.

It was an Irish brogue, and Mr. Bawn
always declared that he never would em-
ploy an incompetent hand. Yet the tone
attracted him. He turned briskly, and with
his pen behind his ear, addressed the man,
who was only one of the fifty who had
answered his advertisement for four work-
men that morning.

“ What makes you expect to learn faster
than other folks—are you any smarter ?’

“T'll not say that,” said the man, ¢but
I'd be wishing to; that 'ud make it asier.”

¢ Are you used to the work ?”’

“T’ve done & bit of it.”

¢ Much ?”’

«No, yer ‘honor. Il tell no lie. Tim.
’Toole hadn’t the like of this place ; but I
know a bit about tins.”

“You are too old for an apprentice, and
you’d be in the way, I calculate,” said Mr.
Bawn, looking at the brawny arms and
bright eyes that promised strength and in-
telligence. ‘¢ Besides, I know your coun-
trymen—lazy, good-for-nothing fellows, who
never do their best. No: I've been taken
in by Irish hands before, and I won’t have
another.”

¢ The Virgin will have to be afther bring-
ing ’em over in her two arms, thin,” said
the man, despairingly, ¢ for I've tramped all
day for the last fortnight, and niver a job
can I get, and that’s the last penny I have,
yer honor, and it’s but a half one.”

As he spoke he spread his palm open with
an English halfpenny upon it.

‘ Bring whom over ¥’ asked Mr. Bawn,
arrested by the odd speech gs he turned upon
his heel, and turned back again. '

‘¢ Jist Nora and Jamesy.”

“ Who are they ’

“The wan’s me wife, the other me
¢hild,” said the man. O, masther, jistthry
me. How’ll I bring ’em over to me if no
One will give me a job ? I wantto be airn-
1ng, and the whole big city seems aginst it,
and me with arms like thim.”

He bared his arms to the shoulder as he
8poke, and Mr. Bawn looked at them, and
then at his face.

« “Ill hire you for the week,” he said,
.2nd now as it’s noon, go down into the

k}QChen and tell the girl to get you your
inner—a hungry man can’t work.”

And with an Irish blessing, the new hand
obeyed, while Mr. Bawn, untying hisapron,
Went up stairs to his own meal.

. Suspicions as he was of the new hand’s
Integrity and ability, he was agreeably dis-
appointed. Connor worked hard and ac-

tually learned fast. At the end of the week
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he was engaged permanently, and soon was
the best workman in the shop.

He was a great talker, but not fond of
drink or wasting money. As his wages
grew he hoarded every penny, and wore the
same shabby clothes in which he had made
his first appearance. ‘¢ Beer costs money,”
he said one day, “and ivery cint I spind
puts off the bringing Nora and Jamesy over ;
and as for clothes, them I have must do
me—betther no coat to me back than no
wife and boy by me fireside ; and anyhow,
it’s slow work saving.”’

It was slow work, but he kept at it all the
same. Other men, thoughtless and full of
fun, tried to make him drink—made a jest
of his saving habits, coaxed him to accom-
pany them to places of amusement or to
share in their Sunday frolies. All in vain.
Connor liked beer, liked fun, liked com-
panionship ; but he would not delay that
long-looked-for bringing of Nora over, and
was not ‘‘ mane enough’ to accept favors
of others. He kept his way, a martyr to
his one great'wish—living on little, work-
ing at night on any extra job he could earn
a few shillings by; running errands in his
noontide hours of rest, and talking to any
one who would listen of hisone great hope,
and of Noraand little Jamesy.

At first the men, who prided themselves
on being all Americans, and on turning out
the best work in the city, made a sort of
butt of Connor, whose ¢ wild Irish’ ways
and verdancy were indeed often laughable.
But he won their hearts at last, and when,
one day, mounting a workbench, he shook
his little bundle, wrapped in a red kerchief,
before their eyes, and shouted,  Look, boys,
I've got the whole at last! I'm goin’ to
bring Nora and Jamesy over at last!
Whoroo! I've got it I all felt a sympathy
in his joy, and each grasped his great hand
in eordial congratulations, and one proposed
to treat all round, and drink a good voyage
to Nora.

They parted in a merry mood, most of
the men going to comfortable homes. Byt
poor Connor’s resting-place was a poor lodg-
ing house, where he shared a crazy garret
with four other men, and in the joy of his
heart the poor fellow exhibited his handker-
chief with his hard-earned savings tied up
in a hard wad in the middle, before he put
it under his pillow and fell agleep. When
he wakened in the morning, he found his
treasure gone.  Some villain, more con-
temptible than most bad men are, had
robbed him.

At first Connor could not even believe it
lost. He searohed every corner af the room,
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shook his quilt and blankets, a,nddbe'ggeeitl
those about him to * quit joking and g1v
1
ba%];t at last he realized the trut}l; thaved
#Is any man that bad that 1tls v
from me ?’ he asked, in & bx;?ath ess way.
« Boys, is any man that bad !
And some one an(s}wereo(l,——lt’s Ciole.”
¢ ubt of it, Connor. .
Tkll\gldgonnor put his h'eaxl d(i)wr; otn hﬁ
hands and lifted up his voice and w 1pn.e D
was one of those sights which meid icve
forget. It seemeddmﬁ'r:(tzlﬁ?lx(ll hf ;31:,” beas é
and hi ]
Z;pl:::s?eng;? « months away from him
: " .
agaﬁlgf when he went to work that day it
seemed to all who saw hiI.n that .heh haéd-
picked up a new determination. His hands
e e never idle. His face seemed to say,
‘V‘V f’xil have Nora with me yet.”” At noon he
seratched out a letter, .blotted a.n(}l1 tv}(:r(yi
strangely scrawled, telling Nora w da h.a.
happened ; and those who o_bser'.ved. im,
noticed that he had no meat with hxs_ nzlner.
Indeed, from that moment he ;we kog
bread, potatoes, and coi(de (\livggg,r gn Iv:ogrreew
ever wor .
?: lf)ee:v t}?;e?alk of the shop, and now Lha,%
sympathy was excited, every one w_a.ntl;e}
to help Connor. Jobs were thlgown m1 15
way, kind words and friendly wishes helpe
him,mightily; but no power could make
him share the food or drink of any other
w%lli:;a;:emed o sort of charity to him.
8till he was helped alongé Nﬁré)risseﬁg g(iﬁn
se , ,
f\‘h' BZZ‘{;“’::;;%’(’I&%& this and that and
thz :trher added to the little hoard., %)t gflew
faster than the first, and Connorfl Er 23
was not so heavy. At last, before he ; ‘of,
it, he was once more alz’le t:l) tsa}'rk,xow hlir;
lrt;innr to bring them over,” an ; Oes o s
Ean(fkerehief, in which, as be Orv’er B
up his earnings; this time, howe tra;1 nls
to his friends. Cauiious among & estgbuti
he hid the treasure, and kept !filtsh‘é o hets
-toned over it night and day unti o toket
were bought and sent. Then eve Yor unz
woman, and child, capable of hea(‘inﬁir by
derstanding, knew that Nora an
were coming.
There was John Jones, who bad mf)re 11of
the brute in his composition than usuflml g
" falls to the lot of man—even he, Who1 a,,s
coolly hurled his hammer at an offend :;h
head, missing him by a hair’s bl'ea},1 ;
would spend ten minutes in the noon hou).'
in reading the Irish news to Connor. There
Wwas Tomn Barker, the meanest man among
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the number, who had never been known to
give any thing to any one before, absolute}y :
bartered an old jacket for a. pair of gilt
vases which a peddler brought in his basket.
to the shop, and presented them to Connor
for his Nora’s mantelpiece. And here was
idle Dick, the apprentice, who actually
worked two hours on Connor’s work, when
illness kept the Irishman at home one day.
Connor felt this kindness, and returned it
whenever it was in his power, and the days
flew by and brought at last a letter from
his wife.

“She would start as he desired, and she
was well and so was the boy, and might the
Lord bring them safely to each other’s arms
and bless those who had been so kind to
him.” That was the substance of the epistle
which Connor proudly assured his fellow-
workmen Nora wrote herself, She had
lived at service, as a girl, with a certain
good old lady, who had given her an educa-
tion, the items of which Connor told upon hig
fingers. ‘ The radin’, that’s one, and the
writin’, that’s two, and the cyphrin’, that’s
three, and moreover, she knows all a Wo-
man ean.” Then he looked up at his fel-
low-workmen with tears in his eyes, and
asked,—

“Do ye wondher the time seems long
between me an her, hoys

So it was—Nora at the dawn of day—
Nora at noon—Nora at night—until the
news came that the < Stormy Petrel” had
come to Port, and Connor, breathless and
pale with excitement, flung his cap in the
air and shouted.

It happened on a holiday afternoon, and
half & dozen men were ready to go with
Connor to the steamer and give his wife a
greeting. Her little home was ready; Mr.
Bawn’s servant had put it in order, and
Connor took one peep atit before starting.

“She hadn’t the like of that in the owld
counthry,” hesaid. ¢ Butghe’ll know how
to kape thim tidy.”

Then he led the way towards the dock
where the steamer lay, at a pace which
made it hard for the rest to follow him.
The spot was reached at last ; a erowd of
vehicles blockaded the street; a troop of
emigrants came thronging up ; fine calbin
passengers were stepping into cabs, and
drivers, porters, and all manner of em-
ployees were yelling and shouting in the
usual manner. Nora would wait on board
for her hushand—he knew that.

The little group made their way into the
vessel at last, and there, amidst those who

sat watching for coming friends, Connor
searched for the two so dear to him ; pa-
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€iently at first, eagerly but patiently ; but
by-and-by growing anxious and excited.

¢“She would niver go alone,” he said.
4 She’d be lost inthirely ; I bade her wait,
but I don’t see her, boys, I think she’s not
in it.” -

¢ Why don’t you see the captain ¥’ asked
one, and Connor jumped at the suggestion.
In a few moments he stood before a portly,
rubicund man, who nodded to him kindly.

¢J am lookin’ for my wife, yer honor,”
-53id Connor, “and I can’t find her.”

¢« Perhaps she’s gone ashore,” said the
captain.

I bade her wait,” said Connor.

¢ Women don’t always do as they are
bid, you know,” said the captain.

¢ Nora would,” said Connor; ¢ but may-
be she was left behind. Maybe she didn’t
<come ; I somehow think she didn’t.”

At the name Nora the captain started.
In a moment he asked,—

“What is your name?”’

¢ Pat Connor,” said the man.

* And your wife’s was Nora 2"’

‘ That’s her name, and the hoy with her
is Jamesy, yer honor,” said Connor.

The eaptain looked at Connor’s friends,
they looked at the captain. Then he said,
huskily,—

‘“Sit down, my man ; I've got something
to tell you.”

¢t She’s left behind’’—said Connor.

¢ She sailed with us,” said the captain.

¢ Where is she ?” asked Connor.

The captain made no answer.

“My man,” he said “we all have our
frials ; God sendsthem. * Yes—Nora started
‘Wwith us.”

Connor said nothing. He was looking at
the captain now, white to his lips.

“It’s been a sickly season,”’ said the
captain. ‘“ We had illness on board—the
cholera. You know that.”

“Tdidn’t,” said Connor; I can’t read,
they kep’ it from me."”

. “We didn't want to frighten him,” said
One man, in a half whisper.

“You knew how long we lay at quar-
antine ?”’

“The ship I came in did that,” said
Connor.

‘ Did ye say Nora went ashore ?
to be lookin’ for her, captain.”

“Many died,” went on the ecaptain—
“ many children. When we were half way
here your hoy was taken sick”—
‘“ Jamesy,” gasped Connor. :
‘“ His mother watched him night and
-day,” said the captain, and we did all we
could, but at last he died; only one of

Ought
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many. There were five buried that day.
But it broke my heart to see the mother
looking out upon the water. ¢It’s his
father I think of,’ said she; ¢he’s longing
0 to see poor Jamesy.””’

Connor groaned.

s« Keep up if you can, my man,” said the
captain. ‘I wish any one else had it to
tell rather than I. That night Nora was
taken ill also; very suddenly. She grew
worse fast. In the morning she called me |
to her.

¢ ¢«Tell Connor Idied thinking of him,
she said, ‘and tell him to meet me'— And,
my man, God help you, she never said any
thing more—in an hour she was gone.”

Connor had risen. He stood up, trying
to steady himself; looking at the captain
with his eyes dry as two stones. Then he
turned to his friends:

“T’ve got my death, boys,” he said, and
then dropped to the floor like a log.

They raised him and bore him away. In
an hour he was at home on the little bed
which had been made ready for Nora,
weary with her long voyage. There, at
last, he opened his eyes. Old Mr. Bawn
bent over him; he had been summoned by
the news, and the room was full of Connor’s
fellow-workmen.

¢ Better, Connor ! asked the old man.

‘A dale,” said Connor. ¢ It’saisy now ;
T'll be with her soon. And look ye, mas-
ther. I've learnt one thing—God is good ;
He wouldn’t let me bring Nora over to me,
but He’s taking me over to her—and
Jamesy—over the river; don’t you see it,
and her standing on the other side to wel-
come me”’—

And with those words Connor stretched
out his arms. Perhaps he did see Nora—
Heaven only knows—and so died.

THE DIFFERENCE.

Men loose their ships, the eager things,
To try their luck at sea;
But none can tell by note or count,
How many there may be.
One turneth east, another south—
They never come again,
And then we know they must have sunk,
But neither how nor when, .

Grod sends His happy birds abroad—
«They're less than ships,” say we;

No moment passes but He knows
How many there should be.

One buildeth high, another low,
With just a bird’s light care—

If only one, perchance, doth fall,
God knoweth when and where.

—Round Table.
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THE CAPTURE OF LOUISBURG.

AN HISTORICAL SKEICH.

BY JAMES WOODROW, ST. JOHN, N. B.

s

England and France long claimed the
right to divide between them the greater
part of North America. Both nations sent
out a number of colonies, and strove to es-
tablish their respective civilizations. Not
always peaceful neighbors at home, they
were not peaceful neighbors in their
American possessions. Wars were waged,
battles were fought, treaties were sign-
ed ; Acadia being one of the chief battle-
grounds for several generations. Sometimes
the French flag waved, and then the British
one took its place.

Among the people who earried with them
to America the English flag and the Eng-
lish tongue, were a considerable number
of exiles from the land of their birth. They
desired to worship God in their own way,
and this was denied them. They wanted
civil freedom, but it could not then be
found in the land of their fathers. They
found a home in the Western wilds, and
their numbers were from time to time aug-
mented by fresh arrivals. Although miles
from Old England, they would not part
with the English name, and a New Eng-
land sprang up on this side of the water.
In religion they were Congregationalists, or
Independents, and they established their
faith on New England soil, and borrowing
from John Calvin the idea that the Church
and the school-house should go together,
they discovered and adopted one of the
noblest systems of Free Schools that ever
was devised by man, and then, in the lan-
guage of Mrs. Hemans,

“The sounding aisles of the dim woods rang
With the anthems of the free.”

Driven by tyranny from the land they
loved, they joined not with England’s ene-
mies. They may have resisted the tyran-
nical rule of the agents of the Stuarts, and
stood up for their rights after the Stuarts
teased to govern ; but when England wasat

war with foreigners, they never failed te
render effective service. For their fidelity
to the British flag they suffered much, and
were ready to, and often did, carry war inte
the French territory. At the very time
they imprisoned English Governors, they
were engaged in fighting England’s battles.
I\'Iew England not only fitted out expedi-
tions against Acadia, but maintained the
garrison at Port Royal, after its capture.

Inthe beginning of the eighteenth cen-
tury, the two rival monarchs, William III.
and Louis of France, were almost at the:
c'lose of their earthly career, having spent a.
leetime fighting against each other. Wil-
h.a,m was suffering from a mortal disease,—
his feet were swollen, and he was scarcely
able tospeak. He shut himself up, planning-
new alliances against France, governing
t?e policy of Europe, and shaping the des-
tiny of America. He did not live to see
the end of the wars in which he engaged
the nations of Europe, but, eventually, his
Policy for the balance of power prevailed,
by the treaty of Utrecht, in 1712, Massa~
chusetts was not behindhand in fighting
William’s battles in America ; and after his
death a Massachusetts expedition recaptured
?ort Royal, which was named Annapolis,
in honor of Queen Anne, since which time
the British flag has never been lowered at
that place by the hand of an enemy. By
the treaty of Utrecht, France ceded to
England the possession of the Bay of Hud-
son, and its borders, as well as Newfound-
land and Acadia.

On the surrender of Acadia to England,
P‘Y the treaty of Utrecht, Bancroft says:

Thelakes, the rivulets, the granite ledges of
Cape Breton, were immediately occupied as
a Province, and French fugitives from New-
foundland and Acadia built their huts along
1ts coasts wherever safe inlets invited fish-
érmen to spread their flukes, and the soil to
plant fields anq gardens. In a few years
the fortificationg of Louisburg began to rise
—thekey to the st. Lawrence, the bulwark
of the I?renoh fisheries, and of French com-
merce in North America. From Cape
Breton, the dominion of Louis extended up
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the St. Lawrence to Lake Superior, and
from that Lake through the whole course
of the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico and
the Bay of Mobile.”

The English capital of Acadia, or Nova
Scotia, was at Port Royal, or Annapolis,
and the English eclaimed all the country to
the borders of Maine and Canada, a claim
which the French afterwards disputed. At
the capital there were some twelve or
thirteen hundred of the French settlers,
styled neutrals, and considerable numbers
in other parts of the Province. But diffi-
culties soon arose between the French and
the British ; and the New England people,
who were engaged in a great struggle
themselves with the British Crown, joined
heartily in every attempt made to sustain
the British flag in Acadia. Repeated com-
plaints were made to the Governor of
Louisburg, of infractions of treaties, but
his answers were not satisfactory to the
Governor of Massachusetts.

In the land of our fathers there had been
a long and unequal struggle for civil and
religious liberty, from the days of Elizabeth.
The people had risen in their might, and
had once established fuller liberty than
England was prepared to have. The re-
volution of 1688 had settled affairs so that
the nation commenced a cpreet, if not with,
at least on the road to, liberty. Forces
were gradually developing themselves, both
in Church and State, threatening to over-
turn bigotry and intolerance.

Among the men who threw aside alle-
glance to ecclesiastical superiors, in the
eighteenth century, stand prominently John
Wesley and George Whitfield. Chureh-
men they were, but they violated all the
usages of the establishment to which they
clung through their lives. They travelled
from place to place, the length and breadth
of the land, calling upon men everywhere
to repent. Sometimes they would be in
America, sometimes in England, at others
in Scotland or Ireland. Whitfield met
with rough treatment on both sides of -the
Wwater, writs being served upon him again
and again ‘ concerning the health of his
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soul;”’ and at length he and Wesley dis.
agreed, and Whitfield was shut out from
most of the churches he had gathered in
England, and the buildings he had aided
to erect. Partly on that account, he gave
a considerable portion of his aitention te
New England.

Whitfield met with great encourage-
ment and sucecess in New England. There
were opposers there of his enthusiastic style
of preaching, but he had great power over
the masses ; and the more spiritual-minded
of the ministers assisted him in his efforis.
Whitefield loved New England and ite
people, and was beloved in return. Atone
time he made a lengthy visit to its shoxes,
during which the ¢ Great Awakening”
took place, and it is said that at least fifteen
thousand people were converted. In the
midst of that great revival, news came of
repeated outrageson the part of the Indians,
stirred up by the French—so the stories
ran. There may have been exaggerations
in these stories, but, whether or not,
Governor Shirley declared that no peace
could be had for Nova Scotia, and no safety
for the English residents, while the strong
fortifications of Louisburg were manned by
the French. He had previously written to
the military authorities of England on the
subject. and they pronounced the place im-
pregnable.

In the midst of the ¢ Gireat Awakening,”
Governor Shirley made a strange proposi-
tion. The ablest military men of England
had declared the capture of Louisburg im-
possible,—beyond the reach of England’s
power,—and Governor Shirley proposed
that it should be taken by the New England
people themselves, ¢ Sons of the Puritans,
turn from your prayer-meetings and take
up the sword and the musket. Descendants
of the liberty-loving Englishmen whe
crossed the sea for freedom, leave your
farming implements and make ready for
war on the Frenchman. Let us humble
France, overthrow ¢idol worship,’ protect
the settlers of Nova Scotia, and plant the
British flag on the proud walls of Louis-

burg.” .
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Col. Peperell, a devoted friend of Whit-
field, was chosen to lead the expedition.
But where were the men for such a ¢ forlorn
hope Gbod judges of warfare proclaimed
it a mad expedition.

George Whitfield had, with all the en-
ergy of his soul, called for recruits to the
religion of Jesus; but he listened t,ot'he
proposals of the Governor. e bec%%me' in-
terested. He threw all his energies into
the movement. The great preacher called
the people together, and stirred their souls
with his eloguence. Ie urged them to
go forward in the name of Jehovah, The
volunteers were forthcoming. DMr. Sher-
burne, at whose house Whitfield often
lodged, went as Commissary. When the
expedition was ready, Whitfield gave it 5
flag with this motto, *Ni/ despemndum,
Ciristo duce;”’ ¢ Fear nothing while Christ
isleader.”” Whitfleld was invited to go ag
chaplain, but he declined on the ground
that he had a greater field of usefulyess,
He preached to them before their depay-
ture ; predicted success ; and off they wept
in good spirits. In six weeks, Whitfielq
preached a thanksgiving sermon for the fy)]
of the great stronghold, ¢ the Gibraltar of
America,” the news of which fell like 5
thunderbolt on astonished France. It gy
prised the military men of England anq
Europe, that a small force of New Englang
Puritans—and they mainly the subjecty of
a religious revival—should accompligh,
without the aid requested, that which the
most able warriors had declared wasscaree-
Iy possible to be done by the most powerful
force. ¢ The walls of Louisburg,” says a
writer, ¢ were forty feet thick at the base,
twenty to thirty feet high, surrounded by a
diteh eighty feet wide, and guarded by
sixteen hundred heroic Freuch veterans,
who were furnished with one hundred and
one cannon, seventy-six swivels, and six
mortars ; and the harbor was delended by
an inland battery of 32-pounders, and by
the royal battery on shore, having thirty
large cannon and a moat. The arrange-
ments were s0 perfeet that it was thought
that 200 men cowdd have held at bay 5000.”
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Thus was the British flag planted on the
walls of Louisburg, and the Canadians\in
alarm appealed to France.
was sent to recapture the stronghold, but it
met with disaster, In 1748, by the treaty
of Aix la Chapelle, Louishurg and the whole
of Cape Breton Wwere restored to France, but
in 1758 it wag Tetaken by Generals Ambherst
and Wolfe.

Great changes have taken place since
that period. The days of intolerance have
gone by, The British flag waves trom the
Atlantic to he Pacific. The descendants
of the defeateq French are loyal British
subjects,
their conquerors are aliens from the flag of
their fathers. The Puritan, the Anglican,
and the Roman Catholie, meet together in
the halls of legislation, and grasp each
othex warmly by the hand, and no longer
treat each other as idolaters or heretics.
A new «Dominion” has sprung into ex-
istence, in which Fremch and English,
Protestant and Catholic, Jew and Gentile,
are on an equality; civil and religious
liberty is fully guaranteed ; and the dream
of John Milton, the liberty-loving poet,
“ Methinks I see a puissant nation, ete.,”
is fully yealized in our new Dominion, set-

A great fleet :;

and many of the descendants of !

]

i
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ting forth with happy omens upon its career |

of prosperity and greatness.

May the different races commingle; may
the different forms of faith never separate
men from each other’s friendship ; and may
the history of the past—instead of serving
35 roots of bitterness—induce the repre-
Sentatives of each race io respect the nobi-

lity and the heroism of other races and |

Nationalities who are to unite with them in

Wworking for the good of our new nation-
ality.

— At her wedding the Queen of Greece
WOre a robe of cloth of silver embroidered
with bouquets of silver flowers, huttoned
down the fron by enormous diamonds, fas-
tened round the wajst by a belt of diamonds,
trimming round the top of the corsage and
§leeYes to match ; necklace, bracelets, &ec.,
in diamonds; 4, diadem on the forehead, and
the royal erown fastened at the back of the
head ; the train was of crimson velvet.
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BY J.M. W.

Garibaldi, smarting under the disappoint-
ment and grief of a fresh defeat, is now an
old man of threescore years, though with
the fiery energy of his youth still unex-
hausted and unquenchable. There are not
many life-records more changeful or more
active than his: there are not many men
of one idea who have pursued it with equal
devotion and simplieity of purpose. In one
land or another, he has toiled continually
for the freedom of his race, and has proved
himself a scourge of tyrants, whether the
tyranny complained of was political or
Spiritual.

From a very humble sphere in life, and
Surrounded by the depressing influences of
Poverty, he has emerged, to attract a large
share of the world’s attention, and to exert
an influence in the world’s affairs that—
whether or no history may do him justice
—will be perpetuated through coming
ages ; and it is not boastingly or unmean-
ingly that he has been styled ¢ the most
celebrated radical in Europe.”

Garibaldi was born at Nice on the 22nd
of July, 1807,—a sailor’s son and himself a
sailor. In his boyish days he was so fa-
tuiliarized with danger as to be insensible to
fear ; for while quite a lad his vessel was
three times plundered by pirates. Left
Sick and all but dying at Constantinople,
Upon his recovery he spent some time at
the Turkish capital as a tutor in the family
of the lady who had kindly nursed him
through hisillness. Anaccidental meeting
Wwith an Italian patriot when he was about
twenty-two or three years of age first fired
his heart with that love for Italian unity
‘which has since been the master-passion of
his life. In 1834 he entered the Sardinian
havy as a sailor on board the frigate
“ L’Eurydice,” but left this employment
Boon afterwards to join a fruitless republi-
can movement set on foot at Genoa; ner-
Towly escaping with his life, to find himself
by proclamation condemned to death by the
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Sardinian government. His next veniure
was a short service on board a frigate of
the Bey of Tunis. Then he offered himself
asa nurse in a cholera-hospital in Marseilles.
On his release he sailed as second mate on
hoard a vessel bound for Rio-Janeiro, and
then entered the service of the Rio-Grande
against Btrazil,

His biography in South America reads
like a romance. He was shipwrecked,
shot through the neck in a severe engage-
ment, captured by the enemy, endured a
shameful torture, intended to compel him
to hetray his friends, and suffered the pangs
of starvation. In almost his darkest hour,
when all good fortune seemed to have de-
serted him, he found upon the Rio-Grande
his beloved wife Anita,—the mother of the
Ttalian heroes of to-day—Menotti and Ricei-
otti Garibaldi. A half-dozen years of war-
fare—always active and with various re-
sults—and then his yearning for Italy and
for tidings of his parents, coupled with a
feeling of disgust that the jealousies of the
Republican chiefs should have rendered
futile many a well-fought field, induced
him to leave the Rio-Grande. To raise the
necessary funds, he became a bullock-drover,
but the proceeds were swallowed up in ex-
penses. He also carried samples as a com-
mereial agent, and taught mathematics in
Monte-Video. He had to pass through
another campaign, however, before he re-
turned to his native land.

His last exploits in South America were
performed in the service of the Oriental
Republic, or Monte-Video, where he spent
some eight or nine years more in active
warfare, until the Anglo-French interven-
tion put an end to the struggle.

In 1847 he heard of the exaltation of Pio
Nono to the Pontificate, and of the reforms
instituted by him in hisgovernment. Gari-
baldi was so impressed by the reports that
had reached him, that he looked upon Pius
IX. as the political Messiah of Italy, and
unhesitatingly proffered his sword to his
holiness. Waiting in vain for some recog-
nition of this voluntary offering, he em-
barked on his own responsibility for Europe.



218

On the voyage homewards he had a narrow
escape through the clumsy a»ccident' of a
sailor. His vessel caught fire, and it V'vas
only through the desperate efforts of him-
self and a few compatriots that the flames
xtinguished.

Welile eJunel‘:of 1847, when all I.ta.ly ‘wa's
agitated by whisperings of revolution, Gari-
baldi landed at Nice. Charles Albert,
King of Sardinia,—the same who had con-
demned him to death a few years before,
and who had not, indeed, yet commuted the
sentence,—was engaged in a popular move-
ment to drive the Austrians out of .Lom-
bardy; but he was not magnar.umo.us
enough to accept the offer of Garibaldi’s
services. It was said that the government
feared the spirit of revolution, and the king
a powerful and popular rival. On the 12th
August, the difference between the king
and the guerrillero led to an open rupture.
Garibaldi proclaimed Charles Albert a
traitor, and declared war against both him
and the Austrians. But the fighting did
not last long, nor was any great visible re-
sult accomplished for Italy. The last scene
of the war, however, was grandly dramatic.
Garibaldi was prostrate—dying, it was
thought—with typhus-fever at Lerino. A
couple of regiments of the enemy were
already in the streets, and, with eh?etrify-
ing power, the ery of ¢ The Austrians!?
reached Garibaldi's ear. He staggered
from his bed, mounted his horse, headed
his legion, routed the enemy’s aflvance,
and, pushing on to Mazzare.ne with only
five hundred soldiers, he cut his way through
an army of ten thousand Austrians, and
reached Switzerland in safety.

The revolution in Rome in 1848, which
eventnally drove the Pope to Gaeta, then
attracted his attention. The glory attach-
ing to the name of Garibaldi drew num-
bers of enthusiastic patriots to his standard.
The French were by-and-by compelled
to grant an armistice ; and this gave the
revolutionary heroes time to look after the
Neapolitan army, which, 20,000 strong, and
flushed with recent triumphs in Calabria
and Sicily, was now hurrying to encounter
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them. On the 16th May, 1849, the armyﬁ
of the Republic, numbering only 10,000}
men, with Rosetti general-in-chief and}’
Garibaldi second in command, marched out
of Rome. Two days afterwards the whole
Bourbon army was in full retreat towards
Villetri. Reverenced almost as a saint by
those who served under him, Garibaldi
began to be feared by the poor Neapolitans
as the very personification of evil. He re-
entered Rome, after the vietory, on the 24th
May, amidst the wildest and most enthu-
siastic demonstrations of the populace. He
found that the Austrians were already
threatening Ancona, to the north of Rome ;
and on the 3rd June the French Republi-
can army, closer at hand, twelve hours
before the conclusion of the armistice,
treacherously renewed the fight with the
Republican forces of Rome. Military skill,
indomitable energy, a reckless disregard of
Personal danger, and a bravery that has,
never heen exceeded, could not avail the
Garibaldians against the numbers that over-
whelmed them. Reecalled by the delibera-
tive Assembly, then sitting in the capitel,
Garibaldi enjoyed one moment of well-
earned triumph. As he entered the
chamber, all the deputies rose and applaud-
ed. “Ilooked about me and upon myself,”
says he, ¢ to see what had awakened their
enthusiasm. I was covered with blood,
my clothes were pierced with balls and
bayonet-thrusts, my sword was jagged and
bent and stood half out of the scabbard ; but
T had not a scratch upon me.” It was de-
cided to evacuate; and the Republic of
Rome was quickly succeeded by the Tem-;
poral Power of the Pope, re-established by
French bayonets.

But alike in the depression of defeat and ]
disaster and in the glow of success and vie-
tory, the longing of the hero’s heart was
ever for Italy—for Italy and freedom ; and
if he could not yet see Rome the gueen-
capital of his native land, there were blows
to be struck for liberty in Venetia, where
the Austrians still held the people in an
unwilling allegiance. In August his hand-
ful of men—a few score at most-—again

e cememr—
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‘bmbarked in a little fleet of fishing-sloops
for Venice. Within sight of their destina-
‘tion, two gunboats of the enemy drove them
off the water. Four only of the flotilla of
thirteen vessels reached the shore; and
bne of these safely conveyed Garibaldi land-
wards. Pursued by the Austrians, a num-
ber even of these few were captured and
shot. Garibaldi, with his wife and a single
officer, made good his eseape to a friendly
‘neighborhood. In this flight, Anita Gari-
baldi—herself great as her husband—who
had fought side by side with him both in
‘FSOnth America and in Italy—who had ever
aided him by her counsel and cheered his
heart in his desperate career ;—now weak-
ened by privation and suflering, and about
i to become a mother, Anita Garibaldi ex-
! Pired in the arms of her husband, who was
~ compelled hastily lo bury her where she
died.

A few months later, and the Dictator of
Rome—the general who had beaten Aus-
trians, French, and Papalins—the patriot
whoe had done everthing but die for his
country—now proscribed, widowed, and
alone—manufactured candles for a living
in a quiet back street of New York city.

Though candle-making was doubtless a
more profitable speculation pecuniarily
than fighting for liberty, it Was anything

ut a congenial occupation to Garibaldi; so
in ’54 he returned to Genoa. Having
already purchased the little island of Ca-
Prera, on the Sardinian coast, he went thither
o live and watch the course of evenisin
E\ll'ope. The Emperor of Austria, violating
the treaty in which he was pledged to res-
Pect the Venetian frontier, invaded Sardinia,
and cut out fresh work for Garibaldi. Fet-
tered by the redtapeism of the Sardinian
army, whose uniform he wore as general of
U}P Chasseurs of the Alps, and fretted by
the petty jealousies of the Piedmontese
8enerals, who in every possible way limited
his operations, Garibaldi’s genius could ill

brook such restrictions. Upon his personal |

Tepresentations to Vietor Emmanuel, the lat-
ter gave Garibaldi permission to take his
Chasseurs and fight the enemy after his
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own fashion. The result proved the wisdom
of the decision. More than any previous
war perhaps, this campaign gave the most
ample demonstration of Garibaldi’s military
abilities. With at most some three or four
thousand chasseurs, he constantly hovered
about the opposing General Urbain, and
his 17,000 men; and by dint of either
bravery, artifice, or effrontery, he harassed
the Austrians until they were glad slowly
to retreat before him. Bergamo, Brescia,
Lecco, and Salo fell into the hands of the
Garibaldians, Victor Emmanuel won Pales-
tro, the French were conquerors at Magenta,
and, as the nation thought, Venice must
soon be given to Italy; when, lo, tosuit
the views of Louis Napoleon, the ¢ Provi-
sional Peace of Villafranca ”” was hurriedly
concluded ; the Italians being coolly in-
formed that if they wanted Venetia they
must fight united France and Austria for it.
Garibaldi succumbed to the absolute force
of circumstances, and did as he had done
more than once before: when he could not
have Rome for Italy, he looked to Venice ;
now, because Venice was unapproachable,
he started for the Sicilies. And what was
the force with which he expected to add
another kingdom to the crown of Italy?
On the 6th of May, 1860, a thousand and
eighty men embarked in a couple of steam-
ers, without chart, sextant, or chronometer
on board of either; and nothing else save
the prestige of Garibaldi’s name, which, as
the sequel showed, however, was more
efficient than an armed host; and yet this
expedition was as pregnant with great con-
sequences as the return of the First Napo-
leon from Elba. It is only fair to state
that Garibaldi, as he himself asserts, did
not advise the insurrection in Sicily, but as
it had really commenced he felt in duty
bound to assist his countrymen. The Sici-
lians had been rendered desperate by the
treatment of the Bourbon tyrants who ruled

. them, and were ripe for revolution; and

Garibaldi was hailed as a saviour by the
people. On the 13th the little army landed
at Marsala; the next day the general by
proclamation declared himself, ¢ by the in-
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witation of the free communes of the island,”
Dictator of Sicily. At Calatafimi, the first
encounter with the royal troops took place,
and the waning daylight of the 15th con-
cealed the utter defeat of the Neapolitans,
who then fell back upon Palermo, routed
by a few hundred legionaries and a couple
of thousand undisciplined peasants. On
the 27th Palermo was bombarded. Three
days sufficed for this work, and then the
Sardinian fiag floated over the city. «It
was a curious sight,” writes Dumas, Gari-
baldi’s biographer and intimate friend, * to
see 20,000 Neapolitans, provided with forty
pieces of cannon, confined within their own
forts, their barracks, and their ships, and
guarded by eight hundred Garibaldians!”
And yet these men who well knew the
small number of their enemies did not seem
to contemplate taking, as they might have
done, a bloody revenge. On the 20th of
July the baitle of Milazzo closed the war
here, and freed Sicily. Francis II., to de-
fend Naples, had a well-appointed army of
80,000 men: Garibaldi began the second
attack upon his kingdom with 4,000; and
the frightened monarch actually attempted
to buy him off with the offer of fifty million
franes, and the whole Neapolitan navy to
attack Venice with! Garibaldi’s force was
daily and hourly augmented by recruits
from the people and deserters from the
army of the enemy. With the people of
Naples, not merely disaffected, but detest-
ing, loathing, the Bourbon rule, Garibaldi’s
task was rendered a much less diffieult
one than it weuld otherwise have been.
On the Tth of September, the ministers of
the crown, assembled in the counecil-room,
awaited Garibaldi’s entrance into the Nea-
politan capital. The forts were still garri-
soned by royalist troops, who, as the con-
queror drew near, made their last show of
resistance. Garibaldi approached in a car-
riage ; a battery harred the way ;-and thrice
was the order given to fire upon the ad-
vaneing column. The hero stood erect,
with folded arms, awaiting the result; and
the foe was conquered by the very presence
of the man. The shot which might have
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hurled him into eternity was never fired;
but, instead, a half‘million of lusty throats
hailed him with shouts of * Viva Gari-
baldi!”” On the 8th November, Garibaldi
formally presented the Two Sicilies to his
king. Let us look for a moment at the
manner in which the munificent gift was
repaid. A writer of the day says, ¢ from
that moment every insult was heaped upon
him by the Government of Italy *’ ;—not by
Victor Emmanuel, be it remembered. ¢ Hig
personal enemies were placed in power,
his policy reversed in almost every case,
his grants denied, his appointments can-
celled, his officers ignored, his wounded
neglected, his heroes sneered at; and when
he himself sent to the king’s stables for a
carriage to take him to the place of embar-

kation, he was told to take a cab. On the"

9th, Garibaldi, borrowing twenty pounds to
pay his debts, left Naples on board an
American ship for the island of Caprera,
without fifteen shillings in his pocket 1

As Garibaldi showed the nobility of his
nature alike in the excitement of vietory
and in the mortification of defeat, so now
he could not be discouraged or repressed by
the ingratitude of a personally hostile min-
istry. And then, Rome was still in bondage.
Though the Ratazzi Government was known
to be pretty strongly opposed to any move-
ment towards Rome, Garibaldi, in the
spring of 1861, again risked the fortunes
of war in the belief that Victor Emmanuel,
who had received Sicily and Naples at his
hands, would have no objection to being
crowned King of Italy in the Eternal City.
Without molestation he everywhere enlisted
volunteers for the new ente¥prise, and was
suffered to land both at Palermo and at
Naples ; and, meanwhile, the Roman peo-
ple, by an overwhelming majority, had

elected him to the command of their agmy

and the guardianship of their freedom. As
Garibaldi advanced Romewards, the Italian
army wasmarched against him. They met
at Aspromonte, on the 29th August. The
royal troops, now just at hand, demanded
no surrender, and Garibaldi, trusting to the
honor of their leaders, advanced alone and
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unarmed to meet them. From his strong
Position he says he could easily have
crushed them, but he had not the heart to
fire upon an Italian soldier. Jealousy of
the brave man who had become the very
idol of his country prompted the order to
fire ‘upon him-—voluntarily defenceless
though he had left himself; two balls struck
him-—one on the instep and another in the
thigh ; and by-and-by, amidst sobbing men,
women, and children, he was carried into
a conviet-prison.

His subsequent releage by a government
that could not in honor hold him in a felon’s
cell, his comparative retirement from public
life, the futile campaign just now ended,—
are matters with which all newspaper-
readers are familiar, and need not be re-
capitulated. :

Garibaldi’s mission is all but accomplish-
ed. From the Alps to the Meditteranean,
and from the Adriatic to the Gulf of Genoa
and the Tyrrhenian Sea, alone excepting
Venice and the Papal States (the latter
dwindled down to the Duchy of Rome and
the Patrimony of Peter), Italy is constitu-
tionally free ;—free in its speech, free for

its Press, free to the introduction of the
Bible,

Origthal.
CHRISTMAS EVE IN BRAZIL.

BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL.

It wag the day before Christmas. But
my readers must not imagine it wasa clear,
cold, frosty, crispy day, such as we in our
forthern homes enjoy—a day when every
breath i sharp and invigorating, and every-
body walks with a quick, firm tread, and a
bright, ruddy cheek, and smiles at you with
& conscious look of anticipation that seems
' say « Tomorrow will be Christmas.”
No, indeed, it was no such day. It wasa

37 in the tropics, at Rio de Janeiro, the
®Dital of the Brazils. One of those blazing
ot, tiring, exhausting sort of days, when
the very dogs crouch on the pavement for
the shade of the houses, and are too lazy to
8¢t out of your way, and too languid even

22%

to growl as you stumble over them or tread:
upon their tails as you pass them by; when
the narrow, filthy streets, sloping down to
the middle to form a drain, give out a.
steamy, sickly odor; and the wretchied--
looking slaves, chained in gangs, working-
half-naked, and covered with boils,—with
bodies often deeply scarred and ecut into
with the flagellator,—sadden and sicken
you. The contrast, temporally, seems z.
strong one ; spiritnally, it was still more co..
The day in the northern home was passed
in an atmosphere of vital, living, Bible
chatity—where, ihough there he many divi-
sions as to sects, yet they occupy much the
same place in the spiritual world that the
varieties of heather, ferns, mosses, grasses
and flowers do in the temporal world, each
in its own way and form uniting in the one
great object—the good of the whole ; where
the Gospel isso fullyand faithfully preached,
and Bibles are so cheap, that no lost one can
say, ‘ ITcould not know this peace on earth,
this goodwill towards all men,” the tidings
of which angels bore from heaven to earth
one Christmas, long, long ago.

In Rio, at the time of which we speak,
some eighteen years past, the evils of
slavery and the want of Gospel light
were very apparent. Nowhere were the
masses in & more degraded state than in
this, the capital of the Brazils, no man
seeming to care for their souls; and Mr. and
Mis. A, as they dragged themselves through
the hot, dusty streets, to see Rio for the first
time, and its shop-windows dressed for
Christmas, could not help thinking of the
slaves who met their eye at every turn, and
saying, « Poor creatures, our blessed Saviour
indeed came on earth to save you, as well
as us, and yet how few of you ever.hear of
it. What is Christmas, ‘ merry Christmas,’
to you?’ It did not promise to be very
merry for the A.'s themselves. They had
left Canads some three months before, to
embark at New York, on board the ship
« Catherine Augusta,” bound for Australia,
and now were at Rio, where they never ex-
pected to be, and where they and the rest
of the passengers were told they would be
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left by the unprincipled people who had to
do with the ship,-—to stay where they were,
or to find their way on as best they might.
Passage-money lost, themselves tricked, and
the ship taken back to New York with a
cargo of coffee—a good speculation, they
were told, and one often practised ; if any-
thing could be called good or profitable
which entirely kept out of view the final
reckoning-day, when the sifting, searching
process shall be gone through, and every
man’s deeds receive their full recompense
-of reward. For the present, the A.’s lodg-
ing was still on board the ship, ridingat
anchor in the beautiful Bay of Rio, with
the eity at a distance looking like a cluster
of palaces rising one above the other—dis-
tance lending enchantment to the view—
to form a closer acquaintance with which,
and, we need hardly say, to be disenchanted
thereby, they had gone ashore this day.
They had tried, again and again, to make
themselves believe it was the day before
Christmas—one of those Christmas-eves
which memory pictured to them, crowded
with such joyous anticipations, such plea-
sant surprises, such thoughts of peace and
love, such family gatherings, that their
hearts beat the quicker with the dream, and
then stilled with a quick throb of anguish
at the awakening to what was before them.
The real picture, as it was, was this: a
little band, of whom they were the head
and stay, left in a foreign land, the lan-
guage of which they could not speak, the
habits, manners, and morals of the people
of which were repugnant to their more
striect northern ideas; the city with the
pestilence of yellow fever raging ; no ships
leaving there for Australia ; no prospect of
geiting away, save as death carried off one
here and one there; their property, aye,
even their very liberty, perchance, in the
power of the wunprincipled people with
-vhom they had to do. It was no wonder
tne p: or, sad hearts gave that throb of an-
guis, each unknown to the other, and
turned with a yearning of sympathy and
pity to those who seemed to need it more
even than themselves; and these they soon
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found. Wending their way to the market,
they stood gazing in wonder at sights so
new to their eyes—those even in a market
in the tropics. Here were monkeys in
cages, monkeys in chains, monkeys large
and monkeys small, exposed for sale, chat-
tering, grinning, leaping and tumbling, to
the never-tiring amusement of a black
audience, who received their anties with
shouts of laughter and tokens of approba-
tion, adding to the din by dancing about to
the musie of tin castanets, jingled by them-
selves. There were birds of all sorts, from
flamingoes and parrots of every variety
down to canaries. Then the vegetable and
fruit market; such heaps upon heaps of
tropical fruits—oranges, lemons, bananas,
custard apples, tamarinds, ete., in all their
freshness and ripeness, and so cheap. Mr
and Mrs. A. had turned to lay in a little
store of the delicious confectionery made
by the blacks, and so peculiar to Rio, when
they met a few haggard, tattered-looking
white people, and, surprised at the sight of
really white faces where they are so scarce
—nearly all being tawny as the Brazilians,
or black as the negroes—stopped to ask
them where they came from, and found
they were the unfortunate passengers of the
steamer ‘‘Fanny,” bound for Australia,
which had put into Rio about a month
before, and whose owners had played the
very trick which the A.’s feared was about
tobe tried upon themselves—namely, going
back to New York, after having received the
whole passage-money to Australia, and leav-
ing all the passengers there to shift for them-
selvesasbest they might. Seventy of them
had since died of fever; some had managed
to leave Rio; some remained tosee what
they could do—these begging. One sweet
little girl, with pale, sad face, kept looking
wistfully, with hungry eyes, at the confec-
tionery, arousing the motherly feeling in a
heart near by. “ Where are you from, my
child ?” said Mrs. A. «From Canada,
ma’am.” ¢ Canada! what part V"’ « Up-
per Canada, near Toronto.”
any parents?”’

¢« Have you
“Yes ma’am, my father
is sick with the yellow fever, in the hospi-
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1al, and mother and little baby are ina
ward of it, too. I am going about with
these people. Father was a carpenter at
home, and we were comfortable there, and
had furniture and chests of drawers, and
such things, but he thought we should do
better in Australia, and he sold off and
went to New York, and we went on board
aship and they left us here, and it is a long
way oft from Australia, they say, and our
money is all gone, and oh ma’am,” con-
tinued the child, ¢ they tell me that to-day
is Christmas-eve, and to-morrow will be
Christmas-day, and I can’t believe it ; oh, I
can’t. At home we had snow and sliding,
and T hung up my stocking, and we were
$0 happy—oh why did father leave home,
I wonder?”—and, as if in answer to her
own question, she covered her face with
her hands, and burst into tears. Her hear-
ers were deeply moved by her touching tale,
and one rough-looking man, who seemed as
Doverty-stricken as herself, kindly patted
her upon the head, saying, ‘¢ don’t take on
80, little Nell: father will get well, and
work, and take you home yet.”” The others
shook their heads, and sighed, as if they
bad no heart either to give or take hope.
After some further conversation,—with a
little present relief, and promising to do
what they could, by representing their case
to the Consul,—Mr. and Mrs. A. took their
departure, echo seeming to ring in their
€ars the plaintive words, *¢ Oh, why did we
leave home ?"’

By the time they reached the wharf,
another reminder of Christmas-eve in Rio
Wwasgiven them. The sky, which had been
clear, with a suffocatingly hot air, over-
clov v, and a wind had sprung up, cireling
Tound, and carrying with it clouds of sand
and dust.  In spite of their entreaties, as it
Was lute, backed with what seldom fails to
Move a negro, promise of extra pay, the
boatmen refused to go to the ship till the
storm was over—telling them, what they
eould not believe, that it would not last
half an hour. Finding their detczminasion
not to be shakes, they had to submit, and
g0 to the Hotel Plharo, near the wharf‘
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Here they found active preparations being
made for the hurricane, as they called it—
shutting-up windows and dropping curtains
over them, bolting doors, ete., all of which
were scarcely finished when the storm
burst. Thunder, lightning, rain, and wind,
each seeming to strive which would have
the mastery. Mrs. A. was much frightened,
and her husband proposed remaining all
night where they were. This, Mrs. A.
did not like to agree to, not liking to be
separated from the rest of her dear ones on
Christmas-morning, and hoping, in spite of
unbelief, that the boatmen’s predietion
would prove true—that the storm would
be over in half an hour,—~which, sure
enough, to their delight, it was. Iis effects,
however, did not subside so quickly on the
water, and the sea was running so high
that the boatmen, who, like most negroes,
are great cowards, begged for the respite of
another half hour, which was not given
them. The A.’s, however, reached the
ship safely, tired with their walk upon the
hot pavements; and in rest and sleep ended
a Christmas-eve at Rio de Janeiro.

My readers may perhaps not want fostop
here ; they will want to know what became
of all this party—did they live and die at
Rio, or did they get away !—and, as my
story is a perfectly true one, 1 may give:
them further particulars at some future
time. For the present, it may suffice to
say that the A.’s reached A.ustra,lia.safelyf
in the Duteh ship ‘¢ Mathilde,” which put
into Rio for provisions, some weeks after—
paying as much passage money as they had
in the first instance from New York, and
which was lost to them. That, through the
efforts of the various Consuls at Rio, and
by means of private subscriptions got up
there and at New York, a small vessel was
chartered to take on the rest of the unhap-
py passengers of the ¢ Catherine Augusta ”’
and the * Fanny,” to their destination;
little Nell and her mother being of the
number. The heart of the latter seeined
vearning to die where the husband of her
affections had died, and be buried where
he was bwkied, but she roused herself,
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finally, for the sake of her child, and the
last Heard of her was that she was comfort-
ably settled as housekeeper to an old couple
at Melbourne.

[COPYRIGHT SECURED,
Original.
Jg BEZ EBE BE I..

A POEM IN THREE CANTOS.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “SAULY

CANTO FIRST.

“No tidings yet from Ahab—yet no news
Heard from my summoned priests, Why were

they summoned ?
Unless with supplications to bring rain

Juto the burning bosom of the earth.
Three mournful years, and still no rain, no
dew;

But every herb scorched up; all living things
Dying of hunger and excessive drought !
Lo, 1 am blind with tears, am hoarse with cries,
Am weary with long watching for the clouds,
That come not, but, instead thereof, the sun
Hangs flaring in the fiery firmament.
Oh, Baal, blot the sun from out the heavens!
Hang all the heavens in black, the livery
Of death; since without death’s lent livery,
Soon all that live must die.”

Sospake sad Jezebel, half pride, half grief;
Then, turning, listless gazed into the west ;
Till, as on sudden rises at a gust
The idle awning of a milk-white tent,

Her bosom heaved, hergaze grew keen, her face

Beamed in its pallor like the great, full moon ;

And with disparted lips she stood ; and still

The westward seanning with deep-searching
eyes,

Thus to herself enquiringly resumed :—

‘“Surely the blue relents; the voidis void
No longer, but a cloud—a little cloud—
Comes like a chariot driving from the sea;~—
Or is it but a mote before mine eye,
A mocking mirage? No, it is, it is
A cloud, a little cloud :—Joy, joy ! clouds come,
And with them welcome darkness hurrying on.
Baal hath conquered ; Baal sendeth rain.
Hark,how the wind awakes; it bends the trees:-
Baal bends their stubborn, stately tops, and

makes

Them do obeisance; Baal comes, he comes j—~
Behold, the waters come, behold the clouds,
Fraught with the fulness of the outscoopedsea 1”

And round she looked exultant, radiant
strode

Across the chamber, and, elate, exclaimed :

“Where now is Ahab? Let him quick re-
turn,
Or ere the rain arrest him, Ahab, come;
Come to my side, as son unto his mother’s;
And let me point thine eye to yonder clonds,
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That surge as may thy coursers toss their manes,
As drag they here thy chariot:—Ahab, come!”

And even while she called her husband en-
tered;
Her husband, Ahah,whom she thus salutes ;—

“Oh, Ahab, welcome home!
ends;
And famine flees like to a hovering wolf,
Scared from the fold. Obhservest thou yon sky?
With overwhelming brows of sable ¢louds,
Hung {old on fold, and slowly curtaining
The heavens with a canopy of darkness ?—
But wherefore is thy eountenance as dark
Asis yonsky? Light up thy countenance,
O Israel: Lift up thine eyes, and see
How comely black-browed shadow may appear,
As to his father’s eye, the Ethiop’s son.
Oh, Ahab, look, behold, it blacker grows!
The billows of the darkness deepen till
Midnight dethrones mid-day. The pregnant
vault .
With fulness overfilled, is at the birth,
And, even now, with huge, presaging drops,
Makes good the skyey promise. Lo, the light-
ning
Thereunto sets its seal, and, for an oath,
Peals the reverberant thunder. Iam drunk
Methinks with joy; and thou shalt drink ere
long
Deep in the due delights of trouble passed,
And the drawn wine of ruddiest revenge
On lost Elijah :—we will find him yet,
The hoary traitor; he who swore that there
For years should bhe no rain to feed the springs 3
Neither for years should be allowed to fall
Dew to anoint the ground :—but, soft, mylove;
‘Where hast thou left my prophets?”

Our horror

“‘At the foot
Of Carmel,” answered Ahab,

‘*Carmel !” she
Exclaimed,‘“And wherefore dothey there abide,
To bear the imminent tempest, that fast, brews,
And will not wait their leisure? *Tisat hand!
The abated blue is blotted from the sky;
For calm comes chaos, and loud grows in rage
The rattling thunder, while the lightning leaps,
And plays before us midst the firmament,
As plays the fiery-eyed Leviathan
Amidst the floods ; the floods now swift descend,
And in their blest abundance soon shall turn
Samaria to a sea. Again, what do
My prophets ?”
“Sleep.”’

“How ? Thou art pleasant. Sleep

They in such pleasant weather? They should
play

Amidst this deluge, as do dolphing play
Amidst the sea: How sleep 77

“ Most soundly : they
Will wake no more;” ejaculated Ahab;
“Soundly they sleep, for they are dead—are
slain,”
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**Slain ?” cried she, startled, and her eyes up-
flashed,
As from the fiint should be outstricken fire .
“Qlain?” echoed she; and, *‘slain,” re-echoed
Ahab; .
Who,turning from her in mixed fearand shame,
Wept, and with wringing of his hands, ex-
claimed:
«Slain are thy prophets; slain, alas! all slain.
Oh, Jezebel, this dear, descending deluge
Is bought with deluge of thy priests’ shed
blood !”
And, as he sobbed in his outbursting grief,
She thus replied in deep, denouncing tones:
¢ Oh, bloody bargain, that in blood shall be
Fullsoon rebartered ! Say,whoslew then,thou?
Caitiff, cease trembling, and declare thy guilt:
None but thyself could do it; art thou not
The King of Israel? Ahab, try me not;
Speak, let thy words run rapid as yon rain;
Let blow thy story, as now blows the wind,—
Fool l—madman '~—speak,—nay, jest not with
me, love;
I was not tempered to be jested with,
No more than to be fondled was the serpent.
Slain! slain! oh, slaying word ! thou liar, slain ?
Who slew them ? speak ; who dare, save thon?
and thou,—
Oh, horror! if thou hast,—but tell me swift.”
1 will,”
‘“ Nay, nay; thou shalt, for, by great Baal,
I'll have it all, and quickly,~and as quick
‘When thou hast told me will I launch revenge.”
“Calm thee,” responded Ahab,
- “And is this
A theme for calmness?” cried the crazéd
queen:
*¢ No, I will rage like yonder crashing thunder,
And my red wrath shall fall like yon bright
bolt.—
All slain! my priests! linger nolonger, weak-
ling ;
Disclose thy secret; man, unlock thy lips,
And let thy story rush out like the rain,
That now comes headlong from the bursting
skies,”

80 spake these two: she frowning; whilst
he cowered,
:&nd deprecatingly and hoarse responds :
‘ Nay,urge me not :~0Oh,Jezebel,yon lightnings
’ Doseare me less than do thy scornful eyes.”
* Proceed,” said she, “for I am mute: thou
wentst
From here to seek for herbage. What didst
find 7
“ Elijah,”
““Ah! returned ? that traitorous viper,
That, ancient, haughty troubler of the land.
here is he?” she demanded ; and she panted,
Like toa tigress at the smell of blood;
While Ahab, quailing :
«#He did gird his loins,
And rap before my chariot.”
« With its wheels
Thoy shouldst have crushed him o the earth !

»
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she shrieked :(—

“But soft; he is thy prisoner, 8o mine:—
Mine to be tortured.”

1 Nay.”

‘Say me not, nay:
I am not in the mood to be denied.
Ahab, where is he? I will have him rent
Piecemeal before me ; and Bamaria’s dogs
Shall fill their slack and famine-wrinkled hides
With his torn carcass. Bring him forth to me;
For, by my gods, his hour at length has come.”

“Oh, horrid woman!
groaned )
The stricken Ahab; whilst she at him shoots.
Out arrows from her eyes, as doth the sun
i Upon the festering carcass pour his heams;
i And still she cried, ¢ Where is thy prisoner?
| Where is Elijah? where my prophets ? where %
Elijah, come; come hither, miscreant, come ;
| Come to thy speedy death.” :
‘““Aye, call on him;”
With sullen sadness Ahab slow replied;

{4 8o called thy priests upon the sleeping Baal,
Who answered not, no more than will Elijah.”

hungry tigress!”»

‘“ He shall reply; and thou shalt answer
mo,”
She said, and stamped her foot; and still she
cried :—
“Where are my priests? Of thee will I require
them ;”
And still she cried with threatful iterance,—
Nor went without response, for Ahab, now
Made bitter, saucily thus answered :—
“Ask
Of Baal, him, thy father’s faithless god,
Who did forsake them in their hour of need;
Although they prayed with frantic vehemence
From morn till noon,and leaped upon his altar;
And gashed themselves with knives, and still
besought
The heediess god, and still npon themselves
In vain inflicted torment.”

¢ Tell me not,”
She interrupted, ¢tell me not of this;
Nor taunt me with my father’s god, but say
Who dared to slay my prophets? for as deep
As hell shall be my sought revenge, and high
As heaven will I soar, shonld there be need,
Po reach the doomed Elijah: it was he,
"was he who slew my prophets.”

And she stood

Glaring upon her husband, who replied :

« Consume me not with thy grim, scorching
looks.

Although thine eyes play on me burning brands,

As from the firmament the flames came down,

Thou dread diviner, I will tell thee all,

Thou guessest right, it was Elijah slew

Thy pampered priests; 'washe who challenged
them,

That they should call on Baal,~they, four hun-
dred;

He, only one, should call upon Jehevah;

And whoso answered from the heavens by fire,
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Should be acknowledged God.”

“And thou consentedst,?
Oh, most ignoble truckler !” she exclaimed;
And cast again upon him withering eyes,

¢ Nay, but the people did compel me to it,
‘Who were that hour as king ;~—what could 1 do?’
He urged upon her in appealing tones.

And she, with scorn: * What couldst thou
do? Isthis
Thelanguage for a king, who can do all
Things that his aggregated realm can do:—
‘Who ean condemn or pardon, as he lists;
Say, ‘live,’ or, ¢ be cut off.’ Thou didst discrown

Thyself. Unmonarched man! But tell thy tale.

What next?”

¢ Baal answered not"—
“Why should he answer?
By Baal’s self, this thing will drive me mad !
Why should he answer 27 she infuriate cried ;
And he responded :
¢ Not by fire~"

“Fire! no,
Declaimed she, looking wickedly and wild;
Jehovah hath sent fire for these three years,—
And with it famine : Baal now sends rain.
‘Which is the better god ? Baal sends rain,
In pity, but Jehovah tire, in fury.
Three years Jehovah gave us up—three years,
Three weary, wasted, melancholy years—
To the intolerable sun ;—but give
Me up, thou baleful bringer of ill news,
The end of this interminable tale,
Whose telling seems to be a burthen to thee,
As hath Elijah long been unto wme,
But shall be little longer.”

‘“Lone he prayed,
At time of evening offering,” said Ahab,
“*And while he lifted up his voice, fire fell
From heaven and consumed the sacrifice ;
Devoured the altar, too, and at one gulp,
Licked up the water in the thirsty trench,”

“Which thou didst fill with biood of my
slain prophets;
The veins of my four hundred thou didst
empty,”
Replied the savage queen, and thus pursued :—
¢ Now may the gods as much do unto me,
And give, like theirs, my body to the butchers,
1f I allow this monstrous massacre
To go by me unpunished. Benoniah,
What, ho ! come hither, Benoniah, ha!”
And Benoniah entered, and there stood
Obsequious.

‘ Haste,” she said,  make haste,

And know, thine utmost speed will lag behind
The spurred impatience whereon rides my soul
Before thee to my purpose ; haste, I say;
Haste to Jezreel, and say unto Elijah :—
¢ Now all the gods of Zidon do to me,
As thou hust done to Baal's slaughtered pro-

phets,
If by this time tc-morrow I make not thee
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As one of them whom thou hast basely mur-
dered,’
Away now with thee.”

And the servant sped
: Out of her sight; and, turning to the king :—
! “Now do I feel me better,” she exclaimed :
1 ¢ Go to thy chamber, and therein seek rest;
But ask me not to follow. I will know
N o rest until Elijah’s hither brought,
: Then shall my sight-soothed eyes, sleep-weary,
| wink;
I And to my ears his distant groans shall come,
A lullaby to hush me on my piliow.”

She said, and went, and Ahab sought his
couch :—

| Sought sleep, and found 1t, little troubled he

"'With dreams, at blood of Baal’s prophets shed :—

- Way-weary, soon he slept : and, all that night,

| Fell over Israel abundant rain,

1
| —_
|
| CANTO SECOND.
|
! S0 on the morrow when he early rose,
‘ And went into his garden, there to walk,
All nature smiled, refreshed; its drought forgot ;
’ Nor he remembering the prophets slain,
But sauntered through lis garden’s pleasant
walks,
Careless, till he approached unto their bounds,
And there, conveniently contlguous,
| Saw Naboth’s vineyard. Many a time had he
Beheld it, but now saw it with new eyes.
Fairer it looked, although its hue was brown,
From long-borne drought; and many a gaping
mouth
Yet opened in the soil, that, thirsty still,
Still called for drink. But birds were in the
boughs,
And butterflies and bees abroad for flowers.
And Naboth, too, with thankful heart was
there,
Anticipating the returning day
When he again should train and prune his
vines;
Long blighted they, and, what was of them left,
Beat down and draggling from the recent
storm.
So looked the vineyard,.and the pleasant pros-
pect
Each, in his reigning mood of reverie,
Saw; the possessor sweetly satisfied ;
But Ahab the fair field viewed coveting ;
And of its owner thus at length demands:

¢ Yield me thy vineyard, prithee, for it is
Convenient unto mine, and I will give thee
Another for it, better than is this;

Or, if thou wilt, its value thou shalt have

In shining shekels, sothat thou mayst buy
Whate’er thy heart i8 set on, as now mine
Is set on these few acres,”

Naboth heard,
And, hearing it, grew sad ; for he was loth
To disappoint the king; yet still more loth
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"T'o part with that which his progenitors

Received when first was parcelled out the land;

Loth was, and thus, with faltering lips, and
words

Firm, although few, the harsh request refused :

“ Nay, king; request not what I cannot give :
I cannot yield thee that which is not mine,
But was my father’s, and must be my son’s.
Ask me not for it, then ; yet beg aught else,
And I will give it thee; but God forbid
That I should yield thee mine inheritance.”

And Ahab turned away, and went within :—
‘Sullen he went, with Naboth much displeased;
And lay upon his bed, and hid his face,

And took no food. As one with hidden grief,

From loss of wife, or child, or frie nd, or field ;—

Or one, at friend’s offence ; or one who, by

"The world offended, from the world withdraws;

Or he who, loving, has been love denied,

Henceforward shrinks from converse with his
kind:

S0 Ahab in his house, offended, dwelt,

Self-exiled to his room, and on his bed

For Naboth’s vineyard pined. Yet pined not
long;

For Jezebel came to him and enquired

‘Why he was sad, and wherefore took no food.

Then he rehearsed to her what Naboth said;

And how he would not yleld to him the vine-
Yyard,

‘Whereat the queen did utter a short laugh,

And toss her head in scorn, as if it were

An easy thing to get the vineyard; flippant

She tossed her head, as scorning let, and thus

Ahab retorts :

.

*Toss not thine head, thou proud one,
For he will not resign to me his birthright.”

And now she did not laugh; but in her eyes
Upbeamed the lustre of an ill intent.
Within them seemed to burn, as beacon fires,
‘When on the summit of opposing hills
Flames glare, to summon the marauding tribes
"To kill and plunder, and thuswise she spake :—

“Art thou not governor in Israel ?”
She said, demanding with a deep disdain,
““Arise from off thy bed, and eat, for I
Will give to thee the vineyard.”

Those her words :
And Ahab rose at once from off his bed ;
And would have kissed her, but she tarned
away,
Rebukeful, and as if to punish him:
Forbidding him approach to her, as one
AS yet not all deserving of her lips:
Lips to breea longing,—lips now shut as close,
In their red meeting, by her Leart’s resolve,
As dungeon doors ; the light within her eyes
Like to the lamp that gleams behind those
doors
Whereinto pity enters not, nor hope. .
So Ahab
And ghe her
T

went his way, and ate and drank:
thoughts set straightway untowork
O obtain for him the vineyard., Thas she did:
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-Letters she wrote in Ahab’s name, and
sealed
Them with his seal ; directed them to certain
Elders and nobles that near Naboth dwelt ;
Their contents these :  Proclaim a fast, and set
Naboth on high amongst the people. Also set,
Two men of Belial before him, two;
And let each swear they heard him late blas.
pheme
God and the king. Condemn him quickly; then
Let him be hurried forth into the field,
And there be stoned todeath.” These letters she
Dispatched; the cruel queen! and, having thug
Dispatched them, kept herself from Ahab ¢
meaning
Togive him, with possession of herself,
Possession of the vineyard :—half in pride,
And half in love she acted thus ; for though
She much despised,yet more she loved the king.

Not long she waited ;—soon suborned were
men
To swear—for few dared disobey the queen
(Whose word was law, even unto the king);
Two perjured witnesses proclaimed the late
S0 prosperous Naboth one who had blasphemed
God and the king; the doom for each crime,
death;
And death soon fell upon him, for forthwith
With shower of stones they smote him till he
died,

Then, with consistent haste, to Jezebel
The news was sent, that Naboth lived no more.
When to her husband with the newsshe hies,
And, meeting him upon the lonely terrace,
She with a lofty and yet careless afr,
As though she threw some slight gift at his feet ;
Even as one who largess of vast worth
Giving, bestoweth it as if ‘twere nought;
Or one should throw a bone unto a dog,— .
So she, as though thus casting somewhat, said :

‘‘Begone, and take possession of the vine-
yard:
What was refused for money comes for nought,
Naboth is dead.”

And Ahab stood amazed,
And yet but briefly was hissoul amazed;
He knew whatever Jezebel desired,
Unserupulous, she compassed. Yet divined
He not the mode wherein his spouse haq

wrought,
Togive to him the vineyard:—but 'twas his,
The vineyard his, a forfeit to the king,
And to the vineyard straightway he proceeds;
Soon 'midst it stood, and felt a feeble joy;
A joy diluted with remorse and pity
For the departed, foully dispossessed ;—
A feeble joy he felt ;—he felt no more,
Around he casts unsatisfied his eyes,
Like a starved gazer on a painted feast.
What he had coveted with strong desire,
Like that which future mothers ofttimes feel,
Now, when acquired, he only loathes, as oft
Loathes the sick man the dish which late he
craved.
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There while he stood, as if within a waste,
‘Wretched, and poor, and destitute, amidst
Bounty so ill-bestowed, so foully gained,
Sudden appears that which he fears and hates,—
Elijah'’s figure. At the sight he starts,

Then strove to frown. Butthe stern frown he

gave

Met frown more stern, and eyes that, on him
fixed,

Were filled with doom. He would have turned
away, :

But was unable, and he there stood dumb;
Held by the glamour from the prophet’s eye.
As might a culprit, caught red-handed, stand
And hear his sentence, so now Ahab stood
And heard these words pronounced :—

“Thus saith the Lord,
Hast thou then killed, and hast thou ta’en pos-
session,? i
There, in the place where dogs licked Naboth’s
blood,
Shall dogs lick thy blood !”

And the caitiff king
Trembled, despite his pride; despite his rage;
Despite his sinking heart and quivering knee,
At length demanded :

¢ Hast thou found me, O
Mine enemy?”

1 have,” replied Elijah:
“Behold, because thou hast resigned thyself
To working evil, evil shall befall
Thee and thy children; none of whom shall
live:
For I will make thine house like Jeroboam’s,
And Baasha’s, will I make it in my wrath;
So much hast thou provoked me, and hast
made
Israel to sin, Away, and tell thy wife:
The dogs shall eat the form of Jezebel
By Jezreel’s wall; and whoso of thy sons
Within the city dies the dogs shall eat;
And those that perish on the open field,
The hovering, hungry vultures shall devour.”

And, lo! the prophet left him as he came,

And Ahabin the vineyard stood alone;—

There stood, as might a scarecrow in a fiejl:

Then ran unto his house, and in the hall

Met Jezebel, all unattended, sole.

As once Iscariot distracted rushed

Into the presence of the Sanhedrim,

And there threw down the dread, accursed
price :

For which he sold the Saviour of the world;—

S0 Ahab stood in presence of his wife,

And to her thus distractedly appealed,

‘With look of horror and extended palms :—

“Take back thy gift, take back thy bloody
vineyard,

And give me Naboth as he stood in life.

‘What hast thou done? Woman, what hast thou
done ?

The blood of Naboth is demanded of us!

Give me back Naboth, living, every limb

Fair as each was before the cruel stones
Rained on him ruin. Woman, bring him back ;
Heal all his bruises, bathe his hideous wounds}
Stanch, stanch the blood that trickles from his
brows.—
Behold, it gushes still! the greedy dogs
Lick it lithe-tongued,—~and with it mingles.
mine,—
Mine that the dogs shall lick; and thee,—oh,
horror!
The dogs shall thee devour by Jezreel's wall,
The belly of the dogs shall be thy tomb !
Fetch Naboth back, then, from the stony tomb;
Bring back his soul, or may thine own soul sit
Sad, solitary, fainting, and forlorn,
Like to an ow!l upon his tomb, and there
Hoot at thine hideous self;—to death’s domain
Fly, and return with him;—~or stay and crouch
For ever down in Hades, like a dog,
And howl! in horror at the grinning ghost
Of this black deed.”
Thus eried he to the queen;
‘Who coolly stood and answered half in seorn:

“'What means this rage ? what dog hath bitteix
you?

What tarantula that makes dance thy tongue 2

Capricious man, was it for this I strove,

And compassed how to get for thee the vine-
yard ?

‘Worse than the child! if thou dislikst the toy

That I have given thee, return it me:

Mine is the vineyard; mine, unmettled man.”

But while she spoke her husband paced the
stones,

And wrung his hands, and called on Naboth’s
name;

And when she ceased, he still cried, ¢ Naboth,
come ;

Come back to life;” and still he wrung his
hands;

And yet he cried, ‘“Come, Naboth, back tolife;

Take back thy vineyard,~Ah, I would thou
couldst.!”

“Cease, coward ; wouldst thou, then, alarm the
house ?”
Bhe hoarsely asks; and reckless he replied :

¢“Oh, be the house alarmed; call here all souls,

To seek for Naboth’s soul and bring it back:

Be all the household summoned to assist,

All summoged here to pray :—Oh God, oh God !

Why hast thou this permitted ?. Punish her ;—

Punish the terrible Zidonian,

Murderess, avaunt! How canst thou stand un-
moved ;

‘Who shouldst make all the house resound with
shrieks,

The welkin stand astonished at thy cries?

To which returned the self-collected Queen :
“Thondost alarm thyself with thine own noise,

And thinkst thou hearst a ghost donouncing -

thee,—
The words from whose imaginary tongue
Are but the utterance of thy crazy thoughts.
Thou art the very idiot of the hour.

T
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Thou dost astonish me, and 1 do scorn

To call thee husband, and to call thee King !

‘What hast thou done ? Thou hast not murdered
Naboth,—

Nor I,—what is the life of any man

Who calls himself our subject? If we rule

To keep him in possession, we for once

May rule to put him out of it; or even,

If needful, put him out o’th’ world. Come on;

Come on; ” she said; and took him by thearm,

And dragged him stoutly with her, but he still

Bemoaned himself, and called on Naboth's
soul;

And thus she dragged, half bore, him up the
stairs

Unto a turret high, and far removed

From ears of prylng servants or courtiers ;—

There left him to grow calm, and let time dull

His terror, and remorse, and scorching shame,

"CANTO THIRD.

So the sad king did penance, and the Lord,
Beholding it, thus to Elijah spake :(—

“*Seest thon how Ahab dothabase himself
Before me, and in sackloth sits, and fasts,

And meekly bears him, dwelling with remorse
On Naboth’s murder? Now, behold, because
He grieves, and thinks with pity upon Naboth,
In his time will I not bring punishment,

But in his sons’ days desolate his house.”

Mo said the Lord; and Abhab’s soul was healed
Of the dire wound received in Naboth’s death :
And for three years there was no war between
Israel and its old enemy, the Syrian.

But, after that brief interval of peace,

Ahab bethought him how that Ramoth-Gilead
Belonged to Israel; though by Syria held;
And, so bethinking, to Jehoshaphat,

The King of Judah, guest and kinsman, spake:

¢« Brother, wilt thou go up with me to battle,
To Ramoth-Gilead, that was ours, and shall
Be Syria’s no longer ?”

And the King
Of Judah gave consent; but, first, desired
‘Thereon consult the Prophets of the Lord.
And Israel and Judah sat on thrones;—
Enrobed they sat hard by Samaria’s gate,
And all the prophets prophesied before them.
‘The Lord, too, in that hour sat on his throne,
And all the host of heaven were standing by :
And round He looked on all his ministers,
Mute flames of fire, and asked them :—¢ W hich
of you

‘Will go from out our presence and persuade
Engquiring Ahab, 50 he may go up,
And fall at Ramoth-Gilead?”

And one spake
In this wise, and another spake ip that;
Untii a wilier spirit, offering, said i—
¢ I will persnade him!”

And the Lord said :—* How ?”
And he replied: “T will go forth, and Le
lylng spirit in his prophets’ mouths.”

S0 he went forth, descending in their midst,
And all the prophets prophesied, and said,
‘“ Advance on Ramoth-Gilead, for the Lord
Shall yield it unto thee.”

And this pleased Ahab,
Who thereon thus Jehoshaphat addressed :—
‘ Brother, behold, I will disguise myself,
And so go down into the battle, dressed
But plainly; but do thou put on thy robes.”

And once again Jehoshaphat consented,

And Ahab went disguised into the field.

But Syria had said unto his captains

Of chariots: — “ Combat not with small nor
great;

Fight only with the King of Israel.”

S0, when they saw Jehoshaphat, they cried,

“ Here is the King of Israel!” and each

Charged on the royal chariot; the whole

With noise of gathering thunder at the wheels,

From the wide radius of the furious field,

Converging like a wedge, with seven-fold force,

Came towards him overwhelming; till he fled,

And, flying, eried in terror. Thereupon,

Pursuing him no further, they retired;

But, as they did so, far off in tHe field,

A certain bowman at a venture drew

His bow, and with a random arrow pierced

The recreant Ahab. Instantly he felt

His doom; and sinking in the chariot ex-
claimed:—

“Convyey me from the battle: I am wounded!”

And, wrapped in horror, made the driverturn

The snorting steeds, and bear him swiftly forth

Unto the quiet borders of the fight.

There in his chariot, his dying bed,

He lay and watched the battle, watched the
sun,

Each sink allke, as sank his fleeting soul,

While lapsed hissenses towards forgetfulness ;—

And still he swooned, as still the blood ran
down

Into the filling chariot, till it grew

Ruddy as grew the sunset sky, that seemed

Gory, with streaks like blood, that wrapped
themselves '

Around about the forehead of the sun,

Thus while the sun went down, and seemed to
quit

The world with wounds, did Ahab close hiseyes

For ever. Darker and yet darker grew

The scene, and darker grew his soul, that then

Went down with Death to wander, and to meet

The ghost of Naboth, and the shades of priests

‘Whom Jezebel had murdered. But his corpse

They to Samaria brought, and buried there;

And washed the bloody chariot in the pool,

And therein washed his armor, while the dogs

Licked up the blood; for so had said the Lord,

‘Who now began according to his word,

Delivered by Elijah’s mouth, to judge

The wicked house of Ahab.

Thus he, dying,

Left Jezebel a widow, and her son,

Weak as his father, and as wicked, reigned

Two years he reigned in Israel, and then

Prone from a v-indow of the p:lace fe!l
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This two-year king;
mourned;

Nor less she mourned because her second son,

Jehoram, in despite of her, removed

Baal’s image, by his father, Ahab, reared :—

And sorrows on her came; and age, that is

A sorrow in itself unto the proud.

These came, and beauty went; and sad she saw

Departing half the terror of her charms;

As might an archer see his arrows grow

Blunt in the quiver; or the lion feel

His claws no longer terrible to rend,—

His dreadful jaws, that once were gates of
death,

Depopulated of the crooked fangs,

and for his death she

Then followed many years of various fate;
Until at length Jehoram warred against
Hazael, to recover Ramoth-Gilead,

As formerly against the Syrian

His father, Ahab, had vindictive fought;
And, as his father, did the Syrians wound him,—
Not mortally, yet wounded sore ; and sick
He was,—so sick, his nephew, Ahaziah,
The son of Athaliah, Ahab’s sister,

And grandson of Jehoshaphat, went down,
Leaving the siege of Ramoth-Gilead,

To see him at Jezree), whereto retired,

He waited to recover from his wounds.

And now the end of Ahab’s house had come;

For to the army now Elisha sent,

One of the children of the prophets, charged

To find, and secretly anoint as king,

Jehu, a captain of Jehoram’s host :—

To tell him, likewise that, by him, should all

The house of Ahab perish; for the Lord

Had chosen him to smite the hounse of Ahab,

His master; that He might avenge the death

Of prophets, and all servants of the Lord,

‘Whom Jezebelhad murdered. Thither went he;

And, there arrived, the captains of the host

Saw sitting, and amongst them dark-browed
Jehu,

‘And did to him as had Elisha bidden.

Back then he fled; and Jehu told the captains

All., And they straight with pomp of trumpets’
sound,

Proclaimed him king; who, letting none depart

From Ramoth-Gilead to convey the news,

Swept towards Jezreel. With him a band of
men

‘Went onward urging to the royai town,

‘Where sick Jehoram lay :—soon saw its walls,

Approaching them behind a cloud of dust,

As might an enemy by night approach

The city that he meant at morn to storm.

So storming, on they drove, till from a tower

A watchman saw them coming:—saw, surprised,

The driving was llke Jehu’s, furious.

Then was the feeble and:affrighted king

Borne from his bed into his chariot ;

Inte it lifted ; and his Kinsman, sound,—

His visitor and nephew, Ahaziah,

Of Judah King, made haste into his own;

And both rode out beyond the wallg, to meet

The rumbling wheels of Jehu., As dark clouds,
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Surcharged with lightning, caught midst ad~
verse winds,

Approach each other with o’erhanging brows;

And, ere they meet and mingle, from the one

Outsprings the lightning, and, at once, as from

The other seems to come the thunder’s boom,—

So did these meet each other, and, full quick

Demands Jehoram :—¢ Jehu, is it peace 2"’
And Jehuroared, ‘* What peace, then, canthere
be,

While whoredoms of thy mother, Jezebel,
And her enormous witcherafts are so many ?”
And now Jehoram saw his peril, saw
The face of Jehu elad in frown; and turned
His reins; and, fleeing, cried out, * Treachery!”
Cried out too late; for Jehu, red with rage,
‘With all his strength his bow against him drew,
And with the arrow pierced him through the
back,
The wingéd weapon leaving at his heart;
That down he sunk into the chariot,
And vanished from the view, as vanishes
A shadow from the wall.
Sodied the king.
And Jehu bade his captain, Bidkar, take
The corpse, and cast it into Naboth’s field ;
Saying:—**Dost thou not remember when we
rode
Once with his father, Ahab, how the Lord
Laid on hisseed this burden? Take him, then,
And throw him thither, as the Lord hath said.”

There was he cast. and, meantime, Ahaziah

Fled like a hare. But Jehu followed him

And bellowed for his death: ¢ Smite him,” he-
cried;

“Smite him, t0o, in his chariot:” and he still

After the homewards-rushing fugitive

Swept like the blast. But still as swiftly fled

The scared Judean King, that Jehu's self,

All furious driver though he was, was fain

To leave to others Ahaziah’s doom;

And at the going up of Gur they smote him,

And having reached Megiddo, there he died.

Yet Jehu’s labor was but now begun,—
A labor great as that of Hercules
Who cleansed the Augean stable: Jehu’s task
To cleanse the deep-stained throne of Israel,
‘With blood of prophets and of Naboth soiled :—
To cleanse the throne so fearfully deflled;
And wash to sweetness in the blood of sons,
The land the father's folly had made foul ;—
Nor to restrict purgation, but to take
The clotted caldron of long-seething crimes,
And as a scullion to scour it clean
In the hot gore of bloody Jezebel.
She now of Jehu's coming having heard,
Betook herself unto her chamber, where,
Grown old and withered, she bepaints her face;
Upon her head puts sparkiing coronel,
Witk bracelets bound her wrists, with pearlsher-
hair

All richly twined.

Her toilet done, behold !
Down in the courtyard, loud with iron nolse,
Stern Jehu enters with a troop of horse :
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‘When, as upon the huntsman with his gun,
Atowards her climbing, might the mother eagle
Look from her eyrie built upoun the crag,
She looked down from her window to the court,
Filled with ferocious men and trampling steeds,
And saw grim Jehu riding through the gate.
Soon ag she saw the slayer of her son
Rage rose within her, and, forgetting all
The stately, cold composure of a Queen,
She scowling cried :—
‘“QOut of my sight, fell hound !
Usurping dog, begone! ty angry Baal,
Thou yet shalt feel a traitor’s doom. Avaunt!
Rebelllous wretch, King murderer, avaunt !
Hast thou forgotten thee, to set thy foot,
Blood-steeped, to stain therewith these courts?
HereI
Alone have warrant. Thirsty bloodhound, hence!
And know me now; thou, whom I long have
known,
And fear me too. I fear notthee, nor these;
Nor ail the recreant bands that thou canst bring,
Deserting Ramoth-Gilead.—Traitor, fly !
Begone, base regicide, thou horrid bowman,
Who drew thy shaft against thy king;—who
slew
My boy. my son; my darling. Thou hast slain
Him. Scorpion, thou hast stung him to his
death,
Infernal dragon, to thyself take wings,
And to the uttermost of the wide world
Begone, and Baal blast thee! May his sun
Dry up thy blood! May fever parch thee !—Ah,
I see another murder in thy look !
Thou king assassin, hast thou come to do
To me as thou hast done unto my son?
Do not too much, thon overweening man,
Nor dream to exterminate the house of Ahab.
Fool, whendid treason thrive ? Beware, beware;
Jehu, remember; say, Had Zimri peace
‘Who slew kis master 2"
Jehu nought returned;
But, looking upwards to the window, called :—
‘¢“Whothere is on my side 2” And as ifday
Should call on night, two coal-black eunuchs
came
Forth to the window; and again he cried :—
“Quick, seize and throw her down!” Andslave-
like prompt,
They strove to seize her and to throw her down;
But failed, for lo! full far aback she springs,
Like the pressed panther, nimble as the squirrel,
Into the chamber, and there stood in shade,
Glaring with cat-like eyes. But glared not long;
For to the window back they dragged, and
launched her
Sheer from the sill into the pavéd court,
‘Whereto, like wounded sea-fowl from its cliff,
She headlong with wild shriek of horror fell.
some of her blood outspurted on the wall,
And some upon the horses; and the hoofs
Of Jehu's charger trod her under foot.
Then when the sated crowd had left the court
Jehu went up into the banquet-room ;
There ate and drank, till, warm with wine, he
said i—
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‘“Go down, and bury yon accursed woman ;
She is the daughter of a king.”

And down they went,
But nothing of her found, except the skull,
And feet, and palms; the rest of her devoured
By dogs; torn piecemeal ; by them borne away,
And eaten in the portion of Jezreel,—
Even in Naboth’s vineyard; nothing left,
That one mightsay :—* Lo ! this was Jezebel.”

Original.
HOW 1 DREAMED THE OLD YEAR
OUT AND THE NEW YEAR IN.

BY E. O. L. O.

My name is Thomas Kedger. Youwould
not imagine that a man with a name like
that could have anything interesting to tell
of himself. Wait and see.

I am forty years 0ld; and am still only a
clerk with Blank & Co., St. Paul Street,
Montreal. But let me tell you, reader,—for
an advertisement is never thrown away,
say I,—that I confidently hope, before many
months are past, to set up in the Commission
business for myself, when I shall be happy
to offer my best services to any who may be
willing to honor me with their custom. I
live at present—as I have done for the past
two years—in a small brick house on St.
Elizabeth street. As I have a growing
family to support on a not very large salary,
I cannot do better just now, but my house
is only taken on a yearly rent, and, if my
plans succeed, we may be able before long
to move to a large and elegant residence in
St. Catherine street west, or somewhere
in that neighborhood. My wife—her name
was Caroline Taylor when she was the belle
of her circle, eighteen years ago—would be
but in her proper sphere in a spacious, cur-
tained drawing-room, or at the head of a
fashionable dinner-table. I have three
children. Thomas, my only son, is four-
teen, and shows a decided taste for stmdy.
I hope to be able, by the time he is through
school, to afford him a college education.
The other two are girls. Jane is sixteen,
and Charlotte ten; and both are very pro-
mising children.

Now let me tell you my story. Iam
afraid you will think I have not profited
much by my dream.
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December 31, 1866. Neartwelve o'clock
on New Year's-eve.—The children had all
-gone to bed, and my wife and I sat in our
little parlor, waiting till the time should
«come for wishing each other a ¢ Happy
New Year.” It was a mild night, so I set
open the window and slid back the ventila-
tor without, that we might hear the bells
bid the Old Year good-bye. As we sat
waiting, we talked over our plans for the
future, and I grew eloquent about what I
should do when my countemplated business
had brought me in the expected fortune.
By-and-by I stopped talking, but my
thoughts travelled on in the same channel,
until, dazzled by the brightness of my own
visions of future riches and eminence, I
grew drowsy, and at length, after many a
preliminary nod and start, my head sank on
my breast just as the first stroke of twelve,
enheard then, but afterwards dimly re-
menibered, clashed out from the Cathedral
steeple.

1 dreamed that I was suddenly caught up
and carried to that far-off, mysterious place,
somewhere in the Pacific Ocean, where one
day ends and the next begins its Jjourney
round the globe. I was set down on an
island a few rods in cireumference, where,
wnder a spreading tree, an old, old man lay
dying. His face was wrinkled with care,
his eyes almost sightless, and his long,
‘snowy beard lay on his breast, heaving with
‘the short breaths that came and went so
feebly. With scarcely aundible voice, the
0ld man was making known his last wishes
to a handsome boy, full of youthful spirits
and vigor, who sat by his side.

“That is all,” I think, were the first words
1 could distinguish. “I have told you all
that you must accomplish in Europe, in
America—oh, stop! I have forgotten one
thing ”—and the Old Year roused himself
with renewed vigor from the stupor that
was creeping over him so fast,— ¢ there’s
Canada! You will have particular charge
of Canada, for, under your auspices, she is to
enter upon a new state of existence. In
speaking of Canada, T do not mean Canada
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opened for it the new era of which I have
spoken. Some will bless you for this change,
and others will say, ¢ This year has brought
evil things to our country.’ But do not
flineh from your work. So it was with me,
so it will be with your successors. There
are always many who -think things should
have been otherwise, and perhaps, from
their point of view, they may be justified
in so thinking; but we must go on doing
as we are bid, and everything will turn out
right in the end. There are some indivi-
duals in Canada to whom you must teach
important lessons. Thereis . Here
his words became undistinguishable, not so
much, I thought, on account of the feeble-
ness of his voice, as from some imperfection
in my own hearing at the time. It seemed
tome that I was not allowed to hear because
it was none of my business. This, how-
ever, only whetted my euriosity, and I stole
closer in the hope of cateching some of the
names, but my eflorts were all in vain. I
stood, as it seemed to me, for hours, watch-
ing the motion of the old man’s lips, and
straining my ears to no purpose, and I had
almost given up hopes of hearing any more
when 1 was startled by the sound of my
own name. ¢ Thomas Kedger,”’—how I
strained my ears then to cateh every word !
—¢ he is a quiet, sensible, well-educated
man, strictly honorable, and deserving of a
higher station than he has attained, if it
were not for one thing—he is a day-dreamer!
His thoughts are always in the fature, and
so he cannot perform the present duty satig-
factorily. His one dream is of advapce-
ment for himself and family. In 5 few
weeks—thus he draws the outline of his
future course—his carefulness and accu-
racy in his present station will lead his
employers to raise him to a higher position.
Then, in a few months, he will have ac-~
quired sufficient knowledge to be able to
enter into parinership with some man of -
capital, and set up independently. By push
land enterprise, his firm will soon take the
ead among the business-houses of Mon treal,
and by-and-by he will be alle to move t-

st ds, hut as it will be when you hive | a more fashionable neighborhood, send I.is
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son to college, and give his daughters all
the advantages that money can procure,
As soon as possible he will purchase land,
and build for himself a mansion which
shall be an ormament to the city. His
grounds shall be laid out in the finest style,
and his conservatories shall be the admira-
tion of all his friends. When he can spare
the time, he will take the trip to Europe
which he has been promising himself and
his wife for so many years. There he can
obtain carpets and furniture in keeping
with the style of his house, and when he
returns he will bring with him paintings
and statues by the greatest masters of an-
cient and modern art, and other rare and
costly artieles to adorn the family mansion,
for such he designs it to be. His son, he
hopes, will make his name so famous that
its ugliness will be forgotten ; his danghters
will marry well and be comfortably settled
in life ; and he, the founder of the family,
will live to a good old age, honored and ad-
mired by all. Such is the dream which he
repeats to himself many times daily, going
into all the details—planning his house,
laying out his grounds, and arranging his
pictures and staties—and all the time he
sees not that the substantial foundation on
which this vast air-castle is reared—the
careful performance of his duties as a clerk
—is not progressing one whit, but rather
being overthrown. e is ruining his own
prospects and those of his family by this
practice, and it’s a terribly hard habit to
get rid of. Let it be yours to teach Thomas
Kodges, if vou ~an. that day-dreaming—in
so far as it interferes, as it almost always
must. with the duty of the hour—is wrong.”

The energy with which he pronounced
the last word exhausted his remaining
strength, and as it passed his lips he sank
breathless ufon the earth. The New Year
mounted into the air, flying toward the
West. The ocean, the island, the dead Old
Year, vanished from my sight, and Tawoke
to find myself 8itisy m my easy chair, with
my wife besice me, and. the last stroke of
the twelve gtiil ringing in my ears.

We lalked it over aflerwards, my wi’e
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and I, and I made a solemn resolution that
I would never again yield to the temptation
which, as I now realized for the first time,
had already cost me so dear. But, alas! it
has cost me more since then, for the year
is almost gone and the habit still clings to
me. Yesterday a young man of twenty-
four was advanced to be a partner, and I
am still only a clerk. ¢ It’s a terribly hard
habit to get rid of.”

Original.
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On Christmas-eve, in the year 182—, a
number of young men of Montreal hired
two or three Marche-dones, to go down to
the Messe de Minuit, or Midnight Mass, at
Pointe aux Trembles, then a favorite sleigh
ride. One of the party had arrived that
fall from the ¢ Old Countiry,” or ¢ Home,"
as Britain was affectionately called, and
the others were bent on showing him the
wonders of this French country, with which
a residence of some years had made them
familiar. The Marche-donc was the com-
mon name for the small but comfortable
cariole of those days, usually pronounced
by old-country people,  carry-all;” but the
pronunciation was inappropriate, for, so
far from carrying all of a party, it would
only carry two passengers comfortably in
the low, wide seat behind, though, in case
of need, a third might sit on the high, nat-
row sea. in front with the ¢ charretier,”’ or
driver. These carioles were well provided
with straw in the bottom, and buffalo robes;
and the great-coats, muflling-shawls, and
huge fur caps with ears, usually worn in
those days, rendered the upper part of the
body safe from even the cold of a Canadian
mid-winter night. The charreliers were
smart, attentive French-Canadiars, and
their horses, being of the pure Cunadian
breed, were very fast and long-win led.
Indeed, a hardier or more serviceable race
of horses could not be found for a climsate
like that of Canada. In Lower Canada, at
that time, the word Canadian always iiu-
plied French-Canadian, and nothing else ;
so that waen an English-speakinz resident,
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of Lower Canada went to the States and | suited as well for getting into a caléche or

was called a ‘Canadian,” he would be apt
to correct the speaker.

The low cariole was so very comfortable
that many regretted the necessity, imposed
by law some time after, of using high run-
ners, and, as soon as that law was repealed,
not a few returned to the old fashion In-
deed, you will now see the most fashionable
turnouts in the city of Montrealin the shape
of the old-fashioned cariole, or Berlin—only
a little lower and smaller. The fare for
these vehicles was so low that clerks on
very moderate salaries could afford an oe-
casional drive, and very healthy and plea-
sant those drives were, if they did notlead,
as was too often the case, to drinking in
some country tavern.

The party already introduced to the read-
er ‘ embarked”—as the phrase was and is
among French-Canadians—in their carioles
atthe Place d’Armes, a queer, old-fashioned
square, with strange-looking buildings on
two sides, some of them reached by high
stairs, and the old French Church, standing
in the middle of Notre Dame street, on the
third; a sort of dead-house making the
fourth side, where the Bank of Montreal or
City Bank now stands.

The use of the word ‘“ embark,” for enter-
ing a vehicle, which is, we believe, peculiar
to the French of Lower Canada, indicates
that all their travelling in early times was
done by water; and this was doubtless the
case. For probably more than a century
after the first emigration to Canada by the
French, the settlements only extended
along the banks of rivers, and, rather than
go inland in Lower Canada, they would
proceed westward to the banks of the De-
troit river, the Wabash, or the Mississippi.
These river settlers had each his canoe, by
means of which, we may presume, his
journeys to mill, market, or chureh, were
mostly performed; and it was only after
pretty good roads were made that the charetfe
and caléche were generally substituted for
the canoe and batteau. When this substi-

cariole as into a eanoce. Another word in-
dicative of a rather strange state of things
in early times, in Lower Canada, had grown
into common wuse, namely, * butin,” or
booty, for any kind of baggage or effects
that a traveller might be carrying with
him ; but the state of society out of which
this use of the word grew must have existed
in new or frontier settlements, generally,
since all through the Western States the
usual term for baggage was ¢ plunder.”

Our young men embarked, then, on the
night in question, at the Place d’Armes,
and the horses—tired, doubtless, of standing
for hours in the cold,—trotted away along
Notre Dame street at a rate that would have
delighted even Jerome, of Jerome Park, or
Bonner, of the New York Ledger. Away
they went—passing rapidly the old jail
and Court-house, at the head of the New-
market (now Jacques Cartier) Square, and
Nelson’s Monument,—not then neglected
and dilapidated,—past the old Government
House (now the Education Depariment),
and past Mr. Bingham'’s, then the head-
quarters for fashionable parties and young
officers. Nearly opposite this mansion—
which was afterwards known as Donegana’s
Hotel, and burned while so occupied—stood
the modest, old-fashioned house of Lonis
Joseph Papineau, the able leader of the
French-Canadian people in their struggle
with the Earl of Dalhousie, then going on.
This house was on the hill going down to
the Bonsecours Church, and opposite to it
was a queer old building in which lived
Jacques Viger, the Grand Voyer of the
city, and an antiquary and author of re-
putation, who, equally with Mr. Papineau,
was obnoxious on political grounds to the
British residents. We must not, however,
continue these reminiscences, or we will
have to go down a little farther to the house
of Mr. Pothier, a perfect gentleman of the
vieille cour.

The old Waterworks, or rather City Re-
servoir, was rapidly passed. It consisted of

tution took place it was natural to continue | the top stories of two dwelling-houses, near
to umse the old terms, and * embarquer’ | Dalhousie Square, which was then vacant.

B
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Down the main street of the Quebec
Suburbs the buildings were not greatly
different from what they are now, only the
finest residences about the city were along
the high bank of the river, along the Cur-
rent St. Mary. Among these were the
villas of Judge Reid, the Hale or Marshall
of Canada, and of the Hon. John Richard-
son, our Herriot or Guy. Nearly opposite
this latter was Sir John Johnson’s house,
a strange old wooden mansion surrounded
by galleries, where dwelt the descendants
of the celebrated leader of the Indian tribes
—on the British side—in the war of the
American Revolution. The Johnson family
lost princely estates in New York, for their
loyalty, and got very extensive grants of
land in Canada in lien of them; but the
history of the family, which must be ex-
ceedingly interesting, has probably never
been written. A little further down was
a celebrated tavern, kept by an aged lady
named Anna Stark, where youths, in driv-
ing out, frequently stopped for a few
minutes to get a mug of ale, stirred with a
red-hot poker, or a glass of egg-nogg or some
other compound for which the house was
celebrated.

Dashing away past Handyside's distillery
—now in ruins—the party passed the

- Cross—so-called, though there was no cross

there—and continued along the open road
to Longue Pointe. Here was another dis-
tillery of the Handysides,—now, also, in
ruing,—with the little creek winding past
it, at the embouchure of which Jacques Car-
tier probably landed when he marched
through the woods to visit the Indjan vil-
lage of Hochelaga, somewhere near MeGill
College Avenue. No otherobject of special
interest was seen in this moonlight journey
until the party reached Pointe aux Trem-
bles, where, after warming themselves at
the stove of the village tavern, they made
their way to the Church. The altar was
decorated with evergreens and artificial
flowers, and there was a ‘‘dim religious
light ”” produced by wax candles. Soon the
mass commenced, the church being well
filled by the parishioners and visitors from

the city. After mass, which had nothing
particularly striking in its celebration, the
youths ¢ embarked * in their carioles again
and hurried homewards, bidding each other
good-bye till New Year’s day, which they
agreed to spend together in making New
Year’s visits. Thus ends one fytte of their
pilgrimage, which if not so poetical as
Childe Harold’s, is at least as truthful and
contains as much of a story. And now for
the great holiday of the year.

NEW YEAR’S VISITING IN THE OLDEN TIME.

About eleven o’clock on New Year’s
day, 182—, the young men who had attend-
ed midnight mass at Pointe aux Trembles,
on Christmas-eve, met according to appoint-
ment at the lodgings of one of their nwm-
ber, and sallied forth for a day’s visiting.
It was the custom then—and is still, to some
extent—to go in companies of three, four,
or five, to perform this pleasing duty, and
it was the privilege of all to visit at every
house where any one of the company had
even the most casual acquaintance. In-
deed, this was sometimes dispensed with,
and a company of visitors, availing them-
selves of the privilege of the day, would go
boldly into houses where none of them had
any acquaintance, especially if those houses
contained attractive young ladies. This
was a hazardous experiment, but we never
heard of any case in which the imperti-
nence was resented. The ladies of the
house—then as now—were arrayed in their
best apparel, and received and returned the
New Year’s salutations of visitors with
aflability and grace. But there wasone
important difference in those salutations.
An old French custom had come down,
almost unimpaired, to the time of which we
write, though it has fallen into disuse since,
except among relations. This custom con-
sisted in the visitors kissing the ladies, &
privilege confined exclusivelyto New Year’s
visits. There was another custom univer-
sal then, which has since been greatly and
very beneficially modified. Every house
had wines and liguors on a side-table, with
a tray of cakes, and every visitor was by
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usage compelled to drink to the health of
the ladies. The sense of hospitality would
have been shocked with any omission of
this eustom—now so happily superseded by
coffee instead of liguors in very many fami-
lies, and in all cases by entire freedom to
partake of refreshments or not, as the visi-
tor sees fit. The number of visits paid and
received at the New Year was a matter of
pride and a subject of conversation. Of
course, when a long list of visits had to be
got through in a day, they were short; in
fact a fashionable house had a continual
stream of comers and goers, from eleven or
twelve o'clock in the forenoon, till five or
even half-past five in the afternoon. Gen-
tlemen, of course, visited most in their own
circle of acquaintance, but they were
bound to visitall their friends and acquaint-
ances, poor relations and dependents inelud-
ed. Every one, also, was expected to visit
his minister or priest, who remained at
home on that day, and repaid the visits the
next week. Though New Year's-day was
the great day for visiting, yet it was con-
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strued to last for the remainder of the week,
and visits were often continued for two or
three days, though the number of visitors
rapidly decreased. They could not, how-
ever, be run into the next week, that being
devoted, as we have said before, to return-
calls of ministers and priests. By this cus-
tom of visiting, -acquaintanceships were
kept up, and families between whom any
coldness or dryness had occurred could with
propriety renew their friendship by a New
Year’s visit. The streets were, of course,
like a fair with visitors coming and going
in all directions, on foot, or in sleighs and
carioles, and good-humor was universal.

Throughout New Year’s-day, sleighs load-
ed with youths, some of them with noisy
musical instruments, and ' others singing
and shouting, went round the streets of the
city.

After a hard day’s work, in which our
party paid fifty or more visits, they reti ed
to their cheerless boarding-houses, sighing
at the thought that they had not yet homes
of their own.

Doung

Jolhs,

-

Original.

ALICE'S NEW YEAR’'S PRESENT.
BY E. 0. L. O.

“How I wish I could see a real live
fairy 1

Little Alice was lying in her crib, where
her mother had tucked her up half an hour
ago, but she was still wide awake. On
Christmas morning she had found beside
her stocking a delightful hook of fairy tales,
and, all the week, every moment that she
could spare from her play had been spent
in reading them. To-night, New Year's-
eve, she had finished the last of them—¢¢ The
Discontented Fairy who was changed into

a Bat,”—and as she lay in bed she kept
thinking confusedly of the poor fairy bat,
and New Year's day, and the pictures in
her book, and how nice it would be to have
fairies round her to do all she wanted ; and
$0 it happened that, almost without know-
ing it, she said with a little sigh, « How I
wish I could see a real live fairy 1

As she looked out of her brown eyes into
the darkness, she imagined she saw all the
walls covered with little beings like those
in the pictures; but suddenly a great black
shadow came between her and them. Her
heart began to beat hard, till she heard her
brother’s voice say, '

“ Would you really like to see the fairies,
Allie?”




ALICE'S NEW YEAR'S PRESENT.

¢ Oh, James!” she exclaimed, with a
long breath, “ conld I?”

«“Have you been a good girl to-day,
Allie 2

«] think so,”” said Alice, eagerly; «I
haven’t done anything very naunghty, and
mother said I helped her a little.”’

«Then we will go to-night and pay a
visit to Queen Joy ;”’ and the dark shadow
lifted the little girl and rolled her all upin
a great warm plaid, and carried her down-
stairs out of the door into the snow.

Alice looked round with perfect delight
at the moonlight dancing and sparkling on
the white drifts, and the long shadows
moving to and fro as the wind swayed the
trees. She had never been out in the moon-
lightin winter before, and everything looked
so strange that no wonder she scon lost track
of where they were going, and whispered to
her brother, in mingled fear and delight,

«Ts this Fairyland, James ?”’

But James went siraight on through the
trees till he came in front of a high rock.
Then he stopped and stooped down, so that
Alice could see, near the ground, a little
round hole ahout an inch across.

« That is the gatc of Fairyland, Allie,”
he said.

She looked at him wonderingly.

¢ Shall we go in ?’<he asked.

Alice looked again into the dark hole,
and then back to her brother. She was
getting frightened.

« What's it like inside ?’’ she said, scarce-
1y above her breath.

¢ More beautiful than anything you ever
saw. I can’t deseribe it to you. Shall we
go ? ”

# I'd like to,” said Alice, a liitle shyly.

Now Mr. Spider, the porter, had stretched
a chain across the door, and gone to bed,
but when James waved Lis hand the chain
broke and fell down, and they went into
the hole. Alice forgot to wonder how they
could get into such a small place, for as
soon as they were in the dark passage a
tiny but very bright spark appeared at the
far end. It grew brighter and brighter as
they went on, till in a few moments they
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found themselves at the door of a large
room filled with people like those in the
pictures, with bright clothes and rainbow
wings, which glinted and glanced in the,
light of the lamps hung from the ceiling.
At the further end of the room was a canopy,
and, beneath the canopy, a throne, and
there sat Queen Joy. Oh, how sweet and
beautiful she looked ! Alice longed to jump
into her arms, but two fairies with folded
wings stood at the door, barring it with
crossed wands. The fairies in the roomx
were dancing and singing merrily, and this
was their song :—
“This is the week for the children,
Babies and boys and girls

This is the week for the children,
Bright dancing eyes and curls.

This is the week for the children,
Babies and girls and boys;
This is the week for the children,
‘When Joy sends them pleasures and —'”

Here the song stopped short, as the sing-
ers discovered that there were strangers at
the door. An officer who was standing
near the throne came towards them.

¢ What do you want?”’ he asked.

“We want to see your Queen,’’ answered
James,

«Can you give the password ? "’

¢« Duty done,”’ said James in a low voice.

Immediately, the crossed wands were
lifted, and a way was made for them to go
up to the throne, and, asthey passed through,
the fairies sang :—

“ Joy of those alone is seen

‘Who have the password to her throne;
Welcome, welcome to our Queen,

All who can say ¢ Duty done.’”

‘When they reached the foot of the throne,
James unrolled the plaid and set Alice
down before the Queen, in her little white
nightdress and bare feet nestling in the
rose-leaf carpet The Queen smiled gra-
ciously upon her, and then, looking at
James, she said—in a voice that sounded
like the tinkling of sweet, silver bells :—

« Who is this, and why have you brought
her here ?”’

And James answered, ¢ Oh, Queen Joy,
this is my little sister Alice, and I have
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brought her here to-night to ask your majes-
ty to give her a New Year’s present.”

Then Queen Joy looked still more lovingly
upon Alice, and said :—

« Little Alice, you have come just at the
right time, for this is the Children’s Week,
when I pay particular attention to all the
little boys and girls. What would you like
for a New Year’s present ? "’

The Queen looked so sweet and loving
that Alice climbed with her little bare feet
up the steps of the throne and threw her
arms round her neck, whispering,

«Dear Queen, let me stay with you al-
ways."”

The Queen took hold of the little arms
-and looked into the eager face :

¢ No, little Alice, that cannot be, for you
must go back to your father and mother.
What wounld they do without you? But do
not be disappointed. I will come and stay
with you. I will always be near to you
while you are a good child, and whenever
you can say the password, ¢ Duty done,” you
will feel me beside you.”

Then she kissed her and said ¢ Good
night ;” and James wrapped her up in the
plaid and carried her out through the long
passage, over the snow, to her home. She
was soon sleeping snug in her bed, and all
night, invisibly, beside her watched the
Tairy Joy.

Original.
OLD CERB.

BY MRS. A. CAMPBELL.

«What a noise you children are making ;
could you not play upstairs in your play-
rooms !’

The question was addressed to a group of
children, busy rolling over each other upon
the parlor floor.

«No, mamma, we are tired of upstairs,
and we ran races in the dining-room, but
baby always knocked his head against the
table, so we came here. I wish it would
stop raining—we all so haie a rainy day.

T can't get to my carpenter’s shop, the floor
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is all flooded ; and I don’t know what to do
with myself.”

The answer was given by a fine boy of
ten, who looked as if he had arrived at that
listless, do-nothing, bored state of existence
called, expressively, by the French ennui.

«I am sure I pity you,” said the mother,
¢ books, slates, toys, all lost their charm.
What can I do for you?”

«T know,” squeaked out a shrill treble
from the floor, ** you can tell us a story.”

«QOh yes!” joined a chorus of voices at
once, ¢ that'’s just it—tell us a story, mam-
ma."”’

“ Ah, well,” laughed the mother, «I
suppose I am caught in the noose; what
shall it be about?”

¢ Oh, a true story, of course. We can
read book-stories ourselves, and we are tired
of fairies and such stuff. Now if you had
only been a man, mamma, you could tell
us what you did when you were a boy, and
it would have been nicer than girl’s stories ;
girls never do much in the world.”

“] am sure, Herbert,” answered his
sister, “we do quite as much as you do,
and more also; we sew and knit while you
roll about the floor and yawn.”

¢ Oh, well; wait till I grow bigger, and
boat and swim, and fish and shoot, and all
that. Oh!it’s a grand thing to be a boy.
But, mother, give us some serapes, if you
can; did you ever get into any 7"

« Oh yes, Herbert, plenty of them. Iam
afraid I was not at all a model little girl,
and deserved punishment often enough,
though I remember once nearly getting
punished when I did not deserve it, and as
you would perhaps call that getting into a
serape, I shall tell you all about it if you
willsit quietly down and hold this wool for
me while I wind it—and your sisters take
their work.

When I was about twelve years of age
I was at school at New Jersey. My holi-
days were spent partly with my mother, at
a farm where she boarded for the benefit of
country air, about four miles from the
school, and partly with her at my grand-
mother’s, at a place called Hatfield, about
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a mile further on, where she lived withmy
aunts and uncles.
those were.

Charming holiday times
The house was prettily sitnat-
ed, with a stream at one side, emptying
into a rather deep little pond, where we—
that is, Harry Lefton and I, a motherless
boy who came from New York to spend the
holidays, too—fished, and draggled, and
wetted ourselves to our hearts’ content.”

«Ah, 'm glad,” said Herbert, ¢ thatthere
is going to be a boy in the story—there will
be some spirit in it.”

¢ For shame, dear,”” said his mother,
4 you are not very polite to your sistersand
myself. As far as the spirit goes, I am
afraid I was the leader in the scrapes, as
you- would call them, for Harry was a
delicate, quiet boy, younger than myself;
while I had such an abundance of health
and animal spirits, that my aunts always
said I was not a lady-like little girl, not one
bit in the least.”’

“ ] am sure you must have been a very
nicelittle girl, mamma,’’ soothingly chimed
in little Miss Kate, ““I wish I could have
had you to come and spend the day with
me then.” :

« Why, Kitty,” laughed mamma, “I
spend every day with you.”

#0Oh yes, I know, but you have grown
up big now, and are my mamma, you see,
which makes all the difference ; but tellus
what you did.”

« Well, we used to go blackberry-gather-
ing—such large, delicious berries they were,
t00,—and nutting. Oh, the chesnuts, and
hazels, and hickory nuts; such quantities
of them we gathered in those long summer
days. In front of the house was a large
apple orchard, and behind it one of peaches
and cherries. New Jersey is a great place
for fruit : the climate is so favorable to its
growth. The winters are generally mild,
with very little snow, and the summersare
long, warm, and delicious. I have seen
the gardens full of flowers on the 1st of May,
when we had our May-feast, about which I
shall tell you next rainy day, berhaps, if
youlike. I first learned to ride at Hatfield.
Harry and I used often to ride the quiet
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farm horses down to the pond to drink, and
get a rough canter up the lane, afterwards,
which we enjoyed very much. Then we
fed the dogs—and such a lot of them there
were. My uncles were Englishmen, doing
business as merchants at New York ; and
as they retained all the Englishman’s love
for field sports they kept a great many
sporting dogstied up in kennels, which fared
well through the holidays, when Harry and
1 were there to chop off exira slices of the
hard, dried beef used for their food. One
of these dogs hid three pretty litile pups,
which we were fond of carrying about and
nursing, to the great dislike of their mother,
that would cry and whine whenever I
popped them in my frock and ran off with
them, fearing, I suppose, she would never
see her children again. My uncles, how-
ever, soon put a stop to this fun, or rather
they tried to, for they forbid our touching
the pups any more, as they were very valu-
able and might get hurt. I am afraid we
were not very obedient children, however,
and often stole a play with our little pets,
for which I at least paid pretty dearly.
But before I come to that, I must introduce
you to some other members of the house-
hold.”

“Had you no chickens?’ interrupted
Mr. Baby, a sturdy fellow of four years of
age.

¢ Yes, we had plenty of them, and geese,
too—quite a flock of those. We often
laughed to see them run screeching along,
headed by the old gander, with necks out-
stretched, till, tired of running, they would
take wing and sail slowly down to the pond,
then duck under, and swim about, and
splash, and wash, and seem so happy, that
we almost wished ourselves geese also, for
they came out of the water so clean and
pretty ; while we, if we slipped over the
bank, found ourselves dirty and draggled,
and got many a shake and scold from old
Mary, who—good-natured creature that she
was—would wring us out and toast us by
ihe fire, and let nobody kuow anything
about it, and nobody scold us but herself,
if she could help it. But about the chick-
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ens, baby. They were grandma’s- pets—
dear, pretty old grandma ; she lived to see
some of you born—her great-grandchildren.
She was such a chirping, bright, busy old
lady, with the whitest of caps and lawn
handkerchiefs ; the chickens seemed to know
her for a friend whenever she came outside
the door, for they ran hopping and jumping
all round her ; and one, her especial pet—
a white bantam, called ‘Stumpy,’—was
often bold enough to fly upon her shoulder.
Poor ¢ Stumpy’ had had his toes frozen off
one unusually cold winter, and hence his
name. From that time he was allowed the
run of the kitchen, at all seasons, and it
was funny to see the fuss he would make
about grandmamma whenever she made
her appearance there. He would stump
about after her to see where she intended
to settle, and, whenever she rested for a
moment, fly te the back of her chair, and
rock backwards and forwards in lis eflorts
to steady himself, and hold on, without
claws to do it with. Poor old ¢Stumpy’
met his end in a sad way; he flew one day
on the top of a barrél into which some scald-
ing swill had been poured to cool for the
pigs, overbalanced and fell in, and was
scalded to death. Poor grandmamma eried
over him, and mourned him for a long time
afterwards. But I must go back to the dogs
again, I see Herbert is looking fidgety.
The great friend of the house wasold ¢ Cerb,’
a large half-terrier, half-mastiff, my uncle
had brought from England—a surly, sulky,
eross, old creature, jealous of all the other
dogs, but in whom nobody in the house saw
a fault, because he was an old friend and a
faithful house-dog. We children never
liked him : he was so sly. If we were chop-
ping away at the dogs’ meat, up would
come ¢ Cerb,” and, when after great efforts
we had hewed off a piece, slyly walk off
with it. Tt was no use our scolding him,
and trying to make him drop it, he would
growl and show his teeth so at us, that we
considered diseretion the better part of valor,
and let him alone. Then the hens’ nests
—he was as clever at hunting them up as
we were; and while we carefully and
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honestly carried every one to the kitchen,
he sucked all he could find. It was of no
use complaining ; my aunts always apolo-
gized for him—¢Oh, poor old ** Cerb,” he is
not so bad as you think he is ; poor, dear old
fellow, everything is laid to his charge,’
ete.,-—so0 that we gave it up, feeling sure
that, whoever did wrong, aunties would
always believe ¢ Cerb’ did right.

But holidays must end, as everything
earthly must, you know, and the day came
when Harry and I had to part; he to re-
turn to New York, to his school, and I, the
next day, to mine, not quite so far off. We
gotup early in the morning, to pack all the
mots and treasures he was to take,—consist-
ing of pine-cones, bits of dried fungi, empty
birds’ nests, round pebbles, and a host of
other things,—and, this done, we started
round to say good-bye to all our feathered
and four-footed friends. We had got to
Fan's kennel, and were each hugging-up
and kissing for the twentieth time a little
puppy, when we heard uncle’s voice, and
carefully covering up the forbidden trea-
sures, we,rushed off to have a last toss of
pebbles into the brook. After breakfast,
Harry was driven off to the train, and I
left behind to wander up and down and
wish to-morrow come-——the place having
lost its charm now that my little companion
and playfellow had gone. Tired and lonely,
I had thrown myself down in an easy, see-
saw, sort of swing, made of Indian netting,
which hung hammock-fashion upon the
verandah, when I heard myself called, and
lazily gathering myself up turned into the
dining-room, 1o find myself quickly roused
by one of my aunts saying, in a sharp voice,
¢ Minnie, one of Fan’s pups is missing ; what
did you do with it?’ ¢ One of Fan’s pups
missing !’ I repeated in astonishment, ¢I
did nothing with it, auntie.” ¢ Do not tell
such a story, miss,’ was the reply, you
have taken it, I know you have, and
drowned it, 1 suppose, in the creek.” At
this, my face and neck flushed erimson,
and, choking with emotion, I said, ‘Oh
auntie, how can you gay so? I know
nothing at all about the dog.’ *Oh!’ cried
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both my aunts, ‘you are gunilty! you are
guilty! Your face tells upon you. See
how red you are. Shame to tell falsehoods!
Isaw you and Harry,’ continued one of
them, ¢ at the kennel, this morning, where
you are forbidden to go, and then you both
ran down to the brook, and I remember
from the top of the hill I heard a splash.
I thought then you were at some mischief
again, but I little dreamed you could be
wicked enough to throw in a poor little
puppy.’ It was of no use my denying the
thing, and saying that we bad thrown in a
-dead log, instead of a live dog; I was not
believed. My face, they said, proved me
guilty. Writhing at being doubted, I went
to rush out of the room, when a thought
struck me which, unhappily for myself, I
gave utterance to—it did not mend my
cause ;:—* Perhaps ¢« Cerb” took it.” T had
thrown the firebrand which made both
aunts raging. I was ealled a ¢ naughty, de-
ceitful, story-teller. 'Twas bad enough to
-do the deed ; but to try and get out of it by
laying it upon dear, good old ¢ Cerb,” was
the very summit of wickedness. They had
no doubt now, that many other things with
which I had charged him, I had done my-
self. They had added the straw which
broke the camel’s back, and I burst into
tears, at which my sunt told me I had better
go to my room, and they would think over
what punishment I should have afterwards.
I needed no second hint, but up-stairs I flew
to my ‘mother, throwing myself down by
her side, sobbing bitterly. As soon as I
was composed enough, I told her the whole
affair, and 1o my comfort she believed at
once that I knew nothing at all about the
dog; and while she kindly showed me I
had bronght this suffering upon myself by
my disobedience in going to the kennel and
playing with the pups, she at the same time
said I should not be punished merely upon
snspicion, until 1 was proved to be guilty,
and that, in consequence, she would arrange
matters with her sisters-in-law, and take
me home at once, as she Wwas sure they
would be glad to have me away. Before
starting, I found time to run to the head
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farm-servant, and- say ‘Stewart, I am in
disgrace. They think I drowned that pup.
I did not do it, and I firmly bhelieve that
hateful old ¢ Cerb’ knows about it, if he
only eould tell. Will you try and find out
all about it, to clear me if you can?’ I
will, Miss Minnie, never fear. Perhaps
«Cerb’ did. Throth, he’s done enough that's
bad, anyway.! Next day, I went toschool,
and for a week eat, drank, and slept, with
the image of the dog ever before me. The
girls langhed at me, and told me I had
come back a living picture of melancholy.
My pride-—that of a girl just entering her
teens—was keenly hurt, and I chafed with
real suffering under it—not turning asI
should have done to the Loxd Jesus for help,
but striving in my own strength to bear it,
and a fit of illness was nearly being the re-
sult, when my mother arrived just in time
tosaveme. She was shocked atthe change
a week’s suffering had made, and enguired
what was the matter. ¢ Oh nothing, mother,’
was the reply, ¢have you been to Hatfield,
and have they found out about the pup yet ?
‘I have,’ said my mother, divining in my
earnestness the cause of my haggard-looking
face, I was nearly as anxious as yourself,
and so I got black Ben to drive me over,
last night, and your grandmother told me
all about it. It appears that the day after
you left, another pup was missing.’
¢ Another!’ I ecried, ¢Oh, mamma, how
glad Tam I was not there!” and the thought
brought a most hysterical choking in my
throat. ¢Yes,’ she smilingly replied,
‘Stewart had been feeding them, and
passing a few moments after, noticed the
worried tramp, tramp, up and down, and
the whining ery of the poor mother. Look-
ing in, he saw but one pup, and then re-
membered having seen “Cerh” lurking
about not long before. That, in connectjon
with what you had said, made him at once
suspect and go in search of him. He found
him behind the barn, hard at work digging
a hole with his paws, into which he put
the dead pup and covered it up. Gettinga
spade, Stewart soon disinterred the other
one near it, and carried them both to the
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house. Your aunts were not a little aston-
ished when they found who the real culprit
was. They say they are sorry for having
suspected you ; but that really you brought
it upon yourself by looking so guilty.’
¢ Well, mamma, I suppose I did, but I was
really ashamed at having been so accused,
and could not help it. Give my love to old
Stewart, and tell him he did me good ser-
vice. All next week’s pocket-money shall
go in tobacco for him, and I shall not forget
him in a hurry, mamma.” ‘I hope, my
dear, that you will not forget, also, who
permitted your innocence to be made clear,
and thank yonr Heavenly Father for it.’
I did thank Him, my children, and I have
often thanked Him since for sending me
that suffering, as it taught me a lesson of
impartiality, and gave me a warning never
to judge from appearances, which has been
of great use to me through life, and which
I am not likely to forget as long as I live.
See, here comes papa, just as we have
finished, so run to meet him."’

# Oh, thank you, dear mamma, thank
you. What a hateful old dog that ¢Cerb’
was. He ought to have been tried for
murder, found guilty, and hanged,” said
Harry, “only I suppose he did not know
any better, and your aunts would have
managed to prove what papa calls an alibi
for him. It was a capital story, however,
and I won’t feel so bad next rainy day.”

LITTLE RAVAGEOT.
CONCLUDED.

1I.

When morning had come she said to
Ravageot, ¢ Come with me. We will go
to the fairy Good Heart, and I will beg her
to forgive you.”

She attempted to take his hand, but some-
thing held her back, and she left the house,
followed by the little boy, who no longer
had the right to walk by his mother’s side.

The fairy Good Heart lived a league from
the ¢ity, in a great castle surrounded by
splendid gardens,which were open to every-
bedy, A simple hedge, the height of =
man, separated the garden from the road,
and the gate was always on the latch.
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Ravageot and his mother had no trouble,
therefore, in making their way to the fairy.
Before the door they found Barbichon,
taking the fresh air and waiting for his
mistress to rise. The good lady was not a
very early riser; it was a little faultin
which she indulged herself in return for
doing harm to no one. But as soon as she
learned that some one was waiting to see
her, she sprang from her bed, and was
ready to receive the afflicted mother in the
twinkling of an eye.

¢ Ah, madam,” said the latter, as soon
as gshe saw the fairy—¢ah, madam, save
us! For pity’s sake take back the terrible
gift which you made yesterday to my
child.”

¢ Isee whatis the matter,” said the fairy,
glancing at Ravageot’s dress. ¢« This little
boy wished to have his own way. He has
been punished for it; so much the worse
for him. I cannot take back what I have
given.”’

““What!" said the mother, ¢ is there no
means, then, of saving him from so fright-
ful a punishment ?”’

“ There is, but it is a hard one. Itis
necessary that some one should consent to
be punished in his place.”

“ Ah! if that is all, it is easy.
ready. What do you ask for him to be able
to have his face washed, and be neat and
clean ?”’ ’

¢ For him to have his face washed, and
be neat and clean, you must give me your
beautiful complexion.”

«Take my complexion, Madam ; what
do I want of it, if my child must always
remain untidy ?”’

Barbichon instantly stepped forward,
holding in one hand a basin of rock erys-
tal, and in the other a sponge assoft and
fine as velvet. In the twinkling of an eye
the fairy washed the face of Ravageot, who
smiled to see himself in the glass, fresh and
rosy. But all his joy vanished when he
turned to look at his mother. Her beauti-
ful cheeks were withered, and her smooth,
satin-like skin was tanned and wrinkled
like an old woman’s. She did not seem to
perceive it, and her eyes sparkled with
pleasure on gazing at her dear child.

« What do you ask,” she continued, « for
him to be able to have his beautiful hair
combed and curled ?”’

« For him to have his hair combed and
curled, I must have your hair.”

« Take my hair, Madam. What do I
want of il, if my dear child’s must always
remain in disorder 9’

And Barbichon stepped forward with a

Iamall
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diamond comb, with which the fairy, with
three turns of the hand, smoothed and curl-
ed the hair of Ravageot, who let her do it
without daring to look at his mother. When
he ventured to raise his eyes to her, his
heart was wrung with pain. Her beauti-
ful hair, as black and glossy as jet, had dis-
appeared, and in its place a few gray locks
strayed in disorder from her cap.  But she
paid no attention to it. ¢ What do you
ask,’”” she continued, ¢ for him to be able to
put on his new clothes ?”’

¢ For him to put on his new clothes, I
must have yours.” ’

“ Take my clothes, Madam. Whatdol
want of them, if my dear child must al-
‘Wways remain in rags?”’

Barbichon instantly handed the fairy a
little jacket of fine cloth, embroidered with
gold, white silk trowsers, a blue velvet cap,
trimmed with silver, and shoes ornamented
with precions stones, which in two seconds
replaced the old clothes of Ravageot. He
had never been so fine. He could not re-
press a cry of joy, which quickly turned to
one of sorrow ; for, on looking at his poor
mother, he saw her dressed in rags like a
beggar. But she saw nothing but the mag-
nificent costume of her child, and laughed
with pleasure, showing her magnificent
pearly teeth, the last relic of her pastbean.
ty.

y“ What do you ask,”” she said, ¢ for him
to be able to eat soup? The doetor says
that his health depends on it.”

“ For him to eat soup, I must have your
teeth,”

“ Take my teeth, Madam. What do I
want of them, if my dear child can not
have proper nourishment ?’

She had searcely finished, when Barbi-
chon held on an enamelled plate a beautiful
Japanese cup, in which was smoking the
most appetizing soup that ever smoked un-
der a little boy’s nostrils. Ravageot, who
had been fagting for twenty-four hours, did
not wait for the spoon to be offered him
twice; but his pleasure was of ghort dura-
tion. At each spoonful that he swallowed
he heard a tooth fall on the ground. Des-
pite his hunger, he would have gladly stop-
ped ; but his mother, delighted to see him
eat with such an appeltite, would not listen
to it, and forced him to go on till not a
tooth remained in her head.

« Now,” said the fairy, «this is all, I
hope.”’

« Allt oh no, Madam, I have many more
things to ask of you.”

« But, unhappy Woman,what more would
you sacrifice for this naughty child
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¢ They are not sacrifices. Iam toe hap-
py to save him from the wretched fate that
was in store for him. Come, what do you
asgk for him to be able to sleep in his bed #”

¢ For him to sleep in his bed, you must
give me yours.”

“Take my bed, Madam. What do I
want of it, if my dear child must pass his
nights on the hard floor ?”

« Have you anything more to ask ?’

“ Yes, indeed. What do you ask for him
to be able to study ?”’

“For him to be able to study, you must
yourself forget all that you know.”

“ Take all I know, Madam. What do I
want of knowledge, if my dear child must
wallow in ignorance ?”’

¢ Let this be your last demand, at least.”

¢“For Heaven's sake, one more! This
time it is for myself. What do you ask for
me to be able to clasp him in my arms "

¢ To have the happiness of elasping him
in your arms, you must give me all your
other happiness.”

“ Take it, Madam. What other happi-
ness can there be for me, if I have not that
of embracing my dear child ??

The fairy made a gesture, and Ravageot
sprang tremblingly into his mother’s arms.
He shuddered in spite of himself as he came
in contact with her coarse dress and yel-
low, flabby skin, and winced under the
kisses of her toothless mouth. But so many
proots of love had not been lost on him, and
all that excited his repugnance filled him
at the same time with gratitude and admi.
ration for the good mother who had so com-
pletely devoted herself for him, to what
point he did not yet know. As to her,
wholly absorbed in the happiness which
she had restored to him, she clasped him
convulsively in her arms, and never tired
of telling him how handsome he was, for-
getting all that she herself had lost.

It was necessary at last to take leave.
The happy mother could not sufficiently
thank her whom she styled her benefactress,
Barbichon wept with emotion, and the fairy
herself, unable any longer to restrain her
feelings, ran to her as she was descending
the first step, and kissed her forehead, say-
ing, * Take courage, noble woman, and
rely on me.”

Courage ! she was t0o happy to need it.
She walked with a light step, holding by
the hand her treasure, well fed, neat and
clean, and adorned like a little prince.
What maitered any thing else to her? She
thought that he would sleep that night in
his comfortable little'bed, and pictured to
herself in advance how learned he would
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be one day, and how he would write a
beautiful book, which the publisher of the
-country would print on fine paper, with his
name on the title-page in large letters.

~ Meanwhile the poor mother knew noth-
ing herself, as she soon saw when they set
out for home. She had forgotten the way;
she did not even know the direction of the
town, and had not the least recollection of
the house. Ravageot then understood the
full extent of her sacrifice. It was in vain
that he attempted to guide her. He had
been too much accustomed to have every
thing done for him to take the trouble to
.see where he was going, and had paid no
-attention to any thing on his way. They
wandered about all day in the fields; he
growing more and more anxious as night
came on, she thinking of nothing but the

happiness of seeing her dear child delivered
from all hisills.

At last, toward evening, they were met
by the servants, whom his papa, terrified
-at their disappearance, had sent in search
-of them in all directions, and who did not
recognize them at first, so much were they
Bnth changed, until Ravageot, who was
iooking anxiously on all sides, spied the
¢oachman. Ie ran to him, and, calling
him by name, soon made himself known ;
but he was greatly embarrassed when the
servants asked who was the old beggar wo-
man with him. ¢« It is my mother !’’ he
exclaimed. But they laughed in his face,
and the policeman, who headed the search,
scolded him severely for roaming over the
country, elinging to the skirts of a wretched
-old woman, and calling her his mother—
he whose fiother was such a lady. They
even talked of taking her to prison. She
knew not how to defend herself, having
forgotten every thing; she only elasped
Ravageol in her arms, repeating, ¢ He is
my son, my dear son, whom I have saved
from misery. Nothing in the world can
take him from me.”

Happily they thought her insane, and,
wespecting her madness, permitted her at
last to accompany Ravageot to his father.
Tt was dark when they arrived. Mary Ann
was standing at the door.

“Aht here you are,”” she cried, as soon
as she saw the little troop. * Here you are,
naughty boy t Your father hasbeen anxious
enough about you, poor man! He has just
gone to the great pond to look for you. This
is the third horse he has tired out since
morning, and if it had not been for your
dear mother, whom we all love so well, 1
should have advised him to remain quiet,
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and thank God for being rid of you. What
have you done with your mother ?”

“ Here she is!” cried Ravageot, trem-
bling with terror at the turn affairs were
taking. ¢ Here she is; I have never left
her.”

¢ No more of your tricks! Aren’t you
ashamed of them at such a time ? How can
you make fun of your mother in this way,
when you see us all in trouble on her ac-
count? Up stairs with you, quick, and to
bed! You must be in need of it.”

At the word bed the good mother remem-
bered her bargdin with the fairy, and put
an end to the discussion by saying, “Go to
bed, my dear; you know that the fairy
permits it, and you must be very tired.
Sleep sweetly, and I will wait for you
here.”

He wished to resist, but she raised a fin-
ger, and said, in her beautiful voice, which
remained clear and sweet, < Obey !”’

At this word a thousand terrible recollec-
tions rose before him. He hung his head
and followed Mary Ann, who dragged him
up stairs less gently than he would have
liked.

Ravageot was in lhis comfortable little
bed, wrapped in his warm blankets, but he
slept little.  He thought of his mother
standing and waiting for him before the
door—his mother distigured on his account,
whom no one would recognize, and who so
cruelly expiated the faults which he had
committed. He listened with terror to the
sound of the rain and the roaring of the
wind, which blew that night with extraor-
dinary violence. The rattling of the win-
dows, shaken by the tempest, seemed to
him so many accusing words, erying, ¢Bad
son!” At last, toward morning, worn out
with fatigue and excitement, he fell into a
heavy, painful sleep, and saw in a dream
a squad of policemen driving before them a
gray-haired woman, in a coarse patched
gown, who turned her head as if looking
for some one.

Meanwhile his father had returned late
at night, worn out, with a heart full of
anxiety, He received the news that his
son was found with a cryof joy; buton
learning that his wife was not with him, he
groaned, and, throwing himself on the sofa,
passed the night there, with his face buried
in his hands. Secarcely had day dawned
when he entered the room where his son
was sleeping, and, seeing the liitle curly
head which he had thought never more to
behold, he burst into tears like a child, and,

rushing to the bed, covered the little sleeper
with kisses,
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Ravageot awakened with a start, and was
at first terrified to see his father drowned in
tears, hut soon recovering himself, he
threw his arms round his neck-and cried,
“Oh! papa, mamma is down stairs at the
door. Come quickly; I am sure that she is
very cold.” And as his father looked at
him wonder-struek, “ They did not know
her yesterday,” eried he, ¢ hut you will
know her, I am certain.”

Hastily dressing himself, he dragged his
father to the door, where they found the
boor woman, her checks blue with cold,
and her clothes dripping with rain. At the
sight of her little boy her face brightened,
and she elasped him in her arms with as
complete a happiness as if she had been re-
ceiving the compliments of the fine gentle-
men of the town in her great velvet chair
by the drawing-room fire.

“ What does this mean ' said the fa-
ther; * who is this good woman

« It is my mother,” eried the child—#my
good mother, who hasbecome ugly and rag-
ged for me.”

‘“ Can this be possible ¥’ said he to his
wife; ¢«“and are you my dear wife, for
whom I have been mourning ever since
yesterday 7’

She looked at him without recognizing
him. She embraced her child again and
said, ¢ This is my son. What do you want
of me 7’

¢ But then I am your husband!” return-
ed the father, stupefied.

“You!” said she. ¢ I do not know.”

““Oh! what am I to helieve ? cried the
unhappy man, ¢ This is really my wife's
voice, but I do not know her or she me.”

At thismoment Mary Ann, who had been
awakened by hearing her master walking
about the room, arrived. She seized her
Iistress by tlie arm, and, shaking her rude-
ly, exelaimed, “Are you here yet ? Begone,
childstealer, and never let us see your face
again.”

She was attempting to drag her to the
street, when Ravageot madly threw himself
on her. His little heart swelled with an.
ger, and he would have marched boldly at
that moment against a battalion of soldiers,

j3“No!” he exclaimed, beside himself,
¢ you shall not drive mamma away. I do
not want what she has done for me. It is
for me to be dirty, and to sleep on the
ground ; I am the one that has deserved it
Take me back to the fairy! Iwill give her
back every thing, and she must give back
every thing to mamma,» -

He had not flone Speaking when an enor-
mous hand seized Mary Anp by the waist
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and sent her spinning in the midde of the-
street, and Barbichon exclaimed, ¢« Make
way for my mistress !”’ At the same instant
the fairy Good Heart rose from the ground,
and, placing her hand on the shoulder of
the tender mother, * Your trial is ended,”
she said. “ She who did the evil has come
to repair it.”

Then she kissed Ravageot on both cheeks
and disappearéd with Barbichon, leaving
after her a sweet odor that lasted for a
week.

When the father recovered from his sur.
prise at this sudden apparition, raised his
eyes to his wife, he saw her, with her beau. .
tiful black hair and her fresh complexion,
in the silk dress which he had bought him-
self for her birthday. She looked at him,
and they fell in each other’s arms with un-
speakable happiness.

She lived afterward happy and honored,
respeeted like a saint by all the town ; but
when any one attempted to speak in her
presence of her sublime devotion, she blush-
ed and changed the subject.

As for Ravageot, he became from that
day the best-behaved little boy that ever
was seen. He obeyed without speaking,
and gave up his wishes as soon as they dis-
pleased his father or mother. He was
never more heard to complain when the
water was cold, or to ery when his hair was
combed, or to refuse soup when there was
something else on the table that he liked
better. Hewever early his mother saw fit
to put him to bed, he took care never to re-
fuse 1o go for fear of the consequences. He
attended to his studies, remembering at
what a price his mother had thought it
worth while to redeem them for him, and
would have thought it a crime to run from
her when she wished to take him in her
arms. In this manner he soon lost the:
name of Ravageot and was called good lit-
tle Ernest, the name that his parents had
given him in baptism.— From Home Fairy
Tales, by Jean Mace.

THE WREATH OF MALLOW,

An English picture of the fifteenth centu-
ry; a village green, threesided; around
the green, three Tows of uneven cottages;
in its midst, & pool where ducks were tak-
ing an evening swim; heside the pool, a
great shady oak with a seat and a well be~
neath it. On the rustic seat were two old
men, chatting in old cracked voices, and at
the well a girl in a red kirtle was drawing
water. The sun, beginning to sink, threw
flakes of bright rose-color on the girl’s head,
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the ducks’ backs, the shiny side of the oak
leaves. At one side of the village rose a
soft hill, dotted with juniper bushes and
fringed atop with oaks and beeches, among
which a proud castle hid all but its topmost
towers from the lower world. On the other
side stood a church on a tree-strewn, grave-
sown bank. It was a small church; the
chancel walls were new and as yet unfinish-
ed ; the fresh, clean stone wore a rosy flush
in the evening sunlight; there was a hum
of voices around the building ; masons were
packing up their tools and leaving work for
the night. Presently they came, laughing
and chattering into the village ; some came
to rest on the seat beneath the oak and hail-
ed the old men :—

““ Well, gafler, how goes the world with
you?”’

One or two began to help the girl with
her bucket; a couple, who had walked to-
gether talking as far as the well, parted
there, and one went straight to a cottage
facing the church. At an open window
looking out at the sweet country scene was a
white face, sadly old, yet sadly young, with
hollow, thoughtful eyes, and two thin hands
to prop it up. When the workman came to
that window (which was nothing more than
& square hole with shuiters) a smile came
over his hard countenance as he nodded his
head cheerily to the owner of the pale face,
who smiled back in his turn very sweetly.
Inside the cottage, one could see that this
face, which was as delicate as a girl’s, be-
longed to a boy, perhaps fourteen years old,
bat crooked and stunted in growth, who
was half lying, half kneeling on a wooden
benech, with both elbows propped on the
window-sill. One could see this, indeed,
though but faintly, on coming out of the
pure outdoor air, for chimneys were as yet
only luxuries for monasteries and great
men’s houses ; and the smoke from the cot~
tage fire over which the mason’s wife was
eooking the supper in an iron pot, came
wreathing and curling about the room, all
slow and graceful and gray, before it found
its way out at the window, or at the hole in
the roof intended for its accommodation.
The workman set down his basket of tools
with & long breath, which told that he thus
laid aside, not only the burden of their
weight, but also the burden of his day’s la-
bor. Then he came up to the boy, and laid
his hand tenderly on the high deformed
shoulder.

« Well, Martin,” he said no more, for
words were hard things to him; but the
1oy understood his father and put up one
hand to clasp the strong rough one which
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lay on his neck. The two hands made a
great contrast, and were a little history in
themselves. Father and son looked out to-
gether it the green, the pool, the chatter-
ing people; but Martin's eyes rested most
fondly on the church.

« How happy you must be, father,” he
said, at last.

The mason gave a loud ‘ha-ha!”

¢ Do you hear what the lad says, wife

“ But are you not very happy !’ asked
Martin, raising his look wonderingly to his
father’s face.

¢«] don’t know, boy; one doesn’t think of
such things as being happy when one has to
work for bread.”

¢ But the happiness is that you can do
such beautiful work for bread, and serve the
Lord, too, at the same time,” replied Mar-
tin eagerly.

Here the mother, who had poured from
the pot on to a great wooden dish a piece of
heef garnished with cabbage, and swim.
ming in the broth which it had been boiled
in, came up to her little son, and, saying
that supper was ready, took him in her
ayms as easily as if he had been still a baby,
and propped him up on an oaken settle,
with a black sheepskin, soft and thiek, roll-
ed into a bolster to support him. The fa-
ther asked a blessing on the food, and then
they began to eat.

“ A supper fit for a prince,” said the ma-
son.

« It isa good piece of meat,” answered
the wife. ¢ They have had guests at the
castle, and there was much flesh and good
white bread also given away at the gates
to-day.”

« The Dame Mildred passed through the
village to-day, and she smiled kindly on
me,” said Martin, ¢ She had a queer thing
on her head, like the church steeple for
shape, made all of fine blue silk, and a veil
of lawn hung down her back from the top
of it.”’

¢ People bring back such follies when
they go to London,” said the wife. «T like
the old ways best ; but it is fit for the noble
to have new and fine things, and the Lady
Mildred is a good woman.”

¢ Sir Simon is a thrifty man and a gen-
erous,” added her husband, “to spend his
money on the churc‘h-building.” .

«It will cost & great sum, beyond a
doubt.”

« A great sum! It will cost'a good thou-
sand pound, the master tells me.”’

« A thousand pound !” cried both mother
and son ; for a pound was of more value at
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the close of the fifteenth century than it is
now.

¢ And yet Sir Simon de Harcourt is not
8o rich as some of his neighbors,” added the
wife.

¢ His lands are not broad, but he is none
of your rash nobles, like one I have heard
tell of, who had fifty suits of golden tissue ;
and instead of building one of these new-
fashioned mansions of wood, all carved and
plastered, he is content to live in stone, as
his fathers did.”

After a little pause Martin heaved a deep
sigh.

‘' What is it, child ?”” asked the mother,
tenderly. *¢ Are you in pain?’

“No; but I dosowish I could work in
the church like father,” he answered in a
low voice.

The mason laughed.

< You'll never do that, boy,” he said.

But the mother understood her son bet-
ter, and laid her hand softly on his thin fin-
gers.

< Now we must show father something;
shall we " she said.

Martin nodded : and going to an oaken
locker, she opened it and brought out a
fresh stone crocket or finial,delicately carved
in the shape of three young fern fronds;
two tightly curled up, and nodding towards
each other ; the third just opened enough to
bend like a graceful feather over its little
gister. The mason took it and turned it
over and over, while Martin looked on with
anxious eyes and panting breast.

“ That’s a good bit of work,” said the
father. ¢ That’s the master’s doing. Who
gave it to you " j

Martin’s cheeks flushed red with joy and
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foot of the chureh bank, I waited there all
the morning. I played with some little
ferns, and thought how pretty they would
be in stone, and resolved totry ifI could
not make them.”

“ Good strokes ; fair strokes;
hum !’ murmured the mason.

Very timidly Martin edged himself along
the settle to his father’s elbow, and looking
in his face with wistful eagerness said :

“ There is a thing I have so longed to ask
of you, father.”

‘ What isit, boy "’ asked the mason, still
holding the bit of stone in one hand while
he laid the other round his son’s neck.

“1 long so to do some work, if ever so
little, in the church. I think I should so
dearly like a piece of my own handiwork,
that is, a piece of myself, to be always in
the dear church, long after I am gone
where I cannot see it.”

The workman looked puzzled.

¢ But building-up is hard to do, child.
One must run up laddersand carry mortar,
and go from place to place.”

“Yes, father, in building, but not in
carving. Oh, if you would but show those
little ferns to the master, and ask him
whether a poor little boy, who longs to do
it very much, might carve a wreath in the
church ! This is what I have thought, fa-
ther. The heads of the pillars are all rough
and plain. Might I not cut a wreath of
flowers on one of them? There I should
think that a little bit of me would be there
always when the good fathers are preach-
ing about Christ; and it would be a tiny
offering, also, and something to show that
there was such a boy as Martin once in
Awburg village, who did all he could for

1

hum,

his eyes gleamed mischievously, but the | God

mother was too proud to keep the secret.

*¢ It’s our Martin's,” she said.

“ What do you mean ? Who did it 9’

¢t Our Martin himself ; he did it.”

“ Martin | you!” The mason looked with
@ puzzled air from his son to his wife and
back again.

“ He has been working day by day when
you were out, with his grandfather’s old
tools which you gave him,” said the woman;
< but he would not let me speak a word till
he had done something fit to show you.
Isn’t it pretty, now * Look at the leaves,
for all the world like a bit of fern.”

The mason turned the finial over and
over between his finger and thimb, mutter-
ing an occasional “hum, hum 1" of admira-
tion and pleasure, i

- How did you get the faney of it, boy "’

¢ One day when you carried me to the

« Well, lad, it mightbe, in time,’’ replied
the mason. ¢ But you are too weak now;
you could not stand to the work. Wait a
while till you are stronger, and then I will
ask.”

Martin fixed two grave eyes on his father,

‘“ Father, dear,” he said, “Idon’t think
I shall ever be stronger. I don’t think I
shall ever see the fine pictures in the church.
But oh! I do solong to do some little, liitle
work for God before I die. I have heard
such beautiful things of heaven and of the
Lord Jesus, that I cannot rest nor sleep for
longing to leave behind me some sign of my
thankfulness.”

¢« Tush, tush, boy I’ stammered the ma-
son ; but his eyes were red, and the mother
wiped hers with her apron.

On the next day the mason spoke to the
master-builder of the wish of his little son,
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and at sunset, when work was over, the
master came to see Martin. He was dressed
in better clothes than the rest, and looked
to the boy almost as grand and as great a
gentleman as Sir Simon himself. He was
very kind, and praised Martin’s fern leaves
highly. He promised to grant him leave,
if possible, to do some work in the church,
but he must first speak to Sir Simon de Har-
court on the subject. At parting he put his
finger under the lad’s chin, and turning
the pale thin face to him, looked at it with
pity.

“« You must make haste to get strong,”’ he
said, *“and then you can come and join my
band and be a free mason, going about from
place to place to build churches and fine
halls.”

Martin’s eyes glistened at the thought, but
he shook his head and answered :

« 1, thank you sir, but that will never
be.”

Two days later the master came again, to
tell the boy that his wish might be granted
if he could design a wreath fit to adorn the
church. The Lady Mildred came also, on
her palfrey, with her blue steeple towering
above her head and the lawn veil floating
around her sweet young face. She alighted
at the coltage door, and came with a gentle
grace towards the hard settle where the boy
lay, first courteously greeting his mother.
Martin blushed with pride and pleasure to
see the lady of the place come walking up
to him in that kind, queenly way. Shelaid
her hand on his curls and sat down beside
him on the settle.

¢« 8o you too wish to make an offering to
the Lord,” she said, smiling, as sweetly,
thought Martin, as angels must smile. He
murmured something, he hardly knew what.

<« May He bless and accept your work,”
she continued reverently. It is a good
thought which He has given you.”

« But his father cannot see how he may
reach the top of the pillar, which is ten feet
high, nor how he may stand there to carve
the wreath when mounted, my lady,” said
the mother.

Martin looked up eagerly.

* Oh, mother! I can stand,”” he began.

“ T and the master-builder will contrive
that you shall have your wish,” said Dame
Mildred ; and her manner gave security to
the boy: it said so clearly, ¢ WhatI will is
done.”

Now she had willed and the matter was
accomplished. In afew days more Martin
heard through his father that it had been ar-
ranged for him to sit at his work in a chair,

which should be slung from the clerestory
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windows with ropes, and with other ropes:
tixed firmly to the pillar. All that remain-
ed was for him to design a wreath worthy
to adorn the church, This took now all his
time and thoughts, and morning and even-
ing, as he knelt before the straw pallet
which was his bed, with a wooden bolster
for a pillow, he prayed : «“ O Lord, I pray
Thee grant me power to do this little work,
to be for ever a sign that Thou hast been so
oood and loving to me.” God answered
the ehild’s prayer and gave him strength,
in part through the means of the sweet
Dame Mildred, who often thought of the
lame boy, and sent him dainties from her
own table, and even a flock mattress and
bolster ; luxuries which made his mother
say that they were as rich as if they lived
in a palace, for no king could lie softer or
eat better fare.

People in the village, hearing of Martin’s
great desire, used to gather and bring to-
him the largest flowers and brightest leaves
they could find, to help him in forming his
wreath, but none quite satisfied himm. One
day as he sat propped up by his sheepskin,
with a heap of leaves spread out upon the
table before him, and with an eager yet
hopeless look in his eyes, for all these vain
efforts were tiring him, and causing him to-
fear that he could not please the master, a
little child, so tiny that it could searcely
toddle, came rolling in at the cottage door
with its lap full of common mallow, the
great red flowers and massy leaves making
up a clumsy bunch as the baby held them.
She had gathered them for Martin off the
church bank, and brought them in the kind
wish of her generous little heart to give him
pleasure. She held the flowers up to him
with some baby prattle, and when he had
taken them from her she toddled out again
to her mother’s cottage. The clusters lookéd
ugly and hopeless enough at first to Martin,
but as he placed them idly this way and
that, an idea struck him suddenly and his
face brightened. When his mother returned
with her bucket of water, from a gossip at
the well, she found her boy crouching on
the floor before the hearthstone, on which
with a cinder, he had drawn a bit of a
wreath of mallow, the heavy leaves lapping
one over the other, and a flower peeping
out here and there.

« What a brave wreath!”” cried ihe mo-
ther.

¢« O mother! if the master builder would
but think so !’ exclaimed Martin, flushing.

The master-builder did think so.

« Why, my dear boy, you have designed
as brave a wreath as I have seen this year,””
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he said. So Martin’s cup of joy was full,
and in three days more the chair was swung
up to the pillar, and the little lame boy,
with his wan cheeks and happy eyes, was
curried in tenderly by his father and seated
in his airy throne. The workmen called it
his throne laughingly, and he thought that
no king was prouder or happier than he.
Before he drew a line upon the stone he
sent up again his simple prayer: * Loxd,
strengthen my weak hands, and accept my
work, I pray Thee.”” The priest came in
and blessed him in God’s name, and then
he felt strong indeed.

So, day by day, the sick boy was carried
to his place, and his thin hands, daily grow-
ing thinner, wielded the chisel well. The
flowers opened, the leaves twined on ene
another lovingly in graceful clusters as the
time went on. He placed the despised
weed, which had done its poor best to adern
the graves, where it could be a beauty to
the eyes forever.

“Tto0 am a weed,” he thought some-
times. It is a great honor for me to be
able to add one grace to God’s house.”

In spite of Lady Mildred’s dainties and of
his warm soft bed, he grew paler and thin-
ner, and it was scen by all that God would
soon take him. As the garland grew, its
maker faded. The work went on slowly
towards the last, for his hands were fecble
and he would let no one but himself add a
stroke to the wreath. Besides, there were
many days on whieh he could not leave the
cottage. At last the other masonry was
done ; the chancel was roofed and finished.
The glass was in the window ; the walls,
indeed, were as yet unpainted. but that was
a work of time. A day was fixed for the
reopening of the newly-decorated ehureh.
The day came. It was autumn now, and
chilly, but people thronged from far and
near to see the fair new chapel which Sir
Simon de Harcourt had built. The choris-
ters sang their sweet hymn ; the early sun
gleamed in through the dainty fretwork of
the windows; the Lady Mildred and her
husband knelt hand in hand beside the chan-
cel where one day their hodies would lie
gide by side, when their souls were gore to
rest ; and a boy with a face wihich seemed
but a shadow of a face, carried in the arms
of a strong man, raised two great bright
eyes to a wreath of mallow carved upon
the capital of a column in the nave, and
thought : :

« 8ir Simon and the dame will have their

figures on their tombs when they die, and |

I shall have the little weed for my monu-
ment, hear the sweet hymns; and offer up
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my soul upon its leaves to the Saviour day
by day.”

Within fourteen days the Wreath of Mal-
low was the only visible sign left of little
Martin on this earth.

There it twines yet, his monument for
ever. The leaves are graceful still and pexr-
fect, and the flowers peep out modestly
from the foliage. One of the band of {ree
masons carved on two other columus
wreaths of leafage—hope on one, and on
the other, a vine ; but there is something of”
atender living grace in the mallow garland
which the others miss, for a soul and 2
flickering life were bound uwp with it.—
People’s Magazine.

A NEW DOG STORY-

Le Petit Jonrnal prints the following cu-.
rious story :

Lately, a traveler passed in a carriage
along the Avenue de Neuilly; the night.
was dark; all at once the horse stopped,
and the traveller saw that the animal had
met an obstacle. At the same lime a man
raised himself from before the horse, utter-
ing a ery. ¢ Why don’t you take care i
said the traveler. ¢ Ah,” cried the man,
«you would do better, instead of hallooing,
to lend me your lantern.” ¢ What for ¥'”
«1 had three hundred francsin gold on
my person ; my pocket hasbroken, and all
is fallen on the street. It is a commission
with which my master has entrusted
me. If I do not find the money I am
2 ruined man.” “It is not easy to
find the pieces on such a night; have you
none left 77 ‘“Yes, I hove one.”” The
man hesitated. ¢ Give ittome; itisasa
means of recovering the others.” The poor
man gave him his last coin. The traveller
whistled ; a magnificent Danish dog began
to leap around him. < Here,”" said the
traveller, putting the coin to the nose of the
dog, *look.” The intelligent ereature sniff-
ed a moment at the money, and then began
to run about the road. Every minuie he
returned leaping, and deposited in the
hands of his master a napoleon. In about
twenty minutes the whole sum was recov-
ered. The poor fellow who had got his
money back, turned full of thanks, towards
the traveller, who had now got into his car-
riage. ‘ Ah, you are my preserver,”’ said
he ; ¢ tell me at least your name.’’ «I have
done nothing,” said the traveller. ¢ Your
preserver is my dog ; his name is Rabat
Joie.” And then, whipping his horses, he-
disappeared in the darkness.
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Original.

‘Words and arrangement by G. W. JoHNSoN, Binbrook, Ontario.
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NEW-YEAR SONGC.

Words by EMILY HUNTINGTON MILLER. Music by J. R. THOMAS.
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— From “Qur Young Folks,” published by Ticknor & Ficlde, Boston. L2
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Original. 1 On one of the panes was a rugged ice mountain,
NEW YEAR'S-DAY MORNING. And the sky round its head was with stars
_— spangled bright;
- O | Beneath, at its base, played a silvery fountain,
1 looked from my window, one New Year’s-Day ' \Which danced and leaped upward to meet the
morning, starlight.
And all I ecould see was the snow and the sky, | On the next pane a wonderful beauty was shining,
The brown branches laden with ermine adorning, i Of carvings of pine trees and fern leaves so fair;
And a glitter of crystals that dazzled my eye. | And through the dark pine-grove a streamliet
For the sun had just risen, and all the snow | was twining,

BY B. 0. L. 0.

shimmered, : And o'er all seemed to lie the pure, winter air.
With a sheen that was brighter than diamonds ' 501 looked from my window that New Year’s
displayed; ! Day morning,
Through the frost-seulptured glass the reflected | And all I could sec was the sky and the snow;
light g'immered, l For the frost—all my window with beauty adorn-
And showed me the carvings the Ice-king had | ing—
made. { Had hidden the town that was lying below.
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HOME COMFORTS.

The following suggestions with regard to
the internal arrangements of a house, from
House and Home Papers, by Mrs. Stowe,
will be found nseful by those who have to
select as well as by those who have to plan
and build houses :

Our ancestors had some excellent ideasin
home-living and house-building.  Their
houses were, generally speaking, very sen-
sibly .contrived,—roomy, airy, and comfort-
able : but in their water arrangements they
had little merey on womankinl. The well
was out in the yard; and in winter one
must flounder through snow and bring up
the ice-bound bucket, before one could fill
the tea-kettle for breakfast. Wells have
come somewhat nearer in modern times;
but the idea of a constant supply of fresh
water by the simple turning of a stop-cock
has not yet visited the great body of our
houses. Were we free to build ¢ our houses”
just as we wish it, there should be a bath-
room to every two or three inmates, and the
hot and cold water should eirculate to every
chamber.

Among our must-bes, we should lay by a
generous sum for plumbing. Let us have
our bath-rooms, and our arrangements for
cleanliness, and afterwards let the quality
of our lumber and the style of our finishings
be aceording to the sum we have left. The
power to command a warm bath in a house
at any hour of day or night is better in
bringing up a family of children than any
amount of ready medicine. In three-quar-
ters of childish ailments the warm bath is
an almost immediate remedy. Bad colds,
incipient fevers, rheumatisms, convulsions,
neuralgias innumerable, are washed off in
their first beginnings, and run down the
lead pipes into oblivion. Have, then, O
friend, all the water in your house that you
can afford, and enlarge your ideas of the
worth of it, that you may afford a great deal.
A bathing-room is nothing to you that re-
quires an hour of lifting and fire-making to
prepare it for use. The apparatus is too
cumbrous,—you do not turn to it. But
when your chamber opens upon a neat,
quiet little nook, and you have only to turn

your stop-cocks and all is ready, your reme.

dy is at hand,~—you use it constantly. You
are waked in the night by a scream, and
find little Tom sitting up, wild with burn-
ing fever. In three minutes he is in the
bath, quieted and comfortable ; you get him
back, cooled and tranquil, to his little erib,
and in the morning he wakes as if nothing
had happened.

Why should not so invaluable and simple
a remedy for disease, such a preservative of
health, such a comfort, such a stimulus, be
considered as much a matter-of-course in a
house as a kitchen-chimney? At least
there should be one bath-room always in or-
der, so arranged that all the family can
have access to it, if one cannot afford the
luxury of many.

A house in which water is universally
and skilfully distributed is so mueh easier
to take care of as almost to verify the saying
of a friend, that his house was so contrived
that it did its own work : one had better do
without carpets on the floors, without stuffed
sofas and rocking-chairs, and secure this.

The perfect house, as I conceive it, is to
combine asmany of the advantages of living
out of doors as may be consistent with
warmth and shelter, and one of these is the
sympathy with green and growing things.
Plants are nearer in their relations to human
health and vigor than is often imagined.
The cheerfulness that well-kept plants im-
part to a xroom ecomes not merely from grati-
fication of the eye,—there is a healthful ex-
halation from them; they are a corrective of
the impurities of the atmosphere. Flants,
too, are valuable as tests of the vitality of
the atmosphere ; their drooping and failure
convey to us information that something is
amiss with it. A lady once told me that
she never conld raise plants in her parlors
on account of the gas and anthracite coal.
I answered, ¢ Are you not afraid to liveand
bring up your children in an atmosphere
that blights your plants?” If the gag es-
capes from the pipes, and the red-hot an-
thracite coal, or the red-hot, air-tight stove,
burns out all the vital part of the air, so
that healthy plants, in a few days, wither
and begin to jdrop their leaves, it is a sign
that the air must be looked 10 and reformed.
It is a fatal augury for a room that plants
cannot be made to thrive in it. Plants
should not turn pale, be long-jointed, long-
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leaved, and spindling ; and where they grow
in this way, we may be certain that there
is a want of vitality for human beings.
But where plants appear as they do in the
open air, with vigorous, stocky growth, and
short-stemmed, deep-green leaves, we may
believe the conditions of that atmosphere
are healthy for human lungs.

It is pleasant to see how the custom of
plant-growing has spread through our coun-
try. In how many farm-house windows do
we see petunias and nasturtiums vivid with
bloom while snows are whirling without,
and how much brightness have those cheap
enjoyments shed on the lives of those who
cared for them ? We do not believe that
there is a human being who would not be-
come a passionate lover of plants, if circum-
stances once made it imperative to tend
upon, and watch the growth of one. The
history of Picciola, for instance, has been
lived over and over by many a man and
woman who once did not know that there
was a particle of plant-love in their souls.
But to the proper care of plants in pots there
are many hindrances and drawbacks. The
dust chokes the little pores of their green
lungs, and they require constant showering ;
and to carry all one’s plants to a sink or
porch for this purpose is a labor which
many will not endure. Consequently, plants
often do not get a showering once a month
We should try to imitate more closely the
action of Mother Nature, who washes every
green child of hers nightly with dews, which
lie glittering on its leaves till morning.

There is one topic in house-building on
which I would add a few words. The diffi-
culty of procuring and keeping good ser-
vants, which must long be one of our chief
domestic troubles, warns us so to arrange
our houses that we shall need as few as pos-
sible. There is the greatest conceivable
difference in the planning and building of
houses as to the amount of work which will
be necessary to keep them in respectable
condition. Some houses require a perfect
staffof housemaids. There are plated hinges
to be rubbed, paint to be cleaned, with
intricacies of moulding and earving which
daily consume hours of dusting to preserve
them from a slovenly look. Simple finish,
unpainted wood, a general distribution of
water through the dwelling, will enable a
very large house to be cared for by one pair
of hands, and yet maintain a creditable
appearance.

In kitehens, one servant may perform the
work of two by a close packing of all the
conveniences for cooking, and such arrange-
ments as shall save time and steps. Wash-
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ing-day may be divested of its terrors by
suitable provisions for water, hot and cold,
by wringers, which save at once the strength
of the linen and of the laundress, and by
drying-closets connected with ranges, where
articles ean in a few moments be perfectly
dried. These, with the use of a small
mangle, such asis now common in America,
reduce the labors of the laundry one-half.

SELECTED RECIPES.

AprpLe CAKE.—One cup of butter, two
cups of sugar, one cup of sour milk or butter-
milk, four eggs, four cups of flour, one tea-
spoon of soda, four cups of dried apples
after they are soaked and choppeds Very
nice indeed.

Nice Cakes FOR TeEa.—Make a lump of
dough as for warm biscuits, roll nearly as
thin as for pie-crust, mix a piece of butter
the size of an egg with three table-spoonsful
of sugar, spread it over the dough, roll it
together, and from the end cut slices, and
bake on plates.—N. K. Farmer.

FrExcH Toast.— Beat four eggs very
light, and stir with them a pint of milk ;
slice some baker’s bread, dip the pieces into
the egg, then lay them in a pan of hot lard,
and fry brown; sprinkle a little powdered-
sugar and cinnamon on each piece, and
serve hot. If nicely prepared, this is an ex-
cellent dish for breakfast or tea. '

CORN-STARCH Caxm.—One and one-half
cups of sugar, one half-cup butter, one half-
cup milk, one half-cup corn-starch, one and
one-half cups flour, one-half teaspoon eream
of tartar, one-half do. soda, the whites of
three eggs beaten to a froth, and added just
before the cake is put into the oven. Use
lemon, or any flavoring you prefer. With
a delicate bake this makes a very nice cake.

To Taxe MiLpEw rrRoM CLOTHES.—Mix
soft-soap with powdered starch, half as
much salt, and the juice of a lemon ; lay it
on the part with a brush ; let it lie on the
grass, day and night, till the stain comes
out. Iron-moulds may be removed by the
salt of lemons. Many stains may be re-
moved by dipping the linen in sour butter-
milk, and then drying itin a hotsun ; wash
it in cold water : repeat this three or four
times. Stains, caused by acids, may be re-
moved by tying some pearlash up in the
stained part; serape some soap in cold, soft
water, and boil the linen till the stain is
gone.
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EDITORIAL.

It seems very easy to write on such a
theme as New-Year's-Day. Past and Fu-
ture may both be brought into contribution
for an article on such a subject. In fact,
ithe New Year is perhaps one of the easiest
:subjeets on which to write a didactic and
moral paper. But to write a New-Year's
Story is a very difficult thing, o far as we
«<an judge, from our effort to secure one. In
the end of October, the publishers oftered,
through the columns of the Witness, a prize
of twenty dollars for the best suitable New-
Year’s tale ; but we did not receive one, an-
swering the conditions, in time for insertion.
‘Our readers, however, will not, we think,
regret this scarcity of stories, seeing it
makes room for so much good matter of
other kinds.

We have to apologize to several of our
friends whose contributions have been
crowded out of this number. We have al-
ready several valuable articles on hand for
February, for which we most heartily thank
the writers. Indeed, the number of able
contributors which the publication of this
Magazine has brought out is something re-
markable.

Anno Domini 1867, which has brought so
many changes, is nearly past, and this num-
ber bears upon its cover the date, January
1868, it therefore becomes our pleasing duty
to wish all our readers 4 Very Happy New

ear.

MAGNIFICENT SCENES.

I

This morning the frost being keen, the
sun clear, and the snow sparkling, 1 went
to see the Chaudiére Falls in their winter
grandeur. Threading long lanes, between
numberless piles of sawn lumber, and cross-
ing several canals or flumes formed to
float the Inumber for the great saw-mills, I
reached the outer edge of the last one, and
-8tood nearly above the great boiling caldron
from which this cataract takes its name.
The scene which here presented itself was

magnificent indeed. The river is entirely
covered with ice, except for a very short |
distance above and below the falls; and |
every one of the deep narrow gorges and |
fissures,into which the water madly plunges, ;
wag so thickly hung on hoth sides with ice |
that the water below could scarcely be seen. |

This ice had been formed by continual ac-
cessions of spray from the falls, which froze
as it fell, until it nearly closed the mouths
of the narrow chasms, where the waters
were foaming and seething beneath. The
spray was so thick that it was only at times
a tolerably distinet view of the great eal-
dron could be obtained, and there was a
beautiful rainbow in the spray.

: n

The Chaudiére Falls by moon-light, were
also remarkably beautitul. This time in-
stead of going above the great ¢ Kettle,”
I contemplated the column of smoke rising
from it at a little distance, and so like was
it to steam that it almost became a question
if it was mere spray. The rocky ledge
which erosses the river immediately above
the ridge was wholly covered with ice, but
it was on the Lower Canada side that the
finest view presented itself. There are on
that side a number of very deep channels,
with precipitous walls of rock, over which
thin sheets of water had been falling. These
had been gradually congealed till they
looked, in the bright moonlight, like im-
mense white quilts thrown over the rugged
rockwork from top to bottom, and even
extending in graceful drapery for several
yards over the channel below.

I

This evening I stood in the spacious
square, three sides of which are bounded by
the parliament and departmental buildings,
and beheld one of the greatest scenes im-
aginable. The western horizon was tinged
with a delicate rose color, melting into a
light greenish blue, and that again fading
into the blue-black of the night-sky. In
the low belt of colored light described, the
evening star sparkled with great brilliancy;
while on the eastern side the full moon
hung in splendor, just above the beantiful
building which tounds that side of the
square, The long Parliament building in
the back-ground, with its graceful towers,
was bathed in moonlight, and almost every
window was lit up from within, giving the
whole the appearance of one of the finest
of the transparent night-views of the pal-
aces of the old world 1it up. The large
square was covered withsnow,and traversed
here and there by groups of people going to
or coming from the Parliament House. Al.
together it wWas a scene which, I think,
would have charmed the best artists of the
world.
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EDITORY’ AND PUBLISHERS' NOTICES.

NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS AND ! the order of the respective authors.

CONTRIBUTORS.

We return our best thanks to the writers of
the 37 original articles and picces which have
appeared in the NEw Domixiown MonTtaLy, and
to the writers of the following list of 42
pieces :—

POETRY.
1. Evening Thoughts....... vee e WAL
2. Granny’s Specs..uuee.ovirieries iiians
3. Trust Him.................... M. McG.
4. Tribute to Garibaldi....Constant keuder.
6. The Worn-out Mariner................
6. Bible Riddle................... M.P.F.
7. I'm Gently Sinking into Heaven, .M., J. B.
8. The Adieu...................\. J. R W.
9. Heavenly Homes....... vereeeees. D.D.

10. Lines to Fred....... cesssnnasJUMUR

11. Result of Intemperance......... A E.S,

12. It is so dark, so very dark...... Maggie.

13. The Death of & Relative........Martha.

We are not sure which of the above were
sent for the N. D. MontHry, and which for the
Montreal Wirngss; but though there are
many and varied excellencies in the greater
part of them, we cannot, for various reasons,
make room for them in either of these pub-
lications.

14, Memories .............s.. M. Patterson.
15. Happy Thoughts....... ... Olive Branch.
16. The Traitor..... Cesaesteseanns Florine.
17. The Schoolmaster's Dream . W, H. Finney.
18. A Dream.............. J.P., 100th Regt
19. The New Year................ E.G. M,

The above arc accepted for the Wirxess.
and will appear as soon as practicable, in all
iis editions. The Iast would have been in-
seried in the N. D. Douniox for January had
it beon received in time.

20. The Dcad Scidier. Translation
from the German...... Thomas Ritchie.
21. The Pilgrim’s Rest....r........ Thistle.,
22. The November Meteors. . ......
................... Kate Scymour McL.
23. Bonnets to the Clouds, . W, Arthur Calnek.
24. A Welcome from the Nation's Quiz,
25, Enigma....oovvevinnianin ., Anon.
26, The Wild Huntsman. Translated
from the German for N, M. D.
27, The Birds............. e, H.K C.
The above are accepted for the N. . MonTu-

. Ly, and will appear in the February and March

numbers.
PROSE.
1. Our Farm—New-Year'’s Tale. ... ... ‘M. L.
2. Skelcton and Angel............... Tiia.
3. Past, Present, and Future....... E.MW.
4. New-Ycar’s Resolution. . ..., Anonymous.
5. Sorrow........... e e, M.J. M.
6. Northhaven .. ., . . . M.A.T.

Some of the above contain indications of
superior powers; but, for one reason or
another, none of them ‘are found suitable for
the N.D. MontHLY. The M.88. lie subject to

The above are accepted for the Wirness.

9. Reading .......... ereeuanae , ... M.D.
10. New-Year's-Day in Canada. Mrs, Campbell
11. Reminiscences of the Fur Trade

of Montreal in the early years

of the 19th century ............ LW H.
12. A Snow-shoe Excursion up the
St. Maurice...... ..ooovieoanins G.S.P

13. A Crimean Story by a Retired Officer.

14. The Belle of St. Regis. Author of “ Maple
Leaves.”

15, Canadian Scenes and Homes,
......... e ereenveen. . Mrs. Campbell.

The foregoing are accepted for the N. D.
MonquLy and are intended to appear in the
February or March numbers. .

It will be scen from the above list of 27
pieces of Poetry, and 15 Tales, and articles in
prose, besides all that have been inserted,
that the publication of the N. D.Moxnrtany
has already elicited an amount of Canadian
talent that is highly creditable to our coun-
try.

yIt is painful to reject any article upon which
much pains and labor have heen expended,
and which is very respectable in point of
ability ; but we have not room for all, and any
article that is longer than its interest and
importance warrants is not likely to olLtain
insertion. in the magazine. Several of the
writers who have not succecded this time in
obtaining insertion for their articles, are, how-
ever, we perceive, quite capabe of writing
taies and sketches that would be higbly ac-
ceptable,

We will be indebted to allk correspondents
to observe the following rules in future -~

1. The manuscript should be written only
on one side of the paper, and in as distinct
and legible a hand as may be. It should
always have the writer’s name and address at
the beginning or ¢nd, and the date when it
was forwarded; and it should have stated
upon it whether it is intended for the N. D.
MoxTtLY or WirNEss, or if the author is wil-
ling that it should appear in cither.

2. The letter accompanying & manuscript
should bear the same date and signature, and
give the title of the picce it encloses. Should -
further letters be written on the same subject,
they shou'd refer to the article by name, and
repeat the writer’s address. We sometimes
do not know whether to reply to writers as
Revd. or Esq., or as Miss or Mrs,

3. Contributors will in all cages please state
whether they wish the M.SS, returned if not

used.
For the Editors
New Dominion MonTaLY,
JOHN DOVGALL & SON,
MoxrreaL, Dec. 30, 1867. Publishers,



EDITORS' AND PUBLISHERS' NOTICES, CONTINUED,

TO OUR CONTRIBUTORS.

Communications intended for publica-
tion shotlld be written legibly and only on
one side of the paper, and the sheets should
be numbered and fastened together. Itis
needless to send articles on abstract ques-
tions, or of a heavy character. The name
and address of the writer should be written
on the title page of the manuscript, as the
accompanying letter is apt to get separated
from it. Articles of a lively, interesting
kind on the following subjects would be
very acceptable :

1. A sketch of the settlement, conquest,
dispersion, and present state of the Aca-
dians.

2. A sketch of the carly Huguenot mi-
gration to Lower Canada, and what became
of it ; as also of thc subsequent migrations.

3. Some account of the settlement of the
U. E. Loyalists in Canada, and the influence
exerted by them and their descendants on
the country.

4. An account of the settlement of Glen-
garry, and the influence of the Highland
element on the people of Canada.

5. A sketch of the efforts of the Duke of
Richmond and Lord Selkirk to settle the St.
Clair and Red River country.

6. A sketch of the war between the
French Canadian Fur Traders and the
Hudson Bay Company, before the conguest.

7. A sketch of the war between the Hud-
son Bay and Northwest Fur Companies.

If the facts in any or all of these topics
could be embodied in the form of a short
tale it would be so much the better. Inany
case, the accounts should not be very

lengthy, and heaviness or tediousness is by
all means to be avoided.

T0O OUR SUBSCRIBERS.

‘W e last month enclosed prospectuses of our
publications to all suhscribers, in the hope
thatthey would aid us in extending their
cireulation. For each remittance of eight
dollars, the sender will be entitled to any
of our publications to the value of one
dollar ; and though it is always desirable
to get a straight club of eight for each pub.
lication, with one to the bargain, yet,
where that cannot be obtained, a mixed
club, something as%ollows, migh: donhtless
be easily got up; say—

8 CANADIAN MESSENGERS (to one address) $2
2

1 SEmI-WEEKLY WITNESS - - =~ - =

2 WEEKLY WITNESSES - - - - - - -2

2 DOMINION MONTHLIES - =~ = = =~ = 2
$8

The sender of this or any other mixed
club to the same amount would be entitled
tothe WEEKLY WIINESS or NEW DoMINION
MONTHLY.

Wherever there are merchants or.othors
who wish to have the news of markets, ete.,
promptly, the DaiLy WITNESs, at $3, is the
cheapest paper .they ocan order, having as
much matter in it as the large dailies,
which are published at twice the price. We
hope, therefore, that many of the clubs will
include a copy of the DaAiLy. When they
include the MESSENGER, the number should
always be eight to one address, as we can-
not address that paper singly at elub rates.

Each congregation in the country, of all,
denominations, could doubtless get up at
least one mixed elub, and present the gratis
copy (say the NEw DomiNioN MONTHLY) to
their minister.

Notice to New Subscribers.

Though we printed 6000 of each of the
first three numbers of the NEw DOMINION
MoNTHLY, we are already out of the October
and November numbers, and we have only
about 700 of the December number on hand.
We are, therefore, obliged to get out these
numbers again, at a heavy expense, in order
to supply all new subscribers with the Ma-
gazine from the beginning. The above will
explain why we can olny send the Decem-
ber and January numbers at present tonew
suhseribers ; but as soon as the October and
November numbers are reprinted, they will
be forwarded. We print NINE THOUSAND
of the January number, to make sure of not
having to set it up again.

Persons canvassing for the ¢ Doannion
MonTHLY,” should either be known to those
who subscribe, or should show our authority
in writing. This may be obtained, on ap.
plication, by any canvasser forwarding to
us 2 satisfactory letter of introduction from
the Minister or Postmaster of his locality.

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,
PuBLISHERS,



CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR'S

F'estivities.
Amusement Home Pleasures
AND FOR

INSTRUCTION " WINTER

EVENINGS.

COMEBINED GG

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

C. HEARN, OPTICIAN,
242 & 244 NOTRE DAME STREET,

MONTREAL.

N.B.—Lanterns afld Slides lent out for the evening. Call and get price list.

No. 1 BI.EURY STREE"T,
MONTREAL,

7. G. PARKS.

CARISTHAS AND WEW YEARWY

Nothing can be a more appropriate Christmas or New Year's Gift than a good, well-finished
Photograph, and such can be had at the rooms of

J. G. PARKS, NO. 1 BILEURY STREET.

His low prices open the way for all to get thelr pictures tnken,

Montreal views are also very suitable, and it is admitted that he has the best Cabinet Views
in the city. Therefore, do not fai 1to give him a call.



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

The cultivation of the Dwarf Pear and Dwarf Apple, on suifable stocks for this ¢limate, has
been made a speciality at the

WINDSOR NURSERIES,

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

A very fine stock of these Dwarf trees of all the beést varieties, principally in abearing state—
and which ean be removed with safety,—will be ready for sale in Spring, also Standard Apples,
Pears, Plums, Cherries, Grape-Vines, and nearly everything else in the Nursery Line, at very
low prices for cash. '

Parties unacquainted with the most suitable varieties for their locality would do well to leave
the selection to the subscriber, who would in all cases send the best varieties and trees. Orders
&hould also be sent during winter as they will he filled according to the priority of their receipt.

Every person intending to plant Fruit trees should at once send twenty-tive cents in postage
stampsto the subseriber—or to John Dougall & Son, Pubdishers, Montreal,—for acopy (which will
be mailed free,) of the “CANADIAN FRUIT CULTURIST,” giving full desociptions of all the
besi varieties of Fruits of every kind suitable for the different parts of Canada, with the bes
way to plant and cultivate them.

GATALOCGER AND PRIGE LIST SENT FREX

ON APPLICATION TO

JAMES DOUGCALL,

WINDSOR NURSHERIES,

WINDSOR, ONTARIO.



PROSP

BGYUS

“THE NEW DOMINION MONTHLY.”

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

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

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

TERMS.

The NEwW DoMINION MONTHLY will be pub-
lished at the beginning of each month, or short-
ly before, commencing with October, 1867, at
one dollar per annum, strictly in advanece, with
a gratis copy for a club of eight.

The postage is one cent per number, payable
by the receiver; or, in case of large parcels, one
cent for every four ounces, or fraction thereof,
Subsecribers residing in the Maritime Provinees
or United Ssates should remit for Canadian
postage in advance,

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

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

Outsidepageofcover ...... veeinarisaeanasss $12.00

Inside ¢ “o. i 10,00

Other pages, half-page .. 4.00

“ “  whole page.. . 6.66

“ “ tWO PAZES. vt aann, ceesne 10000
Circulars printed on both sides, or tw

ages, whon furnished by advertiser.. 6.68

do, one page.... 5o

0.
Advertisements measuring seven lines or
under, running across the page, equal
. to 14 lines single eolumn. . .....
Fach additional line 12fe., with
large advertisers,
All comimunications and remittances to be ad-
dressed (post-paid) to

JOHN DOUGALL & SON,

[T N )]
a discount to

PUBLISHERS
“NEW DOMINION MONTHLY,”
MONTREAL.

Publishers' Notice.---‘* The New Dominion Monthly.”

1t is often said, “there are too many maga-
zines,” but that cannot be said of the Dominion
of Canada, which has only this one of a general
literary character; and, as it is very cheap, and
is intended to contain the cream of British and
American magazines, it is hoped that it will be
liberally sustained.

It will take about 8,000 subseribors, and a rea-
sonable advertising patronage, to render the
NEw DOMINION MONTHLY self-supporting ; and,
when it reaches that point, there will be every
disposition to pay for the highest class of Cana-
dian literary talent. Meantime, we can only

invite contributions, which, if sufficiently intar.
esting, will be thankfually inserted, and acknow-
ledged as aids to the establishment of this Cana-
dian magazine.

Thésu explanations will se{ the character and
claims of the NEW DOMINION MoNTHLY clearly
before the publicof Canada; and it is hoped that
a prompt and liberal support, in the way of sub-
scriptions, will be received from all parts of the
Dominion of Canada.

JOHN DOUGALL & 80N,
September, 1867,



PROSPECTTUS

OF THE

“CANADIAN MESSENGER”

FFOR 1868.

TI-IIS IS UNDOUBTEDLY BY FAR THE

CHEAPEST PAPER IN CANADA,

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

Temperance,
Agriculture,
Science and Art,

Education.

That is to say, it contains a8 much choice matter on {he above subjects as would make a respect-
able monthly journal under each name, if published separately; and the subscriber to the Mus-
SENGER will have the whole four together for

25 GENTS PER ANNUM,

Being devoted to the above objects, and eontaining ueither news nor ad\’ertisement,;;, the
MESSENGER passes

Free through the Mails;

and on account of the high moral and religious character of the “Temperance” and % Educa-
tion”? departments, and the unobjectionable nature of the others, as also on account of its new
and select Hymns set to Music, the MESSENGER i8 specially adapted for

N

Circulation through Sabbath-Schools.

TERMS,—Twenty-five cents per annum, but there should not be fewer than four copiles to one
address. With clubs of eight, a gratis copy will be sent ; or nine copies to oue address for two dol-
lars per annum; or NINE COPTES TO ONE ADDRESS FUR ONE DULLAR FOR SIX MONTHS. Where
each subscriber’s name is required to be on his paper, there can be 1o gratis copy sent with
clubs.

All orders and remitiances to be addressed (post-paid) to
JOHN DO}JGALL & SON,

MONTREAL.



PATICNT

FIRE AND BURGLAR-PROOF

KERSHAW & EDWARDS,

MONTREAL.
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MOTE ST PALL%JOUR MlLLS

MONTREAL,

Manufacture Exclusively for City Trade,

Wﬂ%ﬁ%ﬁ& z&%ﬁ M‘%‘M&.

S—

Families wishing Good Flour for Pustry and Bocad slwuhf buy
Parkyn & Brodie’s Manufacture. It can always

- be relied on as being the besl Ji TR

\‘.i_

S e T ey

XXX Pastry Flour, Family Flour, Graham Floar, Rye -
~ Flour. Buckwheat Flour, Bran Feed, Oatmeal,
Cornmeal, Etc., Etc.,

. “ ¥or Sale in Barrels and Patent Sacks, containing Half-barrel,
Quarter-barrel, and One-Eighth-barrel. Delivered to Cars or any part
. "of City, Free of Charge. '
; PN P VN
‘@ Grocers and Dealers buying Fifty sacks and upwards, can have their names printed
on packages.

U U e A e

" OFFICE AND SALBSBOOM

@orner of Craig and Bleury Streets, Montreal.



