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COLUMN OF FREEDOM.

The column of Liberty, or Freedom, was erected to commemorate the emancipation

of the peasants of Denmark. This great measure of justice was commenced in 1766,

when Christian VII. freed the peasants of the royal domains ;
it was completed when,

during- the nominal reign of the same king-, his son, the Crown Prince, in the year 1787,

by the advice of the younger Bernstorfif, gave to all the peasants of the kingdom their

liberty.

The material of this column is Boroholm free-stone, of a red-

dish color. The pedestal is of greyish marble. It is 48 feet in

height. It bears on its four sides suitable inscriptions. On the

east side there is, in basso-relievo, the figure of a slave in the act

of bursting his feudal fetters ; whilst on the west side, the goddess

of Justice is represented, also in basso-relievo. At the four
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corners of the base are four emblematical figures of white marble,

of Fidelity, Agriculture, Valor, and Patriotism. The expense of

erecting this monument was defrayed by subscription. The late

king, Frederick VI., then Crown Prince, has had the chief repu-

tation of having accomplished this great measure of justice. But

much is due, in the estimation of those who know, to Counts

Stolberg and BernstorfF, who took the deepest interest in the

matter. They had been for many years endeavoring to accom-

plish this humane and just measure.

The advantages which have resulted to the peasants are im-

mense, as any one will perceive, who considers what was their

former state and what their present. Formerly the peasants

were considered as appertaining to the soil, and were sold with

it. They enjoyed but few rights, and were in fact not considered

as differing much from the brute creation. They were called

upon to render services of the most unreasonable kind. If the

sovereign chose to go a-hunting, in the time of harvest, not only

did he traverse, with his dogs and horses, and many attendants,

their fields ready for the sickle, and trample down their grain and

their hay, but even demanded the aid of the peasants themselves,

to beat the bushes and drive up the game. Sometimes a fortnight

was thus spent ; in the meanwhile their harvest went to ruin.

Nothing was done to promote education among them. They

had no encouragement to work, no stimulus to endeavor to ele-

vate themselves in society. Now it i3 far otherwise. They feel

that they are freemen. What property they possess is respected,

and they know that it is their own. They are allowed to pur-

chase lands and do purchase them. They are the small farmers

of Denmark. Some of them are becoming rich. They have fine

horses, cows, sheep, &c. Those who own no land rent from a

rich proprietor. Their children are universally sent to school

some portion of the year j and they are now a happy people.



RAILROAD FLOWER.

THE RAIL ROAD FLOWER.

A little flower of lustrous hue
Within a public rail track grew.

A poet, passing, in surprise,

Fixed on it his reproachful eyes.

Oh wherefore here, in dust and heat,

Should dwell a thing so pure and sweet 1

Thy home, thou gentle flower, should be

Far off beneath some green wood tree

;

Within some soft and perfumed glade,

All spread with dew, and cool with shade;
Where thou no ruder sound shouldst hear,

Than winds and waters murmuring near;
Where birds should sing to thee, and bees
Should bear thy sweets upon the breeze."

The flower with earnestness replied,

" Where God has placed me, I abide,

Content in Some way to impart

Pure feeling to one worldly heart

;

Proud, if the merchant, worn with gain
Through me a backward glance obtain,

A retrospect of joyous youth,
And simple wants and artless truth

;

Prouder, if folly in the maid
Assume for me a thoughtful shade ;

If sorrow, weeping, lift her eye
By my example, to the sky.

" And, Poet, now one word to thee ;

Where should thy home and labor be ?

Art thou repining in the heat

For 6ome more lone and cool retreat ?

Some refuge from the careless throng,

Where thou canst feed thy soul with song ?

Oh be content where God requires

To wake thy harp, and feed thy fires;

And if some worldly notes float in,

Some echoes of the ceaseless din,

Some groans from bleeding slaves, and cries

From infancy, that, starving, dies,

Oh deem not that thy strain, young bard,

By these discordant notes is marred
;

The Master Minstrel's hand through sueh.

Achieves, they say, its mightiest touch
;

And thou mayest shake the sturdiest wrongs,
By some bold "Outbreak of thy song.

Then be content, where God requires,

To wake thy harp, and feed thy fires !"

The Poet stooped and kissed the flower

Wiser and better from that hour.

S. G. E. M,
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN; OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

doing more to move the soul of the American people than any other

production on the same subject j more than all the thunderings,.

denunciations and missiles ever launched forth by the abolitionists.

This work, entitled, " Uncle Tom's Cabin, or life among the

lowly," is from the pen of the celebrated authoress, wife of the

Rev. Professor Stowe, and daughter of Dr. Beecher, who is

known to many of our readers as a distinguished divine. Dr.B.

has long labored in the cause of human progress, and defended

the rights of the oppressed slave in a signal manner. Mrs.

Stowe, instructed by such a father, caught his fervor, and avail-

ing herself of peculiarly favorable circumstances for observing

the different phases of slavery, has, with the fire of her genius,

traced the wrongs of the race in living colors. Her work first

appeared in the columns of the National Era, a weekly aboli-

tionist newspaper, published in Washington, that nursery of the

slave trade. Unmoved as the heart of the American people has

seemed to be upon this most difficult subject, Mrs. Stowe has

touched its sympathetic chord, and that heart is now pulsating

mightily throughout the length and breadth of that proud and

powerful nation.

u Uncle Tom's Cabin " has been brought out in book form in

Boston, and such is its unparalleled popularity, that the publisher

has found it difficult to supply the demand. It has been reprinted

in England, and read with all the eagerness so unique a produc-

tion is calculated to elicit.

We think the sketches which will, from time to time, appear

in this Magazine will be highly interesting to our readers, as allu-

sion is often made to this country, which is in fact the only asylum

for the fugitive from slavery in the western world. It is hoped that

the sympathy of our Canadian readers will be awakened in behalf

of this unfortunate people, who, while they possess many repulsive

traits, are our brethren, since God has declared that He hath

" made of one blood all nations of men." Even the Americans

respond to this breath of inspiration, and declare 14 That all men

^)E think we cannot better promote the inte-

rest and pleasure of our readers than to

commence with this number to reproduce, in a

consecutive series of chapters, a work which is



UNCLE TOM'S CABIN. 5

are createdfree and equal? and " endowed by their Creator with

certain inalienable Rights," among which are " Life, Liberty, and

the pursuit of Happiness," and yet they have not had the courage

to remove the stigma of slavery from their otherwise lustrous

fame. Lest we should feel too much indignation towards our

neighbors, when we see that it is on British soil that the immortal

sentiments put forth in their declaration ot independence are

realized, we must remember that it is but a few years since

philanthropic England proclaimed with the trumpet voice the

decree which broke the shackles of thousands of the blacks

then her bondmen.

In the preface to her work, Mrs. Stowe has conveyed to the

world an idea of the warmth of her heart, and has so touchingly

and graphically portrayed her motive in penning these truthful

sketches, that we cannot do better than transcribe it here :

—

PREFACE.

The scenes of this story, as its title indicates, lie among a

race hitherto ignored by the associations of polite and refined

society ; an exotic race, whose ancestors, born beneath a tro-

pic sun, brought with them, and perpetuated to their descen-

dants, a character so essentially unlike the hard and dominant

Anglo-Saxon race, as for many years to have won from it only

misunderstanding and contempt.

But, another and better day is dawning
;
every influence of

literature, of poetry and of art, in our times, is becoming more

and more in unison with the great master chord of Christiani-

ty,
11 good will to man." . . .

The hand of benevolence is everywhere stretched out,

searching into abuses, righting wrongs, alleviating distresses,

and bringing to the knowledge and sympathies of the world the

lowly, the oppressed, and the forgotten.

In this general movement, unhappy Africa at last is remem-
bered

; Africa, who began the race of civilization and hu-

man progress in the dim, gray dawn of early time, but who,

for centuries, has lain bound and bleeding at the foot of

civilized and Christianized humanity, imploring compassion in

vain.

But the heart of the dominant race, who have been her con-

querors, her hard masters, has at length been turned towards
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her in mercy ; and it has been seen how far nobler it is in na-

tions to protect the feeble than to oppress thetn. Thanks be to

God, the world has at last outlived the slave-trade !

The object of these sketches is to awaken sympathy and

feeling for the African race, as they exist among us j to show

their wrongs and sorrows, under a system so necessarily cruel

and unjust as to defeat and do away the good effects of all

that can be attempted for them, by their best friends, under

it.

In doing this, the author can sincerely disclaim any invidious

feeling towards those individuals who, often without any fault

of their own, are involved in the trials and embarrassments of

the legal relations of slavery.

Experience has shown her that some of the noblest of minds

and hearts are often thus involved; and no one knows better

than they do, that what may be gathered of the evils of slavery

from sketches like these, is not the half that could be told, of

the unspeakable whole. . . .

It is a comfort to hope, as so many of the world's sorrows

and wrongs have, from age to age, been lived down, so a time

shall come when sketches similar to these shall be valuable

only as memorials of what has long ceased to be.

When an enlightened and Christianized community shall

have, on the shores of Africa, laws, language and literature,

drawn from among us, may then the scenes of the house of

bondage be to them like the remembrance of Egypt to the

Israelite,—a motive of thankfulness to Him who hath redeem-

ed them ! - . . .

CHAPTER I.

JN WHICH THE READER IS INTRODUCED TO A MAN OF HUMANITY-

Late in the afternoon of a chilly day in February, two gen-

tlemen were sitting alone over their wine, in a well furnished

dining parlor, in the town of P , in Kentucky. There

were no servants present, and the gentlemen, with chairs close-

ly approaching, seemed to be discussing some subject with

great earnestness.

For convenience sake, we have said, hitherto, two gentlemen.

One of the parties, however, when critically examined, did not
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seem, strictly speaking, to come under the species. He was

a short, thick-set man, with coarse, commonplace features,

and that swaggering air ot pretension which marks a low man
who is trying to elbow his way upward in the world. He was

much over-dressed, in a gaudy vest of many colors, a blue

neckerchief bedropped gayly with yellow spots, and arranged

with a flaunting lie, quite in keeping with the general air of

the man. His hands, large and coarse, were plentifully be-

decked with rings ; and he wore a heavy gold watch-chain,

with a bundle of seals of portentous size, and a great variety

of colors attached to it,— which, in the ardor of conversation,

he was in the habit of flourishing and jingling with evident

satisfaction. His conversation was in free and easy defiance

of Murray's Grammar, and \vas garnished at convenient in-

tervals with various profane expressions, which not even the

desire to be graphic in our account shall induce us to Iran-

scribe.

His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appearance of a gentle-

man ; and the arrangements of the house, and the general air

of the housekeeping, indicated easy, and even opulent circum-

stances. As we before stated, the two were in the midst of an

earnest conversation.

"That is the way I should arrange the matter," said Mr
Shelby.

"I can't make trade that way—I positively can't, Mr. Shel-

by," said the other, holding up a glass of wine between his eye

and the light.

" Why, the fact is, Haley, Tom is an uncommon fellow ; he

is certainly worth that sum anywhere,—steady, honest, capa-

ble, manages my whole farm like a clock."

" You mean honest, as niggers go," said Haley, helping him*

self to a glass of brandy.

" No ; I mean, really, Tom is a good, steady, sensible, pious

fellow. He got religion at a camp-meeting, four years ago ; and

I believe he really did get it. I've trusted him, since then,

with everything I have,—money, house, horses,—and let him

come and go round the country ; and I always /bund him true

and square in everything." • • .

" Why, last fall, I let him go to Cincinnati alone, to do busi-
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ness for me, and bring home five hundred dollars. * Tom/
says I to him, 6

1 trust you, because I think you're a Christian,

—I know you would n't cheat.' Tom comes back, sure

enough ; I knew he would. Some low fellows, they say, said

to him—-' Tom, why don't you make tracks for Canada V 1 Ah,
master trusted me, and I couldn't,'—they told me about it. I

am sorry to part with Tom, I must say. You ought to let him
cover the whole balance of the debt; and you would, Haley, if

you had any conscience."

" Well, I've just got as much conscience as any man in busi-

ness can afford to keep,—just a little, you know, to swear by,

as 't were," said the trader, jocularly ; " and, then, I'm ready

to do anything in reason to 'blige friends ; but this yer, you

see, is a ieetle too hard on a fellow—a leetle too hard."

The trader sighed contemplatively, and poured out some more
brandy.

«« Well, then, Haley, how will you trade V said Mr. Shelby,

after an uneasy interval of silence.

" Well, have n't you a boy or gal that you could throw in with

Tom ?"

" Hum !—none that I could well spare ; to tell the truth, it's

only hard necessity makes me willing to sell at all. I don't

like parting with any of my hands, that's a fact."

Here the door opened, and a small boy, between four and five

years of age, entered the room. There was something in his

appearance remarkably beautiful and engaging. . . .

14 Hulloa, Jim Crow ! " said Mr. Shelby, whistling, and

snapping a bunch ot raisins towards him, " pick that up

now !"

The child scampered, with all his little strength, after the

prize, while his master laughed.

" Come here, Jim Crow," said he. The child came up,

and the master patted the curly head, and chucked him under

the chin.

" Now, Jim, show this gentleman how you can dance and

sing. " The boy commenced one of those wild grotesque songs

common among the negroes, in a rich, clear voice, accompanying

his singing with many comic evolutions of the hands, feet, and

whole body, all in perfect time to the music.
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" Bravo ! '' said Haley, throwing him a quarter of an

orange.

"Now, Jim, walk like old Uncle Cudjoe, when he has the

rheumatism," said his master.

Instantly the flexible limbs of the child assumed the appear-

ance of deformity and distortion, as, with his back humped up,

and his master's stick in his hand, he hobbled about the room, his

childish face drawn into a doleful pucker, and spitting from right

to left, in imitation of an old man.

Both gentlemen laughed uproariously.

"Now, Jim," said his master, 11 show us how old Elder Rob-

bins leads the psalm." The boy drew his chubby face down to

a formidable length, and commenced toning a psalm tune through

his nose, with imperturbable gravity.

"Hurrah! bravo! what a young 'un!" said Haley ; "that

chap's a case, T'll promise. Tell you what," said he, suddenly

clapping his hand on Mr. Shelby's shoulder, " fling in that chap,

and I'll settle the business—I will. Come now, if that ain't do-

ing the thing up about the rightest
!"

At this moment, the door was pushed gently open, and a

young woman, apparently about twenty-five, entered the room.

There needed only a glance from the child to her, to identify

her as its mother. . . .

" Well, Eliza V said her master, as she stopped and looked

hesitatingly at him.

M I was looking for Harry, please, sir ;" and the boy bounded

toward her, showing his spoils, which he had gathered in the

skirt of his robe.

"Well, take him away, then," said Mr. Shelby; and hastily

she withdrew, carrying the child on her arm.
u By Jupiter," said the trader, turning to him in admiration,

*' there's an article, now ! You might make your fortune on that

ar gal in Orleans, any day." . . .

" I don't want to make my fortune on her," said Mr. Shel-

by, dryly; and, seeking to turn the conversation, he uncork-

ed a bottle of fresh wine, and asked his companion's opinion of it.

" Capital, sir,—first chop ? " said the trader ; then turning,

and slapping his hand familiarly on Shelby's shoulder, he ad-

ded—
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" Come, how will you trade about the gal ?—what shall I say

for her—what'll you take ?"

"Mr. Haley, she is not to be sold," said Shelby. "My wife

would not part with her for her weight in gold."

"Ay, ay ! women always say such things, cause they ha'nt

no sort of calculation. Just show 'em how many watches, fea-

thers, and trinkets, one's weight in gold would buy, and that al-

ters the case, / reckon."

" I tell you, Haley, this must not be spoken of; I say no, and

I mean no," said Shelby, decidedly.

" Well, you'll let me have the boy, though," said the tra-

der; "you must own I've come down pretty handsomely for

him."

" What on earth can you want with the child ?" said Shelby*

"Why, I've got a friend that's going into this yer branch of

the business—wants to buy up handsome boys to raise for the

market. Fancy articles entirely—sell for waiters, and so on to

rich 'uns, that can pay for handsome 'uns. It sets off one of yer

great places—a real handsome boy to open door, wait, and tend.

They fetch a good sum ; and this little devil is such a comical,

musical concern, he's just the article."

" I would rather not sell him," said Mr. Shelby, thoughtfully
;

" the fact is, sir, I'm a humane man, and I hate to take the boy

from his mother, sir."

"O, you do?—La? yes—something of that ar natur. I un-

derstand, perfectly. It is mighty onpleasant getting on with wo-

men, sometimes. They are mighty onpleasant
;

but, as I man-

ages business, 1 generally avoids 'em, sir. Now, what if you

get the gal off for a day, or a week, or so ; then the thing's done

quietly,—all over before she comes home. Your wife might get

her some ear-rings, or a new gown, or some such truck, to make

up with her."

" Pm afraid not."

" Lor bless ye, yes ! These critters an't like white folks, you

know
;
they gets over things, only manage right. Now, they

say, " said Haley, assuming a candid and confidential air, " that

thin kind o' trade is hardening to the feelings ; but I never found

it so. Fact is, I never could do things up the way some fellers

manage the business. I've seen 'em as would pull a wo-
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man's child out of her arms, and set him up to sell, and she

screechin' like mad all the time ;—very bad policy—damages

the article—makes 'm quite unfit for service sometimes. . . .

It's always best to do the humane thing, sir ; that's been my
experience.'' And the trader leaned back in his chair, and fold-

ed his arms, with an air of virtuous decision, apparently consider-

ing himself a second Wilberforce." . . .

There was something so piquant and original in these elucida-

tions of humanity, that Mr. Shelby could not help laughing in

company. Perhaps you laugh loo, dear reader; but you know
humanity comes out in a variety of strange forms now-a.uays,

and there is no end to the odd things that humane people will say

and do. . . .

" Well ;" said Haley, after they had both silently picked their

nuts for a season, " What do you say ?"

" I'll think the matter over, and talk with my wife," said Mr.
Shelby. " Meantime, Haley, if you want the matter carried on

in the quiet way you speak of, you'd best not let your busi.

ness in this neighborhood be known. It will get among my
boy3, and it will not be a particularly quiet business getting away
any of my fellows, if they know it, I'll promise you." . . .

Perhaps the mildest form of the system of slavery is to be seen

in the State of Kentucky.

Whoever visits some estates there, and witnesses the good-hu-

mored indulgence of some masters and mistresses, and the affec-

tionate loyalty ot some slaves, might be tempted to dream the

oft-fabled poetic legend of a patriarchal institution, and all that

;

but over and above the scene there broods a portentous shadow
—the shadow of law. So long as the law considers all these

human beings, with beating hearts and living affections, only

as so many things belonging to a master,—so long it is impossi-

ble to make anything beautiful or desirable, in the best regulated

administration of slavery. . . .

Now, it had so happened that, in approaching the door, Eliza

had caught enough of the conversation to know a trader was mak-
ing offers to her master for somebody. . . .

She thought she heard the trader make an offer for her boy ~

could she be mistaken? Her heart swelled and throbbed, and
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she involuntarily strained him so tight that the little fellow looked

up into her face in astonishment.

" Why, Eliza, child ! what ails you?" said her mistress.

" 0 ! missis, missis," said Eliza, " there's been a trader talking

with master in the parlor ! I heard him."

" Well, silly child, suppose there has."

" 0, missis, do you suppose mas'r would sell my Harry?"

And the poor creature threw herself into a chair, and sobbed con-

vulsively.

" Sell him ! No, you foolish girl ! You know your master

never deals with those southern traders, and never means to sell

any of his servants, as long as they behave well. Why, you silly

child, who do you think would want to buy your Harry] Do

you think all the world are set on him as you are, you goosie]

Come, cheer up, and hook my dress. . . .

" Well, but, missis, you never would give your consent—to

—

to—"
" Nonsense, child 1 to be sure, I should n't. What do you talk

so for? 1 would as soon have one of my own children sold. But

really, Eliza, you are getting altogether too proud of that little fel-

low. A man can't put his nose into the door, but you think he

must be coming to buy him." . . .

Mrs. Shelby was a woman of a high class, both intellectually

and morally. To that natural magnanimity and generosity of

mind which one often marks as characteristic of the women of

Kentucky, she added high moral and religious sensibility and prin-

ciple, carried out with great energy and ability into practical re-

sults. Her husband, who made no profession to any particular

religious character, nevertheless reverenced and respected the

consistency of hers, and stood, perhaps, a little in awe of her

opinion. . .
•

The heaviest load on his mind, after his conversation with

the trader, lay in the foreseen necessity of breaking to his wife

the arrrangement contemplated,—meeting the importunities and

opposition which he knew he should have reason to encounter.

Mrs. Shelby, being entirely ignorant of her husband's embar-

rassments, and knowing only the general kindliness of his tem-

per, had been quite sincere in the entire incredulity with which

she had met Eliza's suspicions. In fact, she dismissed the mat-
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ter from her mind, without a second thought; and being occup ;ed

in preparations for an evening visit, it passed out of her thoughts

entirely.

Eliza had been brought up by her mistress from girlhood, as a

petted and indulged favorite.

She had been married to a bright and talented young man, who

was a slave on a neighboring estate, and bore the name of George

Harris. . . .

(To be continued.)

THE FOUNDLING OF THE STORM.

WRITTEN BY MRS. SUSANNAH MOODlE.

My Young Canadian Friends,—This is the first time that

I have ever sought your acquaintance through the medium of

the pen, though I feel a deep and maternal interest in your hap-

piness and future prosperity; for I am myself the mother and

grandmother ofCanadian children, and as members of one com-

mon country, I cannot separate their welfare from your?.

I have been asked to tell you a story to amuse and interest

you, and as I love all good children, it is with pleasure I comply

with the request.

It has often been said that "truth is more wonderful than

fiction," and the following affecting circumstance, which I ex-

tract from a recent number of the New York Albion, cannot

fail to impress this fact upon your minds.

"An infant was recently picked up at sea, off Yarmouth,
England. It was lashed to a plank lying fast asleep,

and almost benumbed with cold. There was no trace of any
ship in sight, or lor miles around, and it was supposed that the

vessel from which it had been thrown had sunk, and that all

hands perished. The Captain who picked it up, lives at Yar-
mouth, and intends to rear the child as his own."

Now my young friends, if this circumstance does notfill your

eyes with tears, I must confess that it did mine.

Born and brought up on that dangerous, shallow line ofcoast,

and having from infancy been accustomed to see the German

Ocean rolling its tremendous surges onthat shore, and know-

ing all its horrors, having myself been exposed with a young
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infant in my arms to its fury during a storm, I can fully realize the

situation of this forlorn babe—now buried in the trough ofthe sea

—now carried like a feather on the crest of those awful billows

—the leaden sky pouring down its torrents, the cold, pittiless

north-west wind roaring in thunder above his hard pillow, and

covering his little form with sheets of foam—and yet he slept—
slept amidst all this uproar of winds and waves, of dashing

spray and the huge din of conflicting billows. Yes, he slept.

The protecting arm of God, the great Father, was around this

orphan child, and he slept in peace, safe in His holy keeping,

and as tranquilly as it his little head rested on his dead mo-

ther's fond breast.

Never, my dear children, after reading this pathetic story,

doubt the protecting care of God. When you say your prayers

at night, lie down in the firm belief that He hears you, that your

well-being is dear to Him, that His mercy enfolds you, and that

His sleepless eye watches over your slumbers. Little children

are His peculiar care, "for of such," He has said, "are the

Kingdom of Heaven," of which this marvellous incident is a

striking illustration.

Tossed on the wide and raging deep,

Unconscious of the tempest's sweep
;

The boiling surge, and bursting wave,

And deafening blasts that round him rave,

A little infant gently sleeps,

Although no mother vigil keeps ;

—

Alone that helpless prostrate form,

Poor foundling of the Ocean's storm 1

His bed a plank, his canopy,

The dark clouds of yon lurid sky.

Like weed cast forth on ocean's foam,

Far from the land, his friends, his home,—

Or feather floating on the sea,

An atom in immensity
;

Now borne upon the topmost crown

Of some huge surge, now plunging down

Where the chaff'd waves in wrath retreat,

Once more in madd'ning Bhock to meet

;

Yet the pale outcast could not rest

More sweetly on his mother's breast.
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His mother ! where, oh where, is she ?

Ask the loud winds that sweep the sea.

They bore the last convulsive sigh

Of that young mother'u heart on high,

When 'mid the din of waters wild,

To heaven she gave her darling child,

—

Launched his frail plank upon the wave,

Strong in her faith that (Jod could save!

He sleeps— the tempest cannot harm,

While round him lies the eternal arm.

He sleeps— the elemental strife

That 'whelmed the bark, has saved his life

The voice that calmed the raging deep

Has lull'd the orphan child to sleep.

Oh wonder of Almighty love !

That sight the coldest heart should move,

To kneel upon the surf beat shore,

The God of mercy to adore !

THE MOTHER'S LAMENT.
BY MRS. MOODIE.

Oh ! pale at my feet thou art sleeping my boy,

Now I press on thy cold lips in vain the fond kiss

;

Earth opens her arms to receive thee my joy,

And all my past sorrows are nothing to this:

—

The day star of hope 'ncath thy eyelids is sleeping,

No more to arise at the voice of my weeping.

Oh how art thou changed ! since the light breath of morning,

Dispersed the light dew-drops in showers from the trees;

Like a beautiful bud my lone dwelling adorning,

Thy smiles called up feelings of rapture in me;

I thought not the sunbeams all gaily that shone

At thy waking, at eve, would behold me alone.

The joy that flashed out from thy death.shrouded eye,

That laughed in thy dimples, and gladdened thy cheek,

Is vanished ; but the smile on thy cold lip that lies,

Now tells of a joy that no language can speak.

The fountain is sealed—the young spirit at rest,

—

Ah ! why should I mourn thee, my loved one, my bless'd !
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LEOPOLD OF BRUNSWICK AND HIS WRITING MASTER.

F all the young princes who, in their

early years, were remarkable for

kindness of heart, none is more de-

serving of notice than Prince Leo-

pold of Brunswick,—a prince whose

name is engraven on the hearts of

thousands. The manner of his

I
death has added to the interest with

which he was regarded when living.

In the terrible inundation of the

Oder, in 1785, he perished whilst

attempting to save some poor per-

sons, who were in imminent danger

from the flood. Honor be to his

memory

!

The very pleasing anecdote now

§3||Jpl£^ about to be related, is not only in-

teresting as an illustration of the prince's real kindness ofdis-

position, but is instructive, since it shows us what may be ac-

complished, in the way of surmounting difficulties, by a good

will, determined resolution, and invincible patience of purpose.

Prince Leopold, as a child, was distinguished for his exuber-

ant spirits. He possessed that engaging and fascinating live-

liness which usually accompanies a good disposition and a hap-

py temperament. He had already learned to read, and a por-

tion of every day was agreeably employed in this amusing and

instructive occupation. A book that at once informs and de-

lights us is a true friend. We can leave offand return to it at

our pleasure. It can accompany us wherever we go, and will

occupy but little space. To be able to read, therefore, what

others have thought and said, is doubtless very pleasant, but to

be able to write down what we ourselves think, and so to con-

verse with distant friends,—a beloved mother, sister or brother,

— is a far greater pleasure. Leopold anxiously wished to learn

to write.

With great zeal and energy he commenced this new study,

in which he was instructed by a respectable old gentleman
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named Wagner. This gentleman was kind and amiable—

a

perfect master of his art—and possessed of a patience that

nothing could overcome. And much, indeed, was his patience

tried by his ardent and impetuous little pupil. The novelty of

his new occupation having worn away, the young prince's na-

tural vivacity rendered him impatient of the restraints that

were necessarily laid upon him. He ceased to be industrious

and attentive to his tutor's directions. Sometimes he com-

plained that he was made to write the same letter over and

over so often, that he was quite tired of it : then, that the

words given him to copy were too long and too hard. In short,

there was no pretence that he did not make use of to excuse

the dislike which he had now taken to writing. The vener-

able Wagner was almost in despair of seeing his pupil make
any progress in the art in which it was his business to instruct

him. How could he be otherwise ? When he saw him in.

tentionally go above the line in writing, he would say, 11 Now,
my prince, you are going above the line." " Do you think so,

Mr. Wagner ?" he would indolently reply ; and then, out of

impatience or mere gaiety of heart, he would run to the oppo-

site extreme.

" Now, my prince, you are below the line."

" Ah, you are right ;" and then he would write still more

awkwardly and perversely than ever. Then he would find

fault with his pen, which he would require to be mended, per-

haps, twenty times in the course of one lesson, on the plea that

it would not write well. Then the ;nk was thick, or he was

tired, or his head ached, or he wished to do something else
;

and often, could he have done so without incurring his tutor's

severe displeasure, he would fairly have run away to his ball,

or his rocking horse, or some other amusement.

One day he observed that his tutor, Mr. Wagner, was unusu-

ally thoughtful and sorrowful. His natural kindness ofdisposition

at once led him to endeavor to discover the cause ; and when he

remembered his waywardness, his idleness, and inattention,

he thought it must be his conduct that had vexed the good old

man, and caused him anxiety. He therefore, on this day, did all

that he could to please him. He wrote as well as he was able,

and exactly followed his directions. He was submissive and
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pliable, affectionate in his manner towards him, and he even

endeavored to anticipate his wishes in everything. But all

was in vain. His attentions could not dispel his tutor's gloom,

or rouse him from the melancholy that oppressed him.

As soon as he was gone, the young prince made inquiries

of his attendants as to the cause of his writing-master's sor-

row ; and from them he learned that the good old man had

placed too much confidence in a deceitful friend. Naturally of

an obliging disposition, he had incautiously, at the knave's ur-

gent request, and to relieve him from a pressing difficulty,

signed a bill for 500 crowns. His pretended friend had told

him that this was only a form, that no risk was incurred, and

no danger to be apprehended ; and then, when he had obtained

the money, he absconded, and left the poor unfortunate writing-

master to be responsible for the whole. He had made every

exertion to meet this bill, which would be due in about six

weeks ;
but, notwithstanding all his efforts, there was still a

sum of 200 crowns deficient ; and this he could not raise, ex-

cept by means that would utterly impoverish him—namely, the

sale of his furniture and goods, perhaps at ruinously low

prices.

Leopold, at the time, appeared to pay but little attention to

this important discovery. Perhaps at first he was even pleas-

ed at finding that he himself had not been, as he supposed, the

cause of his writing-master's trouble ; but in reality, and upon

reflection, he felt deeply for him, and thought seriously how he

might relieve him from a difficulty to which only his amiability

of temper had exposed him. He knew that, by simply men-

tioning the circumstances to his father, who rejoiced in every

opportunity of doing good, the poor man's sorrows would soon

be at an end. But the impression made upon his mind during

the morning by the thought that he had been the cause of so

much anxiety to one so kind, was so deep, and clearly showed

him the ingratitude and folly of his behavior, that he determin-

ed to make use of this circumstance as an inducement to him-

self to subdue his fault. If he could at once relieve Wagner's

distress, and overcome his own failings, a double end would be

answered, and both he and his tutor would be gainers at the

same time.
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On the following day, therefore, while Leopold was con-

versing with his father, he adroitly turned the conversation to

his writing lessons.

" Ah, dear papa," he said, " if you only knew how tiresome

it is !"

" I confess, my dear child," said his father, " that the rudi-

ments of this art are very tedious ; but consider, since it is

absolutely necessary that you, as a prince, should be able to

write, would it not be better for you to apply yourself boldly

and manfully to surmount these difficulties, than to increase

them by murmuring?''

"Yes, certainly, papa," returned Leopold; "and I assure

you I will work courageously if you will but promise me
something."

" What is it that you want, my child ?"

" Well, I wish that as often as my writing master says I have

done well, you would give me a carl d'or, and leave me to do

as I like with the money."

" On such a condition I am not afraid of making the agree-

ment. I consent, my dear child ; and gladly will I empty my
whole purse under such circumstances, if there should be

occasion."

The agreement thus formally made was sealed with a hearty

kiss. Leopold was delighted at the promise which his father

had made him, and his face beamed with smiles. His father

in vain endeavored to unravel the mystery which enshrouded

his son's behavior ; at the same time he would not question

him too closely : he resolved rather to wait patiently the

result.

At the next writing lesson the young prince was so teachable,

so industrious, so careful, that his instructor was quite surprised.

The child who had hitherto been so idle, so full of fun and frolic,

was now most sedate and serious. He did not now rock his

chair, or play his usual antics, but sealing himself properly at the

table, he sedulously gave his attention to the task before him.

Instead of wantonly writing above or below the lines, requiring

his pen to be frequently changed or mended, and finding fault

with the ink or the paper, he diligently set himself to improve by

his tutor's instructions, insomuch that Mr. Wagner, in the course
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of the lesson, frequently encouraged him: "Good, my prince !

very good !"

The following lesson was marked by the same industry and

attention on the part of the young prince, and the same surprise

and satisfaction on the part of his tutor.

" Indeed, my prince," said the latter at last, " I cannot under-

stand the change that has taken place in you
;
you are so different

from what you were ?"

f< You are pleased, then, with me, Mr. Wagner ?" returned the

little boy.

"Pleased is not the right word," said the tutor. " I am de-

lighted ; I am highly gratified to see you at length doing justice to

yourself."

** Then will you write two or three lines, saying how pleased

you are with me, that I may show them to papa, who always

seems to think that I do nothing?"

44 Willingly, my dear prince ; and I will do the same every

time you are so industrious."

The delighted teacher, in the fullness of his heart, prepared a

very flattering testimonial. Leopold took it to his papa, and re-

ceived the promised reward, and how valuable to him was the first

piece of gold he received ! He had fairly earned it ; it was

justly and honestly gained. He placed it in a pretty little purse,

and secretly determined that he wo.uld add another every day.

Indeed, he was so industrious, and made such rapid progress,

that in a bhort lime he left off writing the long uninteresting words

which had displeased him at first, and came to sentences, and at

length little tales, which either pleased him from their interest,

or amused him from their simplicity. And now his writing

lesson became at once an instructive and a pleasing and delightful

occupation.

Every morning when Leopold embraced his kind father he gave

him the testimonial which he had received the day before, and

every day he saw his treasure increase. His father, though

much gratified at receiving such repeated testimonials of his dear

son's good conduct and improvement, reflected that he had now

paid him the promised reward upwards of thirty times; and he

began to fear that good Mr. Wagner might be treating him with

too much consideration. He therefore desired his son to bring
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him his writing-book, that he might judge for himself. Leopold,

with much alacrity, obeyed, and showed him what astonishing

progress he had made within the last six weeks. In short, his

father was satisfied ; and the prince rejoiced in finding himself

in possession of some five-and-thirty pieces of gold, which he had

so earnestly desired in order to relieve his tutor's necessity.

The bill signed by Wugner was now due within three days, and

still the worthy man was at a loss to complete the sum. fn vain

had he implored his creditor, a covetous and hard-hearted usurer,

to afford him a little delay. No mercy was shown him ; and the

poor tutor, his anguish visible in his face, had resolved as a last

resource to take his little plate and few trinkets to a jeweller's in

the course of the day, to raise what he could upon them ; and

then, if necessary, to sacrifice his all to meet the demand so un-

justly made upon him.

Deeply absorbed with the trying sacrifice he was about to

make, he came upon this occasion rather later than usual to the

instruction of the prince, and excused himself on account of im-

portant business. Whilst the old man's face was anxious and

sorrowful, that of the child beamed with joy and happiness.

" What is the matter, dear Mr. Wagner"?" inquired the prince,

*' You are not so cheerful as usual."

M It is true, my prince, -in this life everyone must expect

trouble and vexation."

" Are you then in trouble? 0 tell me all about it; you do

not know how much I love you !"

These affectionate words almost induced Mr. Wagner to lay

open his secret to his little pupil. He well knew that one word

would be sufficient to procure him all that he needed. The
father of the prince both could and would have supplied him

readily with the means of discharging himself from his liability;

but his pride and independence of spirit constrained him. The

very idea of using his influence over the prince, in order to procure

a favor for himself, was painful, and wounded the honorable

feeling of the good old man. The better to conceal his secret, he

attempted to turn the conversation.

" You are not so anxious as usual, my prince, to take your

lesson to-day V 1

" What makes you think so, Mr. Wagner ?"

* You are not so attentive as you were yesterday ?"
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* That is because I am thinking of something more important/'

«• What can it be ? JYour hand trembles
;
you are agitated."

<e Mr. Wagner," returned the little boy, "you alone are the

cause?"

" I, my prince?"

" Yes, you ! I can write no longer." With these words he

rose, and opened the drawer of his writing desk, where he had

deposited his treasure; then throwing his arms round the old

man's neck, he said, as he gave him the money : ''Take it, Mr.

Wagner, and pay your bill. I hope you have not sold your silver

plate ?"

Wagner at once perceived that his secret was known. He
could not, however, at first accept the money. Strong as was

his emotion, gratified and delighted as he was, both at his own
prospect of deliverance from ruin, and at his pupil's noble

behavior, he yet hesitated to receive it till he had heard the

whole of the story. The young prince at length told him of the

agreement he had made with his father, and how the five-and-

thirty pieces of gold were the rewards that he had received for

his industry and improvement.

Upon hearing this, the old man could not restrain his tears. He
seized Leopold's hands, pressed them to his lips, and said with

the deepest emotion : " What, my prince ! to rescue me from

calamity, have you for more than a month restrained your sports,

defied your weariness, and conquered your disinclination to your

task? I accept with pride and gratitude this touching, this hon-

orable memorial. It not only restores comfort and happiness to

my dwelling, but it excites the deepest feelings of love, admiration 7

and respect for my amiable pupil and preserver. It is sweet

indeed to owe this favor to you ?"

The joy of giving and the pleasure of receiving may be univer-

sally diffused. It is not the greatness of the gift that imparts to

it its value. One may be much less than a prince, and yet

rejoice many a sorrowful heart by trifling gifts, well-timed, and

affectionately and delicately bestowed, and when the gifts thus

presented are obtained by the giver's self-denial and self-discipline,

he not only does good to the person to whom he gives, but

acquires for himself a satisfaction, an elevation of mind and of

principle, that to the good is more valuable than the greatest

treasures or the costliest self-indulgence.
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AFRICAN CHIEF.

The above is an excellent likeness of an African Chief.

We are sure that no one who examines this peculiarly striking

and interesting countenance can fail to see strong lineaments

of humanity, and apparently just as great susceptibility of in-

tellectual and moral advancement, as may be seen in the de-

scendants of Japheth, or Shem. Great sternness and resolu-

tion, as well as physical strength, are characteristics of the

people which he represents. These are the qualities which

they cultivate, but in ancient times some of the African nations

were considered among the most enlightened in the world.

They still have a written language, but rank among the lowest

of the half civilized nations. Astonishing efforts, attended with

great sacrifice of life and means are now being put forth by

christians and philosophers in England and America to explore

this vast country, and to enlighten and christianise the people.

According to report, a white christian community exists in the

centre of this, the hottest region on the globe. It is supposed

that 150 languages are spoken in the known parts of Africa,
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The imports of this country are ivory, gums, spices, drugs,

dyes, teak, timber, cotton, rice, skins, oils and fruits. The
most wonderful animals in Mr. Barnum's menagerie, recent

ly exhibited in Canada, such as the lion, rhinoceros, camel

leopard, zebra, antelopes, and monkeys, came from Africa.

ANECDOTE OF LORD NELSON.

BY MRS. TRAILL.

It used formerly to be the custom in many of our maritime

towns and villages in England, to offer up prayers in the

churches for seamen, preparatory to their embarking on any

long voyage. This practice, like many of the simple usages

of our forefathers, has, for the most part, fallen into disuse ;

—

perhaps, through the want of fervour in the priest, whose of-

fice it was to call the attention of his flock, to join together in

asking a blessing for those men who occupy their business in

great waters, or possibly through the indifference of the sea-

faring people themselves
;

yet, even at this very day, among

the crowded churches of the metropolis, there are a few instan-

ces of men who, feeling their dependence upon Him who hold-

eth the waters in the hollow of his hand ; who alone ruleth the

winds and waves in their fury, are inclined to call upon their

God to keep them under the shadow of his wings, and to ask

all Christian people to add their supplications at the throne of

mercy in his holy temple. I was, myself, one of a congrega-

tion thus exhorted some years ago

:

It was on Palm Sunday that I accompanied a friend and her

family, to the church in Longham Place. The prayers were

read with great reverence of manner by the venerable Bishop

of St. Asaph's. Before commencing the litany, the Bishop

made a longer pause than usual, insomuch that every eye was

turned inquiringly upon him, as it silently asking the cause of

the delay. He had evidently desired his silence to produce

this effect,—then in a distinct voice, and with deep solemnity
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of manner, he said, *' The prayers—the earnest prayers of this

whole congregation, are desired by two young seamen about to

embark on a perilous voyage."

There was again a solemn and impressive pause, as if the

good prelate was himself engaged in silent but earnest prayer
f

and as if he desired that all present should have time to offer up

one heartfelt petition (or those two brothers ;—who shall say

that such supplicatioa would be unheard. A feeling of sudden

interest was awakened in my mind, and my eye glanced over

that gaily dressed congregation, (for it was one of the fashion^

able churches,) and many of the fair, and proud, and noble,

were before me, but vain was my search—there were none to

realise tho two young seamen.

Some accidental cause made our party almost the last to

quit the church, and I was not sorry for the delay, for near the

altar rails, as the dense mass of waving feathers and flowers

moved off, my eye fell upon a group that I felt were those

whose simple act of devotion had so moved my heart that day.

They were a pale-faced widow in mean and faded black gar-

ments, a sickly child of some seven or eight years old, and two

fine manly youths, attired in new blue jackets, and coarse

white trowsers
;
they were evidently twins from the striking

likeness between them. The face of the mother was compos-

ed though sad,—the boys—hopeful, eager, almost joyous. The
contrast was painfully striking,— I would have given much to

have known something of the history of those boys and their

widowed mother, and the meek child ; but they mingled in the

throng, and I saw them no more, though I did indeed pray

earnestly that the God in whose never failing arm they put

their trust, would restore them to their pious widowed parent,

to be a comfort to her in old age.

I noticed to my friend, the Bishop's impressive manner.

It had passed almost unheeded by her,—she regarded the

matter as a piece of harmless superstition,—it was in vain to

argue with her, or to awaken feelings that had no correspond-

ing warmth in her heart.

u Perhaps you do not know," she said, i( that it was a con-

stant practice ot Lord Nelson, to have prayers offered up in

the Foundling church, when he was about to embark
? especial'
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ly during the hottest part of the war. These prayers were ask-

ed in the same simple, unpretending manner, as you heard

this day; no titles or name mentioned, merely this "The pray-

ers of the congregation are earnestly desired for a seaman

about to enter on a perilous voyage." Few knew who it was

that thus humbly solicited the prayers of all good christians
;

"still, I regard it merely as a piece of superstitious form in

Lord Nelson or in any one else."

I was sorry that such should be the opinion of a person for

whom I entertained a regard, but of such are the world. I

would rather have held the lowly, trusting faith of that pale

widow, and of England's gallant champion, than the lukewarm

show of religion that led my fashionable friend to bow her

knees in the Church in Longham Place.

In like manner, Lord Nelson used to return thanks in the

Church for mercies vouchsafed during the perils of a voyage

—

" for having been preserved from perils of the deep, and perils

of the enemy,"—so it used to be worded. Few were aware

when they heard these words that they had been suggested by

the greatest Naval Captain of this, or any age, Horatio Nel-

son.

I was much pleased with this anecdote of Nelson—it was

new to me, as I dare say it will be to many of my readers.

He surely acknowledged by this simple act of piety that it

was wiser to trust in the Lord than in any arm of man,—and

did he not, like the Samaritan, "return to give glory to God !"

Socrates.—It is said of Socrates, the great Grecian philoso-

pher, that he never allowed his temper to overcome him, but dis-

played the utmost tranquility on all occasions. Feeling at one

time displeased with one of his servants he said, " I would beat

thee if I were not angry."
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COTTAGE PLAN.

The natural scenery of our country is as fine and captivating

as that of any other land. We need hardly except wide-awake

England, la belle France, or staid and sober Germany. We
certainly can boast of greater inland seas or lakes, larger rivers

and more extended and fertile valleys. God has blessed our

country with smiling features, which we may look upon, and

rejoice that our lot has " fallen to us in pleasant places." We
have, however, deformed our fair landscapes by shabby towns

and villages, not miserable and shabby from the poverty and

wretchedness of their inhabitants, for we exult in peace and

abundance, but shabby looking from the want of a nicely culti-

vated taste for symmetry and order. We may repeat the senti-

ment of Pope with propriety :
" God made the country, but man

made the town." It must be evident to an observing commu-
nity that there is a growing interest upon the subject of architec-

tural improvement. But those who would improve their houses,

find it difficult to obtain modern and tasteful plans to guide them.
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We shall therefore occasionally give a plan, with description oi

the most convenient and approved styles, for the construction of

country and suburban residences. Our next will contain the

ground plan of the above cottage, with specifications.

THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

Our sorrows are like thunder clouds, which seem black in the distance, but grow

lighter as they approach.

Gratitude is the music of the heart when its chords are swept by the breeze of kind-

ness.

Some hearts, like evening primroses, open most beautifully in the shadows of life.

Truth.—The open, bold, honest truth is always the wisest, always the safest, for

every one, in any, and in all circumstances.

Mother.—What a comfort there is in the name which gives assurance of a love that

can neither change or fail.

The Robin.—I am sent to the ant to learn industry—to the dove to* learn innocency—

to the serpent to learn wisdom—and why not to the robin redbreast, who chaunls it as

cheerfully in winter as in summer, to learn equanimity and patience ?

Effect of climate and cultivation on vegetables.—The myrtle tree, which with us is a

small shrub, grows in Van Diemen's Land to the height of two hundred feet, and has a

trunk from thirty to forty feet in circumference. The wood resembles cedar.

Afew books well chosen are of more value than a great library. A knowledge of our

duties is a most useful part of philosophy. A bad wound heals—a bad name kills. A
truly great man borrows no lustre from splendid ancestry. A bad workman quarrels

with his tools. An idle brain is the devil's own workshop. Among the base merit

begets envy; among the noble, emulation. A bitter jest is the poison of friendship.

Avarice generally miscalculates, and as generally deceives. A blithe heart makes a

blooming visage.

Favor is deceitful and beauty is vain
; but a woman that feareth the Lord she shall be

praised. She stretchelh out her hand to the poor, yea, she rtachelh forth her hands to

the needy, she openeth her mouth with wisdom, and in her tongue is the law of kind-

ness. She looketh well to the ways of her household, and eateth not the bread of idle-

ness.

Definitions of vanity.—A very small bottle with a very long neck ; the less there is in

it the greater noise it makes in coming out. A talking peacock looking with contempt
upon the rest of his species. An empty mind turned inside out.

Definitions of cleanliness.—A life preserver—A personal index—A first-rate house de-
coiator—The most complete medicine chest—The best garb poverty can wear—The home
of comfort, and the comfort of home. As virtue is to the soul, so is cleanliness to the
body.

Management of children.—Young children are generally good judges of the
motives and feelings of those who attempt to control them

; and if you would win their
love, and dispose them to comply with your reasonable requests, you must treat them
with perfect candor and uprightness. Never attempt to cheat even the youngest into a
compliance with your wishes, for though you succeed at the time, you lessen your influ-
ence by the loss of confidence which follows detection.
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Aperson
>
meeting a coal merchant, enquired what a chaldron of coals would come to ?

The coal merchant began to consider, and knowing that the question was put to him

from mere idle curiosity, deliberately answered, "Sir, if they are well burnt they'll

come to ashes."

Prisoner Btand up. Are you guilty or not guilty? " Faith, do you think I'd be doing

the work of the jury for 'em when they're paid for it ? Let 'em findit out themselves."

An eminent and witty prelate was once asked if he did not think that such a one fol-

lowed his conscience. <: Yes," said his grace, " I think he follows it as a man does a

horse in a gig—he drives it first."

A man down east has invented yellow spectacles, for making lard look like butter.

They are a great saving ofexpense, if worn when eating.

A poor poet wished that a sovereign, like a piece of scandal, would grow bigger every

rim© it circulated.

Jars of jelly, jars of jam,

Jars of potted beef and ham

,

Jars of early gooseberries nice;

Jars of mince meat, jars of spice
j

Jars of orange marmalade
;

Jars of pickles all home made :

Would the onlyjars were these

That occur infamilies.

Mock preserved g-inger.—Bnil as if fur table small, tender, white carrots
j
scrape them

free from all spots, and lake out the hearts. Steep them in spring water, changing it

•very day, until all vegetable flavor has left them. To every pound of carrot so pre-

pared, add one quart of water, two pounds of loaf sugar, two ounces of whole ginger,

and the shaved rind of a lemon. Boil for a quarter of an hour every day until the carrots

clear, and when nearly done, add red pepper to taste. This will be found equal to

West India preserved ginger.

A black man's receipt to dress rice.—Wash him well; much wash in "cold water, the

rice flour make him stick. Water boil all ready very fast. Throw him in
; rice can't

burn, water shake him too much. Boil quarter of an hour, or little more ; rub one rice

in thumb and finger ; if all rub away, him quite done. Put rice in coilander, hot water

run away
;
pour cup of cold water on him, put back rice in saucepan, keep him covered

near the fire ; then rice all ready. Eat him up !—Correspondent.
Ib dress cold fish.—Dip a flat dish in hot water to prevent cracking, smear it with

butter, and sprinkle white pepper on it ; then a thick layer of stale bread, grated fine ; a

layer of the fish, picked from benes. and broken small; a little melted butter—prepared

without milk—poured over another layer of bread—then offish—with butter as before.

Repeated as often as required for quantity offish, and size of dish. Smooth the surface

with a spoon, and sprinkle slightly fine bread, mixed with white pepper, on the top.

Place it for twenty or thirty minutes—according to thickness—before a brisk fire, with

a tin shade at back of dish, to refract the heat. Cold washed mutton may be redressed

same way ; first wiping the meal quite free from gravy, in a napkin.

Invaluable Dentifrice.—Dissolve two ounces of borax in three pints ofboiling water
;

before quite cold, add one teaspoonful of tincture of myrrh, and one tablespoonful of

spirits of camphor ; bottle the mixture for use. One wine-glassfull of this solution, added
to half a pint of tepid water, is sufficient for each application.

An excellent ijellow dye for silks, ribbons, etc.—Take a large handful of horseradish

leaves, boil them in two quarts of water for half an hour, then drain it off from the

leaves, and soak the article you have for dying in it; when you think the color deep
enough, take it out, wash it in cold water, and spread it out to dry

Cologne Water.—The "Der Freychuetz," a German newspaper, thus speaks of
tha city of Cologne :— "Cologne is principally inhabited by the editors of the ' Cologne
Gazette,' and by 90,000 Germans, each of whom claims the name of ' Jean Maria
Farina,' and to be the only first and original distiller of Cologne Water.''
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Montreal, June 28th, 1852.

Dear Editor,—Since you have kindly offered me a space

to devote to my business and correspondence with you, I have
endeavored to show my appreciation of your thoughtfulness by
designing a title page, which I hope may please you, and be con-

sidered appropriate by your readers. However, by so doing I

have brought myself into close quarters as far as the first page is

concerned. You see that bears, beavers, canoes, and ships of
ancient date environ it on one side; Niagara Falls in miniature,

appear in the distance pouring a ceaseless volume of water into

the basin below, and Montreal, the rallying point of commercial
interests, 1o our Province, will be easily recognised by her spires

and her various emblems of commerce, with the figure of liberty

guarding that most powerful engine of human progress

—

The
Press.

As I am a man of modest aspirations, and limited ac-

quirements, it accords with my feelings to confine myself

to a small space, but I trust you will, in this instance, be

quite willing to give me all the room I may require, as I wish to

make some suggestions, which will, I trust, be for our mutual

good and the best interests of the " Maple Leaf." Our position

is one of great importance: circulating books is a very responsi-

ble pursuit, because whether decidedly good or otherwise, they

are generally retained and read, and a salutary or hurtful influ-

ence will be exerted over future generations. A sermon may
be preached or a lecture given of a doubtful tendency, and the

mind for a time disturbed, but favorable influences will bring

it back to a healthful train of thought, and no great injury be

done. Not so with a bad or foolish book,— it can be reperused,

and the baneful impressions strengthened. With these facts

impressing my mind, I must beg you to co-operate with me fully

in making this magazine unexceptionable. Admit no articles

but those of a refined and improving character, that while it

shall be adapted to the young it may be edifying to older, and
more cultivated minds. We must provide profitable and plea-

sant employment for the hands as well as the head, and intro-

duce chapters on Botany, gardening, or patterns for knitting, net-

ting, or crotchet work. In short, we must, with a nice taste, and
discriminating judgment, select from the vast storehouse of

useful knowledge, everything proper to embellish a periodical

of such pretensions, an.d thus render it emphatically a Cana-
dian p'amily Magazine.

It may here be proper for me to advert to my former

relations to the " Snow Drop," as you have seen an ad-

vertisement which somewhat criminates me. I will simply

say that the work would not probably now be in existence if I

had not taken hold of it, and for two years labored with con-
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Biderable zeal and no small sacrifice to give it publicity.

After superintending its publication for the proprietors one year,

they informed me that they could not go on with it, and urged

me to assume the pecuniary responsibility of the work, and pay
them a salary to edit it, which I accordingly did

;
and, as they

transferred their subscription list to me, and the perpetuation

of the magazine depended on my efforts, I could only con-

clude that it was my own. All my arrangements were
made to continue it, but just at the period when the

"Snow Drop," promised well, I was informed that by virtue of

a copyright the work must revert to the original proprietors,

who felt that they could proceed without any further assistance

on my part. I was therefore obliged to publish a new maga-
zine, ** The Maple Leaf," which occupies a somewhat different

field, and is far from being an opponent to that truly valuable

Juvenile Magazine, which I wish all success. I might obtain

many subscribers to it while laboring for my own work, but the

proprietors have declared that they will have no connection with

any enterprise in which I may engage.— I must therefore content

myself with good wishes, and push my own work with all the

more vigor. I here take leave of you, promising not to

encroach upon your time and patience for at least one month,

when I hope I may be able to tell you many encouraging things.

Yours, truly,

The Publisher.

EDITORIAL.

As soon as we get fairly started with the " Maple Leaf," we shall intro-

duce a few things to amuse, in the form of charades, puzzles, &c. We hope

some of our readers will exercise their ingenuity to good advantage in prepar-

ing some fine enigmas, particularly geographical ones, as they exercise the

mind, and fix the names of places and their localities upon the memory.

The Netting, Knitting, or Crochet Patterns we shall introduce on the 3rd

and 4th pages of the cover, for several reasons. Some may object to occupy-

ing valuable space with what cannot interest them, others may not like the

patterns, but if the cover is used, they cannot complain ; then frequent use

of the pattern will not soil the reading portion, and it can be removed entirely

without injuring the book.

We regret that we have not space to call attention to some valuable books

received from the publishing house of Gould and Lincoln, Boston ; also from

John and Frederick Tallis, London, through their agent, Mr. J. Smyth, No.
26, Great St. James Street, Montreal, who keeps an extensive assortment of

raluable illustrated works, which are issued in numbers. We hope next

month to do justice to the liberality of those publishers who have kindly

favored us.



PLEASANT THINGS.

MUSIC BY G. J. WEBB.

lj. Allegro^

s
_Lg ^ (

^-l
What joy it is from day to day, To skip and sing, and
What joy to move my limbs a-bout, To whoop and hal-loo

dance and play ; To breathe the air, to fee! the sun, And
call and shout, A - mong the woods and feel as free As

o'er the spangled meadows run. To breathe the air, and feel the sun, And
a - ny bird up - on a tree. A - mong the woods and feel as free As

o'er the spangled meadows run, And o'er the spangled meadows run.

a - ny bird up- on a tree. As a - - - ny bird up - on a tree.
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THE GRAVE OF O. J. SAMSOE.

This engraving represents the grave and monument of O. J. Samsoe, in the beautiful

cemetery in the vicinity of Copenhagen.

"At some distance beyond the northern, or rather the north-

western gate, is the beautiful cemetery of the city. It is quite

extensive, and resembles a garden more than a cemetery. It is

divided into small parallelograms and squares, each large enough

for one family. The walks are gravelled, and bordered by rows

of trees, which are not suffered to become too large, whilst the

abodes of the dead are adorned with flowers in the most agreeable

manner which one can conceive. Most commonly, a sweet

border of some evergreen shrubbery surrounds the grave, whilst a

delightful tuft of flowers grows on the top. In many cases, no

monumental marble marks the head and foot ot the grave. The

tombs of many, however, are what might be called small mauso-

lea. Everywhere good taste prevails. A sepulchral urn, with

a brief inscription respecting the life and merits of him who rests

beneath, is here a very common memorial of the dead, whilst

many of the slabs of marble contain nothing more, in addition to

c
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the name, than the words fod (born) and dod (died), with per-
haps a text of Scripture.

Such simplicity is befitting the repose of the dead. During
life men may assume the meretricious ornaments with which
vanity would clothe herself; but death comes to take them away,
and to reduce all to the one common level of the tomb. How dis-

gusting, then, is gaudy show or idle panegyric in such a place !

This cemetery is a favorite place of resort to all classes of the

citizens of Copenhagen. Here the children and youth come to

deck with flowers the borders of the grave of a parent, or brother,

or sister, or friend. Here the more advanced in life come often

it is to be hoped, to reflect upon the uncertainty of its prospects'

and the nearness of its end. " It was only towards the close of

the last century," says Professor Nyerup, « that a man of singular

virtue and probity was able by his example to put an end to that

superstitious and pestilential practice of burying beneath the

churches, and thus infecting the living with the mephitic exhala-

tions of the tomb. On the brink of eternity he felt conscious

that he had wrought no ill to his fellow-men in his life, and he

could not bear the thought that after death his mortal remains

should poison the air they berathed ; his dying wish was to rest

beneath the free heaven. He was buried here A. D. 1785, and

a plain marble tablet bears the initials,-—J. S. A.,—of his name,

with the words bene vixit qui bene latuit. From that time this

place has rapidly extended, until it has become the garden of the

departed, where they repose in peace beneath their flowery cover,

ing. It is a holy and solemn place, where the wanderer is

awakened to deep and sincere devotion, and memory consecrates

her offering of a tear to departed friends."

We visited this spot often, and never without being deeply af-

fected. There is something in its stillness, its tender associations,

and its abundance of sweet flowers, which is extremely soothing

and calming to the feelings of irritation and vexation which we

permit the cares and trials of life too often to excite. We have

spent hours here in the beautiful season of Spring, when all nature

had but just put on her livery of green. And we have spent

hours here when Autumn had assumed the sere and yellow leaf,

and every plant, every leaf, seemed to announce not only its own

decay, but ours also. Tt is a place where one may go to learn

both how to live and how to die."



mozakt's kequiem. 35

MOZART'S REQUIEUM.

TS lovely character is spph in a

tenderer light, when we rpalizp that

he gave the finishing touch to this

exquisitely pathetic air, but a short

time before his death. For several

weeks previous, his soul had been

pmployed in musical conceptions,

soaring heavenward on the glorious

outbreathings ofsong, and appearing

to long for immortality, in which the

grand and almost seraphic strains

that heaved his frail tenement with

their entrancing harmony, might

find a loftier range. At length his

sweetest song

—

The Requiem—
was finished ; and retouching it for

the last time, and infusing it with

that pathos which would win for it a fadeless name, we are

informed that he fell into a gentle slumber, from which the light

footsteps of his daughter Emilie awoke him. "Come hither,

Emilie," said he, " my task is done, the Requiem—my re-

quiem— is finished !" " Say not so, dear father," said the

gentle girl, interrupting him, with tears in her eyes. "You
look better ; even now your cheek has a glow upon it. I am
sure we shall nurse you well again. Let me bring you some-

thing refreshing. " " Do not deceive yourself, my love," said

the dying father, " this wasted form can never be restored by

human aid. From Heaven's mercy alone do I look for aid, in

this my dying hour. You spoke of refreshment, my Emilie .

take these my last notes, and sit down to my piano here, and

sing with them the hymn of your sainted mother. Let me once

more hear those tones which have been my solace and de-

light." Emilie complied, and with deep emotion sang the fol-

lowing lines :

—
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Spirit ! thy labor is o'er,

Thy term of probation is run ;

Thy steps are now bound for the untrodden shore,

And the race of immortal's begun.

Spirit ! look not on the strife,

Or the pleasures of earth with regret;

Nor pause on the threshold of immortal life,

To rnourn for the day that is set.

Spirit ! no fetters can bind,

No wicked have power to molest ;

There the weary like thee—there the mourners shall find

A Heaven—a mansion of rest.

As she concluded, she dwelt for a moment upon the low notes

of the piece, and then turning from the instrument, looked in

vain for her father's approving smile. It was the still passion-

less smile which the wrapt and joyful spirit had left with the

seal of death upon those features. She was alone.

The circumstances under which Mozart arranged this beautiful

melody, which we gather from history, and here relate,

are full of touching interest. More than half a century since, a

poor shopkeeper, named Ruttler, a dealer in small wares, dwelt

in the suburb of St. Joseph, at Vienna. The scanty profits of his

business hardly sufficed to procure the comforts of life for his large

family. Ruttler, however, was kind-hearted, and desirous of

serving his friends. His roof, though poor, was hospitable, and

the needy traveller never left it without having been comforted.

An individual, whose serious deportment, and benevolent coun-

tenance were calculated to create respect, passed regularly every

day before the door of Ruttler's shop. This person was evidently

struggling against the influence of wasting malady. Nature seemed

to have lost her charms for him. A languid smile animated

his pale lips as Ruttler's children, morning after morning, saluted

him, or heedlessly pursued him with their infant gambols. On

these occasions, he would raise his eyes to heaven, and seemed

silently to implore a better fate than his for these little ones.

Ruttler, who had observed the stranger, and who seized every

occasion to be of service, had obtained the privilege of offering

him a seat each morning on his return from his usual walk.

The stranger cheerfully accepted the civility, and the children

often vied with each other in placing the humble stool be-
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fore their father's guest. Ruttler had found it difficult to obtain

sponsors for his children, and had usually depended upon the good

offices of some neighbors, or even upon some chance passer.

For the youngest no godfather had been chosen, and the stranger

proposed to act as sponsor for the infant, calling her Gabrielle,

and giving one hundred florins for the christening feast, to which

he invited himself. Ruttler hesitated to take the sum. " Come,
come," said the stranger, " when you know me better, you will

see that I am not unworthy to share your sorrows. I perceive a

violin in your shop, bring it to me, here, at this table, I have a

sudden idea, which I must commit to paper." Ruttler quickly

took down the violin, and handed it to the stranger, whose skill

awoke such wonderful sounds, that the street was soon filled with

listeners. A number of distinguished persons recognising the

artist by his melody, stopped their carriages. But he, completely

occupied by his composition, did not notice the eager crowd that

surrounded Ruttler's shop, and, on finishing his writing, put the

paper into his pocket, gave his address to Ruttler, intimating that

he should expect to be at the christening. Three days elapsed, and

the stranger came no more. In vain Ruttler's children placed the

stool before their father's door. On the third day, several persons

dressed in black, with mournful countenances, stopped, and sadly

contemplated the humble seat. Ruttler then determined to make

some inquiries as to the fate of his former guest. He went to the

house to which the stranger addressed him. The door was hung

in black ; a coffin was surrounded by an immense quantity of

wax-lights ; a throng of artists, grandees, scientific and literary

men lamented the sorrowful event that had taken place. The
truth, for the first time, flashed across Ruttler's mind ; he learned,

with astonishment, that he whose funeral obsequies were on the

point of celebration—his guest, the proposed godfather of his

child—was Mozart ! Mozart, who, seated on the rude stool, was

composing his requiem ! the last effort of " Germany's expiring

Swan." It is said that Ruttler's establishment became much fre-

quented, and he was thus able to provide handsomely for his

children. The youngest was named Gabrielle, as Mozart had

desired, and the violin on which the great composer had played,

served as the marriage portion of his god-daughter. It was after-

wards sold for four thousand florins, with the seat on which Moz-
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art used to rest, Ruttler never would part, though offered tempting

sums for it.

We have become so interested in this wonderful man, and have

met so many pleasing anecdotes of his life, that we ask our readers

to pursue the subject farther, while we give some of the most

prominent particulars in his career.

Wolfgang Mozart was born at Salzburg in 1756. At the ten-

der age of four years, his father commenced teaching him little

pieces on the harpsichord. He only needed half an hour to play

a minuet with correctness and ease. From this period he made

rapid progress, and in his fifth year composed many trifles which

he played to his father, who wrote them down. He applied

himself with energy to all subjects in which he received instruc-

tion, but music was the study that delighted Him most. A con-

cert for the harpsichord which he wrote in his' fifth year, perfect-

ly according to the rules of the art, was so difficult, that only the

most acomplished performer could have played it. He was now

taken to Vienna, and introduced at the Emperor's Court. Young

Mozart was anxious to please real connoisseurs. In Vien-

na a little violin was given to him, and when he returned to Salz-

burg he made such progress on this instrument, without the

assistance of his father, that, to the surprise of all, he performed

the second violin in a trio with the greatest precision. At the

early age of twelve years he composed the oflretorium, and a

concert for trumpets, on the occasion of the consecration of a

• church at Vienna, and led the solemn performance in the pre-

sence of the Imperial Court. In 1769 Mozart, who had been

made master ot the concerts at the court orchestra at Salzburg,

commenced a journey to Italy, in company with his father. In

Rome he undertook to write down, on hearing it, the famous

< Miserere,' annually sung in the Sistine Chapel, and at that time

kept very secret. He succeeded so well that when he sang it in

company, Christofori, who had sung it in the chapel, was aston-

ished. The Pope made him a knight of the Golden Spur, and in

Bologna, alter having composed, in half an hour, a piece for four

voices, in a room in which he was shut up alone, he was elected

member and master of the Chapel of the Philharmonic Academy.

He composed the opera of * Mithredates' in his fourteenth year,

and it was repeated more than twenty times in succession. In
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his nineteenth year he went again to Vienna, and engaged in the

service of the emperor. He there fully satisfied the expectations

which were raised by his early genius, and became the Raphael

of Musicians. In truth, says an account before us, Mozart's whole

life seems to have consisted of little more than a succession of

musical reveries. He was very absent, and in answering ques-

tions appeared to bethinking of something else. Even in the

morning when he washed his hands he never stood still, but used

to walk up and down the room. At dinner also, he was ap-

parently lost in meditation. The peculiar manner in w hich ho

carried on the menial processes of composition, he thus gives in

a letter to a friend :
—" When once T become possessed of an

idea, and have begun to work upon it, it expands, becomes me-

thodised, and stands almost finished and complete in my mind, so

that I can survey it, like a fine picture, at a glance ; nor do I hear

in my imagination the parts successively, but I hear them as it

were all at once : the delight which this gives me I cannot ex-

press. All this inventing takes place in a pleasing lively dream
;

but the actual bearing of the whole is the greatest enjoyment.

What has been thus produced I do not easily forget, and this is

perhaps the most precious gift for which I have to be thankful.

When I proceed to write down my ideas, I take out of the bag of

my memory, if I may use the expression, what has* been collect-

ed in the way I have mentioned. For this reason the commit-

ting to paper is done quickly enough ; for everything is already

finished, and rarely differs on paper from what it was in my im-

agination." Apart from his musical triumphs, Mozart's personal

history is deeply interesting. He was extremely pious, and from

his earliest childhood it seemed to be his perpetual endeavor to

conciliate the affections of those around him. The most docile

and obedient of children, even the fatigues of a whole day's per-

formance would never prevent him from continuing to play or

practice if his father desired it. When scarcely more than an in-

fant, every night, before going 10 bed, he used to sing a little air

which he had composed on purpose, his father having placed him

standing in a chair, and singing the second to him ; he was then,

but not till then, laid in bed contented and happy. Throughout

the whole of his career, he seemed to live much more for others

than for himself. His great object at first was to relieve the ne~
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cessities of his parents ; afterwards his generosities to his profes-

sional brethren, and the impositions practised upon him by de-

signing men, brought on difficulties, and finally those exertions to

save his wife and children from impending destitution, which he

was prompted to use, destroyed his health, and hurried him to

an untimely grave. His instrumental music, symphonies, quar-

tets, concertos for the piano, sonatas, &c, will remain an admired

pattern for all nations and all ages.

BIRDS IN SUMMER.
How pleasant the life of a bird must be,

Flitting about in each leafy tree
;

In the leafy trees so broad and tall,

Like a green and beautiful palace-hall,

With its airy chambers, light and boon,

That open to sun, and stars, and moon ;

That open unto the bright blue sky,

And the frolicsome winds, as they wander by !

They have left their nests in the forest bough,

Those homes of delight they need not now ;

And the young and old they wander out,

And traverse their green world round about

;
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And, hark ! at the top of this leafy hall,

How, one to the other, they lovingly call :

—

«« Come up, come up !" they seem to say,

Where the topmost twigs in the breezes play !"

" Come up, come up, for the world is fair,

Where the merry leaves dance in the summer air V
And the birds below give back the cry,

«« We come, we come to the branches high !"

How pleasant the life of the bird must be,

Living in love in a leafy tree.

And away through the air what joy to go,

And to look on the green, bright earth below !

To pass through the bowers of the silver cloud,

And to sing in the thunder-halls aloud
;

To spread out the wings for a wild free flight

With the upper cloud-winds,—oh, what delight !

Oh, what would I give, like a bird, to go

Right on through the arch of the sun-lit bow,

And to see how the water-drops are kissed

Into green, and yellow, and amethyst

!

How pleasant the life of a bird must be,

Wherever it listeth there to flee

:

To go, when a joyful fancy calls,

Dashing adown 'mong the waterfalls
;

Then wheeling about, with its mate at play,

Above, and below, and amorg the spray,

Hither and thither, with screams as wild

As the laughing mirth of a rosy child !

What a joy it must be, like a living breeze,

To flutter about 'mong the flowering trees;

Lightly to soar, and to see beneath

The wastes of the blossoming purple heath,

And the yellow furze, like fields of gold,

That gladden some fairy region old.

On mountain tops, on the billowy sea,

On the leafy stems of the forest tree,

How pleasant the life of a bird must be I

Mary Howitt.

" How blest the farmer's simple life !

How pure the joy it yields!

Far from the world's tempestuous strife
;

Free 'mid the scented fields

!
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN
;
OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

{Continued from Page 13.)

CHAPTER II.

HIS young man, (George Harris)

had been hired out by his master to

work in a bagging factory, where

his adroitness and ingenuity caused

him to be considered the first hand

in the place. He had invented a

§§ machine for the cleaning of the

hemp, which, considering the educa-

tion and circumstances of the inven-

tor, displayed quite as much mecha-

nical genius as Whitney's cotton-

jrin.*

He was possessed of a handsome

person and pleasing manners, and

was a general favorite in the factory.

Nevertheless, as this young man
was in the eye of the law not a man, but a thing, all these su-

perior qualifications were subject to the control of a vulgar,

narrow-minded, tyrannical master. This same gentleman
>

having heard of the fame of George's invention, took a ride

over to the factory, to see what this intelligent chattel had been

about. He was received with great enthusiasm by the em-

ployer, who congratulated him on possessing so valuable a

slave.

He was waited upon over the factory, shown the machinery

by George, who, in high spirits, talked so fluently, held him-

self so erect, looked so handsome and manly, that his master

began to feel an uneasy consciousness of inferiority. What bu-

siness had his slave to be marching round the country, inventing

machines, and holding up his head among gentlemen 1 He'd

soon put a stop to it. He'd take him back, and put him to hoe-

ing and digging, and "see if he'd step about so smart." Ac
cordingly, the manufacturer and all hands concerned were as-

* A machine of this description was really the invention of a young co-

lored man in Kentucky.
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tounded when he suddenly demanded George's wages, and an-

nolinccd his intention of taking him home.

"But, Mr. Harris," remonstrated the manufacturer, "isn't

this rather sudden ?"

11 What if it is ?—isn't the man mine?"

"We would be willing, sir, to increase the rate of compen-

sation."

44 No object at all, sir. I don't need to hire any of my hands

out, unless I've a mind to."

" But, sir, he seems peculiarly adapted to this business."

" Dare say he may be ; never was much adapted to anything

that I set him about, I'll be bound."

u But only think of his inventing this machine," interposed

one of the workmen,*rather unluckily.

" O yes !— a machine for saving work, is it ? He'd invent

that, I'll be bound ; let a nigger alone for that, anytime. They

are all labor-saving machines themselves, every one of 'em.

No, he shall tramp !"
. . .

George was taken home, and put to the meanest drudgery

ot the farm. He had been able to repress every disrespectful

word ; but the flashing eye, the gloomy and troubled brow,

were part of a natural language that could not be repressed,

—

indubitable signs, which showed too plainly that the man could

not become a thing.

It was during the happy period of his employment in the

factory that George had seen and married his wife. During

that period,—being much trusted and favored by his employer,

—he had free liberty to come and go at discretion. The mar-

riage was highly approved of by Mrs. Shelby, who, with a lil-

tle womanly, complacency in match-making, felt pleased to

unite her handsome favorite with one of her own class, who

seemed in every way suited to her ; and so they were married

in her mistress' great parlor, and her mistress herself adorned

the bride's beautiful hair with orange-blossoms, and threw

over it the bridal veil, which certainly could scarce have rested

on a fairer head ; and there was no lack of white gloves, and

cake and wine,—of admiring guests to praise the bride's beau-

ty, and her mistress' indulgence and liberality. . . .

Mrs. Shelby had gone on her visit, and Eliza stood in the
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verandah, rather dejectedly looking after the retreating carri-

age, when a hand was laid on her shoulder. She turned, and

a bright smile lighted up her fine eyes.

" George, is it you ? How you frightened me ! Well ; I am

so glad you's come ' Missis is gone to spend the afternoon
;

so come into my little room, and we'll have the time all to our-

selves."

Saying this, she drew him into a neat little apartment open-

ing on the verandah, where she generally sat at her sewing,

within call of her mistress.

" How glad I am !—why don't you smile ?—and look at Har-

ry—how he grows." The boy stood shyly regarding his father

through his curls, holding close to the skirts of his mother's

dress. "Isn't he beautiful?" said Eliza," lifting his long curls

and kissing him.

" I wish he'd never been born !" said George bitterly. " I

wish I'd never been born myself!" . . .

"O, now, dear George, that is really wicked! I know

how you feel about losing your place in the factory, and you

have a hard master ; but pray be patient, and perhaps some-

thing—"

" Patient !" said he interrupting her; " have n't I been pati-

ent? Did I say a word when he came and took me away, for

no earthly reason, from the place where everybody was kind to

me ? I'd paid him truly every cent of my earnings,—and they

all say I worked well."

" Well, it is dreadful," said Eliza
;
"but, after all, he is your

master, you know."

" My master ! and who made him my master? .That's what

I think of—what right has he to me ? I'm a man as much as

he is. I'm a better man than he is. I know more about busi-

ness than he does ; I am a better manager than he is ; I can

read better than he can ; I can write a better hand,—and I've

learned it all myself, and no thanks to him,—I've learned it

in spite of him; and now what right has he to make a dray-

horse of me?—to take me from things I can do, and do better

than he can., and put me to work that any horse can do 1 He

tries to do it; he says he'll bring me down and humble me,
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and he puts me just to the hardest, meanest and dirtiest work,

on purpose I" . . .

" If I don't make him remember it, some time!" and the

brow of the young man grew dark, and his eyes burned with an

expression that made his young wife tremble. " Who made this

man my master ? That's what I want to know !" he said. . .

" What are you going to do ? O, George, don't do anything

wicked ; if you only trust in God, and try to do right, he'll deli-

ver you."

"I an't a Christian like you, Eliza; my heart's full of

bitterness ; I can't trust in God. Why does he let things be

so?"

"O, George, we must have faith. Mistress says that when

all things go wrong to us, we must believe that God is doing

the very best."

"That's easy to say for people that are sitting on their sofas

and riding in their carriages; but let 'em be where I am, I

guess it would come some harder. I wish I could be good
; but

my heart burns and can't be reconciled, anyhow. You couldn't,

in my place,—you can't now, if I tell you all I've got to say.

You don't know the whole yet."

" What can be coming now ?"

M Well, lately Mas'r has been saying that he was a fool to let

me marry off the place ; that he hates Mr. Shelby and all his

tribe, because they are proud, and hold their heads up above him,

and that I've got proud notions from you ; and he says he- won't

let me come here any more, and that I shall take a wife and set-

tle down on his place. At first he only scolded and grumbled

these things ; but yesterday he told me that I should take Mina
for a wife, and settle down in a cabin with her, or he would sell

me down river."

" Why—but you were married to me, by the minister, as much

as if you'd been a white man?" said Eliza, simply.

" Don't you know a slave can't be married ? There is no

law in this country for that ; I can't hold you for my wife if

he chooses to part us. That's why I wish I'd never seen

you,—why I wish I'd never been born ; it would have been

better for us both,— it would have been better for this poor
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child if he had never been born. All this may happen to him

yet
!"

" O, but master is so kind !"

" Yes, but who knows ?—he may die—and then he may be

sold to nobody knows who. What pleasure is it that he is hand-

some, and smart, and bright ? I tell you, Eliza, that a sword

will piece through your soul for every good and pleasant thing

your child is or has; it will make him worth too much for you

to keep !"

The words smote heavily on Eliza's heart ; the vision of the

trader came before her eyes, and, as if some one had struck

her a deadly blow, she turned pale and gasped for breath. She

looked nervously out on the verandah, where the boy, tired of the

grave conversation, had retired, and where he was riding trium-

phantly up and down on Mr. Shelby's walking-stick. She

would have spoken to tell her husband her fears, but checked

herself.

" No, no,—he has enough to bear, poor fellow !" she thought.

"No, I won't tell him
;
besides, it an't true ; Missis never de-

ceives us."

" So Eliza, my girl," said the husband mournfully, " bear up,

now ; and good-by, for I'm going."

" Going, George ! Going where ?"

44 To Canada," said he, straightening himself up ;
" and when

I'm there, I'll buy you ; that's all the hope that's left us. You

have a kind master, that won't refuse to sell you. I'll buy you

and the boy ;—God helping me, I will
!"

" O, dreadful ! if you should be taken ?"

"I won't be taken, Eliza ; I'll die first. I'll be free, or I'll

die!"
44 You won't kill yourself!"

44 No need of that. They will kill me, fast enough; they ne-

ver will get me down the river alive !"

44 O, George, for my sake, do be careful ! Don't do anything

wicked ; don't lay hands on yourself, or any body else ! You

are tempted too much—too much ; but don't—go you must

—

but go carefully, prudently ;
pray God to help you."

44 Well, then, Eliza, heat my plan. Mas'r took it into his

head to send me right by here, with a note to Mr. Symmes,
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that lives a mile past. I believe he expected I should come here

to tell you what I have. It would please him, if he thought it

would aggravate 4 Shelby's folks,' as he calls 'em. I'm going

home quite resigned, you understand, as if all was over. I've

got some preparations made,—and there are those that will help

me ;
and, in the course of a week or so, I shall be among the

missing, some day. Pray for me, Eliza
;
perhaps the good Lord

will hear you."

" O, pray yourself, George, and go trusting in him ; then you

won't do anything wicked."

"Well, now, good-by" said George, holding Eliza's hands,

and gazing into her eyes, without moving. They stood si.

lent ; then there were last words, and sobs, and bitter weep-

ing,—such parting as those may make whose hope to meet

again is as the spider's web,—and the husband and wife were

parted.

CHAPTER III.

AN EVENING IN UNCLE TOM'S CABIN.

Let us enter the dwelling. The evening meal at the house

is over, and Aunt Chloe, who presided over its preparation as

head cook, has left to inferior officers in the kitchen the busi-

ness of clearing away and washing dishes, and come out into

her own snug territories, to " get her ole man's supper ;" there-

fore, doubt not that it is her you see by the fire, presiding with

anxious interest over certain frizzling items in a stew-pan,

and anon with grave consideration lifting the cover of a bake-

kettle, from whence steam forth indubitable intimations of

" something good." . . .

While this scene was passing in the cabin of the man, one

quite otherwise passed in the halls of the master.

The trader and Mr. Shelby were seated together in the din-

ing room afore-named, at a table covered with papers and writ-

ing utensils.

Mr. Shelby was busy in counting some bundles of bills, which,

as they were counted, lie pushed over to the trader, who

counted them likewise.

"All fair," said the trader; "and now for signing these

yer."
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Mr. Shelby hastily drew the bills of sale towards him, and

signed them, like a man that hurries over some disagreeable

business, and then pushed them over with the money. . .

" Wal, now, the thing's done!" said the trader getting .

up.

"It's done !" said Mr. Shelby, in a musing tone
; and, fetch-

ing a long breath, he repeated, " It's done !"
. . .

" By the by, Arthur, who was that low-bred fellow that you

lugged in to our dinner-table to-day?"

" Haley is his name," said Shelby, turning himself rather

uneasily in his chair, and continuing with his eyes fixed on a

letter.

" Is he a negro-trader ?" said Mrs. Shelby noticing a certain

embarrassment in her husband's manner.'' . . .

" Well, since you must know all, he is ! I have agreed to

sell Tom and Harry both."

" What ! our Tom ?—that good, faithful creature !—been your

faithful servant from a boy ! O, Mr. Shelby !—and you have

promised him his freedom too,—you and I have spoken to him

a hundred times of it. . * . Tom is a noble-hearted, faith-

ful fellow, if he is black. I do believe, Mr. Shelby, that if he

were put to it, he would lay down his life for you ! . . .

Why not make a pecuniary sacrifice ? I'm willing to bear

my part of the inconvenience. O, Mr. Shelby, I have tried

—

tried most faithfully, as a Christian woman should—to do my
duty to these poor, simple, dependent creatures. I have cared

for them, instructed them, watched over them, and known all

their little cares and joys, for years ; and how can I ever hold
'

up my head again among them, if for the sake of a little paltry

gain, we sell such a faithful, excellent, confiding creature as

poor Tom, and tear from him in a moment all we have taught

him to love and value ? I have taught them the duties of the fa-

mily, of parent and child, and husband and wife ; and how can

I bear to have this open acknowledgment that we care for

no tie, no duty, no relation, however sacred, compared with

money? I have talked with Eliza aj^out her boy—her duty to

him as a Christian mother, to watch over him, pray for him,

and bring him up in a Christian way; and now what can I say,

if you tear him away, and sell him, soul and body, to a profane,



UNCLE TOM'S CABIN. 49

unprincipled man, just to save a little money? I have told her

that one soul is worth more than all the money in the world
;

and how will she believe me when she sees us turn round and

sell her child ?—sell him, perhaps, to certain ruin of body and

soul
!"

11 1 know it,—I dare say ;—but what's the use of all this ?—

I

can't help myself—either they must go, or all must. Haley has

come into possession of a mortgage, which ifI don't clear off with

him directly, will take everything before it. I've raked, and

scraped, and borrowed, and all but begged,—and the price ofthe se

two was needed to make up the balance, and I had to give them

up. Haley fancied the child j he agreed to settle the matter

that way, and no other. I was in his power, and had to do it.

It you feel so to have them sold, would it be any better to have

all sold ?"

Mrs. Shelby stood like one stricken. Finally, turning to

her toilet, she rested her face in her hands, and gave a sort of

groan.

" This is God's curse on slavery !—a bitter, bitter, most ac-

cursed thing ! a curse to the master and a curse to the slave !

I was a fool to think I could make anything good out of such a

deadly evil. It is a sin to hold a slave under laws like ours,—

I

always felt it was,—I always thought so when I was a girl,—

I

thought so still more after I joined the church ; but 1 thought I

could gild it over,—I thought, by kindness, and care, and in-

struction, I could make the condition of mine better than free-

dom—fool that I was !"

" Why, wife, you are getting to be an abolitionist, quite."
44 Abolitionist ! if they knew all I know about slavery they

might talk ! We don't need them to tell us
;
you know I never

thought that slavery was right—never felt willing to own
slaves." . . .

" I have n't any jewelry of any amount," she added, thought-

fully ; "but would not this watch do something ?—it was an ex-

pensive one, when it was bought. If I could only at least save

Eliza's child, I would sacrifice anything 1 have."

" I'm sorry, very sorry, Emily," said Mr. Shelby, "I'm sorry

this takes hold of you so ; but it will do no good. The fact is,

Emily, the thing's done ; the bills of sale are already signed,



50 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN.

and in Haley's hands ; and you must be thankful it is no worse.

That man has had it in his power to ruin us all,—and now he is *

fairly off. If you knew the manias I do, you'd think that we

had had a narrow escape." . . .

" And this wretch owns that good, faithful Tom, and Eliza's

child !"

" Well, my dear, the fact is that this goes rather hard with

me ; it's a thing I hate to think of. Haley wants to drive

matters, and take possession to-morrow. I'm going to get

out my horse bright and early, and be off. I can't see Tom,
that's a fact ; and you had better arrange a drive somewhere,

and carry Eliza off. Let the thing be done when she is out of

sight."

44 No, no," said Mrs. Shelby ; "I'll be in no sense accom-

plice or help in this cruel business. I'll go and see poor old

Tom, God help him, in his distress ! They shall see, at any

rate, that their mistress can feel for and with them. As to

Eliza, I dare not think about it. The Lord forgive us !

What have we done, that this cruel necessity should come on

us?"

There was one listener to this conversation whpm Mr. and

Mrs. Shelby little suspected.

Communicating with their apartment was a large closet,

opening by a door into the outer passage. When Mrs. Shelby

had dismissed Eliza for the night, her feverish and excited mind

had suggested the idea of this closet ; and she had hidden her-

self there, and, with her ear pressed close against the crack of

the door, had lost not a word of the conversation.

When the voices died into silence, she rose and crept steal-

thily away. Pale, shivering, with rigid features and compress-

ed lips, she looked an entirely altered being from the soft and

timid creature she had been hitherto. She moved cautiously

along the entry, paused one moment at her mistress' door, and

raised her hands in mute appeal to heaven, and then turned and

glided into her own room. . . .

She took a piece of paper and a pencil, and wrote, hastily,

44 O, Missis! dear Missis! don't think me ungrateful,

—

don't think hard of me, any way,—I heard all you and mas-
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ter said to-night. I am going to try to save my boy—you

will not blame me ! God bless and reward you for all your

kindness !"

Hastily folding and directing this;, she went to a drawer and

made up a little package of clothing for her boy, which she

tied with a handkerchief firmly round her waist ; and, so fond

is a mother's remembrance, that, even in the terrors of that

hour, she did not forget to put in the little package one or two

of his favorite toys, reserving a gayly painted parrot to amuse

him, when she should be called on to awaken him. It was

some trouble to arouse the little sleeper
;
but, after some effort,

he sat up, and was playing with his bird, while his mother was

putting on her bonnet and shawl.

44 Where are you going, mother?" said he, as she drew near

the bed, with his little coat and cap.

His mother drew near, and looked so earnestly into his

eyes, that he at once divined that something unusual was the

matter.

"Hush, Harry," she said; " musn't speak loud, or they

will hear us. A wicked man was coming to take little Harry

away from his mother, and carry him 'way off in the dark ; but

mother won't let him,—she's going to put on her little boy's

cap and coat, and run off with him, so the ugly man can't catch

him "

Saying these words, she had tied and buttoned on the child's

simple outfit, and, taking him in her arm3, ?he whispered to him

to be very still
;
and, opening a door in her room which led in-

to the outer verandah, she glided noiselessly out. . . .

A few minutes brought them to the window of Uncle Tom's

cottage, and Eliza, stopping, tapped lightly on the window

pane.

Chapter 4, will commence with a good illustration,

A thing imperfectly described, is like an object seen at * distance, or through a
mist—we doubt whether it be reality or Action.

Cessatwnfrom bodily pair, is not of itself a pleasure, for a negative can neither give
pleasure or pain ; but man is so framed by nature to rejoice when he is relieved ftom
pain, as well as to be sorrowful when deprived of any enjoyment.
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THE VENTRILOQUIST AND THE BEAR.

HE practice that many people have of

speaking at random, and telling marvellous

stories, to amuse themselves with the expres-

sions of wonder they thus draw from their

auditors, is often attended with serious

consequences. The young especially are

injured by listening to such exaggerations.

The freshness and ardor of their interest in

knowledge is impaired, they learn to look at things suspiciously,

and they cannot see that those - who are devoted to their own

selfish amusement, possess warm hearts, or are even to be relied

upon for the truth. In almost every family circle or neighbor-

hood may be found a privileged acquaintance, or kind old uncle,

who, though really interested in the improvement and well-being

of those who compose it, from a love of contradiction, or a reck-

less desire to see some excitement going on, completely sacrifice

their influence for good. They are ready to say or do almost

anything for the sake of a joke, or to teaze, and they thus im-

plant a distrust of virtue and excellence, and a dissatisfaction with

mankind, which is often developed into positive dislike. A bad or

dangerous belief once promulgated, cannot be entirely withdrawn

from the world. The pernicious principle sinks like seed into

hearts, just ready perhaps to receive it, and will grow with

the rankness of spontaneous vegetation. Nor can the propagation of

such evil be entirely arrested, though its belief be retracted by the

person who first proclaimed it. Its fruit is often " an hundred

fold," and thus winged germs of mischief may be borne to distant

lands, and a harvest of evil surprise the repentant propagator, who
henceforth feels a remorseful anguish when he thinks of what

he has done to injure his fellow-man. Then let us be thought-

ful what we speak, and above all careful of the truthfulness and

correctness of the sentiments we advance. The following inci-

dent, which we extract from a London periodical, and which is

said to be true, conveys an important lesson on the difficulty of

eradicating wrong impressions:

—

On a fine afternoon in autumn, a large crowd, composed of

men, women and children, were seen advancing through the
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principal streets of Hopefield, a small village in England. In the

midst of them was a black bear, which walked unconcernedly

along, conducted by his keeper.

This man wore a drab surtout, large enough to admit two per-

sons of his dimensions within its folds ; a waistcoat much too

short, boots which only lacked the soles, and a hat grown grey

with time. A young boy, with a famished look, marched in

front, blowing on a flageolet, and thumbing a tamborine.

When he had arrived in front of the " Red Lion," the only ta-

vern in the village, the bear-leader stopped, and, forming a circle

around him, ordered Bruin to stand up. After brandishing a stick

above the head of the animal, he commenced dancing with him,

and throwing himself into the most ludicrous attitudes, which

Bruin imitated in a style truly picturesque. The inhabitants of

Hopefield appeared delighted, and the crowd laughed with good

will, and loudly.

A ventriloquist, of joyous mood, who happened to be at the

" Red Lion," beheld, from a window, this ludicrous scene. Hav-

ing arrived that morning at Hopefield, he had already formed a

just estimate of the ignorance and credulity of its inhabitants ; and

the idea occurred to him to amuse himself a little at their ex-

pense.

He left the window, and joined the crowd of spectators, and,

availing himself of a cessation of the shrill flageolet and noisy tam-

borine, he approached the showman.

" Your bear can, doubtless, speak F' said he, with a serious

air.

The showman looked at him cunningly, shrugged his shoulders,

and answered roughly—" Speak to him yourself, and you'll soon

find it out."

This was just the reply the ventriloquist expected. He ap-

proached Bruin, and assuming a most comical expression, he said

to the bear, in a droll tone of voice—"Allow me to compliment

you, Mr. Bruin
;
you are as graceful as an opera-dancer. What

country claims the honor of your birth ?"

A voice which seemed to issue from the grislyjaws of the bear,

replied—" The Alps, in Switzerland."

We will not attempt to describe the amazement of the crowd
;

every one was struck mute with fear and astonishment ; but the
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surprise of the showman would have offered an admirable subject

for the pencil of Hogarth, surrounded by all those faces, in which

consternation was so strongly depicted. His eyes seemed start-

ing from their sockets; he stretched wide his toothless mouth,

and remained aghast and motionless, as if his feet had taken root

where he stood.

The ventriloquist turned to him and said :—" Your bear speaks

very good English, and has little remains of the Helvetic accent/'

Then turning again to Bruin, he observed in a kind tone— You

look sad ; are you not well 1"

<{ The fogs of England have given me the spleen," replied the

animal.

Here the affrighted crowd began to move.

" Is it a long time since you belonged to this master ?"

" Quite long enough for me to be tired of him."

" Is he not kind to you, Bruin 1"

« Oh, yes—as kind as the hammer to the anvil."

" Will you not seek revenge some day 1"

" Assuredly. One of these mornings 1 will eat him, like a rad-

dish, for my breakfast."

At these words, the crowd, whose curiosity had urged them,

in spite of their fears, gradually to approach, now suddenly fell

back on each other, and great was the confusion that ensued.

—

The showman had heard enough, and forcibly drew the chain of

the animal, to enforce his control, but the w'earied bear growled

fearfully.

The ventriloquist, perfectly satisfied with this experiment, turn-

ed suddenly about, and hurried toward the tavern. This aug-

mented still more the fears of the spectators, and each one took to

his heels, as if the bear were in pursuit of him.

The ventriloquist, having arrived at the inn, laughed heartily

to see the simple villagers flying in every direction, whilst the

imperturbable Bruin remained seated on his hind legs, seeming

to contemplate, with unconcern, the terrors he had excited.

During the evening the ventriloquist stood at the door of the

tavern, around which many of the inhabitants had gathered. The

theme of conversation was, naturally, the adventure of Bruin. It

was commented upon, and exaggerated, according to the various

degrees of the fears of the beholders.
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The ventriloquist, thinking that the joke had been carried far

enough, explained how he had played upon their credulity. They

listened to him at first with curiosity; but when he had finished,

the old people shook their heads with an air of unbelief.

" This is good to tell children," murmured an old grandmother,

" but people of experience are not to be imposed upon. It is not

she first time that animals have been known to speak, as is re-

lated in the Bible of Balaam and his ass. Besides, the almanac

predicted this event, and announced that, about the middle of

August, three days earlier or later than this, there would take

place something remarkable in the world."

The ventriloquist insisted, and sought to prove what he advanc-

ed, but his listeners withdrew with distrust, persuaded that he

wished to deceive them.

VOYAGE OF AN ELEPHANT FROM INDIA.

N one of my voyages, it was my good-fortune

to have as a shipmate one of the great ones of

the East—a personage of vast weight in hjs

own country, and still more run after and ad-

mired on his arrival in this. Though he came

on board with but one attendant, and with no

luggage but a single trunk, he trod the deck

with as firm a step and as lordly a mien as if

he had been one of the magnates of the ship, as well as of the

land. The captain himself was fain to keep at a respectful dis-

tance from his passenger. He was silent and reserved in his de-

meanor
; and the only person whom he honored with exclusive

friendship and attention, was a little whey-faced, under-sized*

dirty fellow, who acted as butcher on board. Be not surprised

at this singular preference, gentle reader ; the passenger with a

single trunk was the same elephant which now exhibits its lordly

form in the Regent Park Zoological Gardens j and it was but

natural that he should feel particularly attached to the man whose

constant care it was to administer to his wants, and to study to

gratify his peculiar tastes.

Jn all large East India ships |here is a space between the booms
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and before the bow of the long-boat, in which is a large open-

barred pen, fitted up as a cow-house. In the present case, the

roof of this was raised a few feet, the cow transferred to other

quarters, and the place made as commodious as possible for its

new tenant. Quantities of plantain stems, pumpkins, hay, joggry

(a kind of coarse sugar,) and other elephant luxuries, were sent

on board, and an anxious look-out was kept for a favorable op-

portunity for the animal's embarkation—a matter of no trifling

difficulty, as all those know who have crossed the Madras surf,

and all those may know, who will read Captain Basil Hall's ac-

count of it. At length, the wished-for opportunity presented it-

self, and the elephant was marched down to the beach—the day

was fine, and the surf uncommonly low. Many years had elap-

sed since an exhibition of the kind had taken place ; and as great

curiosity was excited on shore, a crowd assembled to witness the

interesting spectacle. A large cargo-raft, or catamaran, was

brought close to the water-mark on the beach, on each side of

which a barricade of spars had been raised, with a vacant space

between them in the centre. The elephant, with his keeper on

his neck, was made to walk on to the raft, where he stood quietly

bftween the barricades, while his fore and hind feet were secured

with ropes to the spars below, and under his belly a stout piece

of wood was passed, the ends ot which rested on the barricades,

so as partially to support the weight of his body. A well-manned

massoolah boat lay outside the first line of surf, with a tow-line

attached to the raft on shore. When all was ready, the catamaran

was launched into the surf by a strong party of coolies, while

the men in the massoolah boat plied their oars, and kept a tight

strain upon the tow-line, and in a few moments the watery barrier

was passed. It was a beautiful sight to see the noble animal

standing apparently firm and unmoved when the surf dashed over

the catamaran, and broke in white foam around him. It was an

interesting proof of his confidence in man, that, though danger

presented itself in such a novel and startling aspect, he braved it

without flinching while he knew that his keeper was with him.

The outer line of surf was easily passed, for on the day in ques-

tion it was scarcely perceptible ; and the novel spectacle present-

ed itself, of a man riding over the sea upon an elephant. Mean-

time, everything was in readiness on board the ship for his recep-
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tion. A pair of immense slings had been prepared, such as are

used for hoisting horses on board, only of larger dimensions, and

much stronger materials ; he had been regularly measured for

them some days before. I will attempt to describe them for the

benefit of the uninitiated. They were made of strong canvas,

bound, as the ladies would say, with small rope, formed into a

long broad belt to pass under his belly, with a smaller one to pass

behind like a breechin, and another similar one to go over his

breast, to prevent his slipping out ; each end of the large belt

was strongly secured over a stout round bar of wood, to the ex-

tremities of which were fastened the ends of a short strong rope,

with an iron thimble in the bight, or centre. The main-yard was

topped up and well secured ; and as soon as the raft came along-

side,.the hands were called out, and every soul in the ship sent

up to the tackle -fall. As soon as the slings were properly adjust-

ed, the elephant's legs were released, and the keeper came on

board. One of the men on the raft seeing the elephant raise one

of his immense paws, thought he was in a dangerous neighbor-

hood, and jumped into the water, preferring the chance of being

nibbled at by the sharks to the apparent certainty of being crush-

ed by an elephant. When the man swam to the raft again, and

was laughed at for his alarm, he said he thought 1 a kick from such

a foot as that would be no joke.' At length, all was ready—the

tackle was hooked—* haul taut on deck,' was the cry

—

( tweet,

tweet,' sounded the boatswain's call. ' Now, my lads, for a steady

walk,' said the chief mate ; ' hoist away !' and in a moment the

giant animal was dangling thirty feet above the water's edge, as

helpless as if he had been a sucking pig. His alarm and aston-

ishment must have been great, to find himself in such an unusual

predicament ; but whatever his feelings might have been, the only

expression he gave to them was a loud cry, between a grunt and

a roar, when he was first carried off his legs by the tackle. He
was quickly lowered on deck, where his keeper was standing in

readiness to receive him, and to coax him into good-humour again^

if necessary, with joggry and other delicacies. He seemed too

much pleased, however, to find himself safe on his legs again,

to think much of the novelty of his situation, or to appreciate

properly the honor of being on the quarter-deck of one of the

finest merchantmen in the world, but gazed on all around him
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with the most philosophic indifference. After allowing him a

little time to recover his breath, he was coaxed forward, and hoist-

ed over the booms into his new abode, the roof of which had

been taken off to admit him. His keeper soon afterwards took

leave of him with many salaams, and went on shore, and he was

then consigned to the charge of the butcher.

Our passenger soon became reconciled to his new quarters, and

was as much at home there as if he had been a sailor all his life.

He remained on board the ship for nearly nine months, during

whieh time we visited Penang, Singapore/China, and St. Helena.

His principal food was plantain stems, hay, pumpkins, and joggry,

of the latter of which he was very fond ; his daily allowance of

water was eight gallons. He was remarkably mild and tractable,

and fond of every one who treated him with kindness—would

kneel down at the word of command in Hindostanee; and if

asked to shake hands, lifted up his enormous paw to comply.

His sagacity was astonishing, and would sometimes have done

credit to a rational being : I must mention one or two instances

of it. His cage had an opening at one end, about four feet square

,

to allow room for the butcher to enter with his food. One of his

principal amusements was to put his head out of this opening, to

see if we were all doing our duty properly, while his trunk was

busily engaged in picking up all the « wee things' that came with-

in its reach, This he was enabled to do more comfortably by

means of a stout plank, the end of which projected a couple of

feet into the cage, and which he made use of as a step. One

day, the carpenter requiring some of the plank for a particular

purpose, cut a few feet off the end of it, and it was then too short

to reach the cage. As soon as the elephant missed his footstool,

he began to shew his displeasur by tearing down the thin planks

with which his cage was lined, and uttering cries of anger. At

last, he caught sight of a pa^k of staves lying on the booms near

him, twisted his trunk round it, and dragged it into his cage ; then

laying it down where the plank had been before, he mounted

upon it, and gave a grunt of pleasure. On another occasion, the

ship was staggering along before a strong breeze, and was rather

suddenly hauled to the wind, which of course made her lie over

very much. The moment the elephant felt the ship heeling over,

he whirled round with his head to windward, and instantly thrust-
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iog his trunk through between the bars of his cage, twisted it roun J

one of the spars lashed outside, and held on by it. When we ar-

rived at Blackwall, crowds of visitors came on board to see the

new importation, and they were all much pleased with his gentle-

ness and docility. He took everything that was offered him in-

the eating way, and was not at all particular in his tastes; indeed,,

on one orcasion, a lady who put her reticule within tempting dis-

tance of his trunk, was rather astonished to see it transferred with

surprising celerity from her hand to his mouth, and lie swallowed

it with as much relish, apparently, as if it had been a cabbage-

leaf.

A strong platform was erected on an inclined plane from the

ship's gangway down tothe dock-walk, for the elephant's accom-

modation in disembarking—but in vain : he put one foot upon it,

fancied it was not firm, and drew back ; and nothing could have

persuaded him to make a second attempt. We were obliged to

hoist him out at last. As soon as he stood once more on the land,

long lines were fastened to his feet, to check him in case he should

attempt to run away, and he then quietly followed his keeper.

As soon as he passed the dock-gate, where a crowd was assem-

bled to welcome his appearance, he caught sight of the green

hedges and trees down a lane to the right, and set of at a swing-

ing trot to have a nearer look at them, trailing after him a whole

rabble of boys, who were shouting and lugging at his heel-ropes.

He was snon obliged to stop, and then housed in a neighboring

stable till the middle of the night ; and when all was still, he was

quietly marched up to his new quarters in Regent Park. Some
weeks afterwards, a friend accompanied me to the Zoological

Gardens to visit our old shipmate, and see whether he would re-

cognise us. As he was still a novelty, a number of people were

assembled round his house, feeding him with cakes, and other

acceptables of the kind. When we spoke to him, he seemed to

recognise us, but whether he did so or not, he understood us, for,

to the great surprise of the persons around, when we said inHin-

dostanee, ' Kneel down,' he did so immediately, and likewise rais-

ed his foot to shake hands, when told. I have not seen him since

that time, but I have heard that he is doing well, and has greatly

increased in size since he left his native shores.



CO THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

GROUND PLAN.

—

See July No.

We expected to have given a full specification for the construe

tion of a Cottage, after the style and manner indicated in the up-

right view which appeared in the July No., and the ground plan

of the same which we now present. The cost of material in

different localities varies so much that we have thought that any

distinct specification would be of little use, and then most

persons would prefer to make some alteration. We have there-

fore thought it sufficient to give the Size of the rooms. In

our next we shall show a very neat, convenient, and cheap

country cottage, which could be completed for about $500.

THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.
Except the Lord build the house, they labor in vain that build it ; except the Lord

keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain.

Nothing truly excellent can be attained without self-denyinj application. We
must toil at the mine, if wo wish to possess the pure gold.
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A word fitly spoken is like apples of gold in pictures of silver. He that hath no

rule over his own spirit, is like a city that is broken down and without walls.

If possible pleasure should be made to flow like a sweet atmosphere around the

early learner, and pain be kept beyond the association of ideas. You cannot open

flowers with a north-east storm. The buds of the hardiest plants will wait lor the

genial influences of the sun, though they perish while waiting. Parents and teach-

ers often create that disgust of study, and that incorrigibleness and obstinacy of

disposition, that they deplore. It is a sad exchange if the very blows which beat

arithmetic and grammar into a boy, should beat confidence and manliness out.

—

Horace Mann on Education.

Linesfor Everybody :—,c "What are another's faults to me ?

I've not a vulture's bill

To pick at every flaw I see,

And make it wider still.

It is enough for me to know
I've follies of my own,

And on my heart the care bestow,

And let my friends alone."

The oak tree does not attain its full growth until it is two hundred years old.

A good answer.—A clergyman was asked to drink wine at a wedding and refused,

as everybody should. " What, Mr. ML," said one of the guests, " don't you drink

wine at a wedding?" " No Sir," was the reply, " I will take a glass of water."
11 But, Sir," said the officious guest, you recollect the advice of Paul to Timothy,

to take a little wine for his often infirmity.'' 11
1 have no infirmity," was the rev-

erend gentleman's reply.

To clean light kid gloves.—Rub them smartly with India rubber, magnesia, or moist

bread. If soiled beyond thus restoring, sew up the tops and rub them with a decoc-

tion of saffron and water, using a sponge. They will be yellow or brown, accord-

ing to the strength of the decoction. Put on kid gloves. Rub them with spirits of

hartshorn, or with flannel dipped in milk, then rubbed with Castile soap.

To preserve herbs.—Gather them on a dry day, just before blossoming; suspend

them, tied in bunches, in a dry, airy place, with the blossom end downwards
;

wrap the medicinal ones, when perfectly dry, in paper, and keep them from the air.

Pound fine and sift the leaves of such as are to be used in cooking, and keep the

powder in corked bottles.

PUBLISHER'S LETTER.

Dear Editor,—It is no doubt your province to familiarise yourself with

the daily news, which, emanating from numberless sources more or less

reliable, is propelled through various mediums, into every town and

village of our land. Your vocation also obliges you to take a peep

into books and periodicals, which, though not so widely circulated as

newspapers, often contain personal allusions of an injurious character.

I am confident you would be particularly sensitive at the circulation of

anything which might injure me, and thus indirectly reflect discredit upon

your own good name. I think you have fully recovered from the agitation

and fear occasioned by the advertisement alluded to in my last letter. I

hope also that my letter satisfied you that I have acted honorably. As you
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are so much on the alert to gather information, I am sure you must have

noticed in a recent number of the Lower Canada Agricultural Journal, an

article accusing me of a high offence, no less than that of defrauding the

people ! A very grave charge, and, though false, it has already done me
serious injury, and will continue to produce an unfavorable impression until

the imputation is publicly withdrawn, or until I am able to show its injustice,

and even then, such is the peculiarity of the mind, that, with some, these

reports will make an impression, and it will be quite impossible to remove

the bad effects of such representations, since, unfortunately, they are often

sent beyond the reach of counteracting influences. You know that the pro-

gressive principle applies even more forcibly to falsehood than to truth.

Some are always ready to repeat aspersions, either thoughtlessly', or from a

love of talking, and thus prejudices may arise and continue against persons

who have the best intentions, and possess sterling merit. 1 know this view

of human nature is not pleasing, and lest you should leave me to defend

myself as best I can, I will here again assure you that the accusation is not

true, and I think I can convince you, and all whom it may concern, that

the Society referred to had no reason to justify them in defaming my char-

acter.

It however affords me pleasure to state, from personal knowledge, that

there are men in this society, and acting on its committee, who have honest-

ly at heart the best good of that class to whose interests they are pledged.

To such 1 feel under great obligations for their kind efforts to sustain and en-

courage me. For this reason I take no pleasure in speaking of the matter :

it is painful; and I am sorry that in the attempt to convince the

public of my fidelity, I must refer to men who, 1 believe, possess a high

sense of propriety and honor, and who have, like myself, been deceived.

I am sure your experience has taught you that those who serve societies

sometimes meet with disappointment, since it is universally conceded that

such bodies have no positive, tangible conscience, or individual respon-

sibility, but more properly a general concentration of honorable prin.

ciple and love of justice, which, for the want of some responsible actor,

often merely exist in a quiescent state, and, consequently, are useless as far

as a prompt attention to equity is concerned. As the officers of this society

have no direct pecuniary interest, but are acting on behalf of

the government to disburse the people's money, I felt myself safe in becom-

ing their publisher, believing, if I served them faithfully, they would not al-

low me to be injured. In this 1 have been greatly disappointed, and suffer-

ed deeply from the misrepresent ations of the society, through their Secretary,

for which they are amenable.

I can easily show that I have labored most assiduously to further the in-

terests of the Journal, and strictly fulfilled my agreement with the society,

which was to publish the journal for one year only, with the privilege of con-

tinuing five years. I provided two reliable securities, which were accepted,

and I feel that had I failed to come up to the stipulated standard, the society

had a right to seek redress from them, and not injure me before the public.
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I can also assert, without fear of contradiction, that I have accounted

faithfully to the society for everything due to them ; and if the statement

relative to the Journal had proved correct, I should probably now be engaged

in circulating that publication in every part of the Province.

1 am quite prepared to defend myself, but, in so doing, shall be obliged to

allude to facts, which, while they exonerate me, will seriously implicate

others ; and, I am sure, if I cannot prove conclusively that the appropriation

to the Lower Canada Agricultural Society has been injudiciously expended ,

I can clearly demonstrate that it can be applied to much better advantage.

If the Legislature of Canada will appoint me the publisher of an Agricultural

Journal for the Provinces, and give me the same appropriation, I will give

five hundred dollars annually— as long as the appropriation is made—to the

erection and maintenance of an Agricultural School for the country ; and

five hundred dollars to be equally divided between the Mechanics' Institutes

of Canada ; and, I will give one-half of the proceeds of sueh a Journal to

the poor who have suffered by the late calamitous fire in Montreal.

I must apologise for so long taking your attention from more agreeable

topics. I should not have broached this subject at all, but I felt it most

important that the public, especially the subscribers to the " Maple Leaf,"

hould be assured that the dollars they send are safe.

The Publisher.

EDITORIAL.
We have chosen for the music of this month, a pathetic piece, by the Rev.

Mr. Farrington, and corrected by Professor Seebold, who is well known in

our city as a very skilful performer and instructor in the piano-forte. His
establishment and warehouse of music, and musical instruments, will be

found, No. 51, Great St. James Street. We do not consider it wise to

attempt to give, in a magazine of this size, elaborate or intricate music, and
shall, therefore, in future, endeavour to furnish choice family tunes, not now
common, or easily obtained. Mr Seebold will arrange them for the
M Maple Leaf," and see that they are correctly printed.

Mrs. Walton has examined every stitch of the crotchet, and pronounced
it a perfect and pretty pattern ; and should it prove imperfect, those who
detect a mistake, must scold the publisher,—instead of blam'ng Mrs. Walton,
—gently, however, a first, as he is just now particularly sensitive to censure
from the ladies.

We are glad to renew our acquaintance with our former cheerful com-
panion, the 44 Snow Drop," and thank Mr. Armour for his politeness, in
bringing this about. We are much pleased to see our friend so chastely and
elegantly adorned, and bearing a face so bright and agreeable. We can
scarcely believe that, in so short an absence, our youthful neighbour could
have developed so many lovely traits. We have already returned the com.
pliment, by sending the " Maple Leaf," which, though quite green in
aspect, is much esteemed in Canada, where its characteristic elements, of
the useful with the agreeable, are so well known.
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Arranged from Mozart, by Rev. W. F. Farrington.
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HE monuments of man's astonishing

skill, preserved through ages, strike

traveller with a solemn awe.

Ancient Egypt, with its pyramids)

and tombs, the grandeur of whose

dimensions, only equals the delicacy

and beauty of their finish, still pre-

sents attractions to the lovers of an-

tiquarian research. In spite of every inconvenience aris-

ing from the peculiarities in the customs of the people,

and the climate of that country, men of learning and

talent, are constantly employed in bringing its wonders

to light, exploring its ruins, and even penetrating far be-

yond Egypt, into the heart of Africa. We have been

much delighted with the perusal of a work published by

Gould & Lincoln, of Boston, entitled, 44 A Pilgrimage

to Egypt with Illustrations," by J. V. C. Smith,

Editor of the Boston Medical and Surgical Journal,

from which we have taken the following extract :

—

"At four o'clock in the afternoon, we had drifted

down to Kom Ombus, sixteen miles. Going on shore,

we examined the gigantic columns, and parts of a

great temple, dedicated to Ptolemy and Queen Cleo-

patra, his sister, &c,—a ruin that bids defiance to all

description. There is not a house, shanty, or even

the habitation of a human being, to be seen, where

was once a city ; and this temple, which has with-

stood the assaults of ages, and of barbarous men
and travellers, excites the liveliest sentiments of admi-

ration. The attainments ofthe artisans and architects

of the remote epoch when this magnificent structure

E
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stood iii all its classical proportions and beauty,— the object of

admiration for a series of ages,—were very extraordinary.

This massive and very costly building—that must have requir-

ed the constant and indefatigable labor of thousands of the

first artists of the time, for forty or fifty years—contained two

holies of holies. It was raised wholly at the expense of the

infantry that was quartered, during its erection, at Ombus,

which was one of the eminent military stations, and the cen-

tre of an extensive military district, during the joint reigns

of the brother and sister. Under the ceiling of the magnificent

portico of this imposing creation of men, some of the designs

in coloring were never completed ; but the outlines, in red chalk,

are still fresh and distinct, as though but just made. I was so

full of astonishment at the sight ofthese ancient ruins, that have

outlived everything else, that it quite destroyed all the venera-

tion that had previously been acquired for the antiquities of

Rome. Pompeii and Herculaneum, with all their wonders

and buried treasures, which 1 had wandered over with feverish

eagerness, melted into utter insignificance in comparison with

Kom Ombus.

We spent some time in reflection over two beautifully-sculp-

tured stones, twenty feet long, eight in width, and nearly eight

thick. How they had been transported from the quarry is a

matter of speculation
;

lor, even in our modern improvements

in derricks, and boats for burden, it would be very difficult to

handle these enormous blocks. But the nsxt query was this :

How were they raised up the steep bank of the river, and

then elevated to their position in the structure ? In regard to

the great blocks of which the roof was composed, the same

perplexity arises. Many of them would weigh—so though*,

all of us—from twenty to fifty tons, if not more. This is, in-

deed a marvellous story to relate.

The propylon, the imposing gateway,—lofty enough for the

entrance of the gods,— is fast going into the river. The cur-

lent has undermined the advance sub-structure, and some mas-

sive and unequalled specimens of ancient sculpture, and pri-

mitive outline drawing in colors, have already been swallowed

up by the insatiable Nile. Thirty years will wholly obliterate

i he last remains of this magnificent, wonderful, and unique

edifice, unless the government speedily lends a helping hand,



KOM OMBUS. 87

and defends them against the steady assaults of the river, and

the ruthless devastation of foreign visitors. Monster temple

as it was, it has diminished in volume
;
and, though it holds it-

self erect and dauntless between two never resting foes,—the

sands of Arab'a upon its back, and the swift flowing waters of

the river in front,— it must, at no very remote period, give way

after a resistance of many a century of abandonment.

A grand prospect of distant mountain scenery operted upon

our excited vision from the top of the old temple, and the walls

that enclosed the sacred edifice. In another direction, the as-

pect was desolate ; for there was a wide waste of millions

upon millions of acres of arid, heated sand, that defied vege-

tation, and is now threatening the concealment, in its con-

strictor embrace, of one of the finest specimens of architec-

ture the world can boast. One of our sailors picked up the

cast skin of a serpent six feet in length, indicating that loath-

some reptiles are the permanent, undisturbed occupants of a

spot once sacred to the gods of Egypt. A solemn worship, in

the darkness of paganism, was instituted and practiced where

wo were standing : but the smoke of ihe altars has gone out
;

the holy vestments and priestly apparatus are nowhere to be

found ; and the stillness of death marks the locality where the

voices of thousands were heard, in the ecstasies of heathen

enthusiasm, in praise of imaginary deities, whose attributes

were the passions of men, with the character of devils."

»• No radiant pearl, which crested fortune wears,

No gem, that twinkling hangs from beauty's ears,

Not the bright stars, which night's blue arch adorn,

Nor rising sun, that gilds the vernal morn-
Shine with such lustre as the tear, that flows

Down virtue's manly cheek, for other's woeB."

" 'Tis wrong to sleep in church—'tis wrong to borrow

What you can never pay— 'tis wrong to touch

With unkind words the heart that pines in sorrow—

'Tis wrong to scold loo loud—eat too much ;

—

'Tis wrong to put off acting till to-morrow,

Tobtell a secret, or get drunk."
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URSULINE CONVENT, QUEBEC- 1641-1 650.

UBL1C institutions,

whether religious

or secular, are alike, the common
property of a country, and the history of their es-
tablishment should be preserved, because the

peculiarities of such institutions, give us a
fair idea of the views and opinions of the

era in which they existed. An excellent and

respected friend has sent us an exquisitely

finished drawing, from which our engrav-

ing is taken. It is a small landscape representing

the Ursuline Convent Quebec. The drawing is

the work of a young pupil of that institution, and

is an exact copy of a larger painting. This engraving

brings history home to us, and places before the mind, times

when men had need of courage and heroism. It represents

venerable trees, roads short, and lost in the deep forest shade, and

groups of human beings, who once inhabited those houses and

wigwams, and acted their part in life's busy allotments. Dim
and shadowy is the imagery with which we are wont to invest

such scenes, since we see them through the long vista of de-

parted years, but the picture before us, has a touch of reality

about it,—as we look, our fancies of the far off past begin to

assume a more definite shape, and we can conceive the whole

with the vividness of ideal presence. Centuries have passed

since those grand arcades echoed the first sounds of aggressive

civilization. The lofty monarchs of the woods yielded slowly

to the axe, and years of toil were endured before the little set-

tlement of Quebec, wore a prosperous appearance. The fol-

lowing interesting description accompanied the drawing :

—

"This institution was founded in Quebec, under the aus-

pices of an illustrious widow, Mde. De la Peltrie, at a very

early period after the foundation of Quebec. The first

building, completed in 1641, nearly two years after the ar-

rival of the nuns, was of wood, two stories high, and solid,

says Mde. De l'lncarnation, (the first lady superior of the
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house) in her letters, under date of 1644. She adds that the

said house, was 92 feet in length, by 28 broad, in which was
the chapel at one end measuring 17 feet by 28. It contained

four chimnies tor heating the house in winter, and consumed
175 cords of wood each year.

The late J. C. Fisher, Esq. in his valuable notes on Que-
bec, its edifices, monuments, &c, as identified in Hawkins'
Picture of Quebec, thus gives account of the curious

pictorial plan of the establishment :—A
L
very curious

pictorial plan or map of the original convent is still in

existence. In this, St. Lewis Street, appears merely a broad

road between the original forest trees, and is called La
grand allee, without a building immediately on either side.

—At a little distance to the north of La grand allee is a
narrow path called Le Petit Chemin, running parallel, and
leading into the torest. . . . The house of Mde. De la

Peltrie, the founder of the convent, is described as occupying,

in 1642, the corner of Garden Street. . . . The Ursuline

Convent stood at the north west of Mde. De la Peltrie 's house,

abutting on Le Petit Chemin, which ran parallel to St. Louis
Street, and fronting toward Garden Street. It is represented
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as being a well proportioned and substantial building, two sto-

ries high, with an attic, four chimnies, and a cupola or belfry

in the centre. The number of windows in front was eleven,

on the upper story. ... In other compartments of this

singular map, are seen La mere de VIncarnation instructing

the young Indian girls, under an ancient ash tree, and other

nuns proceeding to visit the wigwams of the savages. . . .

In La grande allee, the present St. Louis Street, we see Mr.

Daillebout, the Governor on horseback. . . . And Mde.

de la Peltrie entering her house, &c.v

" The plan we have attempted to describe, is probably the

most ancient, as it is the most interesting representation ex-

tant of any portion of Quebec in her early days."

B.

THE ISLAND HOME,

HE Island Home
is the title of a

book recently published by Messrs.

Gould and Lincoln, of Boston. It

purports to be an authentic narrative

of six young adventurers, who, left by

their ship's crew in a yawl, without compass

or provisions, were driven out upon the broad

ocean, and exposed for several days to great

peril and imminent danger of starvation, but at last es-

caped these trials and reached a " desert island,"

"where, after the fashion of Robinson Crusoe, and other ship-

wrecked worthies," they appear to have led quite a romantic,

holyday kind of life. It would seem that a diary was kept by

these " islanders," which furnished the materials for one of their

number to fill out a manuscript, from which the book has been

compiled. The circumstances under which the manuscript came

to light are curious. It is said that an American Captain, while

cruising among the islands of the Pacific ocean, found a minia-
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iure ship drifting with the winds and tide, and as there was no

well-appointed crew on board to offer resistance, he captured the

tiny vessel, and upon opening the hatches (which were most in-

geniously secured and made impervious to water by a coating of

a resinous substance,) he found her whole cargo to consist of a

roll of papers. On examination, this proved to be a closely writ-

ten manuscript, in a cramped hand, calculated to discourage any

very extended investigation of its contents. Sufficient could be

understood to show that it had been deposited in the hold of the

liliputian ship and set adrift, in the hope that it would be made a

prize by some one who could appreciate its importance, and

by publishing it as a book of remarkable adventures, convey to

the world the history of the wonderful preservation of these lads.

It contains graphic descriptions of many wonders of the ocean,

and interesting accounts of objects of nature. "The Island

Home" was published not only to amuse and instruct those who

may read it, but at the same time to apprise the relations of the

castaways, (if any such should survive,) of their fate, and perhaps

interest the government to fit out an exploring expedition for the

discovery of the new desert island, and the relief of the exiles.

—

" Upon a loose half sheet of the manuscript," says the editor,

" was found the following memorandum of the names and former

places of residence of these unfortunate young persons, probably

designed for the information of their friends." The editor says

—

" Having received no answer to the letters of inquiry which I

thought it my duty to forward to these addresses, (such of them,

at least, as are visited by mail,) 1 publish the memorandum, in

the hope that it may thus reach the eyes of the interested par

ties":—

John Browne, of Glasgow, Scotland.

Arthur Hamilton, of Papieti, Tahiti.

William Morton, of Hillsdale, New York.

Max Adeler, of Hardscrabble, Columbia, County N. V.

Richard Archer, of Norwich, Connecticut.

Johnny Livingston, of Milford, Mass.

Eiulo, Prince of Tewa, his (X) mark, South Sea.

As near as can be gathered from the mutilated manuscript,

these lads left their homes and engaged to an American Manufac-

turing Company, established in Canton, China, and while on

their way the ship stopped at an island to procure supplies, where
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a mutiny took place, and the mutineers escaped with the ship, reav-

ing them to make the best of their position. A most interesting

fact connected with the history of these young men, as we infer

from the tone of the work, was a cheerful humorous harmony
which always prevailed in their little circle, and what is most

pleasing to see, an implicit confidence in Him who holds "the
sea in the hollow of his hand," thus evincing to a certainty their

early and excellent religious training. As many of our readers

may not obtain the book, we will extract a chapter or two from

it, which will give a fair idea of the character of the work :

—

ISLAND HOME, OR THE YOUNG CASTAWAYS.

LAST HOPE, WITHOUT IMMEDIATE RELIEF—MUST PERISH.

SANGUINARY ENGAGEMENT BETWEEN THE WHALE AND SWORD FISH.

** Strange creatures round us sweep m

r

Strange things come up to look at us,

The monster of the deep."

"The first thought that flashed through my mind with return-

ing consciousness in the morning, was, < This is the last day for

hope—unless relief comes to-day in some shape, we must perish.'

I was the first awake, and glancing at the faces of my com-

panions lying about in the bottom of the boat, I could not help

shuddering. They had a strange and unnatural look—a miser-

able expression of pain and weakness. All that was familiar

and pleasant to look upon, had vanished from those sharpened

and haggard features.

" There was still no indications of a breeze. A school of whales

was visible about a quarter of a mile to the westward, spouting

and pursuing their unwieldy sport; but 1 took no interest in the

sight, and leaning over the gunwale, commenced bathing my head

and eyes with the sea- water. While thus engaged I was startled

by seeing an enormous cachelot suddenly break the water within

fifteen yards of the boat. Its head, which composed nearly a third

of its entire bulk, seemed a mountain of flesh. A couple of smal

calves followed it, and came swimming playfully round us. For

a minute or two, the cachelot floated quietly at the surface where

it had first appeared, throwing a slender jet of water, together

with a large volume of spray and vapor into the air ; then rolling

over upon its side, it began to lash the sea with its broad and

powerful tail, every stroke of which produced a sound like the

report of a cannon. This roused the sleepers abruptly, and just
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as they sprang up, and began to look around in astonishment, for

the cause of so startling a commotion, the creature cast its mis-

shapen hpad downwards, and throwing its immense flukes high

into the air, disappeared. We watched anxiously to see where

it would rise, conscious of the perils of such a neighborhood, and

that even a playful movement, a random sweep of the tail while

pursuing its gigantic pastime, would be sufficient to destroy us.

It came to the surface ai about the same distance as before, but

on the opposite side of the boat, again it commenced lashing the

sea violently, as if in the mere wanton display of its terrible

strength, until far around, the water was one wide sheet of foam.

Meantime, the entire school seemed to be edging down towards

us. But our attention was soon withdrawn from the herd, to the

singular and alarming movements of the individual near us.

Rushing along the surface for short distances, it threw itself several

times half clear of the water, turning after each of these leaps,

as abruptly as its unwieldy bulk would permit, and running a tilt

with equal violence in the opposite direction. Once, it passed so

near us, that I think I could have touched it with an oar, and we

saw distinctly its small, dull eye, and the loose wrinkled folds of

skin about its tremendous jaws. For a minute afterwards, the

boat rolled dangerously in the swell caused by the swift passage

of so vast an object. Suddenly, after one of these abrupt turns,

the monster headed directly towards us, and came rushing onward

with fearful velocity, either not noticing us at all, or else mistak-

ing the boat for some sea-creature, with which it designed to

measure its strength. There was no time for any effort to avoid

the danger ; and even had there been, we were too much

paralyzed by its imminence, to make such an effort. The whale

was scarcely twelve yards off—certainly not twenty. Behind it

stretched a foaming wake, straight as an arrow. Its vast, moun-

tainous head ploughed up the waves like a ship's cutwater, piling

high the foam and spray before it. To miss us, was now a sheer

impossibility, and no earthly power could arrest the creature's

career. Instant destruction appeared inevitable. I grew dizzy,

and my head began to swim, while the thought flashed confusedly

through my mind, that infinite wisdom had decreed that we must

die, and this manner of perishing had been chosen in mercy, to

spare us the prolonged horrors of starvation. What a multitude

of incoherent thoughts and recollections crowded upon my mind
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in that moment of time ! A'thousand little incidents of my past

life, disconnected and trivial—a shadowy throng of familiar

scenes and faces, surged up before me, vividly as objects revealed

for an instant by the glare of the lightning, in the gloom of a

stormy night. Closing my eyes, I silently commended my soul

to God, and was endeavoring to compose myself for the dreadful

event, when Morton sprang to his feet, and called hurriedly upon

us to shout together. All seemed to catch his intention at once
?

and to perceive in it a gleam of hope ; and standing up, we raised

our voices in a hoarse cry, that sounded strange and startling

even to ourselves. Instantly, as it seemed, the whale dove

almost perpendicularly downwards, but so great was its mo-

mentum, that its fluked tail cut the air within an oar's length of

the boat as it disappeared.

" Whether the shout we had uttered, caused the sudden plunge

to which we owed our preservation, it is impossible to decide.

Notwithstanding its bulk and power, the cachelot is said to be a

timid creature, except when injured or enraged. Suddenly re-

collecting this, the thought of undertaking to scare the formidable

monster, had suggested itself to Morton, and he had acted upon

it in sheer desperation.

" Our reprieve from danger was only momentary. The whale

came to the surface at no great distance, and once more headed

towards us. If frightened for an instant, it had quickly recovered

from the panic, and now there was no mistaking the creature's

purpose : it came on, exhibiting every mark of rage, and with

jaws literally wide open. We felt that no device or effort of our

own could be of any avail. We might as well hope to resist a

tempest, or an earthquake, or the shock of a falling mountain, as

that immense mass of matter, instinct with life and power, and

apparently animated by brute fury.

" Every hope had vanished, and I think that we were all in a

great measure resigned to death, and fully expecting it, when there

came a most wonderful interposition.

" A dark, bulky mass, (in the utter bewilderment of the

moment, we noted nothing distinctly of its appearance) shot per-

pendicularly from the sea twenty feet into the air, and fell with a

tremendous concussion, directly upon the whale's back. It must

have been several tons in weight, and the blow inflicted was

crushing. For a moment the whale seemed paralyzed by the
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shock, and its vast frame quivered with agony ; but recovering

quickly, it rushed with open jaws upon its strange assailant,

which immediately dove, and both vanished. Very soon, the

whale came to the surface again ; and now we became the wit-

nesses of one of those singular aud tremendous spectacles, of

which the vast solitudes of the tropical seas are doubtless often

the theatre, but which human eyes have rarely beheld.

" The cachelot seemed to be attacked by two powerful con-

federates, acting in concert. The one assailed it from below, and

continually drove it to the surface, while the other—the dark

bulky object—repeated its singular attacks in precisely the same

manner as at first, whenever any part of the gigantic frame of the

whale was exposed, never once missing its mark, and inflicting

blows, which one would think, singly sufficient to destroy any

living creature. The first glimpse which we caught of the second

antagonist of the whale, as it rose through the water to the attack,

enabled us at once to identify it as that most fierce and formidable

creature—the Pacific Sword-fish.

" The other, as I now had an opportunity to observe, was a

fibh o( full one third the length of the whale itself, and of enormous

bulk in proportion ; it was covered with a dark rough skin, in

appearance not unlike that of an alligator. The cachelot rushed

upon its foes alternately, and the one thus singled out invariably

fled, until the other had an opportunity to come to its assistance
;

the sword-fish swimming around in a wide circle at the top of the

water, when pursued, and the other diving when chased in its

turn. If the whale followed the sword-fish to the surface, it was

sure to receive a stunning blow from its leaping enemy ; if it

pursued the latter below, the sword-fish there attacked it fearlessly,

and, as it appeared, successfully, forcing it quickly back to the

top of the water.

"Presently the battle began to recede from us, the whale

evidently making towards the school, which was at no great

distance. The whale must have been badly hurt, for the water

which it threw up on coming to the surface and spouting, was

tinged with blood. After this I saw no more of the sword-fish

and his associate
;
they had probably abandoned the attack.

After awhile the school ol whales appeared to be moving off,

and in half an hour more, we lost sight of them altogether.

All this while, Johnny had continued to sleep soundly, and his
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slumbers seemed more natural and refreshing than before. When
at length he awoke, the delirium had ceased, and he was calm

and gentle, but so weak that he could not sit up without being

supported. After the disappearance of the whales, several hours

passed, during which we lay under our awning without a word

being spoken by any one. Throughout this day, the sea seemed

to be alive with fish
;
myriads of them were to be seen in every

direction
j
troops of agile and graceful dolphins

;
revolving black-

fish chased by ravenous sharks; leaping albacore, dazzling the

eye with the flash of their golden scales, as they shot into the

air for a moment
;
porpoises, bonito, flying-fish, and a hundred

unknown kinds which I had never seen or heard of. At one

time we were surrounded by an immense shoal of small fishes,

about the size of mackerel, so densely crowded together that their

backs presented an almost solid surface, on which it seemed as if

one might walk dry-shod. None, however, came actually within

our reach, and we made no effort to approach them."

The wonderful escape of our heroes, and the sanguinary battle

between the Cachelot, or sperm whale, and its adversaries, the

Thresher and Sword Fish, may look to our readers like a veritable

"fish story," particularly when taken in connection with the ac-

count of the multitudinous variety of strange fish with which at

this time they were surrounded. However, those who sail in the

tropical seas, and especially those engaged in the whale fishery,

often relate far more astonishing things which they have seen,

than those recorded by the young castaways. We landsmen

know but little of the wonders of the deep. Many an old tar can

give more real information about the marvels of the ocean,

and the natural history of its inhabitants, " than all the books and

bookish men in the world."

Our next number will also contain a chapter from the " Island

Home," of more absorbing interest, and will be accompanied

with a fine engraving of the yawl and the young crew, as they ap-

peared in their exhausted and famished state, after their wonder-

ful escape from the whale.
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THE BEAVER.

Up in the north if thou sail with me,
A wonderful creature I'll thow to Iface,

As gentle and mild as a lamb at play,

Skipping about in the month of May;
Yet wise as any old learned sage

Who sits turning over a musty page !

And yonder, the peaceable creatures dwell

Secure in their watery citadel

!

They know no sorrow, have done no sin;

Happy they live 'mong kith and kin

—

As happy as living things can be,

Each in the midst of his family !

Ay, there they live, and the hunter wild

Seeing their social natures mild,

Seeing how they were kind and good,

Hath felt his stubborn soul subdued
;

And the very sight of their young at play

Hath put his hunter's heart away
;

And a mood of pity hath o'er him crept,

Ab he thought of his own dear babes and wepl.*

I know ye are but the Beavers small,

Living at peace in your own mud-wall
j

I know that ye have no books to teach

The lore that lies within your reach.

But what ? Five thousand years ago
Ye knew as much as now ye know

;

And on the banks of streams that sprung

Forth when the earth itself was young,
Your wondrous works were formed as true

For the All-Wise instructed you !

But man ! how hath he pondered on,

Through the long term of ages gone

;

And many a cunning book hath writ,

Of learning deep, a»d subtle wit;
Hath encompassed sea, hath encompassed land,

Hath built up towers and temples grand,

Hath travelled far for hidden lore,

And known what was not known of yore,

Yet after all, though wise he be,

He hath no better skill than ye !

Mary Howitt.

* A fact.
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN ; OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.
Conii7iued from Page 51.)

CHAPTER IV.

HAT'S that?" said Aunt Chloe,

starting up and hastily drawing the

curtain. " My sakes alive, if it

an't Lizy ! Get on your clothes,

old man, quick ! — there's old

Bruno, too, a pa win' round ; what

on airth ! I'm gwine to open the

door."

And, suiling the action to the

word, the door flew open, and

the light of the tallow candle,

which Tom had hastily lighted, fell

on the haggard face and dark, wild

eyes ol the fugitive.

" Lord bless you !—I'm skeered

to look at ye, Lizy ! Are ye tuck

sick, or what's come over ye ?"

'm running away,—Uncle Tom and Aunt Ch!oe—carrying

off my child— Master sold him !"

Ci Sold him ?" echoed both, lifting up their hands in dismay.

" Yes, sold him !" said Eliza, firmly ;
" I crept into the closet

by Mistress' door to-night, and 1 heard Master tell Missis that he

had sold my Harry, and you, Uncle Tom, both, to a trader ; and

that he was going off this morning on his horse, and that the man
was to take possession to-day.''

Tom had stood, during this speech, with his hands raised, and

his eyes dilated, like a man in a dream. Slowly and gradually,

as its meaning came over him, he collapsed, rather than seated

himself, on his old chair, and sunk his head down upon his knees.

" The good Lord have pity on us !" said Aunt Chloe. " O !

it don't seem as if it was true ! What has he done, that Mas'r

should sell him ?"

"He has n't done anything,— it is n't for that. Master don't

want to sell ; and Missis—she's always good. 1 heard her plead

and beg for us ; but he told her 't was no use j that he was in

this man's debt, and that this man bad got the power over him
;
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and that if ho did n't pay him off clear, it would end in his hav-

ing to sell the place and all the people, and move off. Yes, I

heard him say there was no choice between selling these two and

selling all, the man was driving him so hard. Master said he

was sorry ; but oh, Missis—you ought to have heard her talk !

If she an't a Christian, and an angel, there never was one.

I'm a wicked girl to leave her so; but, then, I can't help it. She

said, herself, one soul was worth more than the world ; and this

boy has a soul, and if I let him be carried off, who knows what'U

become of it? It must be right: but, if it an't right, the Lord

forgive me, for I can't help doing it
!"

"Well, old man !" said Aunt Chloe, " why don't you go, too?

Will you wait to be toted down river, where they kill niggers

with hard work and starving? I'd a heap rather die than go there,

any day ! There's time for ye,—be off with Lizy,-—you've got a

pass to come and go any time. Come bustle up, and I'll get

your things together."
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Tom slowly raised his head, and looked sorrowfully but quietly

around, and said,

« No, no—I an't going. Let Eliza go—it's her right ! I

would n't be the one to say no— 't an't in natur for her to stay
;

but you heard what she said ! If I must be sold, or all the people

on the place, and everything go to rack, why, let me be sold. I

s'pose I can b'ar it as well as any on'em," he added, while some-

thing like a sob and a sigh shook his broad, rough chest convul-

sively. " Mas'r always found me on the spot—he always will.

1 never have broke trust, nor used my pass no ways contrary to my
word, and 1 never will. It's better for me alone to go, than to break

up the place and sell all. Mas'r an't to blame, Chloe, and he'll

take care of you and the poor—" . . .

" And now," said Eliza, as she stood in the door, " I saw my
husband only this afternoon, and I little knew then what was to

come. They have pushed him to the very last standing place,

and he told me, to-day, that he was going to run away. Do try,

if you can, to get word to him. Tell him how I went, and why

I went; and tell him I'm going to try and find Canada. You
must give my love to him, and tell him, it I never see him again,"

—she turned away, and stood with her back to them for a mo-

ment, and then added, in a husky voice, " tell him to be as good

as he can, and try and meet me in the kingdom of heaven." . .

A few last words and tears, a few simple adieus and blessings,

and, clasping her wondering and affrighted child in her arms, she

glided noiselessly away.

CHAPTER V.

DISCOVERY.

Mr. and Mrs. Shelby, after their protracted discussion of the

night before, did not readily sink to repose, and, in consequence,

slept somewhat later than usual, the ensuing morning.

u I wonder what keeps Eliza," said Mrs. Shelby, after giving

her bell repeated pulls, to no purpose.

Mr. Shelby was standing before his dressing-glass, sharpening

his razor ; and just then the door opened, and a colored boy en-

tered, with his shaving-water.

« Andy," said his mistress, "step to Eliza's door, and tell her

I have rung for her three times. Poor thing !" she added, to

herself, with a sigh.
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Andy soon returned, with eyes very wide in astonishment.

" Lor, Missis! Lizy's drawers is all open, and her things all

lying every which way ; and I believe she's just done clared

out !"

The truth flashed upon Mr. Shelby and his wife at the same

moment. He exclaimed,

" Then she suspected it, and she's off!"

" The Lord be thanked !" said Mrs. Shelby. « I trust she is."

«' Wife, you talk like a fool ! Really, it will be something pret-

ty awkward for me, if she is. Haley saw that I hesitated about

selling this child, and he'll think I connived at it, to get him out

of the way. It touches my honor !" And Mr. Shelby left the

room hastily. . . .

Never did fall of any prime minister at court occasion wid-

er surges of sensation than the report of Tom's fate among his

compeers on the place. It was the topic in every mouth, every-

where ; and nothing was done in the house or in the field, but to

discuss its probable results. Eliza's flight—an unprecedented

event on the place—was also a great accessory in stimulating

the general excitement.

Black Sam, as he was commonly called, from his being about

three shades blacker than any other son of ebony on the place,

was revolving the matter profoundly in all its phases and bear-

ings, with a comprehensiveness of vision and a strict look-out to

his own personal well-being, that would have done credit to any

white patriot in Washington.

" It's an ill wind dat blows nowhar,—dat ar a fact," 6aid Sam,

sententiously, giving an additional hoist to his pantaloons, and

adroitly substituting a long nail in place of a missing suspender-

button, with which effort of mechanical genius he seemed highly

delighted.

" Yes, it's an ill wind blows nowhar," he repealed. 44 Now,
dar, Tom's down—wal, course der's room for some nigger to be

up—and why not dis nigger ?—dat's de idee. Tom, a ridin'

round de country—boots blacked—pass in his pocket— all grand

as Cuffee—who but he? Now, why should n't Sam?—dat's

what I want to know."
" Halloo, Sam," said Andy, cutting short Sam's soliloquy.

• • " Mas'r wants Bill and Jerry geared right up ; and you.
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and I's to go with Mas'r Haley, tolookarter Lizy, she's cut stick

and clared out, with her young un."

" Good, now ! dat's de time o' day !" said Sam. " It's Sam
dat's called for in dese yer times. He's de nigger. See if I

don't cotch her, now ; Mas'r '11 see what Sam can do \P

*« Ah ! but, Sam," said Andy, « you'd better think twice ; for

Missis don't want her cotched, and she '11 be in yer wool."

" High !'' said Sam, opening his eyes. " How you know
Jat?"

a Heard her say so, my own self, dis blessed mornin', when I

bring in Mas'r's shaving-water. She sent me to see why Lizy

did n't come to dress her; and when I telled her she was off, she

jest ris up, and ses she, f The Lord be praised ;' and Mas'r, he

seemed rael mad, and ses he, « Wife, you talk like a fool.' But

Lor ! she '11 bring him to ! I knows well enough how that '11 be,

—it's allers best to stand Missis' side the fence, now I tell yer."

Black Sam, upon this, scratched his woolly pate, which, if it

did not contain very profound wisdom, still contained a great deal

of a particular species much in demand among politicians of all

complexions and countries, and vulgarly denominated "knowing

which side the bread is buttered ;" so, stopping with grave con-

sideration, he again gave a hitch lo his pantaloons, which was

his regularly organized method ol assisting his mental perplex-

ities. . . .

At this moment Mrs. Shelby appeared on the balcony, beck-

oning to him. Sam approached with as good a determination to

pay court as did ever suitor after a vacant place at St. James' or

Washington.

" Why have you been loitering so, Sam ? I sent Andy to tell

you to hurry."

" Bless you, Missis !" said Sam, " horses won't be cotched all

in a minit." . . .

" Well, Sam, you are lo go with Mr. Haley, to show him the

road, and help him. Be careful of the horses, Sam
;
you know

Jerry was a little lame last week ; don't ride them too fast" . .

u Let dis child alone for dat!" said Sam, rolling up his eyes

with a volume of meaning. ..." Yes, Missis, I'll look

out for de bosses !"

" Now, Andy," said Sam, returning to his stand under the

beech-trees, "you see I would n't be 't all surprised if dat ar
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gen'lman's crittur should gib a fling, by and by, when he conies

to be a gettin' up. You know, Andy, critturs will do such

things
;

v and therewith Sam poked Andy on the side, in a highly

suggestive manner.

" High !" said Andy, with an air of instant appreciation.

" Yes, you see, Andy, Missis wants to make time,—d it ar's

clar to der most or'nary 'taervcr. I jis make a little for her,

Now, you see, get all dese yer bosses loose, caperin' permiscus

round dis yer lot and down to de wood dar, and I spec Mas'r

won't be olT in a hurry."

Andy grinned.

"Yer see," said Sam, "yer see, Andy, if any such thing

should happen as that Mas'r Haley's horse should begin to act

contrary, and cut up, you and I jist lets go of our'n to help him,

and we'll help him—oh yes!" And Sam and Andy laid theii

heads back on their shoulders, and broke into a low, immoderate

laugh, snapping their fingers and flourishing their heels with ex-

quisite delight.

At this instant, Haley appeared on the verandah. Somewhat

mollified by certain cups of very good coffee, he came out smil-

ing and talking, in tolerably restored humor, Sam and Andy,

clawing for certain fragmentary p;ilm-lea\es, which they were in

the habit of considering as hats, flew to the horse-posts, to be

ready to " help MasV."

Sam's palm-leaf had been ingeniously disentangled from all

pretensions to braid, as respects its brim ; and the slivers starting

apart, and standing upright, gave it a blazing air of freedom and

defiance, quite equal to that of any Fejee chief; while the whole

brim of Andy's being departed bodily, he rapped the crown on

his head with a dexterous thump, and looked about well pleased,

as if to say, " Who says I have n't got a hat ?"

" Well, boys," said Haley, "look alive now; we must lose

no time."

" Not a bit of him, Mas'r !" said Sam, putting Haley's rein in

his hand, and holding his stirrup, while Andy was untying the

other two horses.

The instant Haley touched the saddle, the mettlesome creature

bounded from the earth with a sudden spring, that threw his mas-

ter sprawling, some feet off, on the soft, dry turf. Sam, with
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frantic ejaculations, made a dive at the reins, but only succeeded

in brushing the blazing palm-leaf afore-named into the horse's

eyes, which by no means tended to allay the confusion of his

nerves. So, with great vehemence, he overturned Sam, and,

giving two or three contemptuous snorts, flourished his heels

vigorously in the air, and was soon prancing away towards the

lower end of the lawn, followed by Bill and Jerry, whom Andy
had not failed to let loose, according to contract, speeding them

off with various direful ejaculations. And now ensued a miscel-

laneous scene of confusion. Sam and Andy ran and shouted,

—

dogs barked here and there,—and Mike, Mose, Mandy, Fanny,

and all the smaller specimens on the place, both male and female,

raced, clapped hands, whooped, and shouted, with outrageous

officiousness and untiring zeal. • . .

Nothing was farther from Sam's mind than to have any one of

the troop taken until such season as should seem to him most

fitting,—and the exertions that he made were certainly most

heroic. • . •

At last, about twelve o'clock, Sam appeared triumphant,

mounted on Jerry, with Haley's horse by his side, reeking with

sweat, but with flashing eyes and dilated nostrils, showing that

the spirit of freedom had not yet entirely subsided.

" He's cotched f" he exclaimed, triumphantly. " If 't had

n't been for me, they might a bust theirselves, all on 'em ; but I

cotched him !"

" Well, well F' said Haley, "you 've lost me near three hours,

with your nonsense. Now let's be off, and have no more fool-

ing."

" Why, Mas'r," said Sam, in a deprecating tone, « I believe

you mean to kill us all clar, horses and all. Here w2 are all just

ready to drop down, and the critters all in a reek of sweat. Why,

Mas'r won't think of startin' on now till arter dinner. Mas'r's

boss wants rubben down ; see how he splashed hisself; and Jer-

ry limps too ; don't think Missis would be willin' to have us start

dis yer way, no how. Mas'r we can ketch up, if we do stop.

Lizy never was no great of a walker."

Mrs. Shelby, who, greatly to her amusement, had overheard

this conversation from the verandah, now resolved to do her part.

She came forward, and, courteously expressing her concern for

F
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Haley's accident, pressed him to stay to dinner, saying that the

cook should bring it on the table immediately. . . .

SOUNDS OF SUMMER.

u Soft winds murmuring as they pass,

Locusts singing in the grass,

Rivers through the meadows rushing,

Fountains in the woodlands gushing,

Insects humming 'mid the flowers,

Sudden falls of sunny showers,

Cascades leaping from the rocks,

Tinkling bells among the flocks,

Blackbirds whistling in the glen,

Songs of sturdy harvest men,

Rustlings of the golden grain,

Creakings of the loaded wain,

Robins singing round the porch,

Swallows twittering on the church,

Wild ducks plashing in the lakes.

Croaking frogs among the brakes,

Little children at their play,

Shouting through the livelong day,

Echo screaming from the hills

Every idle sound it wills,

Flutterings of the leafy vines,

Hollow sighing of the pines,

Low sounds from the porous earth

Where the insects have their birth,

Distant boomings from the rocks,

Far off groans of thunder shocks,

Rnshings of the sudden gale

Loaded with the rattling hail,

Soft subsidings of the rain.

Dripping o'er the prostrate grain,

These, and countless sounds like these,

Load the languid summer breeze,

Coming from the cool blue seas

;

These throughout the growing year,

With their rich abounding cheer,

Thrill the ear and flood the heart."
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THE HISTORY OF CANADA.

LETTER I.

a y Dear Young
Friends,—Some
time since you

perhaps read in the " Snow Drop" a series of

letters on the History of Canada from its discovery

by Jacques Cartierin 1535, to its capture by Eng-

land in 1759, and to the treaty signed at Paris, (which

is the capital city of France,) in 1763, by which treaty

the French King, Louis the Fifteenth, transferred all his

rights over this country to Great Britain. I trust, my
young friends, that you found those letters instructive, and

as it is very important that we should all be acquainted

with the history of our country, I now propose to continue

those letters, in telling you the events which happened here

from 1763, up to the present time.

I may here remark that I shall try to avoid saying anything in

my epistles which I may think untrue or partial, or that may

wound the religious or national prejudices of any of my young

readers.

The present letter will be occupied with a brief sketch of the

events which took place from 1763 to 1774.

By the law ofnations, when one country is captured by another,

the conqueror has a right to place those who are conquered un-

der his laws and government, unless it is otherwise expressly

agreed* Consequently as soon as Canada became a British Pro-

vince, the French laws which were formerly in force here became,

liy the conquest, abolished. But as the King of England was de-

sirous of being kind to his new Canadian subjects, he command*

ed, by his Royal Proclamation in 1763, that the French Cana-

diura should continue to enjoy their own laws and customs with

regard to all matters except crime ; that the English who settle^

here should have the English laws ; and because the criminal

law of England was milder than that of France, and because both

i lie English and French settlers liked it best, he likewise ordered

ili'nt it should govern the people of both races.

It is very important that the laws of a country should be clear-

ly defined and thoroughly understood, for without this knowledge
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it would be very difficult to settle disputes about the rights of pro-

perty, or to punish the disorderly and the wicked. You will

remember, that this Proclamation of the English King, who

was George the Third, introduced the French law for the French

Canadians, and the English law for the English Canadians, in cer-

tain cases. These two different systems of law produced much

difficulty, because in a dispute between a person of French origin

and a person of English, it was difficult to decide whether the

dispute should be settled by the French law or by the English law.

Then again, the English Judges who were then here, did not know
much about the French law, and the French inhabitants from

whom they asked information gave different opinions, and in

these uncertainties, a particular dispute would sometimes be set-

tied in one way sometimes in another.

Canada was from 1759 to 1774- under the administration of a

Governor, and two or three other officers, without any particular

form of Government. Imperfect as such a government may
appear now, it seemed to have then given satisfaction to the in.

habitants.

But with a view to improve the Government ofCanada, an act

or law was passed in 1774-, in the Parliament of England, which

is called " the Quebec act," because at that time the whole of

Canada was one Province, and was called " the Province of

Quebec." This law, after stating the extent or size of this coun-

try, and that the Proclamation of 1763 was abolished, declared,

2ndly, that the Roman Catholic Clergy were to have the exer-

cise of their rel'gion, subject to the supremacy of the Crown.

3rdly. That all Canadian subjects, except religious orders and

communities, were to hold all their property, and that all disputes

respecting property were to be regulated by laws which then ex-

isted here, or by such other laws as the Governor and the Leg-

islative Council might afterwards make ; and that all persons

might dispose of all their property by will, in any way they liked,

a right which they had not by the French law. 4?thly. It de-

clared the criminal law of England to be in force, and that

the Government of Canada could alter it, as it might see

fit. 5thly. It ordered that the Province should be governed by a

Governor General and a Legislative Council, which was to consist

of not less than 17 nor more than 22 of the respectable inhab-

itants of the Province, who were to be appointed by the Crown?
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and to hold their offices as long as they lived. They could not

make the inhabitants pay any taxes, and they were ordered to

send every law they made to the King in England, and if he and
his Councillors did not like it, he caused it to be abolished. Nor
could the Legislative Council pass any law which interfered with

religion, or which would inflict any punishment greater than a

fine or imprisonment for three months, until the Government of

England had given consent. (See Annual Register for 1774,

vol. 17, from whence the above extract was taken.)

This law did not remove the conflicts which continued between

the French laws and the English laws. That evil was not

cured until 1791, by an act of the English Parliament, which I

shall speak more about in my next letter. But the present law
conferred some privileges, upon which I would offer a word or

two. In the first place, it gave permission to the Roman Catholic

clergy to exercise their religion, a privilege which they had not,

by the laws which were then in force in Great Britain. For in

those days, I am sorry to say, the English Government oppressed

the Roman Catholics in a similar manner as many Roman
Catholic Governments oppress the Protestants in the present day.

Such conduct is both foolish and unchristian. No convert can

be made by intolerance. And as England and the United States

and Canada now give to every person the free exercise of reli-

gion, we must pray and hope that religious freedom will soon be

enjoyed all over the world. The treaty of Paris, which I have

alluded to, stipulated that the Roman Catholics of Canada should

enjoy their religion u as far as the laws of England would permit,''

but as those laws did not then give permission for the free exer-

cise of that religion, the stipulation was valueless, and the religious

freedom granted by the English Government was therefore volun-

tarily given to Canada.

Another instance of the liberality of the English Government

to Canada is shewn by the fact, that although this law of 1774*

deprived all Roman Catholic societies, such as convents and

monasteries, &c, of their lands, because it thought that such pos-

session might be injurious and opposed to the interests of the

English Crown
;
yet, notwithstanding, all of these societies have

been allowed to keep possession of their lands, with the excep-

tion of that land which belonged to the Jesuits, which is now used

for paying the education of the little boys and girls in Lower
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Canada. And these lands of the Jesuits would have been taken

away from them by the King of France, if Canada had then be-

longed to him, because at this time he banished them from France,

and deprived them of their property there.

There was another cause than that I have mentioned, which

induced the British Government to pass this " Quebec act,"

which 1 have described. About this time, the country now called

the United States, were English Colonies, such as Canada, New
Brunswick, &c, are now. These Colonies were dissatisfied

with England, because she wanted them to pay taxes for the

support of the English Government, and they refused to pay any

taxes but those required for their own Governments. The dis-

putes which arose from this opposition, caused the Americans to

declare themselves independent of England, and they tried to get

the Canadians to assist them in making war against her. Ac-
cordingly, on the 26th of October, 1774-, they sent an address to

Canada, saying, that England was trying to deprive all her sub-

jects in America, of a share in their own Government, of trial by

jury, of freedom of the press, and of other privileges, and begging

the Canadians to assist them in fighting against England. But,

it is said, that this address was not seen by many here, because a

great number of our colonists could not read—there was only

one printing press and newspaper then in Canada—and if any one

had been found circulating it, he would have been severely pun-

ished. It was partly, therefore, to gain the good-will of the

Canadians, to prevent them from assisting the Americans, that

England passed this Bill, because she thought the Canadians

would be pleased at having more power placed in their own hands,

to govern themselves, than they had before. Nor did the Cana-

dians rebel against her. They remained loyal to the British

Crown throughout the war between her, and the American

colonists.

I must now conclude this long letter. In my next I shall speak

of the further changes which this law produced here.—In the

meantime, 1 remain, my dear young friends, yours sincerely,

J. Popham.
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THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

SELECTED,

As joy rises to the greatest height at the removal of some violent distress of body

or mind, so sorrow is felt most acutely at the removal of what makes us happy.

Paternal love is the same in every bosom, and in every country. The caresses

bestowed by the lowest gradation of Arabs, in a mud hut, on their children, are as

pure and cordial as the tenderest exhibitions in a Christian family. A mother is

always true to the instincts of her nature. She cherishes and defends her child,

and death alone can limit the extent of her efforts.

Affairs must suffer when recreation is preferred to business. Affectation ia dress,

implies a flaw in the understanding. Affectation in wisdom often prevents our be-

coming wise. A man had better be poisoned in his blood than in his principles.

A virtuous mind in a fair body, is like a fine picture in a good light. A burden which

one chooses is not felt. A careless watch invites a vigilant foe. Acquire honesty ;

seek humanity; practice economy ; love fidelity. Against fortune oppose courage ;

against passion reason. Afop is the tailor's friend, and his own foe. A thing worth

doing at all, is worth well doing,"

TH
Golden Treasure ; Book Divine

!

Simple, beauteous, pure, sublime

Eloquence and Poesy

Find their richest gems in thee :

Truth and love in flaming light

Burn upon thy pages bright.

Ages hidden in the past

Are upon thy mirror cast.

Oil thou art a glorious guide

O'er life's dark and boisterous tide,

BIBLE.

For when doubts and mysteries reign

In the troubled human brain,

And eternity doth seem

Only as a wondrous dream

—

Then thy spirit o'er the night

Gives the mandate, " Let be light !
»

Then be mine thou precious boon

Light my pathway to the tomb,

And when life's short reign is done,

Give me to a higher home.

'* The Earth is the Lord's and the fulness thereof; the world and they that dwell

therein. For He hath founded it upon the seas, and established it upon the floods. Who
shall ascend into the hill of the Lord { Or tuho shall stand in His holy place ? He that

hath clean hands and a pure heart ; who hath not lifted up his soul unto vanity, nor

sworn deceitfully."

Thero was sent from China to the Great Exhibition at London, a set of Early

Cups and Saucers, with the gilding laid on,— l>y a procoss unknown to English ma-
nufacturers, in solid gold plates ; of these plates each cup contains no less than 961

,

and of these 260 arc ornamented with imitation rubies. Each cup is also enriched

with '269 solid silver plates, of which 31 hear small emeralds. The saucers ure still

more highly enriched, each being inlaid with 1,035 plates of pure gold, and of these

415 bear imitation rubies. They have also 432 solid silver plates inserted in each,

in 66 of which are emeralds. This unique set belonged to a mandarin of the high-

est rank, and is the first specimen of the kind ever imported.

Fuller's JSnrtA,—Fuller, the well-known author of British Worthies, wrote his own
•pitaph m it appeared in Westminster Abbey. It consists of but four words, but it

speaks volumes :—

"Here lies Fuller's earth."
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Theitrm u We.»—The plural style of speaking (we) among Kings was begun by

King John of England, a. d. 1119. Before that time, Sovereigns used the singular

person in their edicts. The German and the French Sovereigns followed the example
of King John in 1200. When editors began to say c: we," is not known.

Laconic.—A remarkable example of the laconic style has recently taken place, which

would pat Leinidius and his countrymen to shame. An Edinburgh Quaker sends, to a

brother Quaker in London, a sheet of letter paper, containing nothing whatever in the

writing way, save a note of interrogation, thus (?) ; his friend returned the sheet, adding,

for a sole reply, a (0). The meaning of the question, and answer, is as follows:

—

,l What news "» " Nothing."

KEEP
Is a lion in the way •

Keep calm

:

Tell him you respect his pride,

But that yon may go ahead

He must please to stand aside,

Keep calm.

Can't you find youi guardian friends 7

Keep calm.

You have only lost your cash—

They will all come dancing back,

When they see the dollars flash

Keep calm.

CALM.
Are your virtues not admired ?

Keep calm :

Rest assured if they exist,

They will never sue for praise
;

On their own wealth they subsist.

Keep calm.

Let things jostle as they will,

Keep calm.

Outward evils need a check :

But the greatest curse of all,

Is the stiffening in your neck.

Keep calm.

Talents m a najikin.—h gentleman once introduced his sou to Rowland Hill, by a

letter, as a youth of great promise, and likely to do honor to the University of which
he was a member ;

11 but he is shy," added the father, " and I fear buries his tal-

ents in a napkin." A short time afterwards, the parent, anxious for his opinion,

inquired what he thought of his son. I have shaken the napkin>" said Rowland
" at all the corners, and there is nothing in it."

" Nobody likes to be nobody ; but every body is pleased to think himself somebody.

And everybody is somebody: but where anybody thinks himself to be somebody, he

generally thinks everybody else to be nobody."

Windsor Soap.—To make the celebrated Windsor Soap, slice the best white bar

oap as thin as possible, and melt it over a slow fire; then take it off, and when
luke warm, add sufficient oil of carraway to scent it, or any other fragrant oil.

Pour it into moulds, and let it remain five or six days in a dry place.

To extract the essential oil offlowers.—Take a quantity of fresh, fragrant leaves, both

tin? stalk and flower leaves, cord very thin layers of cotton, and dip them in fine

Florence oil ;
put alternate layers of the cotton and leaves in a glass jar or large

tumbler ;
sprinkle a very little fine salt on each layer of the flowers ; cover the jar

close, and place it in a window exposed to the sun. In two weeks a fragrant oil

may be squeezed out of the cotton. Rose leaves, mignonette, and sweet scented

clover, make nice perfumes.

Cheapfamily cake.—To one egg and four ounces of butter well beaten together,

add a tea-spoonful ol allspice, half a tea^spoonful of pepper, pint of molasses, tea-

spoonful of saleratus dissolved in a cup of cream or milk, and flour enough to make

the consistency of fritters ; set it where quite warm to rise, and when perfectly

Jight bake moderately.
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PRECEPTS INVITING AND IMPORTANT.

WHAT THR AGE REQUIRES OF US—SELF-RELIANCE, SELF-CULTURE, SELF-DENIAL.

We have choaen the above motto, and intend devoting two or more pages each
month to subjects in keeping with its import. "W e wish to show that in almost

every condition ol'Iife there is an opportunity for study and self-culture, and for

those ardently desirous of improvement, M there is a way." Past history shows
that the most learned have often acquired their knowledge and celebrity under cir-

cumstances of the most discouraging nature. As we so frequently hear from the

young, particularly those engaged in commercial houses and mechanical occupa-
tions, a description of their trying situation in regard to early advantages, and
present opportunities for improvement, we are led to present what we hope may
prove incentives to earnest effort after knowledge, excellence and usefulness. There
are many motives which might be mentioned to stimulate us all to activity. For
the sake of our own happiness let us look away from ourselves into the grand and
wonderful world which God has spread before us, until, by becoming acquainted

with its resources, so varied and beautifully adapted to all its phenomena, we feel

our hearts swelling, and great and good thoughts and desires gushing forth. The
best incentive to self-improvement is an honest wish tobe useful to out fellow beings.

We owe a duty of love and self-denial to the suffering sons of misfortune and mis-

ery, who, with sorrowful voices, implore our aid. There are evils growing rank

around them, and increasing, because we, who are now happily situated, neglect

to exert ourselves to ameliorate their condition. We owe a duty to the future of

our country. Nobly overcoming every obstacle, each one of us should advance

with the heroism of determined resolution, and a will that knows no backward
wavering, or longing for ease and indulgence, to high attainments in all that is

" lovely and of good report."

" Life is real 1 life is earnest ! Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant

!

And the grave is not its goal ; Let the dead Past bury its dead I

Dust thou art, to dust returnest, Act,—act in the living Present !

Was not spoken ol the soul. Heart within, and God o'erhead.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, Lives of great men all remind us

Is our destined end or way ; We can make our lives sublime!

But to act, that each to-morrow And departing, leave behind us

Find us farther than to-day. Footprints on the sands of time.

Art is long, and time is fleeting, Footprints that perhaps another,

And our hearts, tho' stout and brave, Sailing o'er life's solemn main,

Still, like muffled drums, are beating A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,

Funeral marches to the grave. Seeing, may take heart again.

In the world's broad field of battle, Let us, then, be up and doing,

In the bivouac of Life, With a heart for any fate
;

Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! Still achieving, still pursuing,

Be a hero in the strife ! Learn to labor and to wait."

Socrates was probably the greatest and best philosopher of antiquity. His motto,

Esse quam vuleri, i.e., be rather than seem, is worthy of our adoption, for as this il-

lustrious man used to say, M The only way to true glory is for a man to be truly

excellent—not affect to appear eo." In the defence of Socrates before the Judges,

we find these words :—" I never wronged any man, or made him more depraved,

but contrarywise, have steadily endeavored throughout life to benefit those who

conversed with me, teaching them to the very utmost of my pow»r, and that, too,

without reward, whatever could make them wise and happy." If this heathen

philosopher, without the word of God and its sanctifying influences to guide him,

wai actuated by such principles, certainly there can be no reason why we should
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rest supinely contented in selfish indolence. The excuses, 11 no time,'' 11 no abili-

ty," •« too much advanced in life to accomplish anything," &c, will appear futile,

ifwe familiarize our minds with the lives of the world's benefactors, who have been

esteemed for their learning and talents, not the less because they bravely surmount-

ed obstacles to attain that knowledge and develope those talents. A distinguished

merchant and philanthropist (Sir Thomas Fowel Buxton) said:—"The longer I

'ive the more I am certain that the great difference between men,—between the fee-

ble and the strong, the great and the insignificant,—is, Energy,Invincible Determina-

tion,—a purpose once fixed, and then Death or Victory. That quality will do any-

thing that can be done in this world ; and no talents, no circumstances, no oppor-

tunities, will make a two-legged creature A Man without it."

We have grouped together the following remarkable instances, which prove that

even old age need not exempt man from the necessity and advantage of cultivating

his intellectual powers :

—

Socrates learned to play on a musical instrument in hia

old age. Cato at eighty learned Greek, and Plutarch almost as late in life Latin.

—

Tfuophrastus began his admirable work on the characters of men at the age of nine-

ty. The great Arnauld translated Josephus at the age ofeighty- Sir Henry Spelman,

whose early years were chiefly devoted to agriculture, commenced the study of tha

Sciences at the age of fifty, and became a most learned antiquary and lawyer. Tel-

lier
t
the Chancellor of France, learned logic merely for an amusement to dispute

with his grand-children. Hie Marquis de St. Aulaire, whose poetry has been admired

for its sweetness <uid delicacy, began his poetical compositions at the age of seven-

ty. Ogiiby, the translator of Homer and Virgil, knew little of Latin or Greek till he

was past fifty. Franklin's philosophical studies began when he waa near fifty.

THE WORTH OF HOUR9.

Believe not that your inner eye

Can ever in just measure try

The worth of hours as they go by

:

For every man's weak self, alas !

Makes him to see them while they pass,

As through a dim or tinted glass

But if in earnest care you would
Mete out to each its part of good,

Trust lather to your after-mood.

Those surely are not fairly spent,

That leaves your spirit bowed and bent

In sad unrest, and ill content

:

And more—though free from seeming harm
You rest from toil of mind or arm,

Or slow reiire from pleasure's charm

—

If then a painful sense comes on

Of something wholly lost and gone,

Vainly employed, or vainly done

—

Of something from your being's chain

Broke oft", nor to be link'd again

By all mere memory can retain

—

Upon your heart this truth may rise

—

Nothing that altogether dies

Suffices man's just destinies :

So should we live, that every hour

May die as dies the natural flower—
A self-reviving thing of power ;

That every thought and every deed

May hold within itself the seed

Of future good and future meed.

The following singular calculation was made by Lord Stanhope :

—

(t Every

professed inveterate 6nuff-taker, at a moderate computation, takes one pinch

in ten minutes. Every pinch, together with the agreeable ceremony of wip-

ing the nose, and other incidental circumstances, consumes a minute and-a-

half. One minute and a half out of every ten, allowing 16 hours to a snurl-

taking day, amounts to two hours and twenty-four minutes out of every nat*
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ural day, or one day nut of every len. One day out of ten amounts to thirty.

six days and a half in a year. Hence, if we suppose the practice persisted in

forty years, two entire years of the snuff taker's life will be dedicated to tick-

ling his nose, and two more to blowing it. The expense of snuff, and snuff-

boxes, and handkerchiefs, will form the subject of a second essay," he pays,

" in which it will appear that this luxury encroaches as much on the income

of the snuff taker as it does his time." If so much time is lost by the habit-

ual snuffer, what shall be said of the habitual smoker ? His hours pass

away in a kind of reverie, ere he is aware. There are many who consume
six hours every day in fumigating their pipe or cigar. This will be disputed

by the guilty persons, because time passes so insensibly under the influence

of smoke. If they wish to be convinced of the truth, let them ask some

friend to note the hours fhey pass in smoking, when they feel themselves

under no restraint. When an habitual smoker quits his pipe or cigar, one

considerable source of uneasiness is, that he has so much spare time. Let

any habitual smoker, who is a man of business, throw away his pipe or cigar,

and employ the time which he has been accustomed to waste, diligently in

business, and he may literally add hundreds, perhaps thousands, to his year,

ly income.

EDITORIAL.
With this number our subscribers have another proof of our existence, as

well as a testimony of our fidelity. We promised in our first to make the
M Maple Leaf" unexceptionable, particularly in a moral point of view. As
we have not seen in the public prints any disparaging reflections, or heard

any expressions oi disapprobation in this respect, we hope that it has gene,

rally pleased. If any of our subscribers have been dissatisfied, but from re-

spect to our feelings have adopted the old adage, " speak well of a person or

not at all," we assure them we can fully appreciate such a sentiment, and

we are quite sure none of us will ever regret taking such a stand in regard to

our neighbors. It is common to hear people freeing their minds when things

do not suit them, but it is mure lovely and admirable to govern the tongue

which, unrestrained by Christian piinciplc, often gives pain to ourselves and

others.

If the first numbers of our Magazine have not attained the mechanical

excellence which may havo been expected, we think all will bo pleased with

the improvement in this. It is, however, but an approximation to what we
wish to bring the «' Maple Leaf," when an extended circulation ahull

enable us to beautify its pages by contributions and embellishments still

more attractive. Our subscribers can be sure that the publisher will not be

backward in improving it, since he is very desirous that it should become

truly welcome, interesting, and instructive. Wc have been so engaged

with our multifarious duties that wc can hardly realise that three months

have sped since wo presented our little Magazino to the Canadian public.

As to the editorial work, we can say that it brightens and grows really

charming as we engage in it. A hearty good will is the key to success, and

we have not only brought thn* to the editorial table, but many other
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resources, from which we shall draw from time to time, as we ply the pen

or arrange the subjects which we select.

We would assure our friend who has so kindly suggested that there

should be more original matter in our Magazine, that every word has origin-

ated from some source I Those articles not expressly prepared for its pages,

we intend to be very particular in crediting to their proper source. We
were very sorry to have inadvertently omitted to acknowledge our indebted-

ness to Chambers' Miscellany for the description of the 4 Voyage of an

Elephant,' which appeared in our last number. If, by originality, is meant

a faculty to give thrilling descriptions of imaginary adventures, or write

histories of wonderful characters figuring in love scenes, escaping most

astonishingly all the dangers and horrors of the battle field, and living in an

ideal world far above the stern principles of life, wo cheerfully grant that

there is not, nor will there appear, much original matter in our pages. We
leave that department undisturbed to those whose tastes lead them in that

direction. Fiulious writings have long flooded the country. The Maga-
zines, and works in other forms, now in circulation, in which this branch of

literature is handled in a masterly stylo, amount almost to legion. Certainly,

those whose palate is not satisfied with the true and substantial, can obtain

a surfeit from them. There is so much information, of the mo9t enticing

character, so many interesting tilings really existing, which we can collect,

collato, and write about, and mako a magazine of this size valuable, that we

do not wish to enter much upon the unreal.

Our neighbours on the other side of the line have adopted the republican

plan, that of a sovereign right to draw from the productions of others. If

we reprint from some of their works, they will have no cause of complaint.

For this number we have drawn largely from some of the " smart folks

down cast," and we can, with confidence, recommend the purchaso of those

book-! from which we have taken extracts. They aro from a large publish-

ing liouse in Boston, Gould &- Lincoln. We mention, as coming from the

same house, • Plymouth and the Pilgrims,' ' Novelties of the New World,

or the Adventures and Discoveries of the first Explorers of America,' • The
excellent Woman, as described in the Book of Proverbs,' with an introduc-

tion by William B, Sprague, D.D. This last is very interesting, and gives

some views of woman's character, and the dignity of her station, that we

should like to see generally understood. We have also received from the

same house, • The Principles of Zoology,' for schools and colleges, by

Agissiz and Gould. The mechanical execution of these works is praise-

worthy, and both the religious and secular press give high encomiums in

regard to their merit.

We are sorry to observe that the publisher has been so misrepresented,

in regard to his former connection with the '* Snow Drop." We cannot

understand why it is not proper for him to issue as many books and perio-

dicals as he sees fit. Unless much mistaken in the man, the statement

which he has caused to appear on the second page of the cover of this

Magazine, will be found correct and necessary, from the circumstances

of the case.
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DESIGN FOR A COTTAGE.

The accompanying de-

sign of a small cottage*

in a simple and yet

ornamental style, we
think best adapted for

the purpose, in which

wood is the material

to be employed in

building.

The roof projects

two feet, showing the

ends of the rafters as

brackets. The exterior is covered with the vertical weather

boarding. For a cottage of this class, we would be content with

unplaned plank, the joints covered with the necessary strip or

fillet, and the whole painted and sanded.

GROUND PLAN.

A glance at the plan of

the first floor will show that

its accommodation is very

compactly arranged. By

placing all the flues in one

stack, no heat is lost in win.

ter ; and by cutting off the

corners of the two principal

^ rooms, convenient closets

are afforded. As, in a house

of this class, the kitchen is

usually the room most con-

stantly occupied by the fa-

mily, there is no objection

to the entrance to the stairs being placed within it.

The plan of the second floor shows four good bed-rooms, which,

with the best bed-room on the first floor, makes five sleeping

apartments. This would enable a family, consisting of a number

of persons, to live comfortably in a house of this size.

In portions of the country where timber is abundant, this cot-

tage may be built at a cost of from jCIOO to £150.
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HISTORY OF CANADA.
LETTER II.

t Young Friends,—In .my last

letter I described to you the events

which took place in Canada from

1759, when she was conquered by

England from France, up to 1774,

when the " Quebec Act" was in-

troduced here for the better govern-

ment of the country. My present

epistle will be occupied with the

events which transpired from 1774

up to 1792. In 1775, the United

States were colonies belonging to

England, such as Canada, Nova

Scotia, <fcc, are at the present time.

For some time previous to 1775,

the English Government made seve-

ral efforts to make the Americans

contribute towards its expenses, by laying a tax on various arti-

cles which might enter the United States, such as glass, paints,

oil ; and the last effort they made was to place a lax on tea.

The Americans refused to pay this tax. They said they ought

only to be asked to pay the expenses of their own Government,

and not be compelled to assist in paying the expenses of the Go-

vernment in England. The English, however, persisted in le-

vying a tax, and the Americans, in consequence, drew up a de-

claration, at the city of Philadelphia, in the United States, on the

4th of July, 1775, in which they declared themselves indepen-

dent of England. Of course, England would not consent that

the United States should be independent of her, and the two

countries therefore made war on each other for seven years, that

is, until 1782, when England consented that the United Stated

should be, in future, an independent nation.

During this war the Americans struggled hard to induce the

Canadians to join them in fighting against England : out the prin-

cipal part of the Canadians refused to do so, in consequence, says

M. Garneau,* of the preference which the Seigneurs and the

* Histoire du Canada, page 383.

G
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Roman Catholic Clergy had lor England, because England had

decreed that the tithes, (that is, the twenty.sixth part of every

bushel of wheat, which Roman Catholics are bound bylaw to

give to their priests.) and the seigniorial tenure, should not be

abolished in Canada; and because they feared that both the

tithes and the seigniorial tenure would be abolished if Canada

became a Republic such as the United States. The lower classes,

the same author observes, while they did not openly assist the

Americans, did not, except by fear, assist England, but remained,

as far as possible, indifferent to both the English and the Ameri-

cans.*

During the war, the United States' soldiers came to Canada

and captured, in 1775, the Forts Carillon, St. Frederic, and St.

John. The latter fort, however, was retaken from them on the

next morning by a body of 80 French Canadians. During the

month of September, the Americans again invaded Canada un-

der General Montgomery, with one thousand men. Being joined

by the French Canadians of Chambly, a village 17 miles distant

from Montreal, the Americans captured the fort which still stands

there. Montgomery then took possession of Montreal and Three

Rivers, the inhabitants of the suburbs, in Montreal, having, says

Garneau, opened their gates to him, and expressed their sympa-

thy with the Americans. Montgomery next appeared before

Quebec, and being joined by Colonel Arnold, and now having

about 1000 or 1200 men, he, on the 3 1st of December, com-

menced an attack upon that city. Quebec then contained about

5000 inhabitants, and had about 1800 men to defend it, compos-

ed of soldiers, sailors and Canadians. In the attack, Montgo-

mery was killed, and his army was defeated, Upon the news

of this defeat, the Americans sent, during the spring of 1776, some

more soldiers to invade Canada, and they were accompanied by

the celebrated philosopher, Benjamin Franklin, and two other

persons named Chase and Carroll. These three gentlemen were

ordered to converse with the Catholic clergy here to induce them

to recommend the French Canadians to rebel against England.

Their efforts did not succeed. The American soldiers then re-

treated from Quebec, being pursued by the English under Gene-

ral Carleton. During the month of May there were about 4000

* T. iii. pp. 391-92.
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American soldiers in the district of Montreal. Being in distress,

they took what food they wanted by force from the inhabitants.

On the 8th of June the Americans were defeated at Three Rivers,

and again at Sorel and Chambly. The English, under General

Burgoyne, subsequently gained one or two more victories; and

before the close of the year 1776, the American soldiers aban-

doned Canada, and did not return again during the remainder of

this war between them and England.

In my last letter, I stated that the Quebec Act of 1762 did not

remove the uncertainties which were produced by having both

the law of England and the law of France in operation in Cana-

da, because the judges were frequently doubtful whether one law

or the other should decide the disputes which were laid before

them. The people, therefore, continued dissatisfied from this,

and other causes, which are not necessary here to mention. To

remove their complaints, however, the English Parliament made

a law in 1791, which is commonly called " the Constitutional

Act." This law caused some very important changes in our

Government, which 1 will endeavor lo explain to you.

This " Constitutional Act" was first laid before the British

Parliament, in England, in the Spring o( 1791, by a celebrated

orator^ and statesman, Mr. Pitt. As soon as the Canadians

heard this, and had read the alterations he was going to make,

they sent a gentleman, named Lymburner, to London, to state to

the members of that Parliament what remedies Canada wanted,

and to entreat the Parliament to make some alterations in the

changes which Mr. Pitt desired to make. He objected, on

behalf of the Canadians to Mr. Pitt's proposal to divide

Canada into two parts ; one to be called Upper Canada, and

the other part Lower Canada. He said it would be much better

not to divide Canada, because then, the English who had settled

here would be separated from Ihd French Canadians. This se-

paration would create distinctions, and make them strangers to

each other, and, perhaps, cause them to dislike each other. But

I am sorry to say, that the Parliament, notwithstanding this, di-

vided Canada into two parts, and this division, no doubt, produc-

ed some of the bad feeling which formerly existed between those

of English and those ot French origin in this country. But in

1641 Canada was no longer divided, but united into one Province
;

and this ill-feeling is, I am glad to say, rapidly dying away. I
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is very wrong for any one to dislike another, because he or his

forefathers were born in France, or in England, or in any foreign

country. We should look upon all mankind as brethren, and

know no distinction but that which exists between a bad man
and a good man.

Mr. Lymburner also begged that the English Parliament

would let the Canadians know what disputes should be settled

by the French law, and what by the English law ; and he

suggested that the French law should govern disputes about

lands and houses, &c. ; that the English law should settle dis-

putes which might arise between merchants ; and that crim-

inals should be tried according to the criminal law of England.

He opposed Mr. Pitt's proposal, that the office of Legislative

Councillor should be hereditary—that is, that the office should

descend to the eldest son of a Legislative Councillor, on the

death of his father. He desired that the Feudal Tenure should

be gradually abolished, and that Canadians should have more

power in their self-government than they before had.

Some of Mr. Lymburner's suggestions were adopted, and,

the " Constitutional Act" was made law in December, 1791,

and put in force in Canada on the 7th May, 1792, by a Royal

Proclamation.

In my next I will describe the principal changes which this

law created. I remain, truly yours,

J. P.

Punctuality.—A committee of eight gentlemen had been

appointed to meet at 12 o'clock. Seven of them were punctual,

but the eighth came bustling in with apologies for being a

quarter of an hour behind the time. "The time," says he,

" passed away without my being aware of it. I had no idea of its

being so late." A Quaker present, said, " Friend, I am not

sure that we should admit thy apology. It was a matter of re-

grot that thou shouldst have wasted thine own quarter of an

hour, but there are seven, besides thyself, whose time thou hast

also consumed, amounting in the whole, to two hours ; and only

one-eighth of it was thine own property"
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THE BEAR

RUIN is a softer appellation for the un-

wieldy and terrible Bear, who has

reigned in his native forest and been in-

voked from time immemorial by thought-

less mothers, and unprincipled nurses to

still noisy children. He is occasionally

seen with a keeper walking with a mea-

sured tread through our streets. The

best place to make his acquaintance is

in a Zoological Garden where he is secured

by a chain. He is not so rough, and un.

couth in nature as we are apt to suppose. The

following account of a Bear shows that kindness and intelli-

gence are possessed by the species :

—

'* The Bear is capable of generous attachment. Leopold,

Duke of Lorraine, had a bear called Marco, of the sagacity

and sensibility ot which we have the following remarkable in-

stance :—During the winter of 1709 a Savoyard boy ready to

perish with cold in a barn, in which he had been put by a good

woman with some of his companions, thought proper to enter

Marco's hut, without reflecting on the danger which he ran by

exposing himself to the mercy of the animal which had occu-

pied it. Marco, however, instead ot doing any injury to the

child, took him between his paws, and warmed him by pressing

him to his breast until next morning, when he suffered him to

depart to ramble about the city. The young Savoyard return-

ed in the evening to the hut, and was received with the same

affection. For several days he had no other retreat, and it add-

ed not a little to his joy that the bear reserved part of his food

for him. A number of days passed in this manner without the

servants knowing anything of the circumstance. At length,

when one of them came one day to bring the bear its supper,

rather later than ordinary, he was astonished to see the animal

roll its eyes in a furious manner, and seeming as if he wished

him to make as little noise as possible, for fear of waking the
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child, whom he had clasped to his breast. The bear, though

ravenous, did not appear the least moved with the food which

was placed before him. The report of this extraordinary cir-

cumstance was soon spread at court, and reached the ears of

Leopold, who, with part of his courtiers, was desirous of being

satisfied of the truth of Marco's generosity. Several of them

passed the night near his hut, and beheld with astonishment

that the bear never stirred as long as his guest showed an in-

clination to sleep. At break of day the child awoke, was very

much ashamed to find himself discovered, and, fearing that he

would be punished for his temerity, begged pardon. The bear,

however, caressed him, and endeavored to prevail on him

to eat what had been brought the morning before, which he

did at the request of the spectators, who afterwards conducted

him to the Prince. Having learned the whole history of this

singular alliance, and the time which it had continued, Leopold

ordered care to be taken of the little Savoyard."

—

Popular Na-
tural History,

News Boy Wit.—A gentleman crossing one of the New
York ferries, was accosted by one of those peripatetic venders

of cheap literature, and weekly newspapers, to be found in

shoals about all our public places, wilh " Buy Bulwer's last

work, Sir? Only two shillin'." The gentleman willing to

have a laugh with the urchin, said, " Why, I am Bulvver my-

self." Off went the lad, and whispering to another at a little

distance, excited his wonderment at the information he had to

impart. Eyeing the pretended author of Pelham with a kind

of awe, he approached him timidly, and holding out a pamphlet,

said, modestly, "Buy the Women of England, Sir ? You're not

Mrs. Ellis, are you ?" Of course the proposed sale was

effected.

Umbrella.— It was introduced into Bristol about 1780. A

lady, now 8.3 years of age, remembers its first appearance,

which produced a great sensation. Its color was red, and it

probably came from Leghorn, wilh which place, Bristol, at tha 1

time, maintained a great trade.
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THE ISLAND HOME.
(Continued from Page 7(J.)

ROM the time. of our wonderful escape

from the whale, until the occurrence

which 1 am about' to relate, I remember

nothing distinctly— all seems vague and

dream like. I could not :^ay with com

faience, from my own knowledge,

whether the interval consisted of several days,

or of only a few feverish and half-delirious hours
;

nor whether the sights and sounds of which I

have a confused recollection, were real or im-

aginary. I think, however, that it must have

been in the afternoon of the same day (Arthur is confident that

it was,) that Morton came to me as I lay in the bottom of the

boat in a state of utter desperation and self-abandonment, and

aroused me, saying in a hoarse and painful whisper, that there

was a vessel in sight. . . . Morton had already called

Arthur's attention to it, and he was watching it intently. Grad-

ually it became more distinct, and in half an hour, I could

make it out plainly, to be a small sailing vessel of some descrip-

tion. As she was coming directly down before the wind, there

seemed to be no need of doing anything to attract her attention.

I now hastened to reanimate Max and Browne, by communicat-

ing to them the intelligence that relief was probably at hand. In

three quarters of an hour more, the strange sail was near enough

to enable us to see that she wa^ a large double canoe, such a3 is

used by some of the islanders of the South Pacific, in their trad-

ing voyages. It had two masts, with large triangular mat-sails,

and appeared to contain six or seven persons only, whom we
supposed to be natives of some neighboring island. As soon as

they were within speaking distance, one of them, to our great

astonishment, hailed us in French. ... Of course the first

thing with us, was to make known our wants, and to ask for food,

and above all for water. As soon as they could bring the canoe

near enough, the Frenchman, watching his opportunity, reached

out to us a large gourd containing water, of which we drank

plentifully, passing it round several times. . . . The French"

man next tossed us something wrapped in Banana leaves, a thick
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dark-colored paste of some kind. It was enough that it was an

article of food, and we devoured it, without pausing for any very

close examination, though its appearance was by no means in-

viting, and it had a crude and slightly acid taste. ... On
finding that the natives were well supplied with water, having

several large gourds full, we passed the calabash round again, un-

til we had drained it dry, when they gave us another gourd.

Meanwhile, though we were too busy to look about us much, the

canoe's people watched us very narrowly, and in such a man-
ner as to make me feel uneasy and doubtful as to their intentions

notwithstanding their kindness thus far. ... At this mo-
ment the gilt buttons upon Max's jacket seemed to strike the fan.

cy of one of our new friends, and excited his cupidity to such a

degree, that after fixing on them a long and admiring gaze, he

i-uddenly reached over and made a snatch at them. He got hole

of one, and in trying to pull it ofl", came very near jerking Max
overboard. Morion, who was sitting next to Max, interfered,
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and caught the man by the arm, with a look and manner that

made me fear'he might do something imprudent. The savage,

who was an athletic fellow, obstinately maintained his hold of

Max's jacket, and casting a ferocious glance at Morton, snatched

up a short, thick paddle, and brandished it over his head as if

about to strike. Arthur appealed to the Frenchman to interpose,

but before he could do so, one of the natives, a handsome boy
?

who was seated cross-legged upon a platform between the masts,

spoke to the man in a raised voice, and with an air of authority,

whereupon, to my surprise, he immediately dropped the paddlp,

and sullenly desisted from his attempt. This lad, who seemed to

be so promptly obeyed, did not look to be more than thirteen or

fourteen years of age. In answer to the question of the French-

man, Arthur told him that we were Americans, and related very

briefly how we had come into our present situation. He then in-

formed us in turn, that he had been cast away, some six years

before, in a French barque engaged in the tortoise-shell traffic,

upon an uninhabited island, about forty miles from the one where

he and those with him, now lived. Alter remaining there for

more than a year, he and his companions, having reason to believe

that they were in the neighborhood of a group occasionally visit-

ed by trading vessels, had set out in search of it, in a small boat.

Their belief as to the existence and situation of these islands

proved to be well founded
;

they had finally succeeded in reach-

ing them, had been hospitably received and treated by the natives,

among whom they had acquired considerable influence, but had

as yet had no opportunity of returning home. . . .

He directed us to put up our sail, and steer after the canoe.

He spoke with the air of one delivering a command, and evident-

ly considered us entirely under his control. But of course we
felt no disposition to object to what he directed. . .

The young native who had interfered so effectually in Max's

behalf, observing the eagerness with which we had devoured the

doughy mass of pounded bread-fruit, tossed another cake of the

same substance into the boat as we separated, which when dis-

tributed, afforded a morsel or two to each of us. I had particu-

larly observed this boy on the first approach of the canoe, from

the circumstance of his occupying a small raised platform, or dais,

of wicker-work covered with mats. . .
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We had been sailing in the wake of the canoe, perhaps half an

hour, when I observed in the south.west, a singularly shaped

cloud to which a dark column extending downward to the sea ap-

peared to be attached. This column was quite narrow at the

base, but enlarged as it rose, until just below the point of union

with the cloud, it spread outward like a golhic pillar, diverging

into arches as it meets the roof. 1 surveyed this strange spectacle

for several minutes before its true character occurred to me. It

was already observed by those in the canoe, and from their ex-

clamations and gestures, they evidently viewed it with apprehen-

sion and dread.

It was moving slowly towards us, and we also watched with

feelings in which alarm began to predominate over curiosity and

interest, the majestic approach of this vast body of water (as we

now perceived it to be,) held by some secret power, suspended

between heaven and earth.

" It appears to be moving north before the wind," said Arthur,

at length ;
" if it keeps on its present course, it will pass by, at a

safe distance on our left."

This seemed probable ; but we felt disposed to give it a still

wider berth, and shifting the sail, we steered in a north-easterly

direction. Scarcely had our sail filled on the new tack, when a

cry of terror again drew attention to the canoe, and the natives

were seen pointing to another water-spout, moving slowly round

from the east to the north, and threatening to intercept us in the

course we were pursuing. This, unlike the first, was a cylindri-

cal column of water, of about the same diameter throughout its

entire length, extending in a straight and unbroken line from the

ocean to the heavens. Its upper extremity was lost amid a mass

of clouds, in which I fancied I could perceive the effects of the

gradual diffusion of the water drawn from the sea, as it wound its

way upward with a rapid spiral motion, and poured into that ele-

vated reservoir. As the process went on, the cloud grewdarker,

and seemed to stoop with its accumulating weight of waters.

Our position was fust becoming embarrassing and dangerous.

We had changed our course to avoid the first water-spout, and

now we were confronted by another still nearer at hand.

For a moment all was confusion, indecision, and dismay, . .
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" What can we do, then ?" exclaimed Max ;
" we can't sail

in the teeth of the wind."

H
I am for going aboul to the left again, and steering as near the

wind as possible,"" said Arthur, Cl (he one on that side is farthest

north."

This was the course which the natives had already adopted^

and they were now steering nearly south-west. We immediately

followed their example, and the fore and aft rig of the yawl en-

abled us to sail nearer the wind than they could do.

In a few moments the funnel-shaped water-spout, which we

had first seen, had passed oil northward, and was at such a dis-

tance as to remove all apprehensions on account of it. Not so,

however, with the second ; for hardly had we tacked again, when,

notwithstanding that we were to windward of it, it began to move

rapidly towards us.

Its course was not direct and uniform, but it veered now to the

right, and now to the left, rendering it difficult for us to decide

which way to steer in order to avoid it.

Arthur sat at the helm, pale, but quite calm and collected, his

eyes steadfastly fixed on the advancing column, while Johnny

crouched at his side, holding fast one of his hands in both his

own. Morton held the sheet, and stood ready to shift the sail, as

the emergency might require.

Onward it came, towering to the skies, and darkening the ocean

with its impending bulk : soon we could perceive the powerful

agitation of the water far around its base, and within the vortex

of its influence : a dense cloud of spray, thrown oh" in its rapid

revolutions, envelopeu its lower extremity : the rushing sound of

the water as it was drawn upward, was also distinctly audible.

And now it seemed to take a straight course for the canoe. The

natives, with the exception of the boy, threw themselves down

in the bottom of the boat in abject terror; it was indeed an ap-

palling spectacle, and calculated to shake the stoutest heart, to see

that vast mass of water, enough as it seemed, to swamp the na-

vies of the world, suspended so strangely over them.

The Frenchman appeared to be endeavoring to get the natives

to make some exertion, but in vain. He and the boy then seized

a couple of paddles, and made a frantic effort to escape the threat-

ened danger: but the whirling pillar was almost upon them, and
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it seemed as though they were devoted to certain destruction.

The Frenchman now threw down his paddle, and sat with his

hands folded on his breast, awaiting his fate. The boy, after

speaking earnestly to his companion, who merely shook his head,

stood up in the prow of the canoe, and casting one shuddering

look at the dark column, he joined his hands above his head, and

plunged into the sea. In a moment he came to the surface, and

struck out vigorously towards us.

The canoe seemed already within the influence of the water-

spout, and was drawn towards it with the violently agitated waters

around its base. The Frenchman, unable longer to endure the

awful sight, bowed his head upon his hands ; another moment,

and he was lost to sight in the circle of mist and spray that en-

circled the foot of the column ; then a strong oscillation began to

be visible in the body of the water-spout; it swayed heavily to

and fro; the cloud at its apex seemed to stoop, and the whole

mass broke and fell, with a noise that might have been heard for

miles. The sea, far around was crushed into smoothness by the

shock
;
immediately where the vast pillar had stood, it boiled like

a caldron ; then a succession of waves, white with foam, came

circling outward from the spot, extending even to us.

The native boy, who swam faster than we sailed, was already

within forty or fifty yards of us. and we put about and steered

for him : in a moment he was along side, and Arthur, reaching

out his hand, helped him into the boat. .

We sailed backward and forward in the neighborhood of the

place, carefully scrutinizing the surface in every direction, and

traversing several times, the spot, as nearly as we could determine

it, where the canoe had last been seen : but our search was fruit-

less : the long billows swelled and subsided with their wonted

regularity, and their rippled summits glittered as brightly in ihe

sunshine as ever, but they revealed no trace of those whom they

had so suddenly and remorselessly engulfed. . .

The native lad now seemed to be quite overwhelmed with grief.

He had made no manifestations of it while we were endeavoring

to discover some trace of his companions, but when at length we
relinquished the attempt, and it became certain that they had all

perished, he uttered a low, wailing cry, full of distress and anguish,

and laying his head upon his hands, sobbed bitterly.
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THE OLD MILL.

Bright in the foreground of wood and hill,

Close by the bank of my native rill,

Rumbling early ere dawn of light,

Rumbling late through the winter night.

When all the air and the earth is still,

Toileth and groaneth the old red mill.

Around its cupola, tall and white,

The swallows wheel in their summer flight

;

The elm trees wave o'er its mossy roof,

Keeping their boughs from its touch aloof,

Although four stories above the rill,

Towereth aloft the old red mill.

Idly now in its lower is swung,

The brazen bell with lolling tongue;

Above, the vane on the rod point shows

Which way the wind in its changes blows

;

While down in the waters, deep and still,

Is the mirrored face of the old red mill.

The winds through its empty casements sweep,

Filling its hall with their wailings deep :

Its rotten beams in the tempest's sway,

O'er its iron rod the lightnings play
;

Yet brave and bold by the fair green hill,

Like a bridegroom, standelh the old red mill.

Fair forms once moved through those spacious rooms,

Fair hands once tended its clattering looms;

Those walls with the spider's tapestry hung,

"With the music and laughter of youth have rung;

But now the song and the laugh are still,

In the upper lofts of the old red mill.

But down below still the work goes on ;

—

In the groaning vortex the 41 waste" is thrown;

While heavily turneth the pondrous wheel,

And the web comes forth o'er the whirling reel

;

Good honest service it doeth still,

That shattered and wind-swept old red mill.

And one, who with long and patient care,

Kept guardian watch o'er labors there,

—

Who at early morning and evening late,

By thoae groaning engines was wont to wait,
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That he with comfort his home might fill,

No longer treads through the old red mill.

No more we see him, with silvery hair,

Slowly ascending the broken stair

That leads from that doorway, with rubbish strewed,

Up the eteep green bank to the village road
;

Or, pausing awhile on the brow of the hill,

Gaze thoughtfully down on the old red mill.

He has passed away with his kindly smile,

With his heart so cheerful and free from guile ;

Sweet is his memory, sweel and dear,

To the friends that loved him while he was here ;

And long will the depths of our being thrill.

To the memories linked with the old red mill.

The sire has passed, and ah ! not alone,

Another link from our chain is gone !

Another whose heart of love is cold,

Whose form has passed to the dust and mould,

No more will cross our cottage sill.

Or gaze with us on the old red mill.

Then let old ruin about it lurk,

Let it rumble on in its daily work :

It will pass away as they have passed.

For we all must tottle and fall at last

;

Well would it be could we each fulfil

As patient a lot as the old red mill ! Mas. Mayo.

A man who has no enemies is seldom good for anything.

He is mnde of that kind of material which is so easily worked,

that every one tries a hand in it. A sterling character—one

who thinks for himself and speaks what he thinks— is always

sure to have enemies. They are as necessary to him as fresh

air. They keep him alive and active. A celebrated person,

who was surrounded by enemies, used to say: "They are

sparks, which, if you do not blow them, will go out of them-

selves." Let this be your feeling, while endeavoring to live

down the scandal of those who are bitter against you. If you

stop to dispute, you do but as they desire, and open the way for

more abuse. Let the poor fellows talk. There will be a re-

action, if you do but perform your duty ; and hundreds, who were

once alienated lrom you, will flock to you, and acknowledge

their error.
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN, OR LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

HALEY S DELAY STRUGGLE ANDAND PURSUIT.— ELIZA S

NARROW ESCAPE.

CHAPTER VI.

THOUGH Mis. Shelby had promised that the

dinner should be hurried on !he table, yet it was

soon seen, as the thing has often been seen he-

yffore, that it required more than one to make a bargain.

So, although the order was fairly

given out in Haley's hearing, and

carried to Aunt Chloe by at least

J half a dozen juvenile messengers,

r that dignitary only gave certain very

gruff snorts, and tosses of her head,

and went on w.th every operation

in an unusually leisurely and cir-

Bc&) cumstantial manner.

For some singular reason, an

impression seemed to reign among

the servants generally that Mis&is would

not be particularly disobliged by delay
;

and it was wonderful what a number of counter accidents occur-

red constantly, to retard the course of things. .

There was !rom time to time giggling news biought into the

kitchen that " Mas'r Haley was mighty oneasy, and that he

could n't sit in his cheer no ways, but was a walkiu' and slalkin'

to the winders and through the porch.''

'* Sarves him right !
" said Aunt Chloe, indignantly, " He'll

get mis nor oneasy, one ol these days, if he don't mend fiis

ways."

Aunt Chloe, who was much revered in the kitchen, was listen-

ed to with open mouth
;
and, the dinner bein<r now fairly sent in,

the whole kitchen was at leisure to gossip with her, and to listen

to her remarks.

" Sich 'II be burnt up forever, and no mistake ; won't ther ?"

said Andy.

" I'd be glad to see it, 1 '11 be bounV
5
said little Jake.
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" Chil'en !" said a voice, that made them all start. It was

Uncle Tom, who had come in, and stood listening to the conver-

sation at the door.

" Chil'en !" he said, " I'm afeard you don't know what ye're

sayin'. Forever is a dregful word, chil'en ; it's awful to think

on't. You oughtenter wish that ar to any human crittur."

" We would n't to anybody but the soul-drivers," said Andy
;

" nobody can help wishing it to them, them's so awful wicked."

" Don't natur herself kinder cry out on em ?'' said Aunt Chloe.

. . . "Don't dey tear wife and husband apart?" said

Aunt Chloe, beginning to cry, " when it's jest takin' the very life

on 'em ?—and all the while does they feel one bit*—don't dey

drink and smoke, and take it oncommon easy ? Lor, if the devil

don't get them, what's he good for?" And Aunt Chloe covered

her face with her checked apron, and began to sob in good

earnest.

" Pray for them that 'spitefully use you, the good book says,"

says Tom. . . .

The bell here rang, and Tom was summoned to the parlor.

" Tom," said his master, kindly, " I want you to notice that I

give this gentleman bonds to forfeit a thousand dollars if you are

not on the spot when he wants you ; he's going to-day to look af-

ter his other business, and you can have .the day to yourself. Go

anywhere you like, boy."

" Thank you, Mas'r," said Tom.
" And mind yerself," said the trader, " and don't come it over

your master with any o' yer nigger tricks ; for I'll take every cent

out of him, if you an't thar. If he 'd hear to me, he would n'

trust any on ye—slippery as eels !"

" Mas'r," said Tom,—and he stood very straight,—** I was jist

eight years old when ole Missis put you into my arms, and you

was n't a year old. 4 Thar,' says she, < Tom, that's to be your

young Mas'r; take good care on him,' says she. And now Ijist

ask you, Mas'r, have I ever broke word to you, or gone contrary

to you, 'specially since I was a Christian ?''

Mr. Shelby was fairly overcome, and the tears rose to his

eyes.

"My good boy," said he, "the Lord knows you say but the

truth ; and if I was able to help it, all the world should n't buy

you."
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"And sure as I am a Christian woman," said Mrs. Shelby,

"you shall be redeemed as soon as I can any way bring together

means. Sir," she said to Haley, " take good account of who you

sell him to, and let me know."
" Lor, yes, for that matter," said the trader, "I may bring him

up in a year, not much the wuss for wear, and trade him back."

• • •

At two o'clock Sam and Andy brought the horses up to the

posts, apparently greatly refreshed and invigorated by the scamper

of the morning.

Sam was there new oiled from dinner, with an abundance of

zealous and ready officiousness. As Haley approached, he was

boasting, in flourishing style, to Andy, of the evident and eminent

success of the operation, now that he had " farly come to it.''

"Your master, I s'pose, don't keep no dogs," said Haley,

thoughtfully, as he prepared to mount.

et Heaps on 'em," said Sam, triumphantly; "thar's Bruno-
he's a roarer ! and, besides thai, 'bout every nigger of us keeps

a pup of some natur or other."

" Poh !" said Haley. . . . " But your master don't keep

no dogs (I pretty much know he don't) for trackin' out niggers."

Sam knew exactly what he meant, but he kept on a look of

earnest and desperate simplicity.

H Our dogs all smells round considerable sharp. I spect they's

the kind, though they han't never had no practice. They's far

dogs, though, at most any thing, if you'd get 'em started. Here,

Bruno,'' he called, whistling to the lumbering Newfoundland, who

came pitching tumultuously toward them.

" You go hang !" said Haley, getting up. " Come, tumble up

now."

Sam tumbled up accordingly, dexterously contriving to tickle

Andy as he did so, which occasioned Andy to split out into a

laugh, greatly to Haley's indignation, who made a cut at him with

his riding-whip.

" Ps 'stonished at yer, Andy," said Sam, with awful gravity.

" This yer's a seris bisness, Andy. Yer must n't be a makin'

game. This yer an't no way to help Mas'r."

" I shall take the straight road to the river," said Haley, de-

cidedly, after they had come to the boundaries of the estate. "
I

H
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know the way of all of 'em,—they makes tracks for the under*

ground."

" Sartin," said Sam, < dat's de idee. Mas'r Haley hits de

thing right in the middle. Now der's two roads to de river,

—

de dirt road and der pike,—which Mas'r mean to take?" . . .

THE MOTHER'S STRUGGLE.

It is impossible to conceive of a human creature more wholly

desolate and forlorn than Eliza, when she turned her foot-

steps from Uncle Tom's cabin.

Her husband's suffering and dangers, and the danger of her

child, all blended in her mind, with a confused and stunning

sense of the risk she was running, in leaving the only home
she had ever known, and cutting loose from the protection

of a friend whom she loved and revered. Then there was the

parting from every familiar object,— the place where she had

grown up, the trees under which she had played, the groves

where she had walked many an evening in happier days, by the

side of her young husband,—everything, as it lay in the clear,

frosty starlight, seemed to speak reproachfully to her, and ask her

whither could she go from a home like that 1 . . .

An hour before sunset, she entered the village ot T , by

the Ohio river, weary and foot-sore, but still strong in heart. Her

first glance was at the river, which lay, like Jordan, between her

and the Canaan of liberty on the other side.

It was now early spring, and the river was swollen and turbu-

lent
;
great cakes of floating ice were swinging heavily to and fro

in the turbid waters. Owing to the peculiar form of the shore

on the Kentucky side, the land bending far out into the water, the

ice had been lodged and detained in great quantities, and the nar-

row channel which swept round the bend was full ot ice, piled

one cake over another, thus forming a temporary barrier to the

descending ice, which lodged, and formed a great, undulating raft

tilling up the whole river, and extending almost to the Kentucky

shore.

Eliza stood, for a moment, contemplating this unfavorable as-

pect of things, which she saw at once must prevent the usual fer-

ry-boat from running, and then turned into a small public house

on the bank, to make a few inquiries.
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The hostess, who was busy in various fizzing and stewing op-

erations over the fire, preparatory to the evening meal, stopped,

with a fork in her hand, as Eliza's sweet and plaintive voice ar-

rested her.

" What is it?" she said.

" Is n't there any ferry or boat, that takes people over to B ,

now ?" she said.

« No, indeed !" said the woman ;
" the boats has stopped rim-

ing." . . .

Here we must take our leave ot her for the present, to follow

the course of her pursuers.

In consequence of all the various delays, it was about three

quarters of an hour after Eliza had laid her child to sleep in the

village tavern that the party came riding into the same place.

Eliza was standing by the window, looking out in another direc

tion, when Sam's quick eye caught a glimpse of her. Haley and

Andy were two yards behind. At this crisis, Sam contrived to

have his hat blown off, and uttered a loud and characteristic ejac

ulation, which startled her at once ; she drew suddenly back

;

the whole train swept by the window, round to the front door.

A thousand lives seemed to be concentrated in that one mo-

ment to Eliza. Her room opened by a side door to the river.

She caught her child, and sprang down the steps towards it. The

trader caught a full glimpse of her, just as she was disappearing

down the bank ; and throwing himself from his horse, and calling

loudly on Sam and Andy, he was after her like a hound after a

deer. In that dizzy moment her feet to her scarce seemed to

touch the ground, and a moment brought her to the water's edge.

Right on behind they came
;

and, nerved with strength such as

God gives only to the desperate, with one wild cry and flying leap,

she vaulted sheer over the turbid current by the shore, on to the

raft of ice beyond. It was a desperate leap—impossible toany-

thing but madness and despair; and Haley, Sam, and Andy, in-

stinctively cried out, and lifted up their hands, as she did it.

The huge green fragment of ice on which she alighted pitched

and creaked as her weight came on it, but she staid there not a

moment. With wild cries and desperate energy she leaped to

another and still another cake, . . . till dimly, as in a dream,

she saw the Ohio side, and a man helping her up the bank.
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u Yer a brave gal, now, whoever ye ar !" said the man.

Eliza recognized the voice and face of a man who owned a

farm not far from her old home.

" 0, Mr. Symmes !—save me—do save me—do hide me !"

said Eliza.

« Why, what's this VI said the man. " Why, if 'tan't Shel-

by's gal
!"

" My child !—this boy !—he'd sold him ! There is his Mas'r,"

said she, pointing to the Kentucky shore. " 0, Mr. Symmes,

you've got a little boy !"

" So 1 have," said the man, as he roughly, but kindly, drew

her up the steep bank. " Besides, you're a right brave gal. 1

like grit, wherever I see it."

When they had gained the top of the bank, the man paused.

" I'd be glad to do something for ye," said he; "but then

there's nowhar I could take ye. The best I can do is to tell ye

to go thar" said he, pointing to a large white house which stood

by itself, otF the main street of the village. "Gothar; they're

kind folks. Thar's no kind o' danger but they '11 help you,

—

they're up to all that sort o' thing."

"The Lord bless you !" said Eliza, earnestly. . . .

Haley had stood a perfectly amazed spectator of the scene, till

Eliza had disappeared up the bank, when he turned a blank, in-

quiring look on Sam and Andy.

" That ar was a tolable fair stroke of business," said Sam. .

. • "Wal, now," said Sam, scratching his head, " I hope

Mas'r '11 'scuse us tryin' dat ar road. Don't think I feel spry

enough for dat ar, no way !" and Sam gave a hoarse chuckle.

" You laugh !" said the trader, with a growl.

. . " Bless you, Mas'r, I could n't help it, now," said Sam,
giving way to the long pent-up delight of his soul. 44 She looked

so curi's, a leapin' and springin'—ice a crackin' how she goes it
!"

and Sam and Andy laughed till the tears rolled down their

cheeks.
'* Good-evening, Mas'r !" said Sam, with much gravity. "I

berry much spect Missis be anxious 'bout Jerry. Mas'r Haley

won't want us no longer. Missis would n't hear of our ridin' the

critters over Lizy's bridge to-night ;'' and, with a facetious poke

into Andy's ribs, he started off, followed by the latter, at full

speed,—their shouts of laughter coming faintly on the wind.

(To be continued.)
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THE ECCENTRIC NATURALIST.

r%gfjftgf^ yjf^sHAT an odd looking fellow!" said I to

^arc myse^ as
'
wn '^e walking by the river, I

observed a man landing from a boat, with

III Ml w^ at * tftouo ni a bundle ot dried clover on

his back.—" How the boatmen stare at him. Sure he must be

an original." He ascended with a rapid step, and approaching

me, asked if I could point out the house of Mr. Audubon. "Why,

I am the man," said 1, " and wili gladly lead you to my dwell-

ing."

"The traveller rubbed his hands together with delight, and,

drawing a letter from his pocket, handed it to me without any

remark. I broke the seal, and read as follows:—"My dear

Audubon, I send you an odd fish, which you may prove to be

undescribed, and hope you will do so in your next letter. Be-

lieve me, always your friend, B." With all the simplicity of a

backwoodsman, I asked the bearer where the odd fish was,

when M. de T., (for, kind reader, the individual in my presence

was none else than that renowned naturalist,) smiled, rubbed

his hands, and with the greatest good humor said, " I am that

odd fish I presume, Mr. Audubon." I felt confounded, and

blushed, but contrived to stammer out an apology.

We soon reached the house, when I presented my guest to

my family, and was ordering a servant to go to the boat for M.

de T.'s luggage, when he told me he had none but what he

brought on his back. He then loosened the pack ot weeds,

which had at first drawn my attention. He said in the gayest

mood imaginable, that he had walked a great distance, and had

only taken a passage on the ark to be put on this shore, and

that he was sorry his apparel had suffered so much from his

late journey. At table, however, his agreeable conversation

made us forget his singular appearance
; and, indeed, it was

only as we strolled in the garden that his attire struck me as

very remarkable : a long loose coat of yellow nankeen, much
the worse for the many rubs it had got in its time, and stained

all over with the juice of plants, hung loosely about him like a

sack ; a waistcoat of the same, with enormous pockets, and

buttoned up to the chin, reached below over a pair oflight pan-
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taloons, the lower parts ofwhich were buttoned down to the an-

kle ; his beard was long, and his lank black hair hung loosely

over his shoulders ; his forehead was so broad and prominent that

any tyro of phrenology would instantly have prononced it the

residence of a mind of strong powers; his words impressed an

assurance of rigid truth ; and as he directed the conversation to

the study of the natural sciences, 1 listened to him with as much

delight as Telemachus could have listened to Mentor. He had

come to visit me, he said, expressly to see my drawings, hav-

ing been told that my representations of birds were accompa-

nied with those of shrubs and plants, and he was desirous of

knowing whether 1 might have in my collection any with

which he was unacquainted. 1 observed some impatience in

his request to be allowed to see what I had. We returned to

the house, when I opened my portfolio and laid them before

him.

He chanced to turn over the drawing of a plant quite new to

him. After inspecting it closely, he shook his head, and said

no such plant existed in nature
;

for, kind reader, M. de T., al-

though a highly scientific man, was suspicious to a fault, and

believed such plants only to exist as he had himselfseen, or such

as, having been discovered of old, had, according to Father

Malebranche's expression, acquired a " venerable beard." I

told him that the plant was common in the immediate neighbor-

hood, and that I would show it to him on the morrow. "And
why to-morrow, Mr. Audubon ; let us go now." We did so,

and on reaching the bank of the river, I pointed to the plant. M.

de T., I thought, had gone mad ; he plucked the plants one after

another, danced, hugged me in his arms, and cxultingly told me

that he had got not merely a new species but a new genus.

—

When we returned home the naturalist opened the bundle which

he had brought on his back, and took out a journal, rendered wii-

ter-proofby a leather case, together with a small parcel oflinen,

examined the new plant and wrote its description. The exam-

ination of my drawings went on. His criticisms were of the

greatest advantage to me
;
being well acquainted with books

as well as with nature, ho was well fitted to give me advice.

I was indeed heartily glad to have a naturalist under my roof.

Several days passed, during which we followed our several
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occupations : M. de T. searched the woods for plants, and I

for birds. He remained with us three weeks, and collected

multitudes of plants, shells, bats, and fishes. We were fully re-

conciled to his oddities, and finding him a most, agreeable com-

panion, hopea^his sojourn might be of long duration. But one

evening, when we expected him to join the family at tea, he

was nowhere to be found. His grasses and other valuables

were all removed from his room. That night was spent in

searching for him, but no eccentric naturalist could be found.

Whether he had perished in a swamp, or had been devoured by

a bear or a garfish, or had taken to his heels, were matters of

conjecture ; nor was it until some weeks after, that a letter

from him, thanking us lor our attention, assured me of his safety.

— National Magazine.

DOMESTIC RECIPES.

Soda Biscuit.—Six ounces of butler, six ounces of sugar, one tea-spoonful of the car-

bonate of soda, one pint of milk, flour enough to form a dough. Melt the butler in the

milk, and dissolve the soda in it. Stir in the sugar, and add flour enough to form a stiff

dough. Knead it well, then roll it out thin, then knead it up again till it is light and

smooth. Roll it out in sheets a!>out a quarter ol an inch thick, cut it out into cakes, and

I ake them in a rather hot oven.

Preserved Pumpkins.—Cut a thick yellow pumpkin, peeled, into strips two inches

wide, and Ave or six long. Take a pound white sugar for each pound of fruit, and

scatter it over the fruit, and pour on two wine-glasses of lemon-juice for each pound of

pumpkin. Next day, put the parings of one or two lemons, with the fruit and sugar,

and boil the whole three-quarters of an hour, or long enough to make it tender and clear,

without breaking. Lay the pumpkin to cool, and strain the syrup, and pour it on the

pumpkin. If there is too much lemon peel, it will be bitter.

To Pickle Onions.— Pee], and boil in milk and water ten minutes, drain off the milk and

water, and pour scalding spiced vinegar to them.

To Pickle Tomatoes.—As you gather them, throw them into cold vinegar. When you

have enough, take them out, and scald some spices tied in a bag, in good vinegar, and

pour it hot on thern.

Pickled Cabbage.—Shred red and white cabbage, spread it in layers in a stone jar, with

salt over each layer. Put two spoonfuls of whole black pepper, and the same quantity

of allspice, cloves, and cinnamon, in a bag, and scald them in two quarts of vinegar, and

pour the vinegar over the cabbage, and cover it tight. Use it in two days alter.

To Cement Stone on Wood.—The following is a very secure manner, and will not be

injured by water. The stone, say a hone, must first be made perfectly flat on the side

that is intended to be fastened to the wood ; the wood, also, must be flat, and roughened

with a rasp. When the stor.e and wood are thus prepared, take stucco, or plaster of

Paris, and mix with it melted glue, not too thin or watery, and lay this mixture evenly

over both surfaces to be joined, place the stone on its situation, press it a little, and la^^

it by for twenty-four hours, or so, till the mixture hardens.
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PALACE OF ROSENBERG, COPENHAGEN,

Copenhagen, the capital of Denmark, is one of the finest cities

in Northern Europe. Its situation is favorable for commerce,

having a fine harbor ; and it is noted for its docks, and its exten-

sive fortifications. It stands on the two islands of Zealand, and

Amager—principally on the former. The city is divided into

two parts, by a canal running up to the Royal New Market, and

by a street called Gother Gade. The northern part is called the

New Town, and the southern the Old Town. Both of these

contain many fine public buildings, among which are the Ame-

jien Plads, (or Amalian Place), surrounded by four palaces—the

Exchange, the Mint, the Royal Museum, and the Palace of

Rosenberg.

The city is entirely surrounded by a wide rampart, with a deep

moat beyond. This rampart is now used as a public promenade,

and forms a beautiful walk, being about four miles in extent ; and

adorned with rows of trees.

There is quite a contrast in the style of architecture in the two

parts of the city. In the New Town, the simple style of building

found in the modern cities of Europe generally prevails ; while
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in the Old Town, the semi-Gothic style is mostly seen. The

New Town is remarkably well built. The streets are broad and

regular. The houses in all parts of the city are built of brick, and

are from three to four stories high. They are generally stuccoed,

and painted white or lead color.

The Amalien Plads is situated not far from the harbor, in the

New Town. Its form is circular, and it is intersected by two

streets, which divide it into four parts. It is surrounded by four

palaces, two of which are occupied by the king, and the other

two by some oi the branches of the royal family.

Among the various public buildings and palaces with which

this city abounds, perhaps none is more interesting to a traveller

than the Palace, or Chateau of Rosenberg. This is situated in

the new part of the city. It was erected by Christian IV., and

was his favorite place of residence. It is built in the Gothic

style, with a high pointed roof, surmounted by four towers of dif-

ferent heights and dimensions. This palace is not now used as a

residence, but as a place of deposit for various valuable articles

collected by Christian IV., and by his successors. Among these

treasures are the crown jewels and the thrones of the King and

of the Queen ; the latter is of massive gold. Here are also de-

posited many curious goblets and drinking horns, remarkable

swords, and antique boxes, with many other costly articles. Here

is the old iron swtfrd of Christian II., with which he performed

the wonderful feats which the Swedes attribute to him. The
famous sword of Charles XII. is also found here. In this palace

are deposited the vessels used at the baptism of the children of

the royal lamily. These vessels are very precious. The cabinet

of coins and medals, which is deposited here, is one of the richest

in the world. It is said to contain eighty thousand specimens*

Here is also a collection of glass and china ware, presented to*

Christian IV. by the Republic of Venice. Here is also the por-

trait of this Monarch, and his clothes, his saddle and hammock.

As a whole, this is perhaps the most extensive collection of the

kind in the world.

Connected with this palace is a beautiful and extensive garden.

It is open to the public ; and is as great a resort to the inhabitants

of Copenhagen, as the gardens of the Tuilleries and Luxembourg

are to the Parisians.
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PRECEPTS INVITING AND IMPORTANT.
A large portion of mankind cannot be said to live, in the highest sense of the word.

They, like vegetation, only proceed regularly through a series ot natural changes

to the termination of their earthly existence. Such cannot comprehend or appre-

ciate the truly beautiful in this world. The germ of exalted happiness lies conceal-

ed in their inner being, far from the genial sunshine, which might expand it into

bright flowers, and ripen it into perfect fruit. Something is wanting to stir the

depths of such minds ! Some outward influence to draw them from their own nar-

row views, and fix in them new principles and aims. Human life, to be made de-

sirable, should be rightly understood ! W e should invest it with a moral sublimity,

and with that greatness that looks beyond the rewards of this world. The cares,

and toils, and little annoyances of every-day life, would weigh down the strongest

heart, and paralyze the noblest efforts, if considered only with reference to the

present; but when viewed as necessary to prepare us for immortal life, they be-

come ennobling, and we resolutely surmount each day's trials with cheerfulness.

The world is not wholly made up of the prosperous and wealthy. The majority are

those who are struggling for a firm footing in tne crowded pathway of life. But

there are some who, by their own powers, have made themselves exceptions to the

common lot, and have worked out, by their own energy of mind and purpose, a

passage into the upper air of knowledge, and have thus become useful to their

race.

" A traveller through a dusty road, A dreamer dropp'd a random thought,

Strewed acorns on the lea ; 'Tvvas old and yet 'twas new,

—

And one took root and sprouted up, A simple fancy of the brain,

And grew into a tree. But strong in being true
;

Love sought its shade at evening time, It shone upon a genial mind,

To breathe its early vows ; And lo ! its light became

And age was pleased in heats of noon A lamp of life, a beacon ray,

To bask beneath its boughs. A monitory flame.

The dormouse loved its dangling twigs, The thought was small, its issues

The bird's sweet music bore
;

great-

It stood a glory in its place, A watch-fire on the hill

;

A blessing evermore ! It shed its radiance far adown,

And cheers the valley still.

A little spring had lost its way,

Amid the grass and fern; A nameless man amid a crowd,

A passing traveller scooped a well, That throng'd the daily mart,

Where weary men might turn ; Let fall a word of hope and love,

He walled it in, and hung with care Unstudied from the heart.

A ladle at the brink ; A whisper on the tumult thrown,

He thought not of the deed he did, A transitory breath,

—

But judged that toil might drink . It raised a brother from the dust,

He passed again, and lo! the well And saved a soul from death.

By summers never dried, O germ ! O font! O word of love \

Had cooled fen thousand parching O thought at random cast

!

tongues, Ye were but little at the first,

And saved a life beside But mighty at flic la.it."

Energy of Character.—•*
I lately happened to notice," says Fosfer, "with some

surprise, an ivy which, being prevented from attaching .itself to the rock beyond

had shotofTinto a bold clastic stem, with an air of as much importance as any

branch of oak in the vicinity. So a human being thrown, whether by cruelty, in-

Jufritice* or accident, from all social support and kindness, if he has any vigor of

spirit, and is not in the bodily debility of cither childhood or age, will instantly be-

gin to act for himself, with a resolution thai will appear like a new faculty."

Woik if you would rise.—Richard Burke being found in a reverie shortly after an

extraoidinary dinpluy of powers in I'ai liamcnt by his brother Richard Bui ke, and
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questioned by a frieud as to the cause, replied, " I have been wondering how Ned

ha? contrived to monopolise all the talents of the family ; but then again, I remem-

ber, when we were at play he was always at work." The force of this anecdote

»s increased by the fact, that Richard Burke was not considered inferior in natural

talents to his brother. Yet the one rose to greatness , while the other died com-

paratively obscure. Don't trust to your genius, young men, il you would rise, but

work ! work

!

A Ma.run of Washington.—"Labor to keep alive in your breast that little spark

of celestial life, Conscience," was one of a series oi maxims which Washington framed

nr « opied lor his owu use when a boy. His rigid adherence to principles, his stead-

last discharge ol duty, his utter abandonment of self, his unreserved devotion to

whatever interests were committed to his care, attest the vigilance with which he

obeyed thai maxim. He kept all ve that spark. He made it shine before men. He

kindled it into a flame which illumined his whole life. No occasion was so mo-

mentous, no circumstances so minute, as to absolve him fiom following Us guiding

way. The marginal explanation in his account book, in regard to the expenses of

Ins wife's annual visit to the camp during the revolutionary war, with his passing

allusion to the " self-denial" which the exigencies of his country had cost him, fui-

mshes a charming illustration of his habitual exactness. The lact that every bai-

rel of flour which bore the brand of ,k George Washington, Mount Vernon," wa6

exempted from the otherwise unilbrm inspection in the West Indies,—that name

being regarded as an ample guaranty of the quality and quantity of any article to

which it was afnxed,—supplies a not less striking prool thai his cxacluess was

every where understood.

there's something for us all to do.

" There's something for us all to do, There's something for us all to do,

In this great world of ours ; Whate'er may be our lot ;

There's work for you, there's work for From jewelled loyalty unlu

me, The peasant in his cot.

Heaven sends no idle hours. There's ignorance with crime to stay,

We have a mission to perform, And God's own truth to spread,

A post of trust to fill ; Despair and want to chase away,

Then rouse the soul and nerve the arm, And hope's bright beams to shed
;

And bend the lofty will. And not a man in tins wide earth,

Fame may not grave our names in Who holds the Christian's creed,

brass, But may hand down some deed ul

Or monumental stone ; worth

But virtue's trophies lar surpass The yet unborn may read."

What heroes ever won.

A Noble Example.—" Many years ago, in an obscure country school in Massachu-

setts, a humble conscientious boy was to be seen, and it was evident to all that his

soul was beginning to act and thirst for some intellectual good. He was alive to

knowledge. Next we see him put forth on foot to settle in a remote town, and pur-

sue his fortune there as a shoemaker, his tools being carefully sent on before him.

In a short time he is busied in the post of county surveyor for Litchfield county, be-

ing the most accomplished mathematician in that part of the country. Before he is

twenty-live years old, we find him supplying the astronomical matter of an almanac

published in New York. Next he is admitted to the bar, a self-lilted lawyer. Next

he is found on the bench of the Superior Court. Next he becomes a member of the

Continental Congress. Then he is a member of the Committee of Six to frame the

Declaration of Independence. He continued a member of Congress for nearly twen-

ty years, and was acknowledged to be one of the most useful men and wisest coun-

cillors of the land. At length, having discharged every office with a perfect ability,

and honored in every sphere the name of a Christian, he dies, regretted and respect-

ed bv his state and nation. This man was Roger Sherman."
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THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.
SELECTED.

She seeketh wool and flax, and walketh willingly with her hands. She layeth her

hands to the spindle, and her hands hold the distaff. She is not afraid of the snow for

her household
; for all her household are clothed with scarlet. She maketh fine linen,

and selleth it ; and delivereth girdles unto the merchants. She maketh herselfcoverings

of tapestry ; her clothing is silk and purple.

It was the pride of Augustus Caesar, that his imperial robes, his fringed tunic, and
costly girdle, were wrought in his own household, by the hands of his wife, his daugh-
ter, and his grand-daughter : and Alexander the Great, when advising the mother of

Darius to teach her neices to imitate the Greek ladies in spinning wool, showed her the

garments which he wore, and told her they were made by his sisters.

We are judged, not only by the expression of our sentiments, but by the hourly acts»

which make up human life. The impulse which prompts the unconsidered word, the look

which betrays the thought; the little things which, in their individual manifestation

seem nothing, yet, the amount of which makes up the character, and causes it to be

rightly read.

How much exquisite enjoyment is afforded by the mere possession of health ; the pure

taste, the high spirits which render existence an enjoyment, and a blessing ; the good
humor, the pleasure in innocent delights, the light refreshing sleep, the appetite that

needs no dainties, the untiring footstep, and the placid breathing, which scarcely

quickens at the ascent of a hill.

CHIDING

Reproach will seldom mend the young, If, when the heart would go astray,

If they are left to need it ; You would the passion smother,

The breath of love must stir the tongue, You must not tear the charm away,

If you would have them heed it. But substitute another.

How oft we see a child caressed, Thus it is pleasant to be led,

For little faults and failings If he who leads will measure

Which should have been at first suppres- The heart's affection by the head,

sed, And make pursuit a pleasure.

To save the after railings

;

Make not one child a. warning to another, but chide the offender apart; nevertheless,

spare not, if thy word hath passed for punishment. Verily, there is nothing so true

that the damps of error have not warped it. Verily, there is nothing so false, that a

sparkle of truth is not in it. Error is a hardy plant ; it flourisheth in every soil ; in the

heart of the wise and good, alike with lhe wicked and foolish ; for there is no error so

crooked but it hath in it some lines oftrnth ; nor is any poison so deadly, that it serveth

not some wholesome use. A wise man in a street, winneth his way with gentleness,

nor rudely pusheth aside the stranger that standeth in his way.

Origin of the word Teetotal.—The word teetotal originated with a Lancashire working

man, who being unused to public speaking, and wishing to pronounce the word total,

in connection with "abstinence from intoxicating liquors," hesitated, and pronounced

the first letter by itself, and the word after it, making, altogether, the word " t-total."

This fact it is well to know, because it refutes the vulgar notion, that tee has reference

to tea.

Natural Compass.—-It is a well-known fact, that in the prairies of Texas, a little plant

is always to be found, which, under all circumstances of climate, change of weather,

rain, frost, or sunshine, invariably turns its leaves and flowers to the north. Ifa weary

traveller were making his way across those trackless wilds, without a star to guide, or

a compass to direct him, he finds an unerring monitor in a humble plant, and he follows

its guidance, certain that it will not mislead him.

A Miller's Portrait.—A miller wishing for a portrait of himself, applied to a painter to

have it accomplished. " But," said he, " as I am a very industrious man, I wish to be

painted as looking out of the window of my mill ; but when any one looks at me, I wish
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to pop my head in, so as not to be thought lazy, or as spending too much time at the

window." "Very well," said the painter, " it shall be done." He painted the mill,

and the mill-window. The miller looked at it, and inquired, M Where is myself looking

out?" M O," saidthe painter, " whenever any one looks at the mill, you know you

pop in your head." " That's right," said the miller, " I am content; lhat>s right,

that will do."

A Beautiful Idea.—" >Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark
Our coming, and look brighter when we come."

In the mountains of the Tyrol, hundreds of the women and children come oat, when
it is bed-lime, and sing their national song, until they hear their husbands, fathers, or

brothers, answer them from the hills, on their return home. On the shores of the

Adriatic, the wives ofthe fishermen come down about sunset, and sing a melody. They
sing the first verse, and then listen for some time

;
they then sing the second verse, and

listen until they hear the answer come from the fishermen, who are thus guided by the

sounds to their own village."

Iron Paper.—At the Prussian Industrial Exhibition, Count Renard, a large proprietor

of iron-works, exhibits a sheet iron of such a degree of tenuity, that the leaves can be

used for paper. Of the finest sort, the machinery rolls 7040 square feet, ofwhat may be

called leaf-iron, from a cwt. of metal. A bookbinder of Breslau has made an album of

nothing else, the pages of which turn as flexible as the finest fabric of linen rags. As
vet, no extensive application for this form of the metal has been found, but the manager

says, the material must precede the use for it. Perhaps books may, hereafter, be printed

for the tropics on these metallic leaves, and defy the destructive power of insects, of

any color, or strength of foiceps. We have only to invent a white ink, and the thing is

done;

Physic, feasting, fretting, See the rivers, how they run

Brandy, gin and betting, Through woods, and meads, and shade

Will kill the strongest man alive. and sun,

But water, air, and diet, Sometimes swift, sometimes slow,

Domestic peace and quiet, Wave succeeding wave,]they go

Will cause the weakest man to thrive. A various journey to the deep,

Like human life to endless aleep.

»Tis well to work with a cheerful heart,

Wherever oar fortunes call

;

With a friendly glance, and an open hand,

And a gentle word for all.

Since life is a thorny and difficult path,

Where toil is the portion of man,

We all should endeavor, while passing along,

To make it as smooth as we can.

Though heavy the burdea on thy back,

And hilly and rough the road,

A smiling eye and a hopeful heart

Will bid a thousand cares depart,

And lighten every load.

A GOOD RULE.
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EDITORIAL.

In this bustling world of ours, time fairly slips away from us, and unless we

are doing something important, commencing or finishing some useful work to

benefit ourselves and others, we are not acting well our part ; but yield to a

dreamy state. Now, this state of listlessness is one from which we ought to

rou9e ourselves, and not allow precious moments to glide uselessly away.

Our readers have seen the long warm summer days with their beautiful sun-

shine, and rich fruit and flowers, pass one after another away ; and they may

look back upon them as upon a pleasant moving picture, in which light and

shade, refreshing green and golden lints, are gracefully blended. We rejoiced

in the wooing breeze that played gently through the tree tops, or rustled the

curtains of our city windows, and welcomed the reviving shower that came

down upon the fields, and poured impetuously through our streets ; but now
the winds sweep rudely by, mournfully sighing vEolian music amid the forest

trees, while the mellow graver light of Autumn already gives a variegated

coloring to our fine landscape.

Perfection is written on fruits, and flowers, and trees, and all natural pro-

ductions. They have fulfilled their destiny. So let us acquire grace and

beauty, in perfecting ourselves for our higher destiny, by cultivating our

minds and hearts ; that each .passing moment may bear some record of im-

provement, pome noble reaching after excellence, and some proofs that we
have not lived in vain.

It is astonishing how much the imagination has to do with our happiness

We have only to call it to our aid, and we seem talking, instead of writing, to

our friends, the patrons of the" Maple Leaf"; and wc feel a warm desire to

be of service to them and to contribute to their amusement and instruction.

We are confident that we shall succeed, for we have a Urge organ of hope,

and a fair share of perseverance, in our composition, and these, with cheerful

industry, will achieve wonders.

In this number, our young readers will get another pleasant chapter on

he History of Canada. Ignorance of this subject is quite unpardonable in

his age, where so much is written to make it interesting.

All will read wilh interest the account of the waterspout, as described by

the young castaways in the Soulh Pacific Ocean. We wish to encourage a

love for the wonders of nature, and a study of the natural sciences, which is

highly beneficial to the youthful, as well as to the mature mind. They furnish

objects upon which we can exert a great amount of mental and physical acti-

vity.

We have to thank " A Subscriber" for his friendly suggestion, an expres-

sion we can appreciate. Wc arc much pleased to receive any hints that will

enable us to improve our magazine. We will say for his satisfaction that

** Kom Ombus" was once a city on the banks of the Nile in Egypt, but is

now a collection of ruins; a beautiful temple, dedicated lo Ptolemy and his

sister Cleopatra, is still standing, nearly entire. The wonderful displays of

skill and energy, in quarrying stone for such gigantic columns as are still
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to be found at Kom Ombus, must have required the labor of thousands of

men Instruments of iron and steel were then unknown, all their exquisite

sculpture was performed with copper tools ; the tempering of this metal is

now a lost art. The allusion to Shetn, and Japheth in the July number, and to

O. I. Samsoe in the August number, do not throw much light upon the history

of those personages. It was not our intention to give the biography of O. J.

Samsoe ; our object was to give an idea of the good sense and taste of the citi-

zens of Copenhagen, with a brief description of their beautiful cemetery, and

the time and circumstances which led to its establishment.

We have received some fine original pieces, too late for this month- The

music was unavoidably omilted last month, owing to the absence of our musical

compositor. The pattern for crochet work is entirely new, and will be much

liked. Such is the demand for these articles, lliut Mrs. Walton finds it diffi-

cult to prepare them fast enough. We could hardly get one long enough for

Mr. Welch to take a copy for the engraving. Extra patterns with description

can be had at the Berlin Wool Rooms, Great St. James Street, for 3d each,

or 2s 6d per dozen.

As all connected with this Magazine must suffer when the character of the

publisher is attacked unjustly, we feel it our duty to put forth an eff ort to vin-

dicate his rights, and assure all who read the " Maple Leaf" that the pub-

lisher acted in good faith towards the present proprietors of ihe " Snow Drop"

and was not ordy very careful of their feelings, but most anxious to bring

about an amicable arrangement.

In corroboration of our opinion we take the following postcript from his

letter on the subject, No. 2, and extracts from letters No. 3, and 4, bearing

their respective dates, April 29, 1852 :
—" If in the letter I have sent, there is

anything that gives you pain, I beg you to believe that it was unintentional on

my part. If I know myself, I desire to be very careful of the feelings of

others, especially of (he feelings of the ladies. However, it contains sugges-

tions which I felt it my privilege, as publisher to make." Letter, No. 3, May 14,

" Since completing the year for the Agricultural Journal, I have devoted my
means and efforts to the ' Snow Drop,' with the full intention of continuing my
labors in the same laudable enterprise, and I shall be very sorry to place my-

self in the attitude of an opponent to any plan of your own." Letter, No. 4^

May 17lh :
—" If I could have, anticipated your wishes, in relation to a future

arrangement, I might have given you perfect s itisfaction. I have always had

a careful regard to your sensitive nature, and have labored most assiduously

to secure your approval, not only, but to do all consistently in my power to

aid your pecuniary interest "

WT
e refer our readers to the Publisher's letter, which appears on the cover

of this number, and to his remarks on the cover of the September number,

and trust they may remove any unfavorable impression.
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THE VICTORIA REGIA.
N the Continent of Europe, much time and skilj

have been devoted to the cultivation of certain

plants. We have heard of the splendid tulips

and hyacinths of Holland, and the wonderful varieties

and beauties, which the rose presents in France, but in no

country is floriculture in every point carried to so great an

extent, as at this time in Great Britain. We shall not be

surprised at this, when we remember that with many
noblemen, and persons of wealth, gardening is a passion

;

and they expend immense sums of money upon their

favorite plants and flowers, and the gardeners they employ

are men of high intelligence. The exhibitions of the

Horticultural, and of the Royal Botanic Societies, are the

most wonderful sights of the kind in the world. Such

has been the interest taken by the English in the subject

of botany, that men have spent years in foreign countries,

to collect rare plants, learn their habits, and if possible

bring home specimens for cultivation. Among the foreign

plants discovered by English botanists, perhaps none is

more remarkable than the splendid Victoria Regia. This

Queen of water lilies, was discovered in 1837, by Sir

Robert Schomburg, in his progress up the river Berbice,

in British Guiana. All the calamities and trials, which

he had endured in his explorations, were forgotten, when

he saw this vegetable wonder. He says, £* I felt as a

botanist, and felt myself rewarded, when I saw a gigantic

leaf, from five to six feet in diameter, salver shaped,

with a broad rim ; of a light green above, and a vivid

crimson below, resting upon the water. Quite in char-

acter with the wonderful leaf, was the luxuriant flower,

consisting of many hundred petals, passing in alternate

i
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tints, from pure white, to rose and pink. The smooth water

was covered with the blossoms, and, as I rowed from one to

another, I always found something new to admire. We met the

plants frequently afterwards, and the higher we advanced, the

more gigantic they became. We measured a leaf which was 6

feet 5 inches in diameter, its rim five and a half inches high, and

the flower across fifteen inches." It is said that a French tra-

veller discovered the same, or a similar plant, in the river Plato,

as early as 1823 ; and it was seen in a branch of the Amazon,

in 1832 ; and other travellers have found it occupying large dis-

tricts in all the lakes, and tranquil tropical rivers of South Am-
erica ; where its seeds are roasted and eaten by the natives, who

call them Water Maize.

Various attempts to introduce it into Europe, were made by Sir

Robert Schomburg, but all to no purpose, until the year 1849,

when some seeds sent to Sir J. W. Hooker, at the Royal Gardens,

of Kcw, England, gave germs of active vitality. We extract

the following account of these plants from the Annual of Scien-

tific Discovery : " They were immediately sent to Chatsworth,

where, under the care of Sir Joseph Paxton, they grew and

flowered. The germs were planted in a large tank, prepared

especially for the purpose, in loam, and fine sand. The water

was kept by means of hot-water pipes, at a temperature of 75°,

to 90° F., and, in order to place the plant, as far as possible, un-

der the same conditions in which it exists naturally, a small

water-wheel was placed in the pond, in order to produce gentle

undulations, as in the Guiana rivers. The development of a

leaf, on first arising to the surface of the water, presents a most

curious sight not easily described. Rolled into a body of a

brownish color, and covered with thorny 3pines, it might readily

be taken for some large species of sea-urchin. The form of the

leaf is almost orbicular, the ribs are very prominent, almost an

inch high, radiating from a common centre ; there are eight prin-

cipal ones, with many others branching off from them ; the veins

contain an enormous quantity of air-cells of considerable size,

which give the leaves great buoyancy. The young leaf is con-

vulate, and expands slowly. The under side of the leaves, as

well as the long stems by which the flowers and leaves seem

anchored in the water, are thickly covered with thorns, about
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three quarters of an inch long. The colors of the lily are while

and pink, the outer rows of petals being white, and the inner a

rich pink. The entire flower is from nine inches to a foot in

diameter ; it is of short duration, opening only on two successive

evenings; but there is a constant display of flowers throughout

the season. The petals always open early in the evening, and

partially close about midnight. During the day-time, therefore,

the Victoria Regia is seldom seen in its fullest splendor, unless

when removed from the parent stem.

It the development ot the leaves presents such a singular ap

pearance, the successive changes in the flower, are not less extra-

ordinary, and are far more beautiful. The crimson bud, which

for several days, has been seen rising, at last reaches the surface

of the water, and throws off its external investment in the

evening. Soon after which, the flower petals suddenly

unfold, the expanded blossom, like a mammoth magnolia, float-

ing upon the surface of the water, decked in virgin white, and

exhaling a powerful and peculiar fragrance, which has been
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compared to the mingled odors of the pine-apple and melon.

On the morning of the second day, another change is seen

;

the outer petals of the flower are found turned backwards

or reflexed, leaving a central portion of a conical shape, sur-

rounded by a range of petals, white on the outside, but red

within. A slight tint of pink is discernible through the inter-

stices of these petals, which increases as the day advances.

In the evening, about five o'clock, the flower is to be seen

again in active motion, preparatory to another production. The
white petals, which were reflexed in the early part of the day,

now re-sume their original upright position, as if to escort their

gay-colored companions, surrounding the central cone, to the

limpid surface below. After this, the immaculate white of the

first bloom changes to gay and brilliant pink, and rose colors.

Finally, a third change ensues, marked by the spreading of the

petals further backwards, so as to afford the enclosed fructifying

organs liberty to expand. They are soon seen to rise, giving

to the disc of the flower a peach-blossom hue ; the stamens and

pistils assuming, at the same time, a figure not unlike a crown.

On the third day, the flower is nearly closed. All the petals

seems suffused with a purplish pink ; the coloring matter, which

Was originally seen only in the centre, having penetrated the

delicate tissues of the whole flower.

During the past year, the Victoria Regia has been introduced

into the United States, by Mr. Cope, President of the Pennsyl-

vania Horticultural Society. This gentleman has succeeded in

bringing the plant to a greater perfection, as regards the size of

the %wers and leaves, than has been attained in England. He
has also succeeded in raising the lily under glass, without the.

aid of stove-heat.

THE PEN AND THE PRESS.
<• The Pen and the Press, bless'd alliance ! combin'd

To soften the heart and enlighten the mind ;

For that to the treasures of knowledge gave birth,

And this sent them forth to the ends of the earth
;

Their battles for truth were triumphant, indeed,

And the rod of the tyrant was snapped like a reed :

They were made to exalt us, to teach us, to bless,

Those invincible brolhors—the Pen and the Press."



UNCLE TOM'S CABIN. 123

m

UNCLE TOM'S GABIN.
CHAPTER VII.

SAM AMD ANDY's RETURN AND DESCRIPTION OF ELIZA'8 ESCAPE

—

UNCLE TOM LEAVES WITH HALEY.
(Continuedfrom page 116.)

LIZA made her desperate retreat

across the river just in the dusk of

twilight. The gray mist ot evening,

rising slowly from the river, envelop-

ed her as she disappeared up the bank, and the

swollen current and floundering

masses of ice presented a hopeles9

barrier between her and her pur-

suer. Haley therefore slowly and

discontentedly returned to the little

tavern, to ponder further what was

to be done. . . .

Sam was in the highest possible

feather, and expressed his exulta-

tion by all sorts of supernatural

howls and ejaculations, by divers odd

motions and contortions of his whole

system. Sometimes he would sit backward, with his face to

the horses tail and sides, and then, with a whoop and a somer-

set, come right side up in His place again, and, drawing on a

grave face, begin to lecture Andy in high-sounding tones for

laughing and playing the fool. Anon, slapping his sides with

his arms, he would burst forth in ptoals of laughter, that made
the old woods ring as they passed. With all these evolutions,

he contrived to keep the horses up to the top of their speed,

until, between ten arid eleven, their heels resounded on the

gravel at the end of the balcony. Mrs. Shelby flew to the

railings.

" Is that you, Sam ? Where are they ?"

" Mas'r Haley's a-restin' at the tavern ; he 'a drefful fa-

tigued, Missis."

"And Elizq, Sam?"
" Wal, she *s clar 'cross Jordan,

land o' Canaan."

As a body may say, in the
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u Why, Sam, what do you mean?" said Mis. Shelby, breath-

less, and almost faint, as the possible meaning of these words

came over her.

" Wal, Missis, de Lord he persarves his own. Lizy 's done

gone over the river into 'Hio, as 'markably as if de Lord took

her over in a charrit of fire and two hosses."

Sam's vein of piety was always uncommonly fervent in his

mistress' presence ; and he made great capital of scriptural

figures and images. . .

" No
;
w, Sam, tell us distinctly how the matter was," said Mr.

Shelby. " Where is Eiiza, if you know ?
"

" Wal, Mas'r, I saw her with my own eyes, a crossin' on the

floalin' ice. She crossed most 'markably ; it was n't no less

nor a miracle ; and I saw a man help her up the 'Hio side, and

then she was lost in the dusk."

"Sam, I think this rather apocryphal,—this miracle. Cross^

ing on floating ice is n't so easily done," said Mr. Shelby.

'* Easy ! could n't nobody a done ft, widout de Lord. Why,

now," said Sam, " 'twas jist dis yer way. Mas'r Haley, and

me, and Andy, we comes up to de little tavern by the river, and

I rides a leetle ahead,— (I 's so zealous to be a cotchin' Lizy,

that I could n't hold in, no way),—and when I comes by the

tavern winder, sure enough there she was, right in plain sight,

and dey diggin' on behind. Wal, I loses off my hat, and sings

out nufF to raise the dead. Course Lizy she hars, and she

dodges back, when Mas'r Haley he goes past the door ; and

then, I tell ye, she clared out de side door ; she went down de

river bank ;—Mas'r Haley he seed her, and yelled out, and him,

and me, and Andy, we took arter. We come right behind her,

and I thought my soul he 'd got her sure enough,—when she

gin sich a screech as I never hearn, and thar she was, clar

over t' other side the current, on the ice, and then on she went

a screeching and a jumping',—the ice went crack ! c'wallop !

cracking! chunk ? and she a boundin' like a buck! The
spring that ar gal 's got in her an't common, 1 'm o' 'pinion."

Mrs. Shelby sat perfectly silent, pale with excitement, while

Sain told his story.

" God be praised, she is n't dead !" she said ; but where is

the poor child now ?

"
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" De Lord will pervide," said Sam, rolling up his eyes

piously. M As I 've been a savin', dis yer 's% providence and

no mistake, as Missis has allers been a instructin
3 on us.

Thar 's allers instruments ris up to do de Lord's will. Now, if

't had n't been for me to-day, she 'd a been tonka dozen times.

Warn't it I started off de hosses, dis yer morning', and kept

'em chasin' till nigh dinner time ? And did n't I car Mas'r

Haley nigh five miles out of de road, dis evening, or else he 'd

a come up with Lizy as easy as a dog arter a coon. These

yer 's all providences." . .

It will be perceived, as has been before intimated, that

Master Sam had a native talent that might, undoubtedly, have

raised him to eminence in political life,—a talent of making

capital out of everything that turned up, to be invested for his

own especial praise and glory ; and having done up his piety

and humility, as he trusted, to the satisfaction of the parlor, he

clapped his palm-leaf on his head, with a sort of rakish, free-

and-easy air, and proceeded to the dominions of Aunt Chloe,

with the intention of flourishing largely in the kitchen.

"I'll speechify these yer niggers," said Sam to himself,

''now I've got a chance. I'll reel it off to make 'em stare !"

The kitchen was fu'l of all his compeers, who had hurried

and crowded in, from the various cabins, to hear the termina-

tion of the day's exploits. Now was Sam's hour of glory.

The story of the day was rehearsed, with all kinds of orna-

ment and varnishing which might be necessary to heighten its

effect ; for Sam, like some of our fashionable dilettanti, never

allowed a story to lose any of its gilding by passing through his

hands. . . .

" Yer see, fellow-countrymen," said Sam, elevating a tur-

key's leg, with energy, "yer see, now, what dis yer chile 's

up ter for fendin' yer all,—yes, all on yer. For him as tries

to get one o' our people-, is as good as tryin' to get all
;
yer see

the principle 's de same,—dat ar 's clar. And any one o' these

yer drivers that comes smelling round arter any our people,

why, he 's got me in his way ; Fin, the feller he 's got to set in

with,—I'm the feller for yer all to come to, bredren,—I'll stand

up for yer rights,—I'll fend em to the last breath !"
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" Why, but Sam, yer telled me, only this mornin', that you

'd help this yer Mfs'r tocotch Lizy ; seems to me yer talk don't

hang together," said Andy.

" I tell you now, Andy," said Sam, with awful superiority,

" don't yer be a talkin' 'bout what yer don't know notkin' on ;

boys like you, Andy, means well, but they can't be spected to

collusitate the great principles of action." . . .

" Dat ar was conscience, Andy ; when I thought of gwine

arter Lizy, I railly spected Mas'r was sot dat way. When I

found Missis was sot the contrar, dat ar was conscience mare

yet,—cause fellers allers gets more by stickin' to Missis' side,

—

so yer see I 's persistent either way, and sticks up to conscience,

and holds on to principles. Yes, principles" said Sam, giving

an enthusiastic toss to a chicken's neck,—" what 's principles

good for, if we is n't persistent, I wanter know ? Thar, Andy,

you may have dat ar bone,
—

'tant picked quite clean."

Sam's audience hanging on his words with open mouth, he

could not but proceed. . . .

" Yes, indeed !" said Sam, rising, full of supper and glory,

for a closing effort. " Yes, my feller citizens and ladies of de

other sex in general, I has principles,—I'm proud to 'oon 'em,

—Ihey's perquisite to dese yer times, and ter all times. I has

principles, and I sticks to 'em like forty,—jest anything that I

thinks is principle, I goes in to 't ;—I would n't mind if dey

burnt me 'live,—I'd walk right up to de stake, I would, and say,

here I comes to shed my last blood for my principles, for my
country, fur der gen'l interests of s'ciety."

" Well," said Aunt Chloe, "one o' yer principles will have

to be to get to bed some time to-night, and not be a keepin'

everybody up till mornin' ; now, every one of you young uns

that don't want to be cracked, had better to be scase, mighty

sudden."

" Niggers ! all on yer," said Sam, waving his palm-leaf

with benignity, " I give yer my blessin'
;
go to bed now, and

be good boys."

And, with this pathetic benediction, the assembly dis-

persed. ... ,

The February morning looked gray and drizzling through

the window of Uncle Tom's cabin. It looked on downcast
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faces, the images of mournful hearts. The little table stood

out before the fire, covered with an ironing-cloth ; a coarse but

clean shirt or two, fresh from the iron, hung on the back of a

chair by the fire, and Aunt Chloe had another spread out before

her on the table. Carefully she rubbed and ironed every fold

and every hem, with the most scrupulous exactness, every now

and then raising her hand to her face to wipe off the tears that

were coursing down her cheeks.

Tom sat by, with his Testament open on his knee, and his

head leaning upon his hand ;— but neither spoke. It was yet

early, and the children lay all asleep together in their little

rude trundle-bed.

Tom, who had, to the full, the gentle, domestic heart, which,

woe for them ! has been a peculiar characteristic of his un-

happy race, got up and walked silently to look at his children.

" It 's the last time," he said.

Aunt Chloe did not answer, only rubbed away over and over

on the coarse shirt, already as smooth as hands could make it

;

and finally setting her iron suddenly down with a despairing

plunge* she sat down to the table, and 44
lifted up her voice and

wept."

"S'pose we must be resigned; but oh Lord! how ken I?

If I know'd anything whar you's goin', or how they'd sarve

you ! Missis says she '11 try and 'deem ye, in a year or two
;

but Lor ! nobody never comes up that goes down thar ! They

kills 'em ! I've hearn 'em tell how dey works 'em up on dem

ar plantations." . . .

44 I'm in the Lord's hands," said Tom ;
" nothin' can go no

furder than he lets it ;—and thar's one thing I can thank him

for. It's me that's sold and going down, and not you nur the

chil'en. Here you're safe ;—what comes will come only on

me ; and the Lord, he'll help me,—I know he will. Yer

ought ter look up to the Lord above—he 's above all—thar don't

a sparrow fall without him."

" It don't seem to comfort me, but I spect it orter," said

Aunt Chloe. " But dar 's no use talking' ; I'll jes wet up de

corn-cake, and get ye one good breakfast, 'cause nobody knows

when you '11 get another.*'

In order to appreciate the sufferings of the negroes sold south >
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it must be remembered that all the instinctive affections of that

race are peculiarly strong. Their local attachments are very

abiding. . . . The threat that terrifies more than whipping

or torture of any kind is the threat of being sent down river.

We have ourselves heard this feeling expressed by them, and

seen the unaffected horror with which they will sit in their gos-

sipping hours, and tell frightful stories of that "downriver,"

which to them is

" That undiscovered country, from whose bourn

No traveller returns."

A missionary among the fugitives in Canada told us that

many of the fugitives confessed themselves to have escaped

from comparatively kind masters, and that they were induced to

brave the perils of escape, in almost every case, by the despe-

rate horror with which they regarded being sold couth,—a doom

which was hanging either over themselves or their husbands,

their wives or children. This nerves the African, naturally pa-

tient, timid and unenterprising, with heroic courage, and leads

him to suffer hunger, cold, pain, the perils of the wilderness,

and the more dread penalties of re-capture.

" Now," said Aunt Chloe, bustling about after breakfast, * 1

must put up yer clothes. Jest like as not, he '11 take 'em all

away. I know thar ways—mean as dirt, they is ! Wal, now,

yer flannels for rhumatis is in this corner ; so be careful, 'cause

there won't nobody make ye ho more. Then here 's yer old

shirts, and these yer is new ones. I toed off these yer stock-

ings last night, and put de ball in 'em to mend with. But Lor

!

who '11 ever mend for ye ?" and Aunt Chloe, again overcome,

laid her head on the box side, and sobbed. . . .

Here one of the boys called out, "Thar's Missis a.coinin'

in !"

Mrs. Shelby entered. " Tom," she said, " L come to—•" and

stopping suddenly, and regarding the silent group, she sat down

in the chair, and, covering her face with her handkerchief, be-

gan to sob.

" Lor, now, Missis, don't—don't!" said Aunt Chloe, burst-

ing out in her turn ; and for a few moments they all wept in

company. And in those tears they all shed together, the high

and the lowly, melted away all the heart-burnings and anger of
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the oppressed. O, ye who visit the distressed, do ye know that

everything your money can buy, given with a cold, averted face,

is not worth one honest tear shed in real sympathy "?

My good fellow," said Mrs. Shelby, 11 1 can't give you any-

thing to do you any good. If I give you money, it will only be

taken from you. But I tell you solemnly, and before God, that

I will keep trace of you, and bring you back as soon as I can

command the money ;—and, till then, trust in God !"

Here the boys called out that Mas'r Haley was coming, and

then an unceremonious kick pushed open the door. Haley stood

there in very ill humor, having ridden hard the night before,

and being not at all pacified by his ill success in re-capturing

his prey.

•* Come, ,,
said he, 11 ye nigger, ye'r ready ? Servant ma'am !"

said he, taking off his hat, as he saw Mrs. Shelby.

Aunt Chloe shut and corded the box, and, getting up, looked

gruffly on the trader, her tears seeming suddenly turned to sparks

of fire.

Tom rose up meekly, to follow his new master, and raised

up his heavy box on his shoulder. His wife took the baby in

her arms to go with him to the waggon, and the children, still

crying, trailed on behind. . . .

"Get in!" said Haley to Tom, as he strode through the

crowd of servants, who looked at him with lowering brows.

Tom got in, and Haley, drawing out from under the wagon

6eat a heavy pair of shackles, made them fast around each ankle.

A smothered groan of indignation ran through the whole

circle, and Mrs. Shelby spoke from the verandah,

—

Mr. Haley, I assure you that precaution is entirely unne-

cessary."

" Do'n know, ma'am ; I 'vc lo3t one five hundred dollars from

this yer place, and I can't afford to run no more risks." . .

" I 'm sorry,'' said Tom, " that Mas'r George happened to

be away "

George had gone to spend two or three days with a com-

panion on a neighboring estate, and having departed early in

the morning, before Tom's misfortune had been made public,

had left without hearing of it.

Give my love to Mas'r George," he said, earnestly.



140 uncle tom's cabin.

Haley whipped up the horse, and, with a steady, mournful

look, fixed to the last on the old place, Tom was whirled away.

Tom and Haley rattled on along the dusty road, whirling past

every old familiar spot, until the bounds of the estate were

fairly passed, and they found themselves out on the open pike.

After they had ridden about a mile, Haley suddenly drew up at

the door of a blacksmith's shop, when, taking out with him a

pair of handcuffs, he stepped into the shop, to have a little

alteration in them. . . .

Tom was sitting very mournfully on the outside of the shop

when suddenly he heard the quick, short click of a horse's hoof

behind him
;
and, before he could fairly awake from his sur-

prise, young Master George sprang into the wagon, threw his

arms tumultuously around his neck, and was sobbing and scold-

ing with energy.
44 1 declare its real mean ! I don't care what they say any of

'em ! It's a nasty, mean shame ! If I was a man, they should

n't do it,—they should not, so /" said George, with a kind of

subdued howl.
44 O ! Mas'r George ! this does me good !" said Tom. 44 1

could n't bar to go off without seein' ye ! It does me real good,

ye can't tell !"
. . .

Look here, Uncle Tom," said he, turning his back to the

shop, and speaking in a mysterious tone, 44 J 'fle brought you

my dollar!"
44 O ! I could n't think o' taking on 't, Mas'r George, no

ways in the world !" said Tom, quite moved.

44 But you shall take it !" said George ;
44 look here—I told

Aunt Chloe I 'd do it, and she advised me just to make a hole

in it, and put a string through, so you could hang it round your

neck, and keep it out of sight; else this mean scamp would take

it away. . .
• ."

44 And now, Mas'r George," said Tom, 44 ye must be a good

boy ; 'member how many hearts is sot on ye. Al'ays keep

close to yer mother. Don't be gettin' into any of them foolish

ways boys has of gettin' too big to mind their mothers. Tell

ye what, Mas'r George, the Lord gives good many things twice

over ; but he don't give ye a mother but once. Ye '11 never
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see sich another woman, Mas'r George, if ye live to be a hun-

dred years old. So, now, you hold on to her, and grow up, and

be a comfort to her, thar 's my own good boy,—you will now,

won't ye ?"

"Yes, I will, Uncle Tom," said George, seriously.

41 And be careful of yer speaking, Mas'r George. Young

boys, when they comes to your age, is wilful, sometimes—it's

natur they should be. But real gentlemen, such as I hopes

you'll be, never lets fall no words that is n't 'spectful to thar

parents. Ye an't 'tended, Mas'r George ?"

"No, indeed, Uncle Tom; you always did give. me good

advice." . . .

" Be a good Mas'r, like yer father ; and be a Christian, like

yer mother. 'Member yer Creator in the days o' yer youth,

Mas'r George," said Uncle Tom.

"I'll be real good, Uncle Tom, I tell you," said George.

" Well, good-by, Uncle Tom ;" said George.

" Good-by, Mas'r George," aaid Tom, looking fondly and

admiringly at him. " God Almighty bless you ! Ah ! Ken-

tucky han't got many like you !"

And here, for the present, we take our leave of Tom, to

pursue the fortunes of other characters in our next chapter.

{To be Continued.)

Eastern Method of Measuring Time.—The people of

the East measure time by the length of their shadow. Hence,

if you ask a man what o'clock it is, he immediately goes into

the sun, stands erect, then, looking where his shadow termi-

nates, measures his length with his feet, and tells you nearly

the time. Thus the workmen earnestly desire the shadow

which indicates the time for leaving their work. A person

wishing to leave his toil, says, " How long my shadow is in

coming!" " Why did you not come sooner?" "Because I

waited for my shadow." In the seventh chapter of Job we
find it written, " As a servant earnestly desireth the shadow."
—Robertas Illustrations.
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THE DOG.

" He will not come," said the gentle child.

And she patted the poor dog's head,
And she pleasantly calPd him and fondly amil'd

;

But he heeded her not, in his anguish wild,
Nor arose from his lowly bed.

'Twas his master's grave where he chose to rest,

He guarded it night and day;
The love that glowed in his grateful breast,
For the friend who had fed, controlled, carest,

Might never fade away.

And when the long grass rustled near
Beneath some hasting tread,

He started up with a quivering ear,

For he thought 'twas the step of his master dear,

Returning from the dead.

But sometimes, when a storm drew nigh,
And ihe clouds were dark and fleet,

He tore the turf with a mournful cry,

As if he would force his way, or die,

To his much.loved master's feet.

So there through the summer's heat he lay,

Till Autumn nights grew bleak,

Till his eye grew dim with his hope's decay,
And he pined, and pined, and wasted away,
A skeleton gaunt and weak.

And oft the pitying children brought
Their offerings of meat and bread,

And to coax him away to their homes they sought

;

But his buried master he ne'er forgot,

Nor strayed from his lonely bed.

Cold winter came with an angry sway,
And the snow lay deep and sore,

Then his moaning grew fainter day by day,
Till close where the broken tombstone lay

He fell, to rise no more.

And when he struggled with mortal pain,

And Death was by his side,

With one loud cry that shook the plain,

He called for his master,—but all in vain,

Then stretched himself and died.

L. H. S

Adhere rigidly and undeviatingly to truth ; but while you ex-

press what is true, express it in a pleasing manner. Truth is

the picture, the manner is the frame that displays it to advantage.

There is nothing, says Plato, so delightful, as the hearing or the

speaking of truth.
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DEPTH OF THE SEA.

S to the bottom of the sea, it seems to

have inequalities similar to those

which the surface of continents ex-

hibits ; if it were dried up, it would

present mountains, valleys, and plains.

It is inhabited almost throughout its

. whole extent by an immense quantity

of testaceous animals, or covered with

sand and gravel. It was thus that Donati found the bottom of

the Adriatic Sea ; the bed of testaceous animals there, accord-

ing to him, is several hundred feet in thickness. The celebrated

diver, Pescecola, whom the Emperor, Frederick 2d, employed

to descend the Strait of Messina, saw there, with horror, enor-

mous polypi attached to the rocks, the arms of which, being

several yards long, were more than sufficient to strangle a man.

In a great many places, the madrepores forma kind of petrified

forest, fixed at the bottom of the sea, and frequently, too, this

bottom presents different layers of rock and earth.

The granite rises up in sharp-pointed masses. Near Mar-

seilles, marble is dug up from a submarine quarry. There are

also bituminous springs ami even springs of fresh water, that

spout up from the depths of the ocean
;
and, in the Gulf of

Spezia, a great spout or fountain of fresh water is seen to

rise like a liquid hill. Similar springs furnish the inhabitants

of Aradus with their ordinary beverage.

On the southern coast of Cuba, to the south-west of the port

of Batabans, in the bay of Xagua, at two or three miles from

the land, springs of fresh water gush up with such force, in the

midst of the salt, that small boats cannot approach them with

safety ; the deeper you draw the water, the fresher you find it.

It has been observed, in the neighborhood of steep coasts, that

the bottom of the sea also sinks down suddenly to a considerable

depth ; whilst near a low coast, and of gentle declivity, it is

only gradually that the sea deepens. There are some places in

the sea, where no bottom has yet been found. But we must

not conclude that the sea is really bottomless ; an idea which,

if not absurd, is, at least, by no means conformable to the

analogies of natural science. The mountains of continents
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seem to correspond with what are called the abysses of the sea
;

but now, the highest mountains do not rise to 20,000 feet. It

is true that they have wasted down and lessened by the action

of the elements : it may, therefore, be reasonably concluded,

that the sea is not beyond 30,000 feet in depth ; but it is im-

possible to find the bottom, even at one-third of that depth, with

our little instruments. One of the most singular attempts

to ascertain the depth, was made in the Northern Ocean, by

Lord Mulgrave. He heaved very heavy sounding-leads, and

gave out with it cable rope to the length of 4,680 feet, without

finding bottom.

—

Family Friend,

HISTORY OF CANADA.
LETTER III.

Y Young Friends,—I will now end-

eavor to describe to you the principal

changes which the "Constitutional

Act"' of 1792 made in the Govern-

ment of Canada.

In the first place, it abolished the

Council, composed of between 17 and 22

gentlemen, who, in company with the Gover-

nor-General, used to meet together at Quebec,

and devise measures for the welfare of the

country.

Secondly, it divided Canada into two parts, namely, into

Upper Canada, and Lower Canada. It gave a separate Go-

vernment to each part, and, in some respects, different laws.

The Government, in both parts, was composed of three

branches. 1st. The Governor-General, who represented the

Crown. 2nd. The Legislative Council ; and the 3rd. was the

House of Assembly. The Governor-General, for each part,

was to be appointed by the Government in England. The

Members of the Legislative Council were likewise to be ap-

pointed by the English Government, and to hold their office

during their lifetime. The number of Members in the Council,

in Upper Canada, was not to be less than seven ; and in

Lower Canada, they were not be less than fifteen. It also
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ordained, that no one could be made a Member of the Legisla-

tive Council, who was not twenty-one years of age ; or who

was an alien, that is, a person not born, nor naturalized in a

country belonging to Great Britain.

It also ordained, that the third branch of the Government,

namely, the House of Assembly, should be, in Upper Canada,

comprised of not less than sixteen Members ; and that the

House of Assembly, in Lower Canada, should not have less

than fifty members. It ordered, that the Members to the House

of Assembly should be elected by the male inhabitants of

Canada ; and that, to enable an inhabitant to vote for the elec-

tion of a Member to the House of Assembly, he should possess

certain qualifications, which I will endeavor to explain, thus :

We will suppose you are residing in Montreal, and that,

from some cause, there is no one to represent the City in the

House of Assembly. Accordingly, some gentleman, perhaps

a resident in the City, who fancies himself able to promote the

interests of the country, calls upon you, and asks you to vote for

him, so that he may "be elected the Representative of Montreal.

Now, then, this law which I am endeavoring to describe,

declares, that to enable you to give this vote, you must be a

British subject, and 21 years of age, or upwards; and you

must possess a house, or a piece of ground in the City of Mon-
treal, which is worth a rent of not less than five pounds sterling

a year; or, if you do not possess a house or land, you must

have resided in the City for twelve months previous to the

election, and pay not less than ten pounds sterling per annum,

for the rent of a dwelling-house. But, if you reside in the

country, instead of in a city or town, and a gentleman asked

you to vote for him to represent the county in which you reside

in the House of Assembly,—in that case, the qualifications to

enable you to do so are different. You must possess land in

that county of the yearly value of not less than forty shillings

sterling a year, be 21 years of age, and a British subject, and

then you can, if you see fit, give him a vole.

This Constitutional Act also enacted, that no Member of the

Legislative Council could sit in the House of Assembly, nor

any clergyman. That the Legislative Council, and the House

of Assembly should meet once every year ; and that, at the end

K
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of every four years, the Members of the House of Assembly

should be deprived of their Membership, so that the people

might elect them again, or others in their htead, for another

term of four years.

It also enacted, that the seventh part of the land—that is,

one acre out of every seven acres of the land belonging to the

Crown in Canada—ehould be given for support of the Protest-

ant Church in this country. This appropriation is known as

the Clergy Reserves, which has caused, and is now causing,

much political excitement and bad feeling in this country, but

more particularly in Upper Canada.

It declared that his Majesty should empower the Governors

of the Province to erect parsonages, and endow them with

lands, and present them to ministers of the Episcopal Church.

Power was given to our Legislature to repeal these provisions

for the clergy, but any repeal or alteration could not come into

force, until it had been confirmed and approved of by the

Imperial Parliament.

All lands to be gtyfn or sold by the Crown in Upper Canada

were ordered to be granted in free and common soccago ; and

so hIho in Lower Canada, when the granleo or purchaser re*
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quired it. The owner of land, under the tenure of free and

common soccage, enjoyed the absolute control of it, without

being burthened by any feudal obligations, or periodical pay-

ments, provided he has paid the purchase money, and, (if it be

wild laud which he has purchased,) cleared it from trees, &c,

according to the requirements of the agreement, by which he

became the proprietor.

In fine, this Constitutional Act gave Canada the right, sub-

ject, however, in certain cases, to the approval of the Imperial

Parliament, of governing itself in all matters; except, as re-

gards levying duties on foreign vessels which came to Canada,

or for the regulation of the duties on goods passing between

Upper and Lower Canada, and on goods coming from, or going

from Canada to any foreign country. In these matters Eng-

land claimed exclusive control, as an acknowledgment of her

sovereignty and protection, but she gave us the use of the

money obtained Irom these sources, to dispose of as we might

see fit.

In my two former letters, I omitted to mention the names of

those who held the office of Governor general. Eight gentle-

men held that post successively from 1765 to 1702. Only one

of these is deserving of particular mention, namely Sir Guy
Carleton, whose portrait is before you. Me was Wolfe's

quartermaster, at the storming of Quebec, in 1759. In 1766

he was made Captain General and Governor of Canada. He
successfully commanded ths British at Quebec, when attacked

by the Americans under Montgomery, compelled the latter to

raise the siege, and drove his forces out of the Colony. In

1777, he was superseded in military command by General

Burgoyne. He succeeded Sir Henry Clinton in 1782, as Com-

mander of the British Forces. In 1792 he was re.appointed

Governor General of Canada, and was distinguished as a

brave, skilful and energetic man. He died in England, at the

close of 1808, aged 83 years.—I remain, yours, &c.

Think nought a trifle though it small appear,

Sands make the mountain?, moments make the year,

And trifles life. Your care to trifles give,

EN you may die* ere you have learned to live.
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MONUMENTAL
j IN SCRIPTIONS

ATH walketh abroad

through our world, and

chooseth bis victims from
all ranks and conditions. He knock-
eth at the palace gate, and lifteth the

latch of the peasant's straw-thatched

hovel. No man-

sion so magnificent

as to intimidate him
;

no roof so lowly as

to escape his notice.

"There is no flock, however watched

and tended,

But one dead lamb is there i

There is no 6reside, howso'er defended.

But hath one vacant chair."

" Passing away. "

We read our des-

tiny in the fading

flower, the falling leaf, and the changing seasons. We feel it in

declining strength, in flagging energies, and failing faculties. Yet

even were Revelation silent here—we know—that all does not

perish with the frail form.—This strong, intuitive conviction has

in all ages mocked the weak reasoning that would shake it, for it

is the impress of God, and nothing less than immortality could

satisfy the soul ! We cannot even consent to let our memories

perish from earth. Who does not wish to leave behind him at

least, " Some stone to tell the wanderer, when he came here,

and when he went away and how it oppresses the heart with

sadness, to anticipate the time, when even this will refuse to bear

its record ! All are anxious to be remembered; the ignorant and

obscure, as well as the mighty and honored. Hence man seeks

to build up lor himself a name of enduring glory. Fame has

been said to be man's ruling passion ; he desires his memory to

live in the hearts of his fellow-men, when he shall sleep beneath

the sod. He will place himself foremost on the field of battle,

where the death-shots fall thickest ; to be called a hero, to have

the world applaud his bravery. And to gain the nobler, and
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more enduring fame, that talents and knowledge bring, what sacri-

fices, what efforts are made ! How life itself is coined into the

pure gold o! literature, until the writer, like the fabled swan, sings

his own death-song. This principle is universal
;

perhaps no

sentient being was ever entirely divested of it.

We learn from history, that the ancients erected costly, and

magnificent monuments, and pyramids, the work of ages of im-

mense toil, to perpetuate their memories, as long as stone and

marble resist the impress of time. One of the earliest, of which

we have any record, is that of Absalom, who having no children

to bear his name, " reared up for himself a pillar." These sub

6tantial structures have for centuries bid defiance to the battling

elements. But few of the inscriptions upon them can now be

deciphered ; the tears of time have long ago blotted them out,

no one now living can tell by whom, or for whom, many of them

were built ; while some bear names of which history has pre-

served no record. They stand there in their greatness and

majesty, as if in mockery of the vanity, and frailty of man.

Can the most costly and enduring structure long bear our names ?

No ! Time defies the skill of the sculptor, his busy fingers will

soon erase them, and beneath his mighty hand the very stone and

marble will crumble to atoms. Yet like the ant, man toils over

what the next careless foot may crush. Our friends are taken

from us, and we seek to make their memories as enduring in other

hearts, as in our own. We choose for their last resting place,

some cherished spot, which seems to us beautiful ; we adorn it

with flowers, and give to it the quiet peaceful shade of foliage,

we carve their names upon marble, and fondly believe that none

can pass the spot, or read the inscription without one thought of

interest in the sleeper beneath. To us it becomes a home, where

one, by one, we bear all that is dear to us, on earth, and where

by each fresh mound, we think with a calm pleasure of the time

when the sod we have marked lor our own rest, shall be lifted,

to open for us the gate of immortality.

In every country, we find chosen spots for the reception of

the dead ; and here may the different degrees of advancement

in civilization be seen. It has been remarked by travellers,

that the cemeteries of the United States, are the most beautiful

in the world. One reason may be, that our country presents
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so many appropriate natural situations
; and, perhaps, some*

what is to be attributed to the taste of the Americans. Thia

prompts them to choose a spot tar away from the busy haunts

of men, far from the hum of human voices ; and guides art in

decorating and embellishing it. Some of these cities of the

dead, are within hearing of old ocean's mysterious and solemn

music. Mt. Auburn and Greenwood, are thus situated ; and

are perhaps the most beautiful. In visiting one of these art-

embellished cemeteries, or even, the quiet country grave.yard,

decorated only by the hand of nature ; a calm repose steals

over the spirit ; we feel that death is not such a bitter, and

painful thing ; that the rest of the grave has no terrors.

It has been said that we can judge of the character of a na-

tion, from the mode of interment, and the inscriptions on its

monuments. The devotional character of the Germans, in

former times, led them to call this last home " God's acre,"

where the

" Seed sown by Him, shall ripen for the harvest."

Infidel Paris inscribed over the gate of Pere la Chaise

—

" Death is an eternal sleep." The rude Scottish tribes, in

their rocky country, heaped piles of stones, as monuments ;

while in smoother England, mounds of earth were raised for

the same purpose. The inhabitants ofthe remote north, unable to

open the frozen ground, cover their dead with branches oftrees
;

and many of the wandering tribes of South America, carry the

body of their relative, on his favorite horse, hundreds of miles^

to the family cemetery. The Greeks believed that the spirits

of the unburied could not enter the abodes of the blessed, so

if one died at sea, or where his body could not be found, they

built lor him a cenotaph.

Our word " cemetery" was introduced by the early christi-

ans, who regarded the grave as a sleeping place, and interred

bodies without burning them. Their burial places were gene-

rally caves of vast extent, which in times of persecution, served

as hiding places. In visiting various places of sepulture, we see a

^reat diversitj' in the style of the monuments and their inscrip-

tions. Some only tell the name, age, and death of the sleeper,

while others are carried to the other extreme
;
long and Mat-

tering epitaphs are inscribed; which in many instance*, we
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feel, must be untrue. Should the sleepers beneath, be suddenly

awakened, could they be gratified with such grossflattery ? There

is one feature of the human mind, which is here often exhibit-

ed. The man, who during his life time toiled on, unnoticed,

and unrewarded, is after his death, suddenly discovered to have

been a hero, a patriot, or a child of genius, and he is immortal-

ized by a long inscription on his tomb-stone : but these honors

came too late, to benefit the departed . He heeds them not,

and would sleep as sweetly if nought but the green turf, and

the glad sunshine were above his breast.

Many of the inscriptions on the tombs in Westminster Ab-

bey, are in Greek and Hebrew, and none but the learned can

decipher them. There are few such in our country ;
though

the same inscription in Latin, and in English, is often placed on

monuments of public interest, because Latin is everywhere un-

derstood by the learned.

Perhaps the curious mind may be most interested in visiting

the quiet country grave yard ; where age after age, sire and

son have been buried. It is here the quaintest epitaphs are

seen ; and it is impossible to read some of them without a smile,

even in so sacred a spot ; but the very solemnity of the place

often increases the ludicrousiu ss.

What can be more beautiful, and congenial to the man of

taste, than a few simple, and true words, carved upon the mar-

ble-tablet ; and how refreshing it is to turn to such a one, after

wearying the eye, and vexing the soul, with reading some long

inscription, amounting almost to a history. We occasionally

meet with such a one as this:—" Our mother fell asleep

Feb. 9th 184-0. When will the morning come V A name is

often seen, carved on the stone, telling that it is also inscribed

on a far more enduring tablet above. In a grave-yard in Mis-

souri, among epitaphs, that seem relics of barbarism, stands a

pure white stone, witk only this inscription :

—

"my wife and

little willie." One of the most beautiful monuments in

beautiful Laurel Hill, is the statue of the sleeping infant that

lies beneath. The tablet, canopy, and pillow, are all of the

same pure white marble, with the figure of the child. The ex-

pression of the sweet baby face, is that of sadness and weari-

ness ; as though it had wept itself to sleep : and insensibly as



152 THE FOREST MONARCH.

you gaze upon it, your eyes fill with tears of gratitude that it

shall weep no more !

It is well for the living to visit the abodes of the dead, 'tis

well to think often of the grave, and to look forward to

futurity.

" How frail is man ! his earliest breath

Is but the promise sure of death

;

From being's dawn, to darkling age,

The grave his certain heritage !"

Mary.

THE FOREST MONARCH AND HIS DEPENDANTS.
A FABLE.

By Mrs. Traill.

On a green extensive plain, grew a lofty oak, of noble

stature ; its wide-spreading arras affording a refreshing shade

from the scorching sunbeams. Thither the cattle came at noon-

day, to repose upon the velvet turf, and rest beneath its grateful

shelter. The breeze played among its shining leaves ; the

birds sang joyfully amid the boughs ; there they built their

nests, and securely hatched their young brood. Myriads of in-

sects dwelt there ; the leaves, the bark, the wood affording

them food and shelter. At its roots sprung the greenest grass,

among which grew deep blue violets, that scented the air with

their odor, and gladdened the eye with their half-concealed

beauty—and the violets grew and spread on every side, pro-

tected by the Forest King.

Spring came and went, and still the birds sang on, and built

new nests, and hatched new broods ; and the oak rejoiced in

their prosperity, and asked them not why they came, or whither

they went. The squirrel gambolled freely among the topmost

branches, and gathered there his store of winter food; the gay-

winged insects fluttered their little day of pleasure among the

glcssy leaves ; the violets blossomed sweetly at its roots ; and

the cattle found shelter and comfort in the cool shade. None had

cause tocomplain oftheir patron ; he extended his blessings alike

to all his dependants. Ignorance begets envy. A stranger came

and rested himself on the green sward beneath the Oak, and he

looked upward, and admired its grandeur and its beauty, its
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mossy trunk, and its wide-spreading arms, its glossy foliage,

and shining fruit ; but he gave no heed to the birds, or the

insects, or the blue violets, and went on his way. Then there

was a murmur of discontent. The birds were indignant that

their songs had been unheeded ; the insects, that their bright

wings had not been noticed; and, most of all, did the violets

complain, that their beauty and perfume had been disregarded.

Envy and hatred filled their jealous hearts, and they lifted up

their voices with one accord, to reproach the mighty monarch

of the wood, and clamorously desired that the woodsman would

come with his axe, and level the oak with the ground. Then

the oak was moved with anger at the injustice and malice of his

ungrateful dependants, and said, " Have I not sheltered you and

your children from the summer's scorching heat—from the

gales of autumn, and the bitter frosts of winter 1 The thunder-

bolt that would have smitten you, has fallen upon my head—my
arms were spread over you—my leaves nourished and sheltered

you—from my own vitals have I fed you—O ! ungrateful chil-

dren !" and the sighing breeze that swept sadly through the

branches seemed to lament the rebellion among the dependants

of the mighty Forest King. But the birds, and the insects, and

the violets still sighed for the destruction of the oak, that they

might rise into public notice. That day, the stranger returned,

and with him, many woodsmen, with axes and hatchets. " Let

us cut down this glorious old tree," they said, u that he may
help to build a mighty ship to navigate the seas." And the axe

was laid to the root of the tree. The turf, torn and bruised, no

longer hid the violets from the iron heels of the choppers, who
trode them beneath their feet, and crushed their slender stems.

The oak fell, and, in its fall, buried the envious flowers, never

again to rise. The birds no longer sang among its branches

—

the cradles of their unfledged younglings were broken, and

scattered to the winds of heaven—the squirrels saw their

magazine of food destroyed, and, with the mighty monarch,

perished the happiness and prosperity of his dependants.

My children—Our Lord has commanded us to render honor

unto whom honor is due—to honor and obey the king, and all

that ate placed in authority under him—and to be meek and

lowly, that, in good time, He may exalt us.
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PRECEPTS INVITING AND IMPORTANT.

Time is the only gift or commodity, of which every man who lives, has just the

same share. The passing day is exactly of the same dimensions to each of us,

and by no contrivance can any one of us extend its duration by so much as a minute

or a second. It is not like a sum of money, which we can employ in trade, or put

out at interest, and thereby add to, or multiply its amount. Its amount is unalter-

able. We cannot even keep it by us. Whether we will or no, we must spenJ it

;

and all our power over it, therefore', consists in the manner in which it is spent.

Part with it wc must ; but we may give it either for something- or for nothing". Its'

mode of escaping from us, however, being very subtle and silent, we are exceed-

ingly apt, because we do not feel it passing out of our hand like so much told coin,

to forget that we are parting with it at all ; and thus, from mere heedlessness, the

precious possession is allowed to flow away, as if it were a thing of no value. The
first and principal rule, therefore, in regard to the economizing and right employ"

ment of time, is to habituute ourselves to watch it.

" The hours are viewless angels, And as we spend each minute,

That still go gliding by, Which God to us hath given,

And bear each minute's record up The deeds are known before hia throne,

To Hint who sits on high. The tale is told in heaven.

And we who walk among them, Those bee-like hours we see not,

As one by one departs, Nor hear their noiseless wings ;

S'ee not that they are hovering, We only feel too oft when flown,

For ever round our hearts. That they have left their stings,

Like summer-bees, that hover So teaeh me, Heavenly Father,

Around the idle flowers, To meet each flying hour,

They gather every act and thought, That as they go, they may not show,

Those viewless angel hours. * + * My heart a poison-flower.

But still they steal the record, So, when death brings its shadows,

And bear it far away ; The hours that linger last,

Their mission flight, by day by night, Shall bear my hopes on angel's wings,

No magic power can stay. Unfettered by the past."

" /» was the boast of Cicero that his philosophical studies had never interfered with

the services he owed the republic ; and that he had only dedicated to them the hours

which others gave to their walks, their repasts, and their pleasures. Looking on hia

voluminous labors, we are surprised at this observation; how honorable it is to him,

that his various philosophical works bear the titles of the different villas he possessed
;

which shows they were composed in their respective retirements. Cicero must have

bgen an early riser, and must have practised that magic art of employing his time so as

to multiply his days."

41 Knowledge, while it is essentially power, is indirectly virtue, and can hardly be ac-

quired without the exertion of several high moral qualities. Some distinguished scholars

have no doubt been bad men, but we do not know how much worso they might hare

teen, but for their love of learning, which to the extent it did operate upon their cha-

racters, must have been beneficial. A genuine relish for intellectual enjoyments is na-

turally as inconsistent with a devotion to the coarser gratifications of sense, as the

habit of assiduous study is to that dissipation of time and thought and faculty, which a'

life of vicious pleasure implies.

Knowledge is also happiness. And were its pursuit nothing better than mere amuse-
ment, it would deserve the preference over all other amusements, on many accounts.

Of these, the chief is, that it must become something better than an amusement, must
invigorate the mind, and refine, and elevate the character; So far from losing any pait

of its zest with time, the longer it is kaown, the better it is loved. It may be resorted

to by all, in all circumstances
;
by both sexes

;
by the young and the old ; in town or

i.i the country
;
by him who has only his stolen half-hour to give to it, and by him who



PRECEPTS INVITING AND IMPORTANT, 155

can allow it nearly his whole day. Above all, it is the cheapest of all amusements, and

consequently the most universally accessible.

The habit of reading is rapidly extending itself, even among the humblest ranks.

Nothing can be more natural than this. A book isjemphatically ike poor man'* luxury
;

for it is, of all luxuries, that which can be obtained at the least coat. By means of dis-

trict libraries, almost every individual of the population might be enabled to secure

access to an inexhaustible store of intellectual amusement and instruction ; at an ex-

pense which even the poorest would scarcely feel. As yet, these advantages have been

m the possession ofa few individuals, comparatively speaking, to whom they have been

a source, not more of enjoyment, than of intelligence and influence. Wealth and rank

are perhaps, on no account more valuable, than for the power which their possessor en-

joys, of prosecuting the work of mental cultivation, to a greater extent than others.

Many have seldom more than the mere fragments of the day to give to study, after the

bulk of it has been consumed in procuring merely the bread that perisheth ; while the

man of wealth may make literature and philosophy the vocation of his life. TobeaWe
to do this, many have willingly embraced comparative poverty, in preference to riches*.

Among the philosophers of the ancient world, some are said to have spontaneously

disencumbered themselves of their inheritances, that the cares of managing their pro-

perty might not interrupt their philosophic pursuits. Crates, Thales, Deruocntus, and

Anaxugoras, are particularly mentioned as having made this sacrifice."

Cicero, who wis more sensible of moral pleasures, than of those ol any other

kind, says In his oration on the poet Archiaj :
—''Why should I be ashamed to ac-

knowledge pleasures like these, since for so many years the enjoyment of them has

never prevented me from relieving the wants o: others, or deprived me of the cou-

rage toaitack vice and defend virtue? Who can justly blame—who can censure

me—if while others arc pursuing the views of interest, gazing at festal shows and

idle ceremonies, exploring new pleasures
;

engaged in midnight revels : in the dis-

traction ofgaming ; or the madness of intemperance ; neither reposing the body, or

recreating the mind; I spend the recolteclive hours in a pleasing review of my
past life— in dedicating my time to learning and the muses ?"

DnOOP NOT UPON YOL'R WAY.
Ho ! ye- who start a noble scheme, Although ye may not gain at once
For general good designed ; The points ye mo.-t desire;
Ye workers m a cause that tend* Be ) a:i<;ut- tune can wonders work

f

To benefit your kind! Plod on, and do nor tire;

Mark out the path ye fain wou'd tread, Obstructions too, may crowd your path,

The game ye mean to p!ay ; In ihr<-aicnuigalern array,
And if it be an honest one, Yet flinch not, fear not ! they may prove,
Keepstedftul on your way ! Mere i-hadows in your way.

Then while there's woik for you to do,
Stand not despairing by,
Let " forwarii" be the move you make,
Let " onward " be your cry.

And when success has crowned your plans.

'Twill all your pains repay,
To see the good your labor 's done.
Then Droot not on your way!

The Harpers.—In 1826, James and John Harper, worked as journeymen in a printing

office in New York. They were distinguished, like Franklin, for industry, temper-

ance, and economy, The well-known editor of the Albany EveningJournal worked as

a journey man printer at that time in the same establishment. ' James" sayshe, " was

our partner at the press. We were at work as soon as the day dawned, and though on

a pleasant summer afternoon, we used to sigh occasionally for a walk upon the Bat-

tery before sundown, he would never allow the ' balls to be capped,' until he had broken

the back of tho thirteenth ' token' " What is the sequel ? The journeyman printer of

1826 has become the head of one of the first, if not the first, publishing houses in the

world, a man of ample fortune, and enjoying the confidence of his fellow-citizens in an

eminent degree. It was in 1844, that, in the city in which he was first known as a jour-

neyman printer, his name Avas made the rallying cry of a new political party, whose
irresistible enthusiasm and overwhelming numbers speedily elevated him to the chief

magistracy of the great metropolis of the western world.
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THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.
SELECTED.

A Babe in a house is a well-spring of pleasure, a messenger of peace and love ; a

resting place for innocence on earth ; a link between angels and men. Yet is it a

talent of trust! a loan to be rendered back with interest; a delight, but redolent

of care ; honey-si* eet, but lacking not the bitter. For character groweth day by

day, and all things aid it in unfolding, and the bent unto good or evil may be given

in the heart of infancy. Scratch the green rind of a sapling, or wantonly twist it

in the soil, the scarred and crooked oak will tell of thee for centuries to come
;

even so mayst thou guide the mind to good, or lead it to the marring of evil, for

disposition is builded up by the fashioning of first impressions. Therefore, though

the voice of instruction waiteth for the ear of reason, yet with his mother's milk

the young child drinketh education.

The heart of the wise teacheth his mouth and addeth learning to his lips. Plea-

sant words are as an honeycomb, sweet to the soul, and health to the bones.

Never was there a severer satire uttered against human reason, than that of

Mirabeau, when he said, " Words are Tilings." This single word explains the

whole French revolution. Such a revolution never would have occurred amongst
e people who spoke things instead of words. Just so far as words are things, just so

far the infinite contexture of realities, pertaining to body and soul; to heaven and

earth ; to time and eternity, is nothing. The ashes and shreds of every thing else

are ofsome value ; but ofwords not freighted with ideas, there is no salvage. It is not

words, but words fitly spoken, that are " like apples of gold in pictures of silver."

Which is the happiest season ?—At a festal party of old and young, the question was
asked, which is the happiest season of life ?" After being freely discussed by the

guests, it was referred for answer to the host, upon whom was the burden of

four score years. He asked if they had noticed a grove of trees before the dwell-

ing, and said,—" When the Spring comes, and in the soft air, the buds are breaking

on the tree, and they are covered with blossoms, I think, How beautiful is Spring/

And when the summer comes and covers the trees with heavy foliage, and singing

birds are among the branches, I think, How beautiful is Summer/ When the au-

tumn loads them with golden fruit, and their leaves bear gorgeous tints of frost, I

think, How beautiful is Autumn/ And it is sere winter, and there is neither foliage

nor fruit, then, I look through the leafless branches, as I never could until now, and
see the stars shine."

A cloud may intercept the sun ; A glance that looks what lips would speak,

A web by insect workers spun Will speed the pulse, and blanch the cheek;

Preserve the life within the frame, And thoughts not look'd, nor yet exprest,

Or vapours take away the same. Create a chaos in the breast.

A grain ofsand upon the sight, A smile of hope from those we love,

May rob a giant of his might, May be an angel from above
;

Or needle point let out his breath, A whispered welcome in our ears

And make a banquet-meal for death. Be as the music of the spheres.

How often at a single word, The pressure of a gentle hand

The heart with agony is stirr'd, Worth all that glitters in the land.

And ties that years would not have riv'n Oh, trifles are not what they are,

Are scattered to the winds of heaven. But fortune's ruling voice and star I

An Invaluable Curiosity.—Horace Walpole tells a lively story of an old porcelain

vender, who had an exceedingly rare and valuable jar, on which he set an almost

fabulous price. One hot summer, a slight volcanic shock, jarred his house about

his ears, and split his precious vase. To an ordinary mind this accident would
have been calamitous, but the china seller rose superior to fortune. He doubled its

price, and advertised it as 11 the only jar in the world which had been" cracked by

an earthquake."
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Among the latest discoveries at Nineveh, one coffin was found, containing the

body of a lady of the royal House. Many of her garments were entire, also the gold

studs which fastened her vest. The most singular discovery, however, was a mask
of thin gold, pressed upon the face, so as to assume and retain the features of the

deceased.

The First Profile taken, as recorded, was that of Antigonius, who, having lost an
eye, had his likeness so taken, 330, B.C.

Belgian thread spinners.—The spinning of fine thread used for lace-making in the

Netherlands, is an operation demanding so high a degree of minute care and vigilant

attention, that it is impossible it can ever be taken from human hands by machinery.

None but Belgian fingers are skilled in this art. The very finest sort of this thread is

made in Brussels, in damp under-ground cellars ; for it is so extremely delicate, that it

ts liable to break with the dry air above ground; and it is obtained in good condition

only when made and kept in a subterranean atmosphere. There are numbers of old

Belgian thread-makers, who, like spiders, have passed the best part of their lives spin-

ning in cellars. This occupation has an injurious effect on the health, therefore to in-

duce people to follow it, they are highly paid. To form an accurate idea of this opera-

lion, it is necessary to see a Brabant thread-spinner at her work. She carefully exa-

mines every thread, watching it closely as she draws it off the distaff, and that she may
see it distinctly, a piece of dark blue paper is used as a back ground for the flax.

Whenever the spinner notices the least unevenness, she stops her wheel, breaks off

the faulty piece of flax, and then resumes her spinning. This fine flax being as costly

as gold, the pieces broken off are laid aside, to be used in other ways. All this could

never be done by machinery. The prices current of the Brabant spinners usually in-

clude a list of various sorts of thread suited to lace-making, ufarying from sixty fi ance

to one thousand eight hundred francs per pound. Instances have occurred in which aa

much as ten thousand francs have been paid for a pound of this fine yarn. So high a

price has never been paid for the best spun silk.

Remarkable Ignorance.— A correspondent of the Boston Post gives the following de-

scription of an incident at Faneuil Hall :

—

11 While my mind was riveted on the Depar-

ture by Wier, my atteniion was arrested by a question from a young man who was sit-

ting by my side. • Which is Columbus?' ' He does not appear in this picture,' said I,

• it is the Departure of the Pilgrims.' ' Oh, no,' said the young- man, 4 he does not ; he

came over afterwards I'
»

AUTUMN.

The leaves are falling on the ground, The joyous bee is heard no more

The vale is damp and chill ; Amid the faded bowers

;

The wheat is gathered to the store, Low lying in the silent graves

Which waved upon the hill : Are all the gentle flowers :

The summer birds have taken wing The azure fount is choked and dumb,

The sky looks wan and grey, And 'neath the rivulet

And from the coppice calls the crow The water-blooms have left the stalk

Through all the gloomy day. On which they late were set.

The fall of leaves and wane of flowers

Make sad a lonely heart

;

They, like the loveliest of our race,

From this world soon depart.

But as the dark is changed to light

When morning's dawn-beams pour,

So death's long night shall turn to day

When Time itself is o'er.
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RECIPES.

Preserved Quinces.—Paie and core your quinces, taking out the parts that are knotty

and defective ; cut them in quarters, or round slices; put them m your preserving:

kettle ; cover them with the parings and a very little water ; lay a large plate over

them to keep in the steam, and boil them until they are tender. Take out the quinces,

and strain the liquor through a bag. To every pint of liquor allow a pound of loaf

6ugar. Boil the juice and sugar together about ten minutes, skimming it well
j
put in

the quinces, and boil them gently about twenty minutes. When the sugar has com-

pletely penetrated them, take them out, and put them in a glass jar, and turn the juice

over them warm. Tie them up when cold with paper dipped in clarified sugar.

Preserved Apples.—Take equal weights of good brown 6ugar and of apples
;
peel

or wash, core and chop the apples very fine ; allow to every three pounds of sugar a

pint of water ; dissolve, then boil the sugar pretty thick, skimming it well ; add the apft-

pies, the grated peel ofone or two lemons, and two or three pieces of white ginger, and

boil till the apples look clear and yellow. This will keep years. Crab apple? done in

this way, without paring, are next to cianbenies.

Preserved Pears—Allow three-quarters of a pound of 6Ugar to a pound of pears.

Clarify the sugar, if brown is used, then put in the fruit, and boil it till tender. A few

pieces of ginger, or fine ginger tied up in bags, may be boiled with the pears, to flavor

them. Vergaleuse and choke pears are the best foi preserving.

Sausage Meat—Take one third fat and two thirds lean pork, and chop them, and

then to every twelve pounds of meat, add twelve large even spoonfuls of pounded
sa4t, nine of 6ifted sage, and six of sifted black pepper. Some like a little summei
savory. Keep them in a cool and diy place.

Another Method.—To twenty-five pounds of chopped meal, which should be one-
third fat, and two thirds lean, put twenty spoonfuls of sage, twenty-five of salt,

ten of pepper, and four of summer savory.

Indelible Ink.—Buy three drachms of nitrate of silver, and put it in a vial, with
two spoonfuls of water. Let it stand a few days, then color it with a little ink,

and add a table spoonful o( brandy. The preparation is made of strong pearlash

water, stiffened with gum arabic, and coloted with red wafers.

THE TWO TRAVELLERS.

Two travellers once rested on their journey at an inn, when
suddenly a cry arose that there was a fire in the village. One
of the travellers immediately sprang up, and ran to offer his as.

sistance ; but the other strove to detain him, saying, « why should

you waste your time ? Are there not hands enough to assist?

Why concern ourselves about strangers?" His friend, how-
ever, listened not to his remonstrance, but hastened to the fire

;

the other following, and looking on at a distance. A woman
rushed out of a burning house, crying, " My children ! my chil-

dren J" When the stranger heard this, he darted into the house
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amongst the burning timbers, whilst the flames raged fiercely

around him. " He will surely perish!" cried the spectators;

but aAer a short time, behold he came forth with scorched hair,

carrying two young children in his arms, and delivered them to

their mother. She embraced the infants, and fell at the stranger's

feet ; but he lifted her up and comforted her. The house soon

fell with a terrible crash. As the stranger and his companion

returned to the inn, the latter said, " Who bade thee risk thy life

in such a dangerous attempt?" "He," answered the first,

u who bids me put the seed into the ground, that it may decay

and bring forth the new fruit." " But if thou hadst been buried

among the ruins ?" His companion smiled and said, " Then

should 1 myself have been the seed."

—

Krtimmacher.

EDITORIAL.

The increasing favor with which our Magazine is received, encour-

ages us to hope that its friends will not be disappointed in its success.

We are pleased to hear that it is welcomed to many home circles*

where (he varied information it contains is read with interest and at-

tention. It shall be ours to aim at continued excellence in the ar-

rangement, as well as choice of subjects, so that it may always be

hailed with pleasure, and regarded as an improving visitor.

A fine engraving of the Victoria Regia, a magnificent Water Lily,

named by its discoverers in compliment to her majesty Queen Victoria,

embelishes the first article of this number.

We continue the History of Canada, and give an engiaving of cne

of the principal characters of those times.

The fable of The Oak, which was written expressly for the Map'e

Leaf, in Mrs. Traill's peculiarly simple and graceful style, contains

a beautiful moral.

The article on Monumental Inscriptions was composed by a young

lady, a member of the senior class of a celebrated female seminary in

Granville, Ohio, and communicated for our magazine. It is interest-

ing as a specimen of school composition, and will give us an idea of

the training pupils receive in the neighboring Stales, where the sys-

tem, of female education is at present diffusing the blessings of higji

moral and intellectual culture,
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JEFFRY, LORD AMHERST.

ORD Amherst, who commanded the

British army, at the surrender ofMon-

treal, in September 1760, was born in

Kent, England, January 29, 1717.

In his childhood he was noted for

displaying great fondness for military

life? and at tnat early period gave all

I
his attention to the performance of

martial evolutions. His father, ob-

serving his strong predilections, was

nduced to present him to one of his

relatives, who was a Captain. The
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sparkling eyes, speaking countenance, and significant man-

ners of the young aspirant, recommended him highly to the

superior officers, and at the age of fifteen he received his

first commission. Having distinguished himself on several oc-

casions, by his modest, prudent, and calm conduct, as well as by his

ralor, and constant attention to duty, he was in 1741 appointed

General Legonier's aide-de-camp. In this high capacity he continu-

ed to serve in the German fields, and thus was present at the bat-

tles of Duttingen, Fontenoy, and Rocoux. He was at the side

of the Duke of Cumberland, as aide-de-camp, in the battle of

Lauffeldt. On that remarkable day, young officer Amherst no-

ticed and appreciated the celebrated James Wolfe, whose enthusi-

astic devotion and spirited bravery on the same field, drew forth

the thanks of the Duke of Cumberland.

No sooner had Pilt established himself in office, than he reviv-

ed the plan of an expedition against the French colonies in Am-
erica. This statesman had discovered in Colonel Amherst sound

sense, steady courage, and an active genius. He therefore re-

called him from Germany, and setting aside military forms, pro-

moted him to the rank of Major-Genera], and gave him the com-

mand of the troops sent against Louisbourg, (Cape Breton.)

Hon. Edward Boscawen was chosen admiral of the fleet. Equip-

ments were made with great zeal, and on February 19, 1758, the

armament sailed from Portsmouth, for Halifax. General Am-

herst's army, which was almo>t exclusively British regulars, was

put in motion, being divided into three brigades, under the Bri-

gadier Generals, Whitrnore, Laurence, and Wolfe. On the 2nd

of June, the armament arrived off C ape Breton. The troops

were landed near Fresh Water Cove, ( Cormoran Creek,) four

miles from the 'own. In a few days the British triumphed over

every obstacle, and Amherst entered the city July 26th, and took

possession of the whole island of Cape Breton. Many illustri-

ous persons were present at this victorious scene: among whom

were James Wolfe, the noble hero, who so gloriously fell on the

plains of Abraham, and whose daring skill even then excited

great admiration ; James Murray, the first British Governor of

Quebec; Commodore Durrell, the young Earl of Dundonald,

who commanded the grenadiers of the 12th Regiment ; and the

renowned Captain Cooke, then serving as petty officer on board
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of a ship of war. After this brilliant action, in which he dis-

tinguished himself, he was promoted to the rank of Lieutenant

in the Royal Navy. There were also Lord Rollo, Major Darling,

&c. &c, and Amherst, the moving spirit, whose wisdom and

energy had enshrined his name in the grateful affections of his

countrymen. Just at this time, Abercrombie was overcome by

the superior genius of Montcalm, in Canada. Amherst wished

to follow up his success by pushing forward with his whole army

to Quebec ; but the engagement at Louisbourg, through the pro-

tracted defence of the skilful French Governor, Mr. Drucour, de-

layed the forces of Amherst too long, so that a descent upon

Canada, was impracticable that y»>ar.

Amherst sailed for Boston, the last of August, and from thence

pushed on through the wilderness to Lake George, where he left

seasonable supplies with Abercrombie, and returned to Boston,

and then to Halifax, to await orders from the English Govern-

ment. Abercrombie endeavored to sustain himself against the

French troops near Ticonderoga,* near which place fell the

gallant and good Lord Howe, and with him seemed to pass away

the energy and spirit of the army. In this year Fort Duquesne

was destroyed. The English officers, with unanimous consent,

changed the name of the Fort to Pittsburg ; a well earned com-

pliment to the minister who planned the conquest of that large

country, With this expedition concluded the campaign of 1758.

Amherst was appointed Commander in chief of the British North

American armies, in place of Abercrombie, who sailed for Eng-

land the 24lh of January following.

For the next campaign Pitt decided upon nearly the same plan

of operations, which had partially succeeded before. The main

body of the American army was assembled on the shores of Lake

George, being destined to penetrate Canada by the river Riche-

lieu, and occupy Montreal. When Pitt cast his eyes over the

maps of the Western world, and traced its net work of lakes and

rivers; noted its far stretching wilderness of forests, so solemn,

and almost impenetrable ; and remembered the resources of the

* Chi.ori'der.o-ga, means great noise
; (say the Indians.) It was near

Fort Carrillon of the French, built and occupied by them in 1756, and was
a strong post. Its ruins are seen in Esses County, N. Y., and are annually
visited by a great number of travellers—Picturesque Tourists.
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brave Montcalm, we should expect that his zeal would have

cooled, but he thought only of Wolfe and Amherst, and was
sure of success. According to the plan,- Amherst leftNew York

April 28, 1759, and arrived in Albany, May 3rd, to pursue the

great plan of the campaign. An alarming spirit of desertion

broke out among the militia, but Amherst's promptness soon

quelled it, and a great part of the army, with artillery and stores,

arrived and encamped on the woody shores of Lake George,

June 21st, and on July 21st, notwithstanding the heat of the

weather, all was made ready, and troops and stores were embark-

ed on the lakes. Amherst took Fort Ticonderoga from the

French, and repaired it, and gave orders to increase the naval

force on the lake. Then Crown Point was to be overcome. It

was formerly called Pointe-a-la- Chevelwe, situated about eighteen

miles north of Ticonderoga. It was soon abandoned by the en-

emy, and Amherst took possession August 4th ; thus securing

two important forts. On the 16th of August, he learned that the

French were so strongly intrenched in Isle-aux-noix, as to pre-

vent him from joining Wolfe's army before Quebec : and he

was forced to remain inactive until October, although every hour

was precious. He succeeded in crossing the lake on Oct. 18th,

when he learned that the fate of Quebec had been decided, and

from the uncommonly sickly state of his Provincials, he was

forced to prepare for the inglorious quiet of winter quarters. The

next year Amherst left New York with part of his army, and

proceeded to Oswego. He was followed by General Gage, and

soon assembled his army on the shores of Lake Ontario, prepar-

ed to descend the St. Lawrence, upon the enemy's Capital, leav-

ing Lake Champlain to Col. Haviland, whilst General Murray

with the disposable portion of the garrison of Quebec, was to

push up the St. Lawrence. On September 6th, the splendid ar-

my landed on Montreal, and invested it in form. On the 8th,

the Marquis of Vaudreuil, who commanded in Montreal, signed

the capitulation. All Canada was included in this capitulation;

French troops were conveyed to France in British ships ; and the

Canadian Militia allowed to return peaceably to their homes.

The French colonists were guaranteed the same civil privileges

as British subjects, and the free enjoyment of their customs, laws

and institutions. Thus General Amherst planned and executed

/
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an undertaking of the'mosfstriking interest. He continued to

command in America until 1763, when he was recalled. He
presented petitions at several times to the Imperial Government,

requesting the donation of the Jesuits' Estates in Lower Canada
;

but he always met with a refusal, his Majesty's Government

seeing the impropriety of investing an individual with all the

property bestowed on an incorporated body, who had been favor-

ed with it for religious and public purposes.

Amherst was next appointed Governor of Guernsey, where

he gave a high idea of his talents as administrator. His

venerable Sovereign, George 3rd, created him Baron of Am-
herst, in Holmsdale, in 1776, and two years later, gave

him the command of the British army. In 1787, Sir Jeffry

Amherst, was raised to the peerage, under the title of Baron

of Amherst of Montreal. A succession of honors attended

him, until the period of his death, which took place in his castle

of Kent, August 3rd, 1797, at the age of 80 years.

His career was wonderfully brilliant and successful. His time

and talents had been faithfully devoted to military duty, from his

early years, and the history of his life beautifully illustrates the

truth, that unbending application to any pursuit, will assuredly

be crowned with success ; and also reminds us that neither ex-

alted station, nor high enjoyment of life, can exempt from the

power of death. The veteran of many battles, and victories,

must at last resign his commission, and join the ranks of the spirit

land. At that hour, all scenes of earthly magnificence, and

pomp, and the glorious voice of renown, that had so often thrilled

his soldier-heart, faded and grew silent, and the untold sublimity

of an eternal existence, asserted its sway. Happy was the great

General, in his dying hour, if he could look with confidence to

that Mighty Saviour, " by whom kings reign, and princes decree

justice." L. B.

He who can wait for what he desires, will not be excessive-

ly grieved if he fails of it. While he who labors after a thing

too impatiently, will not think its possession, if he succeeds in

obtaining it, a sufficient recompense for all the pains he has

taken to secure it.
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GENEROSITY OF THE POOR.

AVING taken considerable interest

in the trials and struggles of the emi-

grants on their first coming to Cana-

da, I often converse with them, and

listen with pleasure to the simple re-

cital oftheir early sufferings, and man-

ifold difficulties ; some of which are

sufficient to excite the sympathy of

harder hearts than mine. In many instances they serve to

awaken feelings of admiration for the noble energies that have

been called forth in the hearts of the British peasant, feelings, .

and powers, that had lain dormant, because, unawakened, or

been crushed, and kept down by the cheerless influence of po-

verty, and its soul-depressing consequences. I have seen the

poor man who, while at home, sank hopeless and despondent,

beneath the chilling blast of want and disease, here, brave with

manly energy the wants and privations of a new colony, and

battle, without shrinking, the storms of adversity. Cold, hun-

ger, excessive toil, disease, all in their severest forms, were

met, and by turns overcome, or endured without murmuring.

In all probability, it is these very trials which the members of

an infant colony endure in their first outset, that give them that

strength and energy, for which they have ever been noted, and

which is ultimately the foundation of the true greatness of their

adopted country, and of their prosperity, and that of their

families.

I have met with many persons among the rich, and the

thoughtless votaries of luxury, and pride, who maintained that

the virtues of the poor, were at best but negative qualities

—

that there were few who acted well, but from interested mo.

tfves, or from fear of the law ; and that genuine, exalted vir-

tue was rarely, if at all, to be lound in the abodes of want and

poverty. How many opportunities have I had both in England,

and since my sojourn in this colony, of proving the untruthful-

ness of these allegations. A bright and beautiful example of

disinterested benevolence at this minute recurs to my mind,

and, as I love to look upon the sunny side of the picture, I

shall make no apology for introducing to your notice, one of our
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poor neighbors, a young woman, who lives three miles up the

river, in the opposite township, whose conduct is a lovely illus-

tration of the widow, who was seen by our Lord, casting two

mites into the treasury, for she, of her penury, hath done that for

the fatherless and motherless children of her poor neighbor,

which many persons better circumstanced than herself, would

have hesitated to do. It is now between three and four years

since, a poor settler named Bulger, was accidentally killed by

the fall of a tree, while chopping in the bush, (a casualty that

sometimes happens,) his widow had three small children, the

eldest boy not quite seven, the youngest child just able to run

alone. Under these sad circumstances, the neighbors, who are

not very well off, owing to the sterility of their lots of land, did

for her all they could. They helped to put in her spring crops,

say a little patch of potatoes, and corn, drew in fire-vood, log-

ged her summer fallow, and showed by a thousand little kind

acts, their genuine sympathy for her desolate situation. The
summer passed, and the tall brought with it a sore and deadly

sickness, a malignant intermittent, which bore close resem-

blance to the typhus fever. Among many fatal cases which

occurred in the neighborhood, was that of the widow Bulger.

The fever attacked her with great violence. Destitute of those

little comforts, so necessary to the restoration of the sick, with

only occasional attendance, such as her poor neighbors were

able to afford, distressed in mind by the wants and wailings of

her little ones, and possibly weighed down by her melancholy

state, no wonder that she fell a victim to the disease, crushed

beneath an accumulation of evils. Still in her dying hours she

wanted not the consolation of one kind tender friend to close

her eyes, and assure her that she would be a mother to her or-

phan children. For ten days did this good young woman, {Mrs.

Jones, tend her on her sick bed, though within a few weeks of

her own confinement, and with the tie of three small children

at home. She devoted as much time as duty to her family

would admit, and it was in her friendly arms that the poor wi-

dow breathed her last. When all was over her sorrowful nurse

took her away through the woods, to her own humble dwelling,

bearing in her arms the youngest child, while the two elder

ones clung to her gown weeping—" and sad enough it made me
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to hear the poor creatures ask me day after day, to take them

back to see poor mammy," said the kind creature, when tell-

ing me, with eyes filled with tears, of the sad death of the wi-

dow. After a little time two of the neighbors, who could bet-

ter afford their maintenance, took the two elder children, who
would soon become useful to them, though none seemed dispos-

ed to burden themselves with the helpless little one. But it

became dearer each day to the heart of its adopted mother, and

precious in her eyes. It ate of the scanty portion of her chil-

dren's bread, and drank of her own cup, shared the cradle-bed

of her own babe, and was to her as a daughter.

"Indeed Madam," she said, "I have had little Bridget now

two years, and she is as dear to me, every bit as any of my
own, for the little thing seems to know that I have been good

to her, and clings to me with more than a daughter's love. If

I am away for a few hours, she is the first to run smiling to

me, and say, 4 Mammy Jones come back.' She is as gentle

as a lamb, and seems to have thought beyond her years ; for

she is sure to tell me if any thing has gone wrong during my
absence. I do not think I could bear to part with the child,

unless I were well assured she would be taken good care of

;

and she shall never want the bit or the sup, while I have a po-

tatoe, or a drop of milk to give her." At this very time, want

and sickness had visited her log-hut, and potatoes and milk

were all she had to support Ker family. The harvest had prov-

ed a failure, and her own babe was languishing at her breast

for want of nourishment. I saw her not many weeks ago,

she was in ill-health, and her baby was dead, but she told me
with tears of joy shining in her soft hazel eyes, that a kind

good lady had taken her little adopted one, and had promised to

bring it up, and do well by it, " better indeed than I could do

for her ; and she was dressed so beautifully, just like a lady's

child, but she says she will never forget her mammy Jones."

Indeed it were a pity she should ever forget the kind hearted

triend, who had cherished her in her desolate infancy.

This poor woman has had her own share of trials since she

came into the bush. You would have been interested in the

account she gave of the first year of their settlement, " we

were" said she, " too poor to make any stay at a town, when
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we came up the country, after paying the first instalment on

our lot, (which is unfortunately of the worst description, almost

one block of stone,) we had but a few dollars remaining ; so I

agreed with my husband, as it was then early in the spring, to

go directly to the land, and try what we could do in putting up

a bit of a hut, which people told us, a man with a little help

from his wife could do in one day; but it was nightfall before

we reached the place, and much ado, we had to make it out, I

had two little children, one at the breast, and another not much

more than a babe. These I had to carry, one on my back, the

other in my arms, while my husband bore what bedding and

utensils he could carry on his back. As ill-luck would have it,

before we could get even a few boughs cut down to shelter us,

one of the most awful tempests came on that I ever witnessed.

The thunder and lightning made my very heart tremble within

me, and the torrents of rain that came down, drenched us en-

tirely. I had much ado to keep the children dry, by covering

them with everything I could get together, and setting up a

blanket on sloping sticks, over the place where they lay ; but

the poor things were so weary that they slept without heeding

the roaring thunder, or the rain ; and so we passed the first

night in ihe bush." The next day, she said, they set to work

quite early ; her husband chopped down the trees, and cut them

into lengths, while she tended the children, and did what she

could to help. Then they put up the hut. She with the aid of

a handspike helped to roll up the logs, and lay the foundation

of their little dwelling ; and when the walls were raised, she

stood on the upper logs, and helped to haul them up with a ropej

then her husband notched and fixed them ; so that by dint of

hard labor, their outside walls were raised ere night ; and a

few cedar, and hemlock boughs closed them in, till they were

able to lay a roof of troughed sapwood the next day. After that

they raised a wall of stones and clay, against one end, which

served for a chimney, with a square hole cut in the roof to let

out the smoke. They next chopped a bit of ground for pota-

toes. I forget now how they got on, but I think badly, and

suffered from want of food during the winter. In the spring

the wife fell ill with intermittent fever, and was reduced to

the most deplorable condition. She also lost one of her chil-
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dren that year. Her husband was at last obliged to leave her to

get work at some distance, that he might procure food to keep

them from absolute starvation. Just imagine the dreadful con-

dition to which these poor creatures were reduced, when the

husband was forced to leave his sick, helpless starving wife

and children alone. It so chanced that the person to whom
he applied for work, was a good and charitable man. He
noticed the anxiety of the distressed husband, and asked the

cause. This was soon made known, and without waiting for

farther proof, the master instantly hurried him off to the relie

of his suffering wife, loaded with food and necessaries for her

and the children. "Oh, madam," said she, " sure never was

sight so welcome to my eyes, as that of my husband, when he

came in, and set before me, first one thing and then another
;

and I believe that want of food was one cause of my illness,

for in a little while, I got well and strong. Our good master

would never let my husband go home of a Saturday night, with-

out something for me; and his dear wife would fill a basket

with cakes, and butter, and milk, and eggs, and all sorts of

nice things, for me ; and never as long as I live, shall I forget

the goodness of that blessed couple to me and mine."

The above sketch was written some years ago, and appeared

in that excellent work, " Chambers's Journal." It was an

extract from my "Forest Gleanings," and is so illustrative of

Canadian scenes and characters, that I have not scrupled to

restore it to its original place among them. It may not be un-

interesting for my readers to know, that Bridget Jones, the

heroine of my narrative, (and she was a heroine, though one

in a lowly station,) has bettered her condition, by leaving the

hemlock rock, on which her husband formerly toiled so fruit-

lessly, thinking it better to sacrifice the small sum they had

paid in advance upon the lot, than expend years of labor on

that which would yield them so poor a return. They are now

living in Douro, and doing well, the children growing up to be

useful. So grateful is this kind-hearted woman for any kind-

ness or sympathy shown her, that she never failed coming to

see me when in the neighbourhood, and would bring little offer-

ings of maple-sugar, molasses, or fowls, as tokens of good will

to the children. The little orphan girl, now a young woman
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is, I have heard, in service in a good situation at Toronto. I

trust she will in her prosperity ever remember her kind foster-

THE EXILES OF SCIO.

(From a Collection of Unpublished Poems, by Miss H. E. F. Lay.)

There came a dark-eyed maiden,

Far o'er the boisterous sea
j

She left her bright and much loved home,

To dwell among the free.

Rich tresses clothed her forehead fair,

And much her beaming eye

Told of a lofty spirit there,

Untamed by destiny.

A gray-haired man was by her side,

Who shared her gentle tone,

And watched with mingled grief and pride,

His last and only one.

Through many a stern vicissitude,

Their varying lot had been,

Though scarcely seventeen summers

The maiden'sfbrow had seen.

She told her tale—a tale of woe,

A tale of combat's hour,

Of many a strong and cruel foe,

Wielding his ruthless power.

" From Scio's fair and cloudless sky,

Our wandering footsteps roam,

And deep is graved in memory,

My childhood's happy home.

O 'twas a sweet and lonely spot,

A fair and verdant glade,

Wh^re storm and tempest entered not

Its deep and quiet shade.

The spice-tree lent its rich perfume,

The wild-vine clustered there,

And thousand flowers, with new-born bloom,

Open'd their beauties rare.

mother—" Mammy Jones. C. P. T.
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The song-bird poured its carol wild,

Melodious on the gale,

And bright Gazelles so fleet and mild,

Dwelt in that peaceful vale.

Three brave and gentle brothers there,

Called me their gem and pride;

In every joy, with patient care,

They lingered by my side.

For me the mountain flower they sought,

Or snared the wild hare's brood,

And many a purple cluster brought

Home to their sister loved.

And oft when twilight dimmed the plain,

They taught my tiny hand,

To wake the lute's melodious strain,

And laud our own bright land.

Thus onward swiftly passed the years,

In rainbow radiance bound,

While future hopes, undimmed by tears,

Their halo cast around.

But ah ! there came another hour,

A blight o'er Greece was cast,

With glittering spear, in pomp and power,

A fierce invader passed.

Then rang a voice o'er Scio's heights,

It called her sons from far,

To clashing stern, in bloody fight,

To combat, death, and war.

My noble brothers, firm and bold,

The kindling fire awoke,

For they had souls of dauntless mould,

That scorned a tyrant's yoke.

I girded firm the battle-sword,

On each dear brother's side,

And gave my name the prompting word,

Their conquering steps to guide.

My mother shrieked in wild despair,
*

' May Heaven my brave boys save,'

My father too, with fervent prayer,

His benediction gave.

They left ; full many a weary day

We heard of horrid strife,
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Of lion-hearts in bloody fray,

Who fearless gave their life.

I may not dwell. A mightier woe

Our sad hearts soon could tell,

For, driven before a countless foe,

These brave young brothers fell,

And then the desolater's arm

Passed o'er my father's dome,

Mid strife at night, in wild alarm,

We fled our much loved home.

My mother died upon the s^a,

But ere she closed her eyes,

She bade us seek the country free,

Columbia's azure skies."

A SWEET VOICE OF COMFORT.

An interesting incident occurred soon after Mrs. Judson left

Calcutta. With health prostrated, surrounded by strangers,

and a long sea-voyage before her, the weight of her loneliness

and grief was almost insupportable. One day, while in her

cabin weeping, a soft little hand touched her arm, and a very

sweet voice said, " Mamma, 4 though I take the wings of the

morning, and dwell in the uttermost parts ofthe sea, even there

shall thy hand lead me, and thy right hand shall hold me.'

Is that true, Mamma ?" The bearer of this timely and preci-

ous word of hope was her little son, a boy of six years, who
had crept into the cabin unobserved.

In Lower Canada there is but one College possessed of Uni-

versity privileges—-M'Gill College, Montreal. Besides, howe-
ver, a great number of very superior Roman Catholic Colleges,

theological and secular, there is one Episcopalian theological in-

stitution— Bishop's College, Lennoxville. The Baptists had a
College at Montreal, which has been recently closed.

The Vatican contains eight grand staircases, and two ordin-

ary ones, twenty courts, and four thousand two hundred and
twenty rooms. With all its galleries, grounds, and appurten-
ances, it has been computed to cover as large a space of ground
as the City of Turin.
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is not afraid of the snow,
for her household : for all her housed

hold are clothed with scarlet."

0 accustomed are we to hear of the serene skies, and

genial warmth of the climate of Palestine, that

we are, in our thoughts, apt to invest that in-

teresting land with a perpetual sunshine. The flowery

heights of the fragrant Carmel ; the magnificent and enduring

vegetation of Lebanon ; the smiling plains of the still lovely and

verdant Sharon ; the grapes of Eshcol, these are the features of

the landscape most familiar to our mind. Although the cold of

winter is not so severe as in some other parts of Syria, still it is

scarcely less than that experienced in our own country. The

autumnal shower is the early rain, for which the " husband-

man long waited," that he might sow his seed ; and in Decem-

ber, which is the first winter month, the rain falls in torrents,

and the snow covers the plains occasionally, and lies on the
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elevated mountains long after spring has made considerable ad-

vance ; while hoar-frost scatters its diamonds, or a mist like that

of our northern climates, obscures the lace of nature.

Owing to the great inequalities of surface in the Holy Land,

there are some sheltered and favored spots which are free from

the cold of winter. Here the season is soft and mild ; snow is

seldom seen on the plains, and the orange-tree and the citron

and the goodly palm contrast with the white summits and glit-

tering icicles of Lebanon. On the mountains the snow is pecu-

liarly deep from December, and scarcely decreases before the

month of July. Dr. E. D. Clarke, speaking of one of the hills

which forms a part of the majestic Lebanon, says :
—" The snow

entirely covers the upper part of it; not lying in patches, as I

have seen it, during summer, upon the tops of very elevated

mountains,— for instance, that of Nevis, in Scotland; but in-

vesting all the higher part with that perfect white, and smooth^

and velvet-like appearance, which snow only exhibits when it,

is very deep ; a striking spectacle in such a climate, where the

beholder, seeking protection from a burning sun, almost considers

the firmament to be on fire." We have various other instnnces

in Scripture besides that quoted at the head of the chapter, of the

cold and snow of Palestine. The Psalmist of Israel sung of the

fleeces which the Creator "giveth like wool," and prayed that

he might be purified and made " whiter than snow." We infer

the cold from the statement of the prophet Jeremiah, when he

described Jehoiakim king of Judah, as sitting with his nobles

around the hearth, and daringly cutting with his penknife, and

casting into the fire, the scroll which contained the denunciations

of the Almighty. * *

Scarlet was a color much esteemed in the East, and the

Jewish nobles and courtiers were accustomed, on state occa-

sions and festivals, to wear robes of this brilliant dye. In that

exquisitely touching lament, uttered by David, over the fallen

king, he exclaims, " Ye daughters of Israel, weep over Saul,

who clothed you with scarlet, with other delights,—who put

ornaments of gold upon your apparel." And now, in the land

endeared to us by the holiest associations, the bright coloring

of the scarlet robe still attracts the eye of the traveller, in the

winter season ; and Lamartine speaks of the picturesque scarlet
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mantles of the Druses of Lebanon, and of the brilliant vests of

scarlet velvet sometimes adopted by the Arab women.

The ancient scarlet appears to have been sometimes a vege-

table dye, obtained from the berries of a tree common in

Canaan, and at others, to have been procured from an insect

resembling the American cochineal, though of a less brilliant

tint. This insect, which was found chiefly on the leaves of the

evergreen oak, (ilex aculeata), was called by the Greeks and

Romans coccus, but by the Arabs kermes, and, from this latter

word, we derive our crimson and carmine. * * *

The bright example of this pious woman as portrayed by

the Hebrew writer, under the direct Inspiration of the Holy

Spirit of God, is not that of a mean selfishness, not

" That strict parsimony

Which sternly hoarded all that could be spared

From each day's need, out of each day's least gain :"

Hers was an enlarged and bounteous providence ; one which,

while it sought to guard against the ills, and provided for the

comforts, of the coming days, while it gathered for her family

enough and to spare, yet could have an open hand for the poor

and needy. She acted on the principle of the charge given

by the wise man to the sluggard, when he bade him consider

the ways of the ant, "which provideth her meat in the sum-

mer, and gathereth her food in the harvest." She could give

liberally to those who had nothing, while she avoided the cen-

sure afterwards pronounced by the Apostle, " If any provide

not for his own, and specially for those of his own house, he

hath denied the faith, and is worse than an infidel."

—

The-

Excellent Woman.

" Sire, one word," said a soldier one day to Frederick the

Great, when presenting to him a request of a brevet of lieuten-

ant. "If you say two words,*' answered the Prince, "I will

have you hanged." " Sign," replied the soldier. The monarch,

surprised at his presence of mind, immediately granted his

request.
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UjN C[LE TOM'S CABIN.

CHAPTER VIII.

(Continued from page 141.)

T was lale in a drizzly afternoon that a traveller

alighted at the door of a small country hotel, in

the village of N , in Kentucky. In the bar-room

he found assembled quite a miscellaneous companyr

whom stress of weather had driven

to harbor, and the place presented

the usual scenery of such reunions.

H Great, tall, raw-boned Kentuckians

> attired in hunting-shirts, and trail.

~~
ing their loose joints over a vast

extent of territory, with the easy

lounge peculiar to the race,—rifles

stacked away in the corner, shot-

pouches, game bags, hunting-dogs, and

little negroes, all rolled together in the

corners,—were the characteristic features

in the pictures. At each end of the fireplace sat a long-legged

gentleman, with his chair tipped back, his hat on his head, and

the heels of his muddy boots reposing sublimely on the mantel-

piece,— a position, we will inform our readers, decidedly favor-

able to the turn of reflection incident to western laverns, where

travellers exhibit a decided preference for this particular mode of

elevating their understandings. . . .

Into such an assembly of the free and easy our traveller en-

ered. He was a short, thick-set man, carefully dressed, with a

round, good-natured countenance, and something rather fussy and

particular in his appearance. He was very careful of his valise

and umbrella, bringing them in with his own hands, and resisting,

pertinaciously, all offers from the various servants to relieve him

of them. He looked round the bar-room with rather an anxious

air, and, retreating with his valuables to the warmest corner, dis-

posed them under his chair, sat down, and looked rather appre-

hensively up at the worthy whose heels illustrated the end of the

mantel-piece, who was spitting from right to left, with a courage
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and energy rather alarming to gentlemen of weak nerves and

particular habits. . . .

* What 's that?' said the old gentleman, observing some of

the company formed in a group around a large handbill.

* Nigger advertised !' said one of the company, briefly.

Mr. Wilson, for that was the old gentleman's name, rose up,

and, after carefully adjusting his valise and umbrella, proceeded

deliberately to take out his spectacles and fix them on his nose
;

and, this operation being performed, read as follows :

—

" Ran away from the subscriber, my mulatto boy, George. Said George

six feet in height, a very light mulatto, brown curly hair ; is very intelligent,

speaks handsomely, can read and write ; will probably try to pass for a

white man ; is deeply scarred on his back and shoulders ; has been branded

in his right hand with the letter H.

"I will give four hundred dollars for him alive, and the same sum for sa-

tisfactory proof that he has been killed."

The old gentleman read this advertisement from end to end,

in a low voice, as if he were studying it.

The long-legged veteran, who had been besieging the fire-

iron, as before related, now took down his cumbrous length,

and rearing aloft his tall form, walked up to the advertisement,

and very deliberately spit a full discharge of tobacco juice on

it.

c There's my mind upon that !' said he, briefly, and sat down

again.

' Why, now, stranger, what's that for?' said mine host.

' I'd do it all the same to the writer of that ar paper, if he was

here,' said the long man, coolly resuming his old employment of

cutting tobacco. < Any man that owns a boy like that, and can't

find any better way o' treating on him, deserves to lose him.

Such papers as these is a shame to Kentucky ; that's my mind

right out, if anybody wants to know !'

* I think you're altogether right, friend,' said Mr. Wilson ;
' and

this boy described here is a fine fellovv—no mistake about that.

He worked for me some half-dozen years in my bagging factory,

and he was my best hand, sir. He is an ingenious fellovv, too
:

he invented a machine for the cleaning of hemp—a really valu-

able affair; it's gone into use in severai factories. His master

holds the patent of it.'

< I'll warrant ye,' said the drover, holds it and makes money
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out of it, and then turns round and brands the boy in his right

hand. If I had a fair chance, I'd mark him, I reckon, so that

he'd carry it one while." . . .

Here the conversation was interrupted by the approach of a

small one-horse buggy to the inn. It had a genteel appear-

ance, and a well dressed, gentlemanly man sat on the seat,

with a colored servant driving.

The whole party examined the new comer with ihe interest

with which a set of loafers in a rainy day usually examine eve-

ry new comer. He was very tall, with a dark, Spanish com-

plexion, fine, expressive black eyes, and close-curling hair, also

of a glossy blackness. His well-formed aquiline nose, straight

thin lips, and the admirable contour of his finely-formed limbs,

impressed the whole company instantly with the idea of some-

thing uncommon. He walked easily in among the company,

and with a nod indicated to his waiter where to place his trunk,

bowed to the company, and, with his hat in his hand, walked

up leisurely to the bar, and gave in his name as Henry Butler,

Oaklands, Shelby County. Turning, with an indifferent air,

he sauntered up to the advertisement, and read it.

6 Jim,' he said to his man, 4 seems to me we met a boy some-

thing like this, up at Bernan's, did n't we V
< Yes, Mas'r,' said Jim, 4 only I an't sure about the hand.'

* Well, I did n't look, of course,' said the stranger, with a care-

less yawn. Then, walking up to the landlord, he desired him to

furnish him with a private apartment, as he had some writing to

do immediately. . . .

The manufacturer, Mr. Wilson, from the time of the entrance

of the stranger, had regarded him with an air of disturbed and

uneasy curiosity. He seemed to himself to have met and been

acquainted with him somewhere, but he could not recollect.

Every few moments, when the man spoke, or moved, or smiled,

he would start and fix his eyes on him, and then suddenly with-

draw them, as the bright, dark eyes met his with such uncon-

cerned coolness. At last, a sudden recollection seemed to flash

upon him, for he stared at the stranger with such an air of blank

amazement and alarm, that he walked up to him.

'Mr. Wilson, I think,' said he, in a tone of recognition and

extending his hand. ' I beg your pardon, I did n't recollect you
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before. I see you remember me,—Mr. Butler, of Oakland's,

Shelby County/

'Ye—yes—yes, sir,' said Mr. Wilson, like one speaking in

a dream.

Just then a negro boy entered, and announced that Masr's

room was read v.

'Jim, see to the trunks,' said the gentleman, negligently;

then addressing himself to Mr. Wilson, he added— ' I should

like to have a few moments' conversation with you on business,

in my room, if you please.'

Mr. Wilson followed him, as one who walks in his sleep;

and they proceeded to a large upper chamber, where a new-

made fire was crackling, and various servants flying about, put-

ting finishing touches to the arrangements.

When all was done, and the servants departed, the young man

deliberately locked the door, and putting the key in his pocket,

faced about, and tolding his arms in his bosom, looked Mr. Wil-

son full in the face.

' George !' said Mr. Wilson.

'Yes, George,' said the young man.

' I could n't have thought it
!'

' 1 am pretty well-disguised, I fancy,' said the young man

with a smile. ' A little walnut bark has made my yellow skin

a genteel brown, and I've dyed my hair black ; so you see I

don't answer to the advertisement at all.'

1 O George ! but this is a dangerous game you are playing.

I could not have advised you to it.'

' I can do it on my own responsibility,' said George, with

the same proud smile.

We remark, en passant, that a slight change in the tint of the

skin and the color of his hair had metamorphosed him inlo the

Spanish-looking fellow he then appeared ; and as gracefulness of

movement and gentlemanly manners had always been perfectly

natural to him, he found no difficulty in playing the bold part he

had adopted—that of a gentleman travelling with his domestic.

' Well, George, I s'pose you're running away—leaving your

lawful master, George—(I don't wonder at it)—at the same time,

I'm sorry, George,—yes, decidedly—I think I must say that

George— it's my duty to tell you so.'
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1 Why are you sorry, sir?' said George, calmly.

'Why, to see you, as it wore, setting yourself in opposition to

the laws of your country.'

< My country !' said George, with a strong and bitter emphas-

is ;
* what country have I, but the grave,—and I wish to God

that I was laid there !'

< Why, George, no—no— it won't do ; this way of talking is

wicked—unscriptural. George, you've got a hard master—in

fact, he is—well he conducts himself reprehensibly—I can't pre-

tend to defend him. But you know how the angel commanded

Hagar to return to her mistress, and submit herself under her

hand ; and the apostle sent back Onesimus to his master.'

' Don't quote Bible at me that way, Mr. Wilson,' said George,

with a flashing eye, 1 don't ! for my wife is a Christian, and I

mean to be, if ever I get to where I can ; but to quote Bible to

a fellow in my circumstances, is enough to make him give it

up altogether. I appeal to God Almighty ;—I'm willing to go

with the case to Him, and ask him if I do wrong to seek my
freedom.'

4 These feelings are quite natural, George,' said the good-na-

tured man, blowing his nose. ' Yes they 're natural, but it is

my duty not to encourage 'em in you. . . .

' You see, George, you know, now, I always have stood your

friend ; and whatever I've said, I've said for your good. Now,
here, it seems to me, you're running an awful risk. You can't

hope to carry it out. If you're taken, it will be worse with you

than ever
;

they'll only abuse you, and half kill you, and sell you

down river.'

1 Mr. Wilson, I know all this,' said George. 6 1 do run a risk,

but— ' he threw open his overcoat, and showed two pistols and a

bowie-knife. 'There!' he said, < I'm ready for 'em ! Down
south I never will go. No ! if it comes to that, I can earn my-

self at least six feet of free soil,—the first and last I shall ever

own in Kentucky !'

* Why, George, this state of mind is awful ; it's getting really

desperate, George. I'm concerned. Going to break the laws

of your country !'

1 My country again ! Mr. Wilson, you have a country, but

what country have I, or any one like me, born of slave mothers ?
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What laws are there for us? We don't make them,—we don't

consent to them,—we have nothing to do with them ; all they

do for us is to crush us, and keep us down. Have n't I heard

your Fourth-of-July speeches ? Don't you tell us all, once a

year, that governments derive their just power from the con-

sent of the governed ? Can't a fellow think, that hears such

things ? Can't he put this and that together, and see what it

comes to?' . . .

* See here, now, Mr. Wilson,' said George, coming up and

sitting himself determinately in front of him ; look at me, now.

Don't I sit before you, every way, just as much a man as you

are ? Look at my face,—look at my hands,—look at my body,'

and the young man drew himself up proudly ;

1 why am not I a

man, as much as anybody? Well, Mr. Wilson, hear what I

can tell you. * . . I never had a kind word spoken to me
til! I came to work in your factory. Mr. Wilson, you treated

me well
;

you encouraged me to do well, and to learn to read

and write, and to try to make something of myself; and God

knows how grateful I am for it. Then, sir, I found my wife
;

you've seen her,—you know how beautiful she is. When I found

she loved me, when I married her, I scarcely could believe I was

alive, I was so happy
;
and, sir, she is as good as she is beautiful.

But now what ? Why, now comes my master, takes me right

away from my work, and my friends, and all I like, and grinds

me down into the very dirt ! And why? Because, he says, I

forgot who I was ; he says, to teach me that 1 am only a nigger !

After all, and last of all, he comes between me and my wife,

and says I shall give her up, and live with another woman. And

all this your laws give him power to do, in spite of God or mm,
Mr. Wilson, look at it ! There is n't one of all these things, that

have broken the hearts of my mother and my sister, and my wife

and myself, but your laws allow, and give every man power to

do, in Kentucky, and none can say to him nay ! Do you call

these the laws of my country ? Sir, I hav n't any country, any

more than I have any father. But I'm going to have one. I

don't want anything of your country, except to be let alone,—to

go peaceably out of it ; and when I get to Canada, where the laws

will own me and protect me, that shall be my country, and its

laws I will obey. But if any man tries to stop me, let him take
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care, for I am desperate. I'll fight for my liberty to the last

breath I breathe. You say jour fathers did it ; if it was right

for them, it is right for me !'

This speech, delivered partly while sitting at the table, and
partly walking up and down the room,—delivered with tears,

and flashing eyes, and despairing gestures,—was altogether too

much for the good-natured old body to whom it was addressed,

who had pulled out a great yellow silk pocket-handkerchief, and

was mopping up his face with great energy. . . .

1 And now, George, how long are you going to travel in this

way ?— not long or far, I hope. It's well carried on, but too

bold. And this black fellow,—who is he?'

' A Irue fellow, who went to Canada more than a yea'' ago.

He heard, after he got there, that his master was so msnr at Mna

for going off that he hail whipped his poor old mother and he
has come all the way back to comfort her, and get a chance to

get her away.'

« Has he got her?' -

1 Not yet ; he has been hanging about the place, and found no

chance yet. Meanwhile, he is going with me as far as Ohio, to put

me among friends that helped him, and then he will come back

after her.'

< Dangerous, very dangerous !' said the old man.

George drew himself up, and smiled disdainfully.

The old gentleman eyed him from head to foot, with a sort of

innocent wonder.

'George, something has brought you out wonderfully. You
hold up your head, and speak and move like another man,' said

Mr. Wilson.
4 Because I'm a freeman /' said George, proudly. ' Yes, sir

I've said Mas'r for the last time to any man. Pm free !'

'Take care ! You are not sure,—you may be taken.'

4 All men are free and equal in the grave, if it comes to that,

Mr. Wilson,' said George*

'I'm perfectly dumb-foundered with your boldness !' said Mr.

Wilson,—' to come right here to the nearest tavern !'

' Mr. Wilson, it is so bold, and this tavern is so near, that

they will never think of it ; they will look for me on ahead, and

you yourself would n't know me. Jim's master don't live in
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this county ; he is n't known in these parts. Besides, he is

given up
;
nobody is looking after him, and nobody will take me

up from the advertisement, I think.'

'I leave early to.morrovv morning, before daylight, by to-mor-

row night T hope to sleep safe in Ohio. I shall travel by day-

light, stop at the best hotels, go to the dinner tables with the lords

of the land. . . . Mr. Wilson, you have shown yourself a

Christian in your treatment of me,— I want to ask one last deed

of Christian kindness of you.'

4 Well, George.'

4 Well, sir,— what you said was true. J am running a dread-

ful risk. There is n't, on earth, a living soul to care if I die,' he

added, drawing his breath hard, and speaking with a great effort.

—4 I shall be kicked out and buried like a dog, and nobody '11

think of it a day after,

—

only my poor wife! Poor soul ! she '11

mourn and grieve ; and if you'd only contrive, Mr. Wilson, to

send this little pin to her. She gave it to me for a Christmas

present, poor child ! Give it to her, and tell her I loved her to

the last. Will you? Will you ?' he added, earnestly.

4 Yes, certainly—poor lellow !' said the old gentleman, taking

the pin, with watery eyes, and a melancholy quiver in his voice.

'Tell her one thing,' said George ;
4

it 's my last wish, if she

can get to Canada, to go there. No matter how kind her mis-

tress is,—no matter how much she loves her home
;
beg her

not to go back,—for slavery always ends in misery. Tell her

to bring up our boy a free man, and then he won't suffer as 1

have." Tell her this, Mr. Wilson, will you.'

4 Yes, George, I'll tell her ; but I trust you won't die ; take

heart,—you are a brave fellow. I wish in my heart you were

safe through, though,—that's what I do. . . . There's a

God, George,—believe it ; trust in Him, and I'm sure He '11

help you. Everything will be set right,— if not in this lite, in

another.' . . .

4 Thank you for saying that, my good friend j I '11 think of

that."

( 2b be continued.)
'



THE ANTELOPE. 185

THE ANTELOPE.

common to it, and Asia ; about a dozen species are common

to the latter country ; two inhabit Europe ; and one only

is found in America. Some frequent the dry and sandy

deserts, and feed upon the stunted acacias, and bulbous

plants, which spring up in the most arid situations.

Some prefer the open stony plains, the steppes of Central

Asia, and the Karroos of Southern Africa, where the grass,

though parched, is sufficient for their subsistence. Some,

again, inhabit the steep rocky mountains, and leap from cliff to

cliff with the ease and security of a wild goat, whilst others are

found in the thick and almost impenetrable forests of tropical

countries.

The characteristics of the genus are, peculiar gracefulness of

motion, and elegance of form, united to the most astonishing

swiftness. They have spiral hollow horns, which vary in

length and appearance in the different species. The common
Antelope is remarkable for the beauty of its horns, which com-

pose a spiral of two or more turns, according to the age of the
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animal. When fully grown, this beautiful animal is about four

feet in length, and two feet and a half high at the shoulders.

The head, from the nose to the root of the horn, is seven inches

long, and the ears five. The legs are long and slender, the

body round but light, the eyes large and lively, the ears long

and cylindrical. The color is almost entirely black above, and

white beneath ; the nose, lips, and a large circle round each

eye, being white. The hair is short over the whole body, ex-

cept on the knees, which are furnished with tufts of long

bristles, forming knee-brushes. These animals are so swift

that it is useless to slip greyhounds after them. The bounds

they make when pursued are wonderful. They have been

known to vault to the height of thirteen feet, and pass over ten

or twelve yards in a single bound. They reside on the open

plains of India, where they can see to a great distance in every

direction. They live in large families, and when they lie down

to feed, they despatch some of their number to a distance to act

as sentinels, and nothing escapes their notice. Every bush,

or tuft of grass that might be suspected to conceal an enemy, is

strictly examined, and, on the first alarm, the whole herd be-

takes itself to flight.

PRECEPTS INVITING AND IMPORTANT.

THE INFLUENCE OF PLEASANT ASSOCIATIONS.

Much of the happiness of life depends upon the purity of our associations.

Thoughts that once engrossed every moment, and gave color and tendency to our

characters, have long- since been replaced by others of a different nature. But we
know those first impressions are not really effaced ; those earlier memories are not

dead. A word, or look, or trifling incident may recall those images of life and love,

that were once arrayed in bright and beautiful groups within the charmed area of

our mental conceptions. Form after form comes flitting back, and flowers start up,

and scenes of the past grow into fair proportions, and move before us in the pre-

sent, gracefully draped in a misty moonlight haziness. The scholar, after an

absence of years, in which he has encountered every form of character, viewed the

wonders of art and science in his native land, and traveled extensively in foreign

countries, stands once more in the Halls of his Alma Mater. He may be a man

whose warmth of heart has been checked and smothered by disappointment, and

trial, but the sight of the old familiar walls of his college home awakens almost

sacred emotions. In thought he steps back to those delightful, fresh, and joyous

hours he there spent at the feet of wisdom ; hours when life was encircled with a

halo of brightness, that ever grew wider and wider, nnd blended enchantingly with

rich tints and shadings, as it melted into the distance of the far-off future. Let him

look well at every familiar spot, his soul will expand, and his whole being be again

Hoftened, and he be made to love mankind more.
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Our thoughts come never alone. From early childhood to hoary age, the succes-
sion of ideas is going on. Like link within link of invisihle chain-work, each
thought is in some way connected with the one which has just affected the mind,
and joined to the one immediately following, And what is still more wonderful,
these thoughts are afterwards recalled to the mind in the same conneciion in which
they first impressed it. Thus the shifting scenes of the battle field moved before the
excited fancy of the dying Napoleon. Forgetting his true state, he felt the emotions
of the great general, led his legions on the march, and exclaimed 11 teUe de 1'armee,''

as he was about to expire. '

The man who has devoted his best years to low and puerile pursuits, is mentally-

poor. His thoughts revolve within narrow limits They are confined to the few
subjects which have interested him and when he is removed from the scene of these
associations, he has nothing left. What hours of misery those experience who have
given their early life to dissipation—and spent in the haunts of vice and wickedness
that season intended as the precious seed time of a glorious harvest of all that 1*9

noble and good . And when such persons begin anew, and strive to repair the
wrong they have done to themselves and society, how gladly would they forever
escape from the tra ns of thought associated with their prodigal years, but these
spectres of the past will slide in to mar the holiest hours of bliss. It is true that a
radical change of character, such as religion effects, and an attention to pure and
refined duties, will go a great way towards " laying" these ghosts of bygone years,
ami may gradually displace them.
The good man derives great pleasure from pure and cheering associations. He

can call to mind many acts of generosity arid kindness, which he hhs shown to

others, and their remembrance consoles him. The days ofhis childhood and youth
appear full of interest, and he gratefully remembers the wholesome restrains of
parental discipline, and the tenderness of parental love, which allured him from the
paths of folly and error.
Children should he guarded from evil example, and kept within the healthful mo-

ral influence of a happy and w ell-reguhtcl home. From the mother who presides
as priestess in that inner temple, they should learn many lessons of sell-denial, and
devotion to the happiness of others. She should forget her present trial and toil,

while laboring for the future of her little ones. Her lar-«eeing laith should take in
the times when they will be actors in the affairs of life. She should commence
with the first dawnings of their tender minds, to instil ardent attachment for every
thing truly good, opening to them, as they grow older, enlarged views of human
life, unfolding to their comprehmsion, scenes of amazing sublimity and grandeur,
connected wi th the soul's immortality, and inciting them not only to take a warm
interest in the world's progress in general, but urging them to let slip no opportu-
nity of present usefulness. Children thus taught, will never forget home influences.
Amid the bustle of after-life, the associations of their childhood will have their sway,
and the lessons then received, will modify and strengthen their characters. To the
young, we would say, be careful in the choice of your associates ; listen attentively
to good instruction—cultivate purity of thought, and a love lor all that is beautiful
and excellent.

FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS.
; And with ihem the Being beauteous," When the hours of Day are numbered,

And the voices of the Night,
Wake the better soul that slumbered,
To a holy, calm delight;

11 Ere the evening lamps are lighted,
And like phantoms grim and tall,

Shadows from the fitful fire-light

Dance upon the parlor-wall

;

M Then the forms of the departed
Enter at ih a open door

;

The beloved, the true-hearted,
Come to visit me once more

;

'•He, the young and strong, who cherished
Noble longings for the strife,

By the roadside fell and perished,
Weary with the march of life !

" They, the holy ones, and weakly,
Who the cross of suffering bore,

Folded their pale hands so meekly,
Spake with us on earth no more !

Who unto my youth was given,
More :han all things else to love me,
And is now a saint in heaven.

,! With a slow and noiseless footstep
Comes that messenger divine,

Takes the vacant chair beside me,
Lays her gentle hand in mine.

" And she sits and gazes at me,
With (hose deep and tender eyes,

Like the stars, so still and saint-like,

Looking downward from the skies.

Uttered not, yet comprehended,
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer,

Soft rebukes in blessings ended,
Breathing fiom her lips ofair.

" O, though oft depressed and lonely,

All my fears are laid aside,
If I but remember only
Such as these have lived and died !

!

IMPORTANCE OF SELF POSSESSION ILLUSTRATED.
" Baltimore is memorable to me," says Willis Gaylord Clark, tf for it was in that

city of monuments that I had well nigh lost my life. That spice of the adventurous
which has accompanied me from my earliest days, led me to ascend the long ladder,
said to have been some seventy feet high, placed on the outside of the dome of the
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cathedral, then undergoing repairs. The upward distance lent an enchantment to

my eye, which was irresistible. I fancied that a view from the topmost round of

those tapering ladders, tied together with ropes, would be magnificent.

"I was not disappointed. The bay melted afar into the iris-blue of air—that

golden edging which hangs over forest tops and waters in summer,whose tremulous-

ness makes the eye ache with gazing, and fills the heart with happy and ethereal

feelings. Landward, the country spread lightly around, seamed with brown roads,

and fading afar into apparent ridges and swells of cedar green. It was a calm and
cheerful day, and every object in unUon, one with another. The air was ranfied

and sweet ;"thc last odor of the latest flowers of summer, seemed floating by in the

sunshine, and I fancied that the voices of summer birds taking their farewells for

distant climes, were mingling with them. The shipping in the harbor sent every
pennon to the gale ; the flagstaff's waved their signals, and what with the fresh

breeze and the beauty of the morning, it really seemed a gala day.
" After having fed my eyes with the beauty of the scene from the extreme height

of the ladder, the voices of the workmen in the cupola, making a pleasant hum in

my ears, I prepared to descend. But the moment I looked towards the earth, a

dizziness came upon me, which almost led me to self-abandonment. My brain reel-

ed, my eyes grew dim, a sleepy sensation came over me ; the whole cathedral seem-
ed to recede from my gaze, and I seemed as if sailing in the air. A languor crept

over my perceptions, like the effect of an anodyne. I felt myself absolutely becoming
indifferent to my peril, though I knew it well, I was in truth as if in a dream ; and
I can safely say that I felt myself losing all consciousness, when I heard one of the

laborers above say, and the words came to my ear, as if from the supernatural lips

of a spirit,—' My God ! that young gentleman is going to fall !'

" This sentence went like fire to my brain, and rolled like a flood of lava over every
nerve. It restored me instantly to a full perception of my course. I grasped the

rounds of the ladder with the firmness which a drowning man exhibits when clutch-

ing, in the bubbling groan of his agony, at the slenderest spar. Every footfall shook
the ladder from end to end ; and when I touched the ground, I felt precisely as if

rescued from the grave."

THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

SELECTED.

Our brightest moments are frequently those which arise to us from the bosom of
care and anxiety ; like the gems that sparkle most brightly upon a dark ground. As
M darkness shows us worlds of light, we never saw by day," so afflictions in our lot

show us what goodness there is down in the heart, what earnest sympathy in those
who ordinarily pass us, intent on their own pleasures, or their own interests, giddy as
butterflies, or cold as the " Parian Stone." We know not what treasures of rich and
holy feeling, our ignorance of each other's nature, leads us to throw away or trample
under our feet. He had a deep insight into human nature, who made it the law of his
morality, that we should love our neighbor as ourselves.

Domestic life is the most delightful, because it repeats our childhood. When the
heart is made the altar of God, then the head, the mental faculties are the lights on that
altar. In order not to be made servile by the great, let us place before our minds a
still greater.

Ardent Enthusiasm.—The enthusiasm of ardent and forcible minds, appears madness
to those that are dull and phlegmatic. The pleasure it inspires, is the greatest, and the
most independent remuneration that men ofgenius receive for their efforts and exertion,
Donatello.ihe great Florentine sculptor, had been long working at his statue of Judith,
and on giv»|cjt the last stroke of the chisel, he was heard to exclaim, " Speak now !

I am sure yotrean!"

Sirvah is built of fossil salt, or rather earth in which salt is mixed in great proportions
sometimes more than half ; and this circumstance, curious in itself, becomes more so from
the fact that, as long ago as the age of Herodotus, the people of these regions built their

dwellings of the same material, and thai the Father of history, for recording this, among
other facts, gained the name of the father of lies. It was extremely interesting to us to

detach portions from the walls that rose on every side, and see, on breaking them, the
pure salt, white and sparkling within ; whilst without, of course, dust, and dirt, and
heat had imparted a greyish hue.

Contentment.—It happened, one hot summer's day, that I was standing near a well,
when a little bird flew down, seeking water. There was, indeed, a large stone trough,
near the well; but it was empty, and I grieved for a moment to think that the little

creature must go thirsty away ; but it settled upon the edge of the trough, bent Us little

head downwards, then raised it again, spread its wings and soared away singing ; its

thirst was sppeased. I walked up to the trough, and there, in the stone-work, I saw a
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little hole about the size of a wren's egg. The water held there, had been to the bird a
source of revival and refreshment ; it had found enough for the present, and desired no
more. This is contentment. Again, I stood by a lovely sweet smelling flower, and
there came a bee humming and sucking ; and it chose the flower for its field of sweets.
But the flower had no honey. This I knew ; for it had no nectary. 11 What then,"
thought I, " will the bee do ?" It came buzzing out of the cup to take a further flight

;

but as it came up, it spied the stamens full of golden farina, good for making the wax,
and it rolled its little legs against them till they looked like yellow hosen," as the bee
keepers say, and then, thus heavily laden, new away home. Then I said," 11 Thou
earnest seeking honey, and finding none, hast been satisfied with wax ; and hast stored
it for thy house, that thy labor might not be in vain. Thou also, shalt be to me a lesson
of contentment."

A Striking Thought.—14 The death of an old man's wife," says Lamartine, " is like

cutting down an ancient oak, that has long shaded the family mansion. Henceforth
the glare of the world, with its cares and vicissitudes, fall upon the old widower's
heart, and there is nothing to break their force, or shield him from the full weight of
misfortune. It is as if his right hand was withered, as if one wing of his eagle was
broken, and every movement that he made, only brought him to the ground. His eyes
are dim and glassy, and when the film of death falls over him, he misses those accus-
tomed toned, which might have smoothed his passage to the grave."

THE FOUR AGES OF THOUGHT.

What is Thought ? In manhood—a benighted shore,

In childhood—an imperfect gleam, Witli wrecks of bliss, all scattered o'er

;

A summer bower, a moonlight dream, Dark swelling doubts, fears scorned

Glimpses ofsome far shining stream, before,

A rosy wreath, the blessed beam, A spirit withered at the core-

That dwells in mothers' eyes. A sea of storm and strife.

In youth—an urn brimm'd with delight, In age—a calm undazzled eye.

Sweet thronging fantasies of light, Living in worlds of memory,

Meek eyes, with love's own radiance bright, Low breathed thanks for love on high,

Soft music on a summer night, A patient longing for the sigh,

Hope budding into joy. That wafts it into rest.

A certain American planter had a favorite domestic negro, who always stood opposite

to him when waiting at the table. His master often took the name of God in vain,

when the negro immediately made a solemn bow. On being asked why he did so, he
replied, that he never heard that great name mentioned, but it filled hi* whole soul with
reverence and awe. Thus, without offence, he cured his master of a criminal and per-
nicious custom.

The Soap Plant.—From a paper read before the Boston Society of Natural History, it

appears that the Soap Plant grows in all parts of California, the leaves make their ap-
pearance about the middle of November, or about six weeks afer the rainy reason has
fully set in ; the plants never grow more than a foot high., and the leaves and stock drop
off entirely in May, though the bulbs remain in the ground all summer without decay-
ing. It is used to wash with, in all parts of the country; and by those who know its

virtues, it is preferred to the best of soap. The method of using it, is merely to strip off

the husk, dip the clothes into the water, and rub the bulb on them. It makes a thick
white lather, and smells not unlike blown soap. Besides this plant, the bark of a tree
is also used in South America for the purpose of washing. Several other plants have
been used in ditferent countries as a substitute for soap.

Boz.—A fellow-passenger with Mr. Dickens, in the Britannia sieam-ship across the
Atlantic, inquired of the author the origin of his signature, !t Boz," Mr. Dickens re-
plied that he had a little brother, who so much resembled Moses, in the Vicar of Wake-
field, that he used to call him Moses also, but a younger child who could not articulate

plainly, was in the habit of calling him " Bozie," or " Boz." This simple circums-
tance made him assume tharname in the first article risked to the public, and, therefore

he continued the name, as the effort was approved.

When Lord Erskine was Chancellor, being asked by the Secretary of the Treasury,
whether he would attend the grand ministerial Fish-Dinner, at the end of the Session;
he answered, " To be sure, I will; what would your Fish-dinner be without the
"Great Seal?"
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11 OF SUCH 13 THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN.1

( Written for the Maple Leaf.)

E'en thus we thought, sweet loving child, Thy parents mourn their absent one.
When first we gazed on thee, Thy brothers sigh lor thee,
But, O ! we deemed not that so soon
Thou in that heaven would be.

Thy gentle spirit for awhile
Gladdened our pathway here,
Now the glad music of thy voice,
No more delights the ear.

We hear no more thy fairy step
Which like the gladsome fawn,
Rejoiced to bound with childish glee,

O'er the green summer lawn.

And the gay earth less lovely seems,
Without thy smile to see.

Sadly they gaze upon the flowers,
Thy tiny hands had sown,
They little thought to see them bloom,
And thou from them have flown.

Now in the Paradise of God;
Thou wilt for ever bloom

;

This thought will cheer the drooping heart
And lead beyond the tomb.

We would not, if we could, recall

Thy spirit to us here ;

But onward in thy footsteps tread,
With childlike faith and fear.

C. H. Rice Lake.

" Why weepest thou, fond parent, why
Thy infant is no more ;

*
Canst thou not upward glance an eye,
And view her wafted through the sky
To Canaan's happy shore ?

"Her lovely form, so light and fair,

Has vanished from thy view

;

Her blooming cheeks, the flaxen hair,
Which once adorned her neck so fair,

You bid them all adieu.

11 Transplanted from this world of care
To her eternal home

;

Too frail a plant for earth to rear,
Nipp'd from its loot, and grafted where, But fly and leave this world behind,

'Twill in perfection bloom. To reach the ark of bliss.

" Why weepest thou, fond parent, why ? " Then cease forever, cease to mourn,
Thy darling does not mourn : Press on, to reach the crown

;

That lovely smile, that decked her cheek, The smiling of a Father's face,

Say, has it grown more faint or weak, The brightest beamings of his grace,
Because from you she's borne'? Oft lie beneath a frown."

"Ah! no, if ought of earthly joy,
Her infant mind did cheer,

Thrice happy now those features shine
t

With smiles more heavenly, more divine,
Unsullied by a tear.

" 'T was Israel's shepherd bade her fly,

To dwell with him above
;

His tenderness can well supply,
His soft eompassion far outvie
An earthly parent's love.

*' Could she for one short hour resign
That heavenly land for this

;

Like Noah's dove no rest she'd find,

RECIPES.
Fruit Cake tvitlwut Eggs.—Two pounds of flour ; one and three quarter pounds of

sugar; one pint of milk; halfa pound of butter ; half a teaspoonful of salt; one and a
halfspoonfuls of soda, or salaeratus, or sal volatile, dissolved in a little hot waier, one
nutmeg, one pound of raisins, and one wine glass of brandy. This makes three loaves.
Warm the milk, and add ihe butter and salt to it. Work the butter and sug-ar to a cream
and^then add the milk, then the flour, then the sala)ratus,and, lastly, the spice and fruit.

Golden Cake.—Th\s and the following cake are named from gold and silver, on account
of theircoloras well as their excellence. They should be made together, so as to use
both portions of the egg's. To make Golden cake, take one pound of flour, dried and
sifted ; one pound ofsugar ; three, quarter pounds of butter ; the yolks of fourteen eggs;
the yellow part oftwo lemons grated, and the juice also. Beat t lie sugar and butter to a

cream, and add the yolks, well beaten and strained. Then add the lemon peel and flour

and a teaspoonful ofsal volatile, dissolved in a little hot water. Beat it well, and just

before putting it into the oven add the lemon juice, beaiing ii in very thoroughly. Eake
in square Mai pans, ice it thickly, and cut it in square pieces. It looks finely on a dish
with the silver cake.

Silver Cake.—One pound of sugar; three quarters of a pound of dried and sifted

flour; six ounces of butter; mace and citron ; the whites of fourteen eggs. Beat the
sugar and butter to a cream ; add the whites cut to a stiff" froth, and then the ftaur. It

is a beautiful looking cake.

A Delicate Pudding.— y[)x five table spoonfuls of cold milk, stirred well, and add five

well beaten eggs ; a hllle sail ; then boil one quart of milk, and pour on the above mix-
ture ; bakr. in a buttered basin. Bake fifteen minut.8. Sugar to the taste ; or eat with
sauce of butter and sugar, beaten to a cream.
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EDITORIAL.
The year 1852, will furnish many interesting items for the pages of uni-

versal history. The pen of the historian will linger when he reaches this

era, so full of startling and important events—an era in which mind triumphs

over almost every obstacle, and nothing seems improbable but absolute

the moral and physical impossibilities. The earth, never wearying, obeys

laws of motion, rolling onward in her aerial pathway among the heavenly

bodies ; while of the myriads who people her vast surface, few know or care

how near she rushes into danger, or how nicely balanced are the powers that

hold in check those wondrous forces, and keep her ever circling the orb of day.

Time, which has been venerable for centuries, grows still older, and earth

must now put off her autumnal habiliments of fading beauty, and robed in

white, deck herself in countless gems of the purest water; but in her bosom

are hidden springs, whence flows the elixir of perpetual youth, to revive her

decayed energies, and renew, year by year, her vital life-giving elements.

The happy hearts of multitudes are beating with a quicker pulsation for

those festivities, the Christmas holidays, are near at hand, and excited

fancy already pictures their pleasures, and grasps their gifts. While we most

heartily wish our readers 11 a merry Christmas," we cannot refrain from

expressing the hope, that they will not forget the words of that Saviour, whose

birth the Christmas day celebrates :
" The poor ye have always with you.''

Though infinitely rich, yet he tenderly felt for the humble and needy. Many
a cold and famishing child of sorrow will bless you, if, from your store of

comforts, you kindly send a share to him ; and you may be sure that the

bright holiday-hours will bring you all the more zest, if you can now and

then think of those who, but tor you, would have spent them in suffering.

We think our readers will find a pleasing variety in this number. Most

of the articles were either communicated expressly for our magazine, or are

editorial. The first article, with the fine engraving which accompanies it,

will add much interest to this volume. We have interesting articles from

various sources which we shall bring out as soon as possible. In the mean-

time, we would assure our correspondents of our warmest gratitude for the

interest they take
; by and by, when the u Maple Leaf" secures a general

circulation, there will be a conscious pleasure in the thought, that they

helped to render it inviting.

We ought here to say, for our mutual encouragement, that our little

magazine, which, not long since, went forth like Noah's dove, and sought a

place " among the inhabitants of the land," is steadily prospering. The
Publisher is at present in a distant part of Canada, where he is successfully-

engaged in promoting its interests. Our readers will find a letter from him

on the third page of the cover, which will show his great desire to improve

and beautify the work, and now that the season of leisure is, approaching,

they will perhaps assist us by forming clubs, anH sending the subscriptions

*or a large number of copies.
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THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER:

OR, RAMBLES IN THE CANADIAN FORESTS,

DEDICATED BY EXPRESS PERMISSION TO

DAUGHTER OF HIS EXCELLENCY THE GOVERNOR GENERAL,

A Tale, written expressly lor the Maple Leaf, and intended for tlie instruction and
amusemmtof Canadian Youth ; by Mrs. TRAILL, Authoress of u The

Backwoods," " Canadian Crusoes," and Forest Glennings."

CHAPTER I.

THE FLYING SQUIRREL—STORY OF THE WOLF—DESCRIPTION

OF WILD RICE.

EAR NURSE ! What is the name of that

pretty creature, that you hold in your hand?

What bright eyes ! what a soft tail, just

like a grey feather ! Is it a little beaver?''

Bfeg,/^^ asked Lady Mary, the Governor's

daughter, as her nurse entered the

.nursery. Carefully sheltered against

[her breast, its round, lustrous black

§&#^§^yes, and little nose peeping from be-

neath the hand that secured it, appeared

a small grey furred animal, of the most delicate color and form.

" No, my lady," replied her nurse, " it is not a young beaver.

A young beaver is a much larger animal ; its tail is not ciothed

with soft grey fur like this ; it is scaly, and broad, and flat, and

looks like biack leather, something like my seal skin slippers.

The Indians eat beavers' tails at their great feasts, and they think

they make a very dainty dish."

" If they are black, and look like leather shoes, I am very sure

I should not like to eat them. So if you please, Mrs. Frazer, do

not let me have any beavers' tails cooked for my dinner," said

the little lady in a very decided tone.
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" Indeed, my lady," replied the nurse smiling, it would not be

a very easy thing to obtain ; for beavers are not brought to our

market ; it is only the Indians that know how to trap them, and

these little creatures are not nearly so plentiful as they used to

be formerly." Mrs. Frazer would have told Lady Mary a great

deal about these animals, but the little girl interrupted her,

saying—

" Please nurse, tell me the name of your dear little pet. Ah,

sweet thing, what bright eyes you have," she added, caressing

the soft velvet nose that peeped out from between the folds of

the muslin handkerchief, to which it timidly nestled, casting fur-

tive glances at the admiring child ; while the panting of its breast

told the mortal terror that shook its frame, whenever the iair

fingers of the little girl were advanced towards it to coax its soft

head.

<• It is a flying squirrel, Lady Mary, ' whispered the Nurse ;

" one of my brothers caught it a month ago, while chopping in
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the beech woods. He thought it might amuse your ladyship, and

so he tamed it, and sent it to me, in a basket filled with moss,

with some acorns and beech mast, and hickory nuts, for him to

ent. The little fellow has travelled a long distance ; he came

from the beech-woods, near the town of Cobourg, in the Upper

Province."

" And where is Cobourg, Nurse? Is it a large city like Mon-
treal or Quebec ?"

"No, my lady; it is a large town on the shores of the great

Lake Ontario."

u And are there many woods near it?"

"Yes, but not so many as there used to be many years ago.

The forest is almost all cleared, and there are fields of wheat, and

Indian corn and nice farms, and pretty houses, where a few
years back the lofty forest grew dark and thick."

" Nurse, you said there were acorns, and hickory nuts, and
beech mast in the basket. I have seen acorns at home in dear

Scotland and England, and I have eaten the hickory nuts here,

but what is beech tuast? Is it any part of a Canadian ship ?"

" No, Lady Mary
; it is the name that is given to the fruit of

the beech tree. You have seen the beech tree in England the

nuts are enclosed in a rough and somewhat prickly husk, which
opens when it is ripe at the top, and shows two or more three-

cornered shining brown seeds, i

i

a a smooth, tough, leathery skin
;

these fall out, shaken down by the wind when it waves the

boughs. Hogs fatten upon these nuts, and squirrels, and dormice,

and wood-chucks, gather them into their granaries for winter

stores ;
and wild pigeons, and wild ducks come from the far

north, at the season when the beech mast fall, to eat them
; for

God teaches these, his creatures, to know the times and the sea-

sons when his bounteous hand is open to give them meat from
his boundless store. A great many other birds and beasts also

feed upon the beech mast."

" It was very good of your brother to send me this pretty crea-

ture, Nurse," said the little lady ;
" I will ask Papa to send him

some money."

" There is no need of that Lady Mary. My brother is not in

want; he has a farm in the Upper Province, and is very well

off."
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" I am glad he is well off," ' said Lady Mary. " Indeed, I do

not see so many poor beggars here as in England."

" People never need beg in Canada, if they are well and strong,

and can work ; a poor man can soon earn enough money to keep

himself and his little ones."

" Nurse, will you be so kind as to ask Campbell to get a

pretty cage for me to put my squirrel in ? I will let him live

close to my dormice, who will be pleasant company for him
;

and I will feed him every day myself with nuts, and sugar, and

sweet cake, and white bread. Now do not tremble, and look

so frightened, as though I were going to hurt you—and pray

Mr. Squirrel do not bite. Oh nurse, nurse ! the wicked spite-

ful creature has bitten my finger ! See, see, it has made it

bleed. Naughty thing ! I will not love you, if you bite so hard.

Pray nurse bind up my finger, or it will soil my frock."

Great was the pity bestowed upon the wound by Lady Mary's

kind attendant, till the little girl, tired of hearing so much said

about the bitten finger, gravely desired her maid to go in search

of the cage, and catch the truant, which had effected its escape,

and was clinging to the curtains of the bed. The cage was

procured—a large wooden cage, with an outer, and an inner

chamber, a bar for the little fellow to swing himself upon, and

a drawer for his food, and a little dish for his water. The

sleeping-room was furnished by the nurse with soft wool, and

a fine store of nuts was put in the drawer ; all his wants were

well supplied, and Lady Mary watched the catching of the little

animal with great interest. Great was the activity displayed

by the runaway squirrel, and still greater the astonishment

evinced by the Governor's little daughter, at the flying leaps

made by the squirrel in its attempts to elude the grasp of its

pursuers.

" It flies ! I am sure it must have wings. Look, look, nurse !

it is here—now it is on the wall—now on the curtains ! It

must have wings, but it has no feathers."

" It has no wings, dear lady, but it has a fine ridge of fur,

that covers a strong sinew or muscle between the fore and

hinder legs, and it is by the help of this muscle that it is able

to spring so far, and so fast ; and its claws are so sharp that it

can cling to a wall, or any flat surface. The black, and red
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squirrel, and the common grey, can jump very far, and run up

the bark of the trees very fast, but not so well as the flying

squirrel."

At last, Lady Mary's maid, with the help of one of the house-

maids, succeeded in catching the squirrel, and securing him

within the cage. But though Lady Mary tried all her words

ofendearment to coax the little creature to eat some of the good

things that had been provided so liberally for his entertainment,

he remained sullen and motionless at the bottom of the cage.

A captive is no less a captive in a cage with gilded bars, and

with dainties to eat, than if rusted iron shut him in, and kept

him from enjoying his freedom. It is for that dear liberty that

he pines, and is sad, even in the midst of plenty.

" Dear nurse, why does my little squirrel tremble and look

so unhappy 1 Tell me if he wants anything to eat that we have

not given him. Why does he not lie down and sleep on the

nice soft bed you have made for him in his little chamber ? See,

he has not tasted the nice sweet cake and sugar that I gave

him."
M He is not used to such dainties, Lady Mary. In the for-

ests, he feeds upon hickory-nuts, and butter-nuts, and acorns,

and beech masts, and the buds of the spruce, fir, and pine ker-

nels, with many other seeds, and nuts, and berries that we
could not get for him. He loves grain too, and Indian corn.

He sleeps on green moss, and leaves, and fine fibres of grass,

and roots, and drinks heaven's blessed dew, as it lies bright

and pure upon the herbs of the field."

" Dear little squirrel, pretty creature, I know now what

makes you sad. You long to be abroad among your own green

woods, and sleeping on the soft green moss, which is far

prettier than this ugly cotton wool. But you shall stay with

me, my sweet one, till the cold winter is passed and gone, and

the spring flowers have come again, and then, my pretty squir-

rel, I will take out of your dull cage, and we will go to St*

Helen's green Island, and I will let you go free ; but I will put

a scarlet collar about your neck before I let you go, that if any

one finds you, they may know that you are my squirrel."

" Were you ever in the great forest, nurse ? I hear papa

talk about the "Bush," and the " Back-woods"— it must be
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very pleasant in the summer to live among the green trees.

Were you ever there 1"

"Yes, dear lady, I did live in the woods when I was a child.

I was born in a little log shanty, far, far away up the country,

near a beautiful lake, called Rice Lake, among woods, and val-

leys, and hills covered with flowers, and groves of pine, and

black and white oaks."

" Stop, nurse, and tell me why the oaks are called black and

white? Are the leaves black and white, or the flowers, or the

acorns V9

" No, my lady. It is because the wood ot the one is darker

than the other, and the leaves of the black oak are dark and

shining, while those ot the white oak are brighter and lighter.

The black oak is a beautiful tree. When I was a young girl,

I used to like to climb the sides of the steep valleys, and look

down upon the tops of the oaks that grew beneath, and to watch

the wind lifting the boughs all glittering in the moonlight.

—

They looked like a sea of ruffled green water. It is very

solemn, lady Mary, to be in the woods by night, and to hear no

sound but the cry of the great wood owl, or the voice ofthe whip,

poowill calling to his fellow from the tamarack swamp, or may

be the timid bleating of a fawn that has lost its mother, or the

howl of a wolf."

" Nurse, I should be so afraid. I am sure I should cry if I

heard the wicked wolves howling in the dark woods by night.

Did you ever know any one who was eaten by a wolf?"

" No, my lady ; the Canadian wolf is a great coward. I

have heard the hunters say that they never attack any one un-

less there are a great flock together, and the man is alone and

unarmed. My uncle used to go out a great deal hunting, some-

times by torch light, and sometimes on the lake in a canoe, with

the Indians, and he has shot and trapped a great many wolves,

and foxes, and raccoons. He has a great many heads of wild

animals nailed up on the stoup in front of his log house."

" Please tell me what a stoup is, nurse."

" A verandah, my lady, is the same thing, only the old Dutch

settlers gave it the name of a stoup, and the stoup is heavier

and broader, and not quite so nicely made as a verandah. One

day my uncle was crossing the lake on the ice j it was a cold
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winter afternoon ; he was in a hurry to take some food to his

brothers, who were drawing pins logs in the hush. He had

besides a bag of meat and flour, a new axe on his shoulder.

He heard steps, as of a dog trotting after him ; he turned his

head, and there he saw close at his heels a big, hungry-looking

grey wolf. He stopped and faced about, and the big beast stop-

ped and showed his white, sharp teeth at him. My uncle did

not feel afraid, but looked steadily at the wolf, as much as to

say, * follow me if you dare,' and walked on. When my uncle

stopped, the wolf stopped, when he went on the beast also went

on."

" I would have run away," said lady Mary.

"If my uncle had let the wolf see that he was afraid of him,

he would have grown bolder, and have run after hirn, and seized

him. All animals are afraid of brave men, but not ofcowards.

When the beast came too near, my uncle faced him, and show-

ed the bright axe, and the wolf then shrunk back a few paces.

When my uncle got near the shore he heard a long wild cry,

as if from twenty wolves all at once. It might have been the

echoes from the islands that increased the sound, but it was

very frightful, and made his blood chill ; for he knew that with-

out his rifle he should stand a poor chance against a large

pack of hungry wolves. Just then a gun went off, he heard

the wolf give a terrible yell, he felt the whizzing of a bullet

pass him, and turning about saw the wolflying dead on the ice.

A loud shout from the cedars in front, told him from whom the

shot came. It was my father, who had been on the look out

on the lake shore, and he had fired and hit the wolf, when he

saw that he could without hurting his brother."

"Nurse, that would have been a sad thing if the gun had

shot your uncle."

" It would, but my father was one of the best shots in the

district, and could hit a white spot on the bark of a tree at a

great distance without missing. It was an old Indian from

Buck-horn lake who taught him to shoot deer by torch light,

and to trap beaver."

" Well, I am glad that horrid wolf was killed, for wolves eat

lambs and sheep, and I dare say they would eat up my little
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squirrel, if they could get him. Nurse, please to tell me again

the name of the lake near which you said you were born."

" It is called Rice Lake, my lady. It is a fine piece of wa-

ter, nearly thirty miles long, and from three to six broad, in its

widest parts. It has pretty wooded islands on it, and several

rivers empty themselves into it. The Otonabee river is a fine

broad stream, which flows through the great forest a long way.

Many years ago there were no clearings on the banks and no

houses, only Indian tents and wigwams; but now there are a

great many houses and villages."

" What are wigwams ?"

" A sort of light tent made with poles stuck into the ground,

in a circle, and fastened at the top, and covered on the outside

with the skins of wild animals, or with birch bark. The In-

dians light a fire of sticks and logs on the ground, in the mid-

dle of the wigwam, and lie or sit all round it ; the smoke goes

up to the top and escapes. In the winter they bank it up with

snow, and it is very warm."

"I think it must be a very ugly sort of house, and I am glad

I do not live in an Indian wigwam," said the little lady.

" The Indians are a very simple folk, my lady, and do not

need fine houses like this in which your papa lives. They do

not know the names or uses of half the fine things that are in

the houses of the white people. They are happy and contented

without them. It is not the richest that are the happiest, lady

Mary ; and the Lord careth for the poor and the lowly. There

is a village on the shore of the Rice Lake where the Indians

live. It is not very pretty. The houses are all built of logs,

and some of them have orchards and gardens. There is a

neat church, and they have a good minister, who takes great

pains to teach them the gospel ofthe Lord Jesus Christ. The
poor Indians were pagans till within the last few years."

M What are pagans, nurse ?"

" People, lady Mary, who do not believe in God, and the

Lord Jesus Christ, our blessed Saviour."

"Nurse, is there real rice growing in the Rice Lake? I

heard my governess say that rice grew only in warm countries.

Now, your hike must be very cold, if your uncle walked across

the ice."
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" This rice, my lady, is not really rice. I heard a gentle-

man tell my father, that it was, properly speaking, a species of

oats,* water oats he called it ; but the common name for it is

wild rice. This wild rice grows in vast beds in the lake, in

patches of many acres. It will grow in water from eight to

ten or twelve feet deep ; the long grassy leaves float upon the

water like long narrow green ribbons. In the month of

August, the stem that is to bear the flower and the grain,

rises straight up, above the surface, and light, delicate blos-

soms come out, of a pale straw color, and lilac. They are

very pretty, and wave in the wind with a rustling noise. In

the month of October, when the rice is ripe, the leaves turn

a bright yellowish color, and the rice heads grow heavy and

droop; then the squaws—that is, the Indian women—go out in

their birch bark canoes ; in one hand they hold a stick, in the

other, a short curved paddle, with a sharp edge. With this,

they bend down the rice across the stick, and strike off the

heads, which fall into the canoe, as they push it along through

the rice beds. In this way they collect a great many bushels

in the course of the day. The wild rice is not the least like

the rice which your ladyship has eaten ; it is thin, and covered

with a light chaffy husk. The color of the grain itself is a

brownish green, or oli\e, smooth, shining, and brittle. After

separating the outer chaff, the squaws put a large portion of

the cleaned rice by, in its natural state, for sale ; for this they

get from one dollar to a dollar and a halfa bushel. Some they

parch, either in large iron pots, or on mats made of the inner

bark of cedar or bass wood, beneath which they light a slow

fire, and plant around it a temporary hedge of green

boughs, closely set to prevent the heat from escaping. They

also plant stakes, over which they stretch the matting, at a

certain height above the fire. On this they spread the green

rice, stirring it about with wooden paddles, till it is properly

parched : this is known by its bursting and shewing the white

grain of the flour. When quite cool, it is stowed away in

troughs, scooped out of butternut or hickory wood, or else

sewed up in sheets of birch bark, or in bass mats, or in

coarsely-made birch baskets."

* Zizania, or water oats.
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" And is the rice nice to eat, nurse ?"

" Some people like it as well as the white rice of Carolina

;

but it does not look as well. It is a great blessing to the poor

Indians, who boil it in their soups, or eat it with maple molas-

ses ; and they also eat it when parched without any other

cooking, when they are on a long journey in the woods, or on

the lakes. I have often eaten nice puddings of it made with

milk. The deer feed upon the green rice. They swim into

the water, and eat the green leaves and tops. The Indians go

out at night to shoot the deer on the water
;
they listen for

them, and shoot them in the dark. The wild ducks and the

water-fowl come down in great flocks to fatten on the ripe rice

in the fall of the year ; also large flocks of rice buntings and

red wings, which make their roosts among the low willows

and lilies, and flags close to the shallows of the lakes."

"It seems very useful to birds, as well as men and beasts,"

said little lady Mary.

" Yes, my lady, and to fishes also, I make no doubt, for the

good God has cast it so abundantly abroad on the waters, that

I dare say they also have their share. When the rice is fully

ripe, the sun shining upon it, gives it a golden hue, like to a

field of ripened grain. Surrounded by the deep blue waters, it

looks very pretty."

" I am very much obliged to you, nurse, for telling me so

much about the Indian rice, and I will ask mamma to let me
have some one day for my dinner, that I may know how it

tastes."

Just then lady Mary's governess came to bid her nurse dress

her for a sleigh-ride ; and so for the present we will leave her.

Next month we will give our young friends another chapter

about lady Mary and her flying squirrel.

All for the best 1—then fling away terrors,

Meet all your fears and your fees in the van
;

And in the midst of your dangers or errors,

Trust like a child, while you strive like a man
J

All's for the best ! — unbiassed, unbounded,
Providence reigns from the east to the west

;

And, by both wisdom and mercy surrounded,

Hope and bo happy, that all's for the best

!
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN; OR, LIFE -AMONG THE LOWLY.

CHAPTER IX

{Continued from page 184 of Vol. I.)

SELECT INCIDENT OF LAWFUL TRADE.

" In Ramah there was a voice heard,—weeping, and lamentation and

great mourning ; Rachel weeping for her children, and would not be com-

forted."

and Tom jogged onward in their

wagon, each, for a time, absorbed in his

jctions. Now, the reflections of two men

Je by side are a curious thing. As for ex-

ample, Mr. Haley : he thought

first ot Tom's length, and breadth,

and height, and what he would

sell for, if he was kept fat and in

good ease till he got him into

market. He thought of how he

should make out his gang ; and

how humane he was, that where-

as other men chained their " nig-

gers" hand and foot both, he only

put fetters on the feet, and left Tom
le use of his hands, so long as he

ived well. . . .

As to Tom, he was thinking over some words of an un-

fashionable old book, which kept running through his head

again and again, as follows :
" We have here no continuing

city, but we seek one to come ; wherefore God himself is not

ashamed to be called our God ; for he hath prepared for us a

city." These words ot an ancient volume, got up principally

by 11 ignorant and unlearned men," have, through all time, kept

up, somehow, a strange sort of power over the minds of poor,

simple fellows, like Tom. They stir up the soul from its depths,

and rouse, as with trumpet call, courage, energy, and enthusi-

asm, where before was only the blackness of despair.

Mr. Haley pulled out of his pocket sundry newspapers, and

slowly recited the following paragraph :

"Executor's Sale.—Negroes!— Agreeably to order of court, will be

sold, on Tuesday, February 20, before the Court house door, in the town of
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Washington, Kentucky, the following negroes : Hagar, aged 60
;
John,

aged 3U ; Ben, aged 21 ; Saul, aged 25; Albert, aged 14. Sold for the

benefit of the creditors and heirs of the estate of Jesse Blutchford, Esq.

Samuel Morris,

Thomas Flint,

Executors.''1

" This yer I must look at," said he to Tom, for want of

somebody else to talk to. " We must drive right to Washing,

ton first and foremost, and then I'll clap you into jail, while I

does the business." . . .

The day wore on and the evening saw Haley and Tom com-

fortably accommodated in Washington,—the one in a tavern,

and the other in a jail.

About eleven o'clock the next day, a mixed throng was ga-

thered around the custom-house steps,—smoking, chewing, spit-

ting, swearing, and conversing, according to their respective

tastes and turns,—waiting for the auction to commence. The

men and women to be sold sat in a group apart, talking in a

low tone to each other. The woman who had been advertised

by the name of Hagar was a regular \frican in feature and

figure. She might have been sixty, but was older than that by

hard work and disease, was partially blind, and somewhat crip-

pled with rheumatism. By her side stood her only remaining

son, Albert, a bright-looking little fellow offourteen years. The

boy was the only survivor of a large family, who had been suc-

cessively sold away from her to a southern market. The mo-

ther held on to him with both her shaking hands, and eyed

with intense trepidation every one who walked up to examine

him. . . .

Haley here forced his way into the group. Walking up last

to the boy, he felt of his arms, straightened his hands, and look-

ed at his fingers, and made him jump, to show his agility.

u He an't gwine to be sold widout me !" said the old woman,

with passionate eagerness ; " he and I goes in a lot together
;

I's rail strong yet, Mas'r, and can do heaps o' work,—heaps on

it, Mas'r."

"On plantation ?" said Haley, with a contemptuous glance.

" Likely story !"
. . .

Here the auctioneer, a short, bustling, important fellow, ei-
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bowed his way into the crowd. The old woman drew in her

breath, and caught instinctively at her son.

<4 Keep close to your mammy, Albert,—close,—dey'll put us

up togedder," she said.

"O, mammy, I'm teared they won't," said the boy.

" Dey must, child ; I can't live, no ways, if they don't," said

the old creature, vehemently.

The stentorian tones of the auctioneer, calling out to clear the

way, now announced that the sale was about to commence. A
place was cleared, and the bidding began. The different men
on the list were soon knocked off at prices which showed a

pretty brisk demand in the market ; two of them fell to Haley.

" Come now, young un," said the auctioneer, giving the boy

a touch with his hammer; "be up and show your springs^

now."

" Put us up togedder, togedder,—do please, Mas'r," said the

old woman, holding fast to her boy.

" Be off," said the man gruffly, pushing her hands away;

"you come last. Now, darkey, spring"; and, with the word,

he pushed the boy toward the block, while a deep, heavy groan
rose behind him. The boy paused, and looked back ; but there

was no time to stay, and, dashing the tears from his large, bright

eyes, he was up in a moment.

His fine figure, alert limbs, and bright face, raised an instant

competition, and half a dozen bids simultaneously met the ear

of the auctioneer. Anxious, half-frightened, he looked from
side to side, as he heard the clatter of contending bids,—now
here, now there,— till the hammer fell. Haley had got

him. He was pushed from the block toward his new master
5

but stopped one moment, and looked back, when his poor old

mother, trembling in every limb, held out her shaking hands
toward him.

* Buy me too, Mas'r, for de dear Lord's sake !—buy me,

—

I shall die if you don't
!"

" You'll die if I do, that's the kink of it," said Haley,—" no !"

And he turned on his heel.

The bidding for the poor old creature was summary. The
man who had addressed Haley, and who seemed not destitute
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of compassion, bought her for a trifle, and the spectators be*

gan to disperse.

The poor victims of the sale, who had been brought up in

one place together for years, gathered round the despairing old

mother, whose agony was pitiful to see.

" Couldn't dey leave me one ? Mas'r allers said I should

have one—he did," she repeated over and over, in heart-broken

tones.

" Trust in the Lord, Aunt Hagar," said the oldest ofthe men
sorrowfully.

" Mother, mother,—don't, don't !" said the boy. " They

say you's got a good master."

" I don't care—I don't care. O, Albert ! oh, my boy ! you's

my last baby. Lord, how ken I ?"

" Come, take her off, can't some of ye ?" said Haley, dry-

ly. . . .

A few days saw Haley, with his possessions, safely deposited

on one of the Ohio boats. It was the commencement ot his

gang, to be augmented, as the boat moved on, by various other

merchandize of the same kind, which he or his agent had stored

for him in various points along shore.

The La Belle Riviere, as brave and beautiful a boat as ever

walked the waters of her namesake river, was floating gayly

down the stream, under a brilliant sky, the stripes and stars of

free America, waving and fluttering over head ; the guards

crowded with well-dressed ladies and gentlemen, walking and

enjoying the delightful day. All was full of life, buoyant and

rejoicing ;—all but Haley's gang, who were stored, with other

freight, on the lower deck, and who, somehow, did not seem to

appreciate their various privileges, as they sat in a knot, talk-

ing to each other in low tones. . . .

" I've got a wife," spoke out the article enumerated as " John,

aged thirty," and he laid his chained hand on Tom's knee,

—

"and she don't know a word about this, poor girl
!"

" Where does she live?" said Tom.
" In a tavern a piece down here," said John ;

" I wish, now,

I could see her once more in this world," ho added.

Poor John ! It was rather natural ; and the tears that fell,

as he spoke, came as naturally as if he had been a white man.
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Tom drew a long breath from a sore heart, and tried, in his

poor way, to comfort him.

And over head, in the cabin, sat fathers and mothers, hus-

bands and wives; and merry, dancing children moved round

among them, like so many little butterflies, and everything was

going on quite easy and comfortable.

u O, mamma," said a boy who had just come up from below,

" there's a negro trader on board, and he's brought four or five

slaves down there.

" Poor creatures !" said the mother, in a tone between grief

and indignation.

" What's that?'' said another lady.

" Some poor slaves below," said the mother.

"And they've got chains on," said the boy.

" What a shame to our country that such sights are to be

seen !" said another lady.

u O, there's a great deal to be said on both sides of the sub-

ject," sa ;d a genteel woman, who sat at her state room door,

sewing, while her little boy and girl were playing round her-

" I've been south, and I must say I think the negroes are bet-

ter ofTthan they would be to be free."

"In some respects some of them are well off, I grant," said

the lady to whose remark she had answered. " The most

dreadful part of slavery, to my mind, is its outrages on the feel-

ings and affections,—the separating ot families, for example." .

"We can't reason from ourfeelings to those of this class ot per-

sons," said the other lady, sorting out some worsteds on her lap.

"Indeed, ma'am, you can know nothing of them if you say

so," answered the first lady warmly. " I was born and brought

up among them. I know they do feel just as keenly,—even

more so, perhaps,—as we do." . . .

" It's undoubtedly the intention of Providence that the Afri-

can race should be servants,—kept in a low condition," said a

grave-looking gentleman in black, a clergyman, seated by the

cabin door. " * Cursed be Canaan ; a servant of servants shall

he be,' the scripture says."

" I say, stranger, is that ar what that text means ?" said a

tall man standing by.

" Undoubtedly. It pleased Providence, for some inscrutable
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reason, to doom the race to bondage ages ago ; and we must

not set up our opinion against that."

" Well, then, we'll all go ahead and buy up niggers," said

the man, " if that's the way of Providence, won't we, Squire V?

said he, turning to Haley, who had been standing, with his

hands in his pockets, by the stove, and intently listening to the

conversation." . . .

The stranger, who was no other than the honest drover whom
we introduced to our readers in the Kentucky tavern, sat down

and began smoking, with a curious smile on his long, dry

face.

A tall, slender young man, with a face expressive of great

feeling and intelligence, here broke in and repeated the words,

"'All things whatsoever ye would that men should do unto

you, do ye even so unto them.' I suppose," he added, " that

is scripture, as much as ' Cursed be Canaan.' 4

" Wal, it seems qu ite a$ plain a text, stranger," said John the

drover, " to poor fellows like us now and John smoked on

like a volcano.

The young man paused, looked as if he was going to say

more, when suddenly the boat stopped, and the company made

the usual steamboat rush, to see where they were lauding.

" Both them ar chaps parsons ?" said John to one oFthe men,

as they were going out.

The man nodded.

As the boat stopped, a black woman came running wildly up

the plank, darted into the crowd, flew up to where the slave

gang sat, and threw her arms round that unfortunate piece of

merchandize before enumerated, " John, aged thirty," and with

sobs and tears bemoaned him as her husband.

The young man who had spoken for the cause of humanity

and God before, stood with folded arms, looking on this scene.

He turned, and Haley was standing at his side. "My friend,"

he said, speaking with thick utterance, " how can you, how

dare you, carry on a trade like this? Look at those poor crea-

tures ! Here I am, rejoicing in my heart that I am going home

to my wife and child ; and the same bell which is a signal to

carry mo onward towards them will part this poor man and his
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wife forever. Depend upon it, God will bring you into judg-

ment for this."

The trader turned away in silence.

"I say, now," said the drover, touching his elbow, "there's

differences in parsons, an't there !
* Cussed be Canaan' don't

seem to go down with this 'un, does it?"

Haley gave an uneasy growl.

11 And that ar an't the worst on't," said John ;
" may be it

won't go down with the Lord, neither, when ye come to settle

with Him, on one o' these days, as all on us must, I reckon."

Haley walked reflectively to the other end of the boat.

•'If I make pretty handsomely on one or two next gangs,"

he thought, " I reckon I'll stop ofT this yer ; It's really getiing

dangerous." And he took out his pocket book, and began add-

ing over his accounts,—a process which many gentlemen be.

sides Mr. Haley have found a specific for an uneasy con-

science. . . .

Tom, whose fetters did not prevent his taking a moderate

circuit, had drawn near the side of the boat, and stood listlessly

gazing over the railings. After a time, he saw the trader re-

turning, with an alert step, in company with a colored woman,

bearing in her arms a young child. She was dressed quite

respectably, and a colored man followed her, bringing along a

small trunk. The woman came cheerfully onward, talking, as

she came, with the man who bore her trunk, and so passed up

the plank into the boat. The bell rung, the steamer whizzed,

the engine groaned and coughed, and away swept the boat

down the river.

The woman walked forward among the boxes and bales of

the lower deck, and, sitting down, busied herself with chirruping

to her baby.

Haley made a turn or two about the boat, and then, coming

up. seated himself near her, and began saying something to her

in an indifferent undertone.

Tom soon noticed a heavy cloud passing over the woman's

brow ; and that she answered rapidly, and with great vehe-

mence.

I don't believe Mas'r would cheat me so ; it can't be true !"

said the woman with increasing agitation.

B
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"You can ask any of these men here, that can read writing.

Here !" he said, to a man that was passing by, 11
jist read this

yer, won't jou ? This yer gal won't believe me, when I tell

her what 'tis."

u Why, it's a bill of sale, signed by John Fosdick," said the

man, " making over to you the girl Lucy and her child. It's

all straight enough, for aught I see."

The woman's passionate exclamations collected a crowd

around her, and the trader briefly explained to them the cause of

the agitation.

" He told me that i was going down to Louisville, to hire out

as cook to the same tavern where my husband works,—that's

what Mas'r told me his own self ; and I can't believe he'd lie

to me," said the woman.

" But he has sold you, my poor woman, there's no doubt

about it," said a good-natured looking man, who had been ex-

amining the papers; " he has done it, and no mistake.

" Then it's no account talking," said the woman, suddenly

growing quite cairn ;
and, clasping her child tighter in her arms,

she sat down on her box, turned her back round, and gazed list-

lessly into the river.

And she saw sunshine sparkling on the water, in golden rip-

ples, and heard gay voices, full of ease and pleasure, talking

around her everywhere ; but her heart lay as if a great stone

had fallen on it. Her baby raised himself up against her, and

stroked her cheeks with his little hands ; and springing up and

down, crowing and chatting, seemed determined to arouse her.

She strained him suddenly and tightly in her arms, and slowly

one tear after another fell on his wondering, unconscious face
;

and gradually she seemed, and little by little, to grow calmer,

and busied herself with tending and nursing him.

"That's a fine chap!" said a man, suddenly stopping oppo-

site to him, with his hands in his pocket9. 44 How old is he ?"

H Ten months and a half," said the mother.

The man whistled to the boy, and offered him part of a stick

of candy, which he eagerly grabbed at.

" Rum fellow I" said the man. " Knows what's what !"and

be whistled and walked on. Whenhe had got to the other Bide
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of the boat, he came across Haiey, who way smoking on top of

a pile of boxes.

The stranger produced a match, and lighted a cigar, saying

as he did so,

" Taking her down south ?"

Haley nodded and smoked on.

" Plantation hand ?" said the man.

" Wal," said Haley, " I'am fillin' out an order for a planta-

tion, and I think 1 shall put her in. They telled me she was a

good cook, and they can use her for that or set her at the cot-

ton picking. She's got the ri<;ht fingers for that ; I looked at

'em. Sell well either way ;" and Haley resumed his cigar.

" They won't want the young 'un on a plantation," said the

man.
" I shall sell him, first chance I find," said Haley, lighting

another cigar.

Haley and the stranger smoked a while in silence, neither

seeming willing to broach the test question ofthe interview.

—

At last the man resumed :

" Well, stranger, what will you take ?"

" Well, now," said Haley, " I could raise that ar chap my-

self, or get him raised; he's oncommon likely and healthy,

and he'd fetch a hundred dollars six months hence ; and in a

year or two, he'd bring two hundred, if 1 had him in the right

spot ; so I shan't take a cent less nor fifty for him now."
" I'll give thirty for him," said the stranger, "but not a cent

more."

" Now, I'll tell ye what I will do,'' said Haley, spitting again

with renewed decision, "I'll split the difference, and say forty-

five ; and that's the most I will do."

" Well, agreed !" said the man after an interval.

" Done !" said Haley. " Where do you land ?"

" At Louisville," said the man.

"Louisville," said Haley. '* Very fair, we get there about

dusk." And so, after a transfer of certain bills had pass-

ed from the man's pocket book to the trader's, he resumed his

cigar.

(To be continued.)



SONG OF WINTER.

THE SONG OF WINTER.

I come with my sports, and with childhojd's glee ;

I come with bright records for memory

;

I come to gather the fireside lhr< ng

And awaken the joyous and merry song.

I come with a group lor the grand^ire's hearth,

As his tale he recounts for the young heart's mirth ;

I come with strength for the finewy arm,

With a glow for bright cheeks from the life blood warm.

The husbandman tilling earth's bounteous soil

Shall welcome my rest from the hour of toil.

The schoolboy shall hail me with Irolic and play,

And with gladness and mirth, while the moments away.

I come once more with my icy dower,

And creation shall feel my arm of power

;

The storm. cloud I'll gather and spread out its reign,

And Nature will humble beneath my domain.

I wi 1 come A itli my gifts of hail and s'orm;

The snow-flake Shall wrap my glittenrg form ;

The moon slmll he cloth <l with h beam more bright.

And the mar* l< ok out with a clearer light.

Though i he nqean will m«>ek iit wy $\< rn decree,

And lightly my sceptre p»w over the sr*,

TltO'iL'h 'he wave will sti 1 dash nil i a sandy hound,

And the lour ol the bil uw »(ill ihuudcr urji nJ,



THE WOLF. 21

Yet 1 spread my rhi'1 ?way with a giant Imrd,

And tli e rive fl Bha 1 I o -v tv> inv si< rn omnitiid.

I ci»me with a hlighi f*n the rvrdiii I fi**'d«.

An I a chi I f«»r t e b»ui<iy whirh Aumiimi yields;

I cine with h S 'iir fur ihe fun at fcouwl'i

Aii'l my v«»i«'e is lientd on iliu mountain's brow.

The »>ng-h r<i o in f'>r a S' m r. Tim<- ;

Tin; bright fl >wcrs druop in il cir hi amy hud prime.

Alt ! md» i< ihe sen', the dirk<nmg I I ^ lit,

Will) which Dcaih chillies Life in its tin's • f nigh'
;

And what my dull lotto flown d«.th impar*,

Such the wmlu's rudi: I li^ht to Ihc yiMjtiilul lic«it.

H. E. F. Lav.

THE WOLF.

The Wolf is classed, n< a

Carnivorous or flu/i- eating

an. mat, with the Liu.v, Tiger,

Leopard, Panther, Olwce,
Cat. Carnival Lynx, I'vMAj

Jauger, Dog. F«»x, Jackal,

Hyena, '.'ear. Badger, RaC-
cooin, Weasel, Martin, &c,
&r.

The scientific name of llie common wolf, ns given by Lin.

nseus, is Canus Lupus, so called from ils great similarity to the

dog in its physiological organization: externally, loo, such is the

striking resemblance, that formerly it was looked upon by nat-

uralists as the dog in an untutored state. Were it not from the

fact, that the eyeballs of the wolf are of the most fiery, frightful

green, with a peculiar savage slant, his face would not be unlike

our large watch-don;, the mastiff. Wolves are found in almost

all countries, and like the dog their color varies from black to

brown, grey, and white, according to the different latitudes in

which they exist. Their ordinary length does not diflfer much
from three feet six inches, exclusive of the tail, and their height

is about two feet six inches. The strength of the wolf exceeds

that ot the most powerful dog. Nature has endowed him with

great cunning, agility, and nil those requisites which fit him for

pursuing, overtaking, and conquering his prey. He is, however,

a great coward, and never braves danger except when pressed



THE WOLF.

by extreme hunger, and then he becomes furious, and ventures

as far as the farm-yard, and, like the thief, " cometh not hut for to

steal and destroy.'' His merciless disposition is unsurpassed.

Whets he breaks into a poultry-yard or sheep-fold, he is never

satisfied with slaughter as long as there is any killing to be done
;

what he cannot eat he mangles ami destroys. The rapacity of

the wolf may have been understood at a very early period.

Certain we are that its characteristic habits were known and

described, by way of comparison with the wickedness of unre-

generate nature, thousands of years before Cuvier, Nutall, or

BuiTon existed. Jacob prophetically described the fierceness

and cruelty of Benjamin as a " ravening wolf," and the Scrip-

tures frequently refer to the nature of the wolf as a similitude in

depicting the cruelty of princes, judges, and rulers. Habakkuk

said of the Chaldean horsemen, " They are more fierce than

ravening wolves.'*

In a work on Canada, written by Edward Allen Talbot, Esq.,

and published in London in 1824, we find some animadversions

on a singular quotation, which is given as coming from Guthrie's

Geographical, Historical, and Commercial Grammar. We give

the quotation and remarks as we find them. "Wolves are very

scarce in Canada ; but they afford the finest furs in all the coun-

try. Their flesh is white and good to eat, and they pursue their

prey to the tops of the tallest trees." In contradiction of these

five posilive assertions of the learned geographer, Talbot says:

" Wolves are very numerous in Canada. They produce no fur

at all. Their skins are, if possible, inferior to that of the dog,

and of so little value, that when the animals are killed, they are

seldom deprived of their pelts. Their flesh is black, and so

wretchedly bad, that the most savage inhabitants or wild animals

of the wilderness will not attempt to touch or taste it. They are

also unable to climb the lowest tree, and when they are pursuing

an animal they give up the chase the moment it takes refuge in

a tree." At the present day wolves are only found in the un-

settled portions of Canada, or where the forests are dense and

extensive. They are seldom seen unless hunted, and then sev-

eral days may pass before one is tracked. It is difficult to get at

them. Occasionally they commit frightful havoc in farm.yards

adjacent to large forests ; but they do not attack man unless
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pressed by hunger. In the British Isles wolves are extinct. It

is said that King Edgar first attempted to annihilate them by

giving a class of criminals their liberty provided they would bring

a certain number of wolves' tongues. Afterwards, these ani-

mals increased to such an extent that Edward the First ordered

one Peter Corbet to superintend and assist in their destruction.

A wolf was killed in Ireland in the year 1701. Long previous

to this it had become an extraordinary occurrence to find one of

these creatures.

An exceedingly interesting description of the peculiarities of

the wolf may be found in Buffon's work, who, by the way, is

considered by Goldsmith as a complete model for the study of

natural history. In confirmation of Talbot's remarks, and to

show the contempt many naturalists have for this animal, we
close this account by transcribing a paragraph from Buftbn.

" However useful this animal may be in North America, the

wolf of Europe is a very noxious animal, and scarcely any thing

belonging to him is good except his skin. Of this the furriers

make a covering that is warm and durable, though coarse and

unsightly. His flesh seems to be disliked by ali other animals,

no other creature being known to eat wolt's flesh except the

wolf himself. He breathes a most foetid vapor from his jaws, as

his food is indiscriminate, often putrid, and seldom cleanly. In

short, in every way offensive,—a ravage aspect, a frightful howl,

an insupportable odor, a perverse disposition, fierce habits, he
is hateful while living, and useless when dead/'

Uncle Van.

[For the Maple Leaf.
J

LEAVES FROM A SCHOOL GIRL'S COMPOSITION BOOK.

VISION OF A DAY DURING THE MILLENNIUM.

I was musing upon the past, and the present, and eagerly

endeavoring to delineate from thence the probable future ; when
suddenly an angelic form appeared before my eyes, " Daughter,

said she, wouldst thou view days to come ? Thou shalt be satis-

fied. The mystic veil shall be rent, and thou shalt be indulged

with scenes from the great landscape of futurity. What wouldst

thou ?" " A scene from the years of glory," I answered. " The
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years when the chain shall be cast over the destroyer, and his

dark empire on earth be overthrown."

I instantly found myself in a different region. Ail around

me in our own earth was harmony and beauty. Nor was inani-

mate nature alone changed. The fertile earth teemed with a

swarm of living population. Light forms and beautiful, mingled

in sweet intercourse among the flowery lawns, and spicy groves,

and ere the morning sun had peered above the hills, one mighty

song of praise had arisen from the voice of the four quarters of

the globe, and. as I listened, the reflection was caught up by the

angels, who tuning their golden harps, prolonged (he morning

orison, and sung the glories of the thousand years, saying: " The

kingdoms of this world are become the kingdoms of our Lord

and his Christ, and he shall reign forever and ever."

But thought and vision went further. Commerce unfurled her

sail, and the flags of every nation fluttered in the ocean breeze*

Cities floated on the bosom of the seas, and aerial, like terres-

trial locomotion, was performed from country to country, with

astounding rapidity.

Employment, so necessary to the happiness of rational and

physical beings was Mill there, but it was employment, the end

of whic h was the glory of God, and the song of devout admira-

tion, ever resounded over the works of the hands. The wilder-

ness and desert were fertilized and blooming, and there the

population of the holy drew their support. Sickness and sorrow

were unknown, and death had no entrance there. The brow

over which had p?.s?ed the circuit of centuries, still glowed in

freshness and beauty- Strife was unknown, for the day dawned

and closed with one universal aspiration of peace and good will.

Ambition wreathed not his thorny crown for the Hero, the only

laurel was the Dove branch, the only emulation that of holiness.

No conqueror's bloody footsteps strode over the downfall of

thrones, and the ruin of nations, in pursuit of a nameless phantom.

The warrior had cast aside the plumed helmet, the proud steed

was untrained and unbridled, and the sword and the battle spear

found no longer a name. The tribes of red men walked in holy

musing by their bold torrents, and troile unmolested the borders

of their majestic Rivers. The Jews, gathered from among the

climes of their exile, poured as a mighty stream into the city of
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their Fathers, and the golden spires of Mount Zion, glittered

once more in the morning sun. But no High Priest with mystic

Urim and Thummim, ministered t here. The Great High Priest

himself made intercession. The Shekinah of Jehovah's presence

was reared upon the altar of every family, bojh Jew and Gentile.

No captive's wailing arose from dungecn's glooms. The

tyrant and oppressor had ceased. The crowns of Empires were

cast down before the King of Kings and Lord of Lords ; for the

archangel had proclaimed from Heaven the mandate o( universal

liberty. " Captivity was now let! captive." »« Holiness to the

Lord," was inscribed on every object. Every countenance was

radiant with a celestial beauty. The wild beast had laid aside

his ferocity, and came at the bidding of man ; the reptile, venom-

ous no longT, was the plaything of the chi d ; and the lion, in his

mighty strength, crouched to the caress of a maiden's hand.

The day passed onward. Domestic and social joys were

also found to blossom there in their brightest lustre. The hus-

band and wife walked out amid the shady and blooming foliage

of the garden, discoursing of the works of the great Creator.

Filial piety lit up its holy fires, and parent and child joined in

the sweet interchange of a (Tea ion. Brother and sister were

bound in tender cords of fraternity, and friend to friend in those

of interchanging friendship.

I lingered with my guide till the day was far spent. And now

as twilight drew on, angels, in white robes mingled with the sons

and daughters of earth. With golden tinged pinions, they as.

cended and descended, once more to join in the note of rapturous

praise, ere the hour of repose passed over the world. Again

the choral song echoed around ; sweet strains from heavenly

harps floated o'er lake, and hill, and arose like gratelul incense to

the bowers of heaven.

" When," said I, " shall these things be ?" The time is has.

tening, responded my guide. The efforts of genius, the progress

of art, literature, and commerce, will hasten it. The investiga-

tions and discoveries of science, tend to that period. And these

discoveries and investigations will still be onward. For these

events are in the hands of Him who governs all mind and mat-

ter, and who will overrule them all to bring about that glorious
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period, when Immanuel shall spread his sceptre over the uni-

verse, and all nations flourish beneath his reign. , . .

But, ere this time, tremendous convulsions shall shake the

earth to its centre. Kingdoms and empires must totter and fall
;

the enemy of righteousness must put forth one last effort, for his

falling dominion, and, as the tempest and whirlwind, will be his

wrath.

And thus the reign of peace, the glorious "thousand years,
1 '

shall be ushered in. " Then shall the earth be filled with the

knowledge of the Lord, as the waters cover the sea."

PRECEPTS INVITING AND IMPORTANT.

What a busy scene our world presents. Eventi that would have startled our an-

cestors and caused them to lilt their hands, and open their eyes in perfect wonder,
are viewed by us, in these days of thickening novelties, with little interest, and
almost with indifference. We regard the vastness and variety of every sort of im-
provement on foot now, as bringing in their train one evil, which it should be the

aim of parents and teachers to obviate. We mean the tendency of our youth to

fly from one new thing to another, without cultivating those habits of careful at-

tention, so necessary to intellectual strength. The thirst for strange things is

natural, and subjected to salutary control, lays the foundation in the character, of

all that patient research and enthusiastic devotion, which men of science have ex-
hibited in bringing to our knowledge, the mysteries embosomed in the earth, or hid

forages beneath the rubbish of ruined cities, or beautifying the caverns of the deep.

We cannot all be thoroughly scientific, nor can we all be inventors, we cannot all

write essays, or originate powerful productions, whose pathos and arguments may
gain a world-wide celebrity, and improve and comfort multitudes. But we can all

treasure up sufficient knowledge to make us happy. We can attend thoughtfully,

and carefully to many subjects ; note well their bearings and differences, and lay

up our knowledge safely for future use. Thus we shall never be at a loss for topics

ofthought or conversation, and though the march of knowledge be ever onward,

and the human mind be ever expanding, we need not to be left in the rear ranks, or

faint despondingly in the journey of life. We would particularly recommend to

our readers to select some subject on which their attention may be placed, and to

devote to it a few moments each day, pursuing it in all its branches, as far as pos-

sible, and only leaving it for a new subject, when they fully understand it. Let

this be followed up constantly, and they will be surprised at the amount of pleasing

information they will gain in the course of the year. We can most cordially urge

such a course, not only for its inherent value to the person adopti ng it, but for its

reflex influence upon the circle in which he moves.

The Value of Five minutes.—" If you waste five minutes, that is not much ; but

probably, if you waste five minutes yourself, you lead some one else to waste five

minutes, and that makes ten. If a third follow your example, that makes a quarter

of an hour. Now there are about a hundred and eighty of us here; and if every

one wasted five minutes in a day, what would it come to.*' Let me see. Why, H
would be fifteen hours ; and fifteen hours a day, would be ninety hours, about eight

days, working time, in a week ; and in a year would be four hundred days.
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OCCASION.

{From the Italian.)

" Say. who art thou, with more than mortal air,

Endow'd by heaven with gifts and graces rare

Whom restless, winged feet, for ever onward bear ?

"Iam Occasion, known to few, at best

;

And, since one foot upon a wheel I rest

,

Constant my movements are
;
they cannot be repress'd.

" Not the swift eagle, in his swiftest flight,

Can equal me in speed ; my wings are bright

;

And man, who see9 them waved, is dazzled by the sight.

11 My thick and flowing locks, before me thrown,

Conceal my form ! nor face nor breast is shown
;

That thus, as I approach, my coming be not known.

11 Behind my head no single lock of hair

Invites the hend that fain would grasp it there
;

But he who lets me pass., to seize me may despair.

" Whom, then, so close behind thee do I see ?

Her name is Penitence ; and Heaven's decree,

Hath made all those her prey, who profit not by me,

" And thou, O mortal, who dost vainly ply

These curious questions, thou dost not descry

That now thy time is lost ; for I am passing by."

" Let him that is without sin, cast the first stone." John viii. 7.—Sir William
Jones, that fine oriental scholar, relates that offended by the irregularities of the

poet Hafiz, the priests refused to admit his corpse to be interred in consecrated

ground. One, however of the body, who had a personal love for the victim of sen-

suality, pleaded in his behalf, and at length prevailed upon his brethren to have
recourse to that simple, and as ha9 often happened, effective augury, opening a
book, the first sentence of which should determine the matter in dispute. The
poems of the poet were chosen, and the volume, or roll, moat probably, unfolded,
when the following touching lines were read ;

—

"Turn not away in cold disdain from Hafiz' bier

Nor scornful, check thy pitying tear,

For though immersed in sin he lies;

His soul forgiven to heaven shall rise."

The appeal was responded to, and the rites ofholy sepulture were accorded to the
erring but penitent poet. If I remember rightly, the lines were inscribed on his
tomb.

Kindness.—u Kindness is stronger than the sword. Little kindnesses are great
ones. They drive away sadness and cheer up the soul beyond all common compre-
hension. They become sources ofgreat influence over others, which may be used
for important purposes. When such kindnesses are administered in time of need,
distress, danger, and difficulty, they are still more likely to be remembered with
gratitude. Parents should be as much concerned to make their children kind,
gentle, obliging, and respectful to all others around, as to provide for them a com-
mon education in needful knowledge. The Father of Mercies is kind to the evil and
the unthankful ; bears and forbears long ; and multiplies his absolute favors to a
marvellous extent. He suffers his kindness to be very long and very widely abused
before he vindicates. In this kindness we all share very extensively every day,
hour and moment, which lays us all under great and solemn obligations to abound'
in all needful kindnesses, to the needy and suffering around us, to serve one another
and 1

let good favors go round,' as Franklin expressed it."
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thing: useful and agreeable.
SELECTED;

Cf all unfortunate men. the most to he pitied is the nt'erly selfish man. The bene-

ficent, tfiv ding his mouldy crust with one mure fa tiished ilia i himself is rich, for he

lias ihe highest jov thnt wealth can aive, that of imparling happiness in other* ; hut he

who ihoushsurr.MieilwiihnUundaii.ee, feels thai kindness is a luxury i hat he cannot

afford, is the poorest of the poor.

We can sympathize more nnoi'y with excess of-orrow than with exuberance of joy.

Symr.a'hy inert ases with ihe former. iw»! with the Inner.

Hi who, when calm and cool, presses his rights to the utmost, will, when act uated by

passion, over-lep them.

Admiration profits nut the object so much as the subject of if. While rejoicing that a

man is great, we h ive also reason to rc j ice that .ve are a'> e to appreciate his worth.

The Deatknf our beloved gives us our fi-st love ago n. liy d«*alh we ar • langhl truly

to love ihe dear one, who no longer Mtijeet to our caprice or disown, remains a spotless

glorious object of love; and time, ni»tea I of taking away from his attractions, gives to

him additional charms Thus the heart is always a ga ner, give it hut five room, and

lull lit eny to love.

Some Day it will be found out that to bring up a mill with a jrenial nature, n good

temper, and a happy frame of mi id. is a greater effort than to perfect him in much
knowledge and many a-comp ishinents.

Kindness is the birthright of chi'divu. The angels ireat them with the utmost kind-

lit ss. and the Lord himself look them up in his a ins, and blesgfd ih -in.

Tie following striking hit s form an inscription, t'ou id at Mdlrose Abbey :

—

The i anh goeth to t'te t a th, »h>teuing in gold
;

The earth goes to the earth sooner l! a t it wold
;

The earth builds mi ihe earth ea-tles a id lowers ;

The earth says to the earth; —" All shall he ours !"

The Seven Wonders.—They wi re the Egyptian pyra:iiids; the Mausoleum, erecl-

eil by Artemis a ; the temple of Diana, at Ephesus ; the w ills and hanging ga driisof

Babylon ; the Colossus at Rhodes ; the Statue of Jupiter Olympus ; and the l'haros, or

watch tower at Alexandi ia.

The Nautilus.— It is said that to ih : s 1 tile fish, which is found in the Mediterm-

nean. we «rj indebted for the origin of ship building. It swims on ihe s-urface of

t!te water, on ihe lack of its shell, which ex tct'y tesembles ihe hull of a ship, it raises

its two feet Ilk ; ma-is, mid extends a membrane which .serves as a sail, while the other

two feet are employed as oars.

To Purify the air of an Apartment.—The bsst method of effecting this will be

obvious, if we consider the influence which heat exercises on the atmosphere. Air is

expanded and rendered specifically lighter than the ordinary temperatute, on the ap-

plication of heal. Hence in evei y room healed above the tempeiaiure. of the atmos-

phere, there is a continual current of air in circu'ation. The hot air in chitnnies ascends

and creates a draught towards the fire-pins;;, whilst the hot air in churches, theatres,

and other buildings, p iS3es thtougli th.1
; g atingi in thsir cjilings, and its p'azs is sup-

ped by the flow of cold fresh air through the windows ail doorways in the lower

parts of these buildings. The following simple experiment ca-i be easily performed,

ami is highly instructive. Take a lamp or candle, and hold it to the top of lite do >rway

of a crowded apartment, or of a room in which there is a fire, ihe ho» nir will be found

escaping out of the room a' the lop of the doorway, as will be indicated by the outward

direction of the flame. If the l imp be placed on the. floor, the coltl air will be lounu

coming in ut the bottom of the doorway. If now the lamp be gradually raised, from

th» bottom in the top, the flame at first inflected inwardly, will be seen gradually to

become vertical, as the lamp approaches the middle of ihe doorway, and, finally, it will

og tin be blown outwardly, when the lamp reaches its summit. It would appear from

ihis that in the middle ofthe uiorwny the lempetntuie is untfoim, hence there isno cur-

rent either in or out of the npartmeiu. The whole experiment is highly iuiercsiuig and



THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE. 29

inorartive, and proves tluit a fire is an cxcel'cnt ventilator. Hence, to ventilate an

a Aliment thoioughly, it is only necessary to knulle a gcv»d fire, and lei the air Have

f t aeri'SSlhroittfli the doorway nil I windows, the fire Will create a current of fresh

a'r in the apartment, and its atmosphere will he thus kept continual y clvuigd. We
w >ulcl remark in conclusion, that those moving m isses of air called winds, are pro-

du ed in it similar wiy. The sun is the great cause of winds ; its lie:it is unequally

diffused on the canh's surface, and rheair consequently becomes h ateil in one part

to a great t degree than in another. The hoi air rises, a >d its place is supplied by

t le fl >w of the colder ai r fiom the surrounding parts. When the vacuum thus en aied

is su Itl n, and the fl>w of the surrounding air is violent, the meeting of winds Irjm

al p«iiit s of the compa*s, pioiluces at sea the phenomena of water -pcu:s and on land

W miwinds, caused by the ail ascen ling inn spiial into the higher regions of the

atmosphere. There are a number of causes which produce ineqoalilies of tempera-

ture ill Ihe atmosphere, some of ihe mi st obvious of which are the alternation of

n glit and day, and the occurrence of cloudy und unclouded skies. The a>r must

nerassarily he healed when illumiutd by we lays of the sun, and cooled when those

rays are withdrawn.

Tlaxts ix Rooms.—The reason why p ants fale so foui, h because due atieniion is

paid to them. The mere tupplying wiih w iter is not sufficient. The h aves should

b kept perf. ct:y clean. Plants breathe by ih ir leaves; and if their taifase is clogged

b/di l of whatever kind, their breathing is impeded or prevented. Plants p rspire by

their le.ivc- ; and din prevents their p rspiration. Points feed by their leaves; an.

I

dirt prevents their fouling. So thai breathing, ner*piialiou, and too I, are fatally inter-

ra.Hed by the accumulation of foreign matter upon their leaves. Let any one, after

n a ling this, cast an eye upon the siaie of plants in sitting rooms, or well-kept green-

h uses ; lei him illaw a while handkerchiefover the surface of such plants, or a piece

of smooth white leather, if he desires to know how far they are from being as clean

as their nature requires.

To make an JEcdian Harp.—This instrument should consist of a Ion;, narrow box of

t iin deal, about five or six inches deep, with a circle in the middle of the upper side, of

ar. inch and a half in diameter, in whic h arc to he drilled sma'l hob s. On this side,

s -veil or ten, or more strings, of vet y fine gut are stretched over bridges ai each end,

like the bridges of a fiddle, and screwed up. or relax *d with screw pins. The strings

must all be tuned to one and the same note, and the instrument bs placed in some cur-

rent of air. whtre the wind m iy pass over its strings with freedom. A window of

w tich the width is exactly equal to the length of the ha. p. with the sash ju<l raised lo

g ve the air fiee admission, is a proper situation. When th-: air blows upon i he strings

w.th different degrees of force, it will excite different tones of sound; sometimes the

b ast brings out all the tones in full concet t, and sometimes it sinks them to the softest

murmurs.

The bestWayof making Com Cakes of ail Som.—There is often a sharp and strong

taste to corn meal, which is remedied by wetting il up the day before it is used.

The best kind of corn cakes are made by wetting up a large quantity of iudinn meal

wiih miik and letting it stand for several days. Take a quantity of it, and first

rrake it a< thin as you want, either for "riddle cikes, or drop cakes, or thicker

cakes. Add s-a't, and a spoonful of melted butter or lard for every quart, also su^ar

to your taste. A litt'e stigir always improves all corn cakes. T.ien dissolve soda

orsak'i-atus a tenspoonful tor each quart. If it is very sour it will want more,

and tasting is the surest »uide. Just as yon are ready to b ike, stir in enough sale-

ratus to sweeten it, and stir quickly, and only Inns enough l« mix it we] 1

, and then

bake immediately in I. uttered tins. Domestics often u-e too much saleratus, which

is had for ihe stomach, and the housekeeper should ascertain by tri \\ the right quaiu

lity, and then direct to have M carefully measured every time. Corn cakes, made

as above, just thick enough to form into round cakes, half an inch thick, and baked

on a griddle ore excellent.
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Z>< Clean Unvarnished Paint.—Put upon a plate some of the best whiting, have

ready some clean warm water, and a piece of flannel, which dip into the water,

and squeeze nearly dry ; then take as much whiting as will adhere to it, apply it to

the paint, when a little rubbing will instantly remove any dirt or grease ; wash well

off with water, and dry with a soft cloth. Paint thus cleaned looks equal to new
;

and without doing the least injury to the most delicate color, it will preserve the

paint much longer than if cleaned with soap ; and it does not require more than

half the time usually occupied in cleaning.

[For the Maple Leaf.

THE HIGHLAND EMIGRANT'S FAREWELL.
In a lone mossy dingle, with green trees o'erhung,

Their wild song of sorrow three Highland maids sung,

Who were doomed with their people in exile to roam

O'er the stormy Atlantic to eeek for a home.

For the hearth of their fathers, by want's chilling hand,

Hud been sternly extinguished that morn in the land :

And they came for the last time, all weeping, to bring

The cool gushing water from that pleasant spring.

It was piteous to see how their sweet eyes grew dim

With their fast flowing tears, as they hung o'er the brim,

And locked their farewell to that beautiful spot,

Endeared by those ties that can ne'er be forgot.

And oft from their vessels, replenished in vain,

They restored the pure stream to the fountain again;

And fondly they lingered, and loth to depart,

They sobbed forth their grief in the anguish of heart : —
,k Dear fountain of our native glen !

Far hence we're doomed to go ;

And soon for other urns than ours

Thy crystal streams will flow.

M Thy snowy lilies still will bloom

On this delightful spot,

Dear fountain of our native glen !

Though we behuld them not.

" And thou wilt from thy sparkling cell

Still softly murmur on,

When those who loved thy voice to hear

To other tends are gone.

11 Dear fountain of our native glen,

Which wo no more may view,

With breaking hearts thy children pour

Their long, their last adieu."

Agnes Strickland.



EDITORIAL. 31

EDITORIAL.
Hours, golden hours, fly rapidly now, in these last days of the year 1852 !

Gladness and brightness have painted bewitching imagery for the future— the

future, looming up vast and trembling in a delicious semi-distinctness which

renders it lovely. Everywhere the sky is tinted with warm hues, and

surmounting piles of gorgeous clouds is the bow of hope, whose extreme sec

tions embrace the year 1853.

We tender our readers the complimentary expressions suited to tl>is happy

period. In other days our hearty wish of long life and prosperity called

forth a glow of kindly feeling from a few tried friends perhaps. We realise

the wish more fully now. We feel bound to do our part to make the New
Year a happy one, and throw in our mite of influence on the side of virtue, and

excellence, and high attainment in knowledge, and self culture- Ideas ought

to glow, and agitate, and actually effervesce in the editorial mind ! What
glimpses of the great and good our pen must portray ! what soaring to the

grandeur of heaven for motives ! what skimming on thought's untiring wing
from continent to island, from mountain to valley, from ocean to river, in mea-
sureless circuits throughout this world of wonders, to glean items of informa-
tion and amusement for our readers. We promise to do our best to please
them, craving at the same time, their kind indulgence for those imperfections
which a new work almost inevitably displays, and assuring all w ho take an
interest in our progress, that our motto is, improvement from month to month.
The Publisher has redeemed his promise, made in the December number,

and though the first chapter of the ''Governor's Daughter," is long, we are
sure that the interest is so admirably sustained, that our subscribers will not
regret it. The authoress has written us a letter, and as it explains the

design and scope of her beautiful tale, more fully than we could, we make no
apology for inserting it here.

Dear Editor.—One of the readers of your excellent little periodical sug-
gested to me the idea of writing an article every month, illustrative of the

Natural History and Botany of Canada, and expressly adapted to the capacity
of the younger branches of the families who take the " Maple Leaf." There
is nothing indeed, in your magazine, which may not be read with

. advantage,
both by the young and old from the extreme purity that pervades its pages

j

but, however intelligent the younger part of your readers may be, there will

necessarily be articles beyond their limited comprehension, arid it is an ad-
vantage to have some pleasant reading for all. Acting upon the suggestion of
my friend, I immediatey set to work, and have written the first chapter of a
little tale, which, if it meet your views, I will continue monthly, until I have
introduced all the interesting portions of the Natural History of the Colony.
I have cast it in as simple a form as I could do, to suit the youngest capacity,
and if you think it need any apology for the Juvenile style I have chosen, I

can only say that few mothers will quarrel with information conveyed in an
amusing form—an easy step to the ladder of knowledge.

With much respect, and best wishes, I remain, Mr. Editor,

Very faithfully yours, C P. T.

Our respected friend and Contributor, Uncle Van, has sent us two very
excellent articles, which will form fine accompaniments to the " Governor's
Daughter " We are sorry that they did not arrive in time to insert them both.
We give his skeieh of the Wolf, and promise to make room for his remarks on
Rice and its varieties, which with a drawing of Rice Lake, kindly furnished by
an accomplished lady, will add much interest to our next number. Our space
does not admit of our inserting several communications which pur friends
have kindly sent us, we shall do justice to them as soon as possible.
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the governor's daughter.

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER

:

33

OR, RAMBLES IN THE CANADIAN FORESTS
DEDICATED BY EXPRESS PERMISSION TO

Bui

daughter of his excellency the governor general,

A Tale, written expressly for the Maple Leaf, ;-.nd intended for the instruction and
amusement of Canadian Youth ; by Mrs. TRAILL, Authoress of" The

Backwood3," "Canadian Crusoes," and kl Forest Gleanings."

CHAPTER II.

SLEIGHING,—SLEIGH ROBES,—FUR CAPS,—OTTER SKINS,—OLD SNOW

STORM,—OTTER HUNTING,—- OTTER SLIDES,—INDIAN NAMES,— RE-

.IAPKS ON WILD ANIMALS AND THEIR HABITS.

URSE, we have had

a very nice sleigh

drive. 1 like sleigh-

ing very much over the white snow.

^The trees look so pretty ; as if they were

covered with white flowers, and the ground

sparkled just like Mamma's diamonds."

"It is pleasant, Lady Mary, to ride through

the woods on a bright sunshiny day, after afresh

fall of snow- The young evergreens, the hemlocks

and balsams, and spruce trees are loaded with

great masses of the new-fallen snow ; while the

slender saplings of the beech, and birch, and bass-

wood, are bent down to the very ground, making

bowers so 'bright and beautiful you would be de-

lighted to see them. Sometimes, as you drive along, great

masses of the snow come showering down upon you ; but

it is so light and dry that it shakes off without wetting you in the

least. It is pleasant to lie wrapped up in warm blankets, or

buffalo robes, at the bottom of a lumber-sleigh, and travel through

the forest by moonlight. The merry bells echoing through the

silent woods, and the stars just peeping down through the frosted

trees, which sparkle like diamonds in the moonbeams."

" Nurse, I should like to take a drive through the forest in

winter. It is so nice to hear the sleigh bells. We used some-

c
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times to go out in the snow in Scotland, but we were in the car-

riage, and had no bells."

" No, Lady Mary, the snow seldom lies long enough in the old

country to make it worth while to have sleighs there; but in

Russia and Sweden, and some other cold countries, they use

sleighs and bells."

Lady Mary ran to the little book case, where she had a col-

lection of children's books, and very soon found in one of Peter

Parley's books, the picture of Laplanders and Russians wrapped
in furs in sledges,

" How long will the winter last, nurse," said the child, after

she had tired herself turning up the prints, " a long, long time

—

a great many weeks ? a great many months ?"

" Yes, five months, sometimes six."

O, that is nice—nearly half-a-year of white snow, and

sleigh-drives every day, and bells ringing all the time. I tried

to make out a tune, but they only seemed to say, 4 Up-hill—up-

hill,' * Down-hill,—down-hill!' all the way. Nurse, please

tell me what are the sleigh-robes made of?"

" Some of the sleigh.robes that you see, Lady Mary, are

made of bears'-skins, lined with red or blue flannel ; some are

of wolfskins, lined with bright scarlet; and some of raccoon.

The commonest are buffalo. I have seen some of deer, but

these are not so good, as the hair comes off, and they are not

so warm as the skins of the furred or woolly-coated animals."

" I sometimes see long tails hanging down over the backs of

the sleighs and cutters—they look very pretty, like tassels, like

the end of Mamma's boa."

" The wolf and raccoon-skin robes are generally made up

with the tails ; and sometimes the heads of the animals are

also left. I noticed the head of a wolf, with its sharp ears, and

long white teeth, looking very grim and fierce, at the back of a

cutter, the other day."

" Nurse, that must have looked very droll. Do you know

that I saw a gentleman, the other day, walking with Papa,

who had a fox-skin cap on his head, and the fox's nose was

just peeping over his shoulder, and the tail hung down his

back, and I saw his bright black eyes looking so cunning, I

thought it must be alive, and tame, and that it had curled itself
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round his head—but the gentleman took it off, and shewed me
that the eyes were glass."

" Some hunters, Lady Mary, make caps of otter-skins, and
minx, and badger, and ornament them with the tails, and heads,

and claws."

" I have seen a picture of the otter, Nurse, among " Knight's

Pictures"*— it is a pretty soft looking thing, with a round head,

and black eyes. Where do otters live ?"

"The Canadian otters, Lady Mary, live in holes in the

banks of sedgy, shallow lakes, mill-ponds, and sheltered

creeks. The Indian hunters find their haunts by tracking their

* Pictures published by the Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge
by Charles Knight. 6 9
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steps in the snow—for an Indian or a Canadian hunter knows

the track made by any bird or beast, from the deep broad print

of the bear, to the tiny one of the little shrew-mouse, which is

the smallest four-footed beast in this or any other country, to

the best of my knowledge."
4

4

They catch the otter, and many other wild animals in a

sort of trap which they call a dead-fall. This, I believe, is a

hole dug in the ground, according to the size of the creature

they desire to catch, and lightly covered with sticks and earth.

When the animal falls in, he is unable to get out, and is

easily captured. Wolves are often so trapped, and then shot.

The Indians catch the otter for the sake of its dark shining

fur, which is used by the hatters and furriers. Old Jacob

Snow-storm, an old Indian that lived on the banks of the Rice

Lake, used to catch many otters ; and I have often listened to

him, and laughed at his stories."

" Do, please nurse, tell me what Old Jacob Snow-storm told

you about the otters ; I like to hear stories about wild beasts.

What a droll name, Snow-storm !"

" Yes, Lady Mary, Indians have very odd names
;
they are

called after all sorts of strange things. They do not always

name the children as we do soon after they are born, but wait

for some remarkable circumstance, some dream or accident.

Some name them after the first strange animal or bird that

appears to the new born. Old Snow-storm most likely owed

his name to a heavy fall ot snow when he was a baby. I

knew a Chief named Musk-rat, and a pretty Indian girl who

was named ' Be-dan-bun,' or the ' Light of the Morning.' "

" And what is the Indian name for Old Snow-storm ?"

" It is Be-che-go-ke-poor." Lady Mary said it was a funny

sounding name, and not at all like Snow-storm, which she liked

a great deal better ; and she was greatly amused while her

nurse repeated to her a great many names of the squaws and

pappooses, (the little Indian children.) There were among

them such names as the Long Thrush and the Little Fox
;

the Running Stream, the Snow Bird, the Red Cloud, and the

Young Eagle ; the Big Bush, and many others.

" Now, nurse, will you tell me some more about Jacob

Snow-storm and the others ?"
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"Well, Lady Mary, the old man had a cap of otter skin, of

which he was very proud, and wore it on great days. One day

I was playing with it and he said— « Otter tunny fellow 5
he like

play, too. He catch fish, too, sometimes. Indian go hunting

up Ottawa, that great big river, you know. Go one moon-light

night ; lie down under bushes in snow : see lot of little fellow

and big fellow at play. Run up and down bank ; bank all

glass ice there. Sit down top of bank
;
good slide there.

Down he go splash into water
;
up he comes. Down go an-

other into water ; out again. Funny fellow, those.' And

then the old hunter threw back his head, and laughed till you

could have seen all his white teeth, he opened his mouth so

wide."

Lady Mary was very much amused at the comical way

in which the old Indian talked.

" Can otters swim, nurse ?"

"Yes, Lady Mary. The good God, who has created all

things well, has given to this animal webbed teet, which

enables it to swim ; and it can also dive deep down in the

waters, where it finds fish and mussels, and, perhaps, the roots

of some water-plants to eat. It makes very little motion or

disturbance in the water when it goes down in search of its

prey. Its coat is thick, and formed of two kinds of hair; the

outer hair is long, silky, but stiffand shining. The under part

is short and fine, and warm. The water cannot penetrate to

wet them,—the oily nature of the tur throws off the mois-

ture. They dig large holes with their claws, which are

short but very strong. They line their nests with dry grass,

and rushes, and roots gnawed fine, and do not pass the

winter in sleep, as the dormice, and some squirrels, and rac-

coons, and bears do. They are very innocent and playful, both

when young and even after they grow old. The lumberers

often tame them when young, and they become so docile that

they will come for a call or whistle. Like all wild animals,

they are most lively at night when they come out to feed and

play."

" Dear little things ; I should like to have a tame otter to

play with and run after me ; but do you think he would eat
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my squirrel. You know cats will eat squirrels—so mamma
says."

" Cats belong to a very different class of animals
;
they are

beasts of prey, formed to spring and bound and tear with their

teeth and claws. The otter is also a beast of prey, but its prey

is found in the still waters and not on the land ; it can neither

climb nor leap—so I do not think he would hurt your squirrel

if you had one."

" See, Nurse, my dear little squirrel is still where I left him,

clinging to the wires of the cage, his bright eyes looking like

two black beads."

" As soon as it grows dark, he will begin to be more lively,

and perhaps he will eat something, but not while we look at

him—he is too shy for that."

" Nurse, how can they see to eat in the dark ?"

" The good God, Lady Mary, has so formed their eyes that

they can see better by night than by day. I will read you*

Lady Mary, a few verses from Psalm civ.

:

Verse 19.—He appointeth the moon for seasons—the sun

knoweth his going down.

20.—Thou makest darkness, and it is night, wherein all the

beasts of the forest do move.

21.—The young lions roaring after their prey, do seek their

meat from God.

22.—The sun ariseth, they gather themselves together, and

lay them down in their dens.

23.—Man goeth forth to his work, and to his labor, till the

evening.

24.—O Lord, how manifold are thy works ! In wisdom

hast thou formed them all. The earth is full of thy riches.

"Thus, you see, my dear, that our Heavenly Father taketh

care of all his creatures, and provideth for them both by day

and by night."

11 1 remember, Nurse, that my dormice used to lie quite still,

nestled among the moss and wood in their little dark chamber

in the cage, all day long, but when it was night, they used to

come out and frisk about, and run along the wires, and play all

sorts of tricks, chasing one another round and round, and then

they were not afraid of me, but would let me look at them
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while they eat a nut, or a bit of sugar ; and the dear little

things would drink out of the little white saucer, and wash

their faces and tails—it was so pretty to see them."

" Did you notice, Lady Mary, how the dormice held their

food?"

"Yes, they sat up, and held it in their fore-paws, which

looked just like little tiny hands."

" There are a great many animals, the fore feet of which

resemble hands, and these, generally, convey their food to their

mouths,—among these are the squirrel, and dormice. They

are good climbers and diggers. You see, my dear young

Lady, how the merciful Creator has given to all His creatures,

however lowly, the best means of supplying their wants,

whether of food or shelter."

" Indeed, Nurse, I have learned a great deal, to-day, about

squirrels, and Indian rice—no, water-oats, and otters, and

Indians, and a great deal besides, so now, if you please, I must

have a little play with my doll. Good-bye, Mrs. Frazer—pray

mind and take great care of my dear little squirrel, and mind

that he does not fly away." And Lady Mary was soon busily

engaged in drawing her wax-doll about the nursery, in a little

sleigh lined with red squirrel fur robes, and talking to her as

all children like to talk to their dolls, whether they be rich or

poor—the children of peasants, or a Governor's daughter.

BE STRONG.

Heart with tumultuous tossings driven,

This thought for thy instruction take;

How stable are those stars of heaven,

That tremble in the rippling lake !

A wavering hope may yet depend

On that which fails or wavers never

;

Nor fully know until the end,

Its strength—the Rock that 6tands forever.

-"National Magazine.
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HOSPICE OF THE GRAND ST. BERNARD.

HIS is a bright

mild pearl of love

and mercy, set in

ihe midst, upon the icy crown of

Winter. Sudden and grateful to the

lonely traveller from the Alpine side,

is the sight of the Hospice, for its stone steps

do almost hang down over deep, precipitous

gulfs, where a tourmente might bury you for

ever, even with the sweet chime ofthe Chapel,

bell dying on your ear amid the tempest, so near

one might come to the Refuge, and yet be lost.

Storms arise almost as sudden as Indian hurricanes, and

whirling mists spring up, like dense dark fogs around a ship at

sea, with jagged reefs before her ; and neither, by storm nor

mist, would one wish to be overtaken on this mountain, even in

August, and out of sight of the building. So might, one perish

at the threshhold of mercy, even as the storm-o'er-taken pea-

sant sinks down exhausted in the snow, within sight of the

struggling rays of light from his own cottage window, nor wife,

nor little ones shall more behold

The sagacious dogs of the Hospice make as good monks as

their masters. Noble creatures they are, but they greeted me
with a furious bark, almost as deep as thunder, being nearly

the first object and salutation I encountered after passing the

crowd of mules waiting out of doors for travellers. The dogs

are somewhat lean and long, as if their station was no sinecure,

and not accompanied by quite so good quadrupedal face as their

labors are entitled to. Probably the cold, keen air keeps them

thin. They are tall, large-limbed, deep-mouthed, broad-chested,

and looking like veteran campaigners. Most extraordinary

stories are told of their great sagacity of intellect, and keenness

of scent, yet not incredible to one who has watched the physi-

ology of dogs, even of inferior natures. They are faithful sen-

tinels in summer, good Samaritans in the winter.

But I had almost asked, Why do I speak of the summer 1

for the deep little lake before the Hospice, though on the sunny
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Italian side, does not melt till July, and freezes again in Sep-

tember, and the snow falls almost every day in the year. They

had had three or four inches two nights before I reached the

Hospice ; and when the snow melts, it reveals to the waiting

eyes of the inmates nothing but the bare ridgy backs, and

sharp granite needles, crags, and almost perpendicular slopes

of the mountains. Not a tree is to be seen anywhere, nor a

sign of vegetable life, nor a straggling shrub of any kind, but

only patches of moss, and grass ; and the flowers that spring up

by a wonderful, sweet, kindly impulse, out of this dreariness,

like instructive moral sentiments in the hearts of the roughest

and most unenlightened men. The flowering tufts of our

humanity often grow, like Iceland moss, beneath the snow, and

must be sought in the same manner. These earnest, patient,

quick-coming, long-enduring little flowers, on the Grand St.

Bernard, are an emblem of the welcome kindness of the monks.

They remind one, as the foot treads among them, or as you

kneel down to admire and gather them, of Wordsworth's very

beautiful lines, very memorable :

—

M The prenial duties shine aloft like stars,

The charities that soothe, and heal, and bless,

Are scattered at the foot of man, like flowers."

With these good monks, the charities and primal duties are the

same. They shine like stars, and are scattered like flowers, all

the year round ; and it is at no little sacrifice that the post is

maintained, for the climate is injurious to health, and the dwellers

here are cut off from human society during the greater part of the

year. Nevertheless, the institution is one of great benevolence,

and the monks are full of cordiality and kindness. A guest-

chamber or hall is kept for travellers, apart from the refectory of

the monks, only two or three of the elder and more distinguished

among them having the custom of entertaining the strangers.

The monks remain at the Hospice only for a limited number of

years. One of them told me he had lived there for fourteen years,

and he pointed out another who had been there twenty. In ge-

neral the brotherhood consist of young recruits, whose vigorous

constitutions can stand but for a few years the constant cold, and

the keen air of these almost uninhabitable heights and solitudes.

They enter on this life at the age of eighteen, with the vow of fif-

teen years' perseverance. . . .
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They have a very nice chapel, adorned with paintings, and in

it is a " Tronc" or charity-box, where travellers, who partake

of the hospitalities of the kind monks, do ordinarily deposit alms,

though the shelter and Hospice are entirely without charge. A
pleasant fire is always burning in the guest-hall for travellers. A
piano decorates this room, the gift of some kind lady, with plenty

of music, and some interesting books. The records of the Hos-

pice, or registers, I should say of the names of visitors, abound

with interesting autographs—men of science and literature, men
of the church and the world, monarchs, and .nobles, and men

whose names sound great, as well as multitudes both of simple

and uncouth nomenclature, unknown to fame.

There is a museum in a hall adjoining the strangers refectory,

where one might spend a long time with profit and delight. The

collection of medals and antique coins is very fine, and there are

some fine portraits, paintings, and engravings. It is curious to

see what blunders the finest artists will sometimes make in un-

conscious forgetfulness. There is in the museum an admirable

spirited drawing, which bears the name of Brockedon, presented

by him to the monks—a sketch of the dogs and the monks rescu-

ing a lost traveller from the snow. The Hospice is drawn as in

full sight and yet the dogs, monks, and travellers are plunging in

the snow, at the foot of an enormous pine-tree. Now, there is

not a tree ol any kind to be seen or found within several miles of

the Hospice. The drawing, however, is very fine. I am not

sure it is by Brockedon ; I think one of the monks told me not;

but it was presented by him.

The Hospice is on the very highest point of the pass, built

of stone, a very large building, capable of sheltering three

hundred persons or more. Five or six hundred sometimes

receive assistance in one day. One of the houses near the

Hospice was erected as a place of refuge in case of fire in the

main building. It is 8,200 feet above the level of the sea.

There are tremendous avalanches in consequence of the

accumulation of the snow in such enormous masses as can

no longer hold on to the mountain, but shoot down with a

suddenness, swiftness, violence, and noise, compared by the

monks to the discharge of a cannon. Sometimes the snow-

drifts encircle the walls of the Hospice to the height of forty
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feet ; but it is said that the severest cold ever recorded here,

was only 29 deg. below zero of Fahrenheit
;

sufficiently cold,

to be sure, but not quite so bad as when the mercury freezes.

We have known it to be 35 deg. below zero in the interior of

the State of Maine ; and at Bangor, one winter, it was below

40, or, rather, being frozen, it could no longer be measured.

The greatest degree of heat recorded at the Hospice, has been

68 degrees. The air has always a piercing sharpness, which

makes a fire delightful and necessary even at noon-day, in the

month of August. The monks get their supply ofwood for fuel

from a forest in the Val de Ferret, about twelve miles distant,

not a stick being found within two leagues of the convent.

I believe it is some years since any persons

have been lost in passing the mountain. In December, 1825,

three domestics of the convent, together with an unfortunate

traveller, of whom they had gone in search with their dogs

in a stormy time, were overwhelmed with an avalanche.

Only one of the dogs escaped. These humane animals rejoice

in their benevolent vocation as much as the monks do in theirs.

They go out with the monks in search of travellers, having

some food or cordials slung around their necks ; and being

able on their four feet to cross dangerous snow-sheets, where

men could not venture, they trace out the unfortunate storm

victims, and minister to their wants if they find them alive, or

come back to tell their masters where the dead are shrouded.

These melancholy duties were formerly far more frequent.

The scene of greatest interest at the Hospice, a solemn

extraordinary interest indeed, is that of the morgue, or building

where the dead bodies of travellers are deposited. There they

are, some of them as the breath of life departed, and the Death

Angel, with his instruments of frost and snow, stiffened and

embalmed them for ages. The floor is thick with nameless

skulls and bones, and human dust heaped in confusion. But

around the wall are groups ofpoor sufferers in the very position

jn which they were found, as rigid as marble, and in this thin

air, by the preserving element of an eternal frost, almost as

uncrumbling. There is a mother and her child, a most aftect-

ing image of suffering and love. The face of the little one

remains pressed to her mother's bosom, only the back part of
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the skull being visible, the body enfolded in her careful arms,

careful in vain, affectionate in vain, to shield her child from the

wrath of the tempest. The snow fell fast and thick, and the

hurricane wound them both up in one white shroud, and buried

them. There is also a tall, strong man standing alone. The
face seems to look at you from the recesses of the sepulchre,

as if it would tell you the story of a fearful death-struggle in

the storm. There are other groups, but these two are never

to be forgotten ; and the whole of these dried and frozen

remnants ofhumanity are a fearful demonstration of the dangers

of this mountain-pass, when the elements, let loose in fury,

encounter the unhappy travellers. You look at all this through

a grated window ; there is just light enough to make it solemnly

:;:icl distinctly visible, and to read in it a powerful record of

mental and physical agony, and of maternal love in death.

That little child hiding its face in its mother's bosom, and both

frozen to death ;—one can never forget the group, nor the

memento mori, nor the token of deathless love.— Taken from

Wanderings ofa Pilgrim in (he Alps, by George B. Cheever,D.D.

TYPES OF HEAVEN.

Why love I the lily-bell,

Swinging in the scented dell ?

Why love I the wood-notes wild,

Where the sun hath faintly smiled 1

Daisies, in their beds secure,

Gazing out so meek and pure ?

Why love I the evening dew

In the violet's bell of blue ?

Why love I the vesper star,

Trembling in its shrine afar ?

Why love I the summer night,

Softly weeping drops of light.

Why to me do woodland springs

Whisper sweet and holy things ?

Why does every bed of moss

Tell me of my Saviour's cross ?

Why in every dimpled wave

Smiles the light from o'er the grave ?
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Why do rainbows seen at even

Seem the glorious path to Heaven 1

Why are gushing streamlets fraught

With the notes from angels caught 1

Can ye tell me why the wind

Bringeth seraphs to my mind 1

Is it not that faith hath bound

Beauties of all form and sound,

To the dreams that have been ghen,

Of the holy things of Heaven?

Are they not bright links that bind

Sinful souls to sinless mind.

From the lowly violet sod,

Links are lengthened unto God.

All of holy—siainless—sweet,

That on earth we hear or meet,

Are but types of that pure love,

Brightly realized above.

How could beauty be on earth,

Were it not of heavenly birth,?

Foul things perish, but the pure,

Long as angels will endure.

Stars, and founts, and azure sky,

Shine when clouds and tempests die.

Say ye that the rose decays ?

Ay, the flower, but not its rays

—

Not its color—not its scent

—

They were holy beauties lent

;

ThatmAj perish—'tis but dust

—

But it yieldeth back its trust.

Fragrance cometh from the air.

And in time returneth there

;

Color cometh from the sky

—

Thither goeth, ne'er to die
;

Foul things perish, but the ptire,

Long as angels shall endure.

Mrs. S. C. E. Mayo.

" A million of blades of grass make a meadow, and millions

and millions of grains of sand make a mountain ; the Ocean is

made up of drops of water, and life of moments."
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REMARKS ON RICE AND ITS VARIETIES.

BY UNCLE VAN.

THE ORYZA SATIVA, OR COMMON RICE.

N what part of the world rice was first

found, as well as many sorts of grain, now

in common use, is not known. It has long

been a staple article of commerce, in

several parts of the Southern United

States. Dalrymple says, that the rice

f in Carolina is the result of a small bag

>f paddy, given as a present from

•Dubois, treasurer of the East India

Company to a Carolina trader. From a hundred pounds planted

in Carolina in 1698, sixty tons were imported into England.* It

is cultivated in that portion of India where the country can be

inundated, in China, Cochin China, Cambodia, Siam, and the

finest, whitest quality is raised in Japan. It is also produced in

Italy, Spain, and in some portions of France, and of late years

it has been introduced into Hungary.

Rice is generally cultivated on low flat lands, in the vicinity of

a river which can be made to overflow, and annually enrich them

by a deposit of mud. There is a kind which grows upon a dry,

undulating, sandy soil, and receives no moisture except the ordi-

nary rain and dew. This is called Mountain Rice, and has been

cultivated in Maryland. There is also a species of rice sufficiently

hardy to thrive in a latitude as high as that of Canada. " This,

it may be expected, will at some future time, form an acqui-

sition of value to the European and American cultivator.."

There are various modes adopted to sow or plant the Rice, and

to bring it to maturity. On hilly ground much the same course

is pursued as with barley. On land that admits of irrigation,

the sower often wades knee deep in the water. This meihod is

more common in the countries of the East, than in the Southern

States, where they form shallow trenches, and scatter the seed in

rows. After the shoots are once hoed, they are flooded to the

depth of three or four inches, the water remains on for nine or

* Johnson's Farmer's and Planter's Encyclopedia.
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ten days, when it is let off, and a fresh supply admitted, which
remains until it becomes necessary to dry the earth for the second

hoeing, and this process is repeated until after the third or fourth

hoeing, when the water remains until the grain is fit for harvest.

The Zizania, or Wild Rice—properly an aquatic grass ; Nul-
tall mentions the species found in the United States, viz, the

Zizania Miliacea, Zizania Fluitans, and the Zizania Aquatica,

which last is found in great profusion in that charming body of

water, which has received the appropriate and pleasing appella-

tion of Rice Lake.

INDIANS GATHERING RICE.

The Zizania Aquatica, or Wild Rice is also found in the nor-
thern and middle States, and is there called Indian Rice, or Wild
Oats. The seeds are dark colored on the outside, but white
within, and are generally three quarters of an inch long, round
and about the size of a darning-needle, and as smooth. The
panicle, or head which contains the grain, does not differ much
from a foot in length. It grows in swampy places, and in deep
water at the margin of ponds and sluggish streams. Almost all
kinds ofanimals are fond of it, either in a natural state, or dried
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like hay. The stem from which the rice is gathered, springs from

the same root, year after year, or in botanical language, the root

is perennial. I have a pleasing description of this plant, which

is so much better than anything I can give from my own know-

ledge, that I transcribe it, as it appeared some time since, in a

paper entitled, the Ohio and Mississippi Pilot. " Among the

productions of the Western Territory, north of Illinois, and west

of Green Bay, on the Onisconsin and Fox rivers, the wild rice,

called Folk Avoine by the French, and Menomen by the Indians,

claims particular attention. It grows in inexhaustible abundance

through all parts of the territory, in almost every one of the lakes,

ponds, bays, rivers and creeks. It is said to be as palatable, and

as nourishing as common rice, and if so it will be incomparably

more valuable. It grows where the water is from 4 to 6 feet

deep, and where the bottom is not hard or sandy. It rises

above the surface from 4 to 8 feet, and is often so thick as almost

to prevent canoes from passing through or among it. The stalk

is soft like the bulrush, and grows in points like the reed cane,

which it much resembles. It is usual for the Indians to force

their canoes through it just before :t ripens, and tie it up in large

bunches, for the purpose of preventing the wild ducks and geese

from breaking it down and destroying it. When fully ripe, they

pass through it again, and spreading their blankets in the inside

of their canoes, they bend the branches of the wild rice over them

and thresh off the grain with their sticks. * * * It is thought

by many that the Zizania Aquatica will some day be an object

of culture, which may afford a means of bringing into use large

tracts of inundated land."

House Plants, in winter, should be kept dry, not too warm,

just free from frost, in fact, in nearly a torpid state. Oleanders,

Scarlet Geraniums, Verbenas, Cacti, with all of the succulent

tribe of plants, should not have one drop of water at this season.

It you should, improperly, have any plant in a very dry place—

a warm kitchen for instance—and they appear shrivelled, you

may administer a very small quantity of water to them.

Hydrangeas, if very dry, should have a little water.—Family

Friend.
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN
;
OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

CHAPTER X.

(Continued from page 19.)

T was a bright, tranquil evening when the boat

stopped at the wharf at Louisville. The woman
had been sitting with her baby in her arms, now

^wrapped in a heavy sleep. When she heard the name

of the place called out, she hastily

laid the child down in a little

cradle formed by the hollow

jjjl among the boxes, first carefuily

^§j| spreading under it her cloak ; and

- then she sprung to the side of the

boat, in hopes that, among the

various hotel-waiters who thronged

the wharf, she might see her

husband

" Now's your time,"' said Haley,

taking the sleeping child up, and hand-

ing him to the stranger. " Don't wake
him up, and set him to crying now ; it would make a devil of a

fuss with the gal." The man took the bundle carefully, and
was soon lost in the crowd that went up the wharf.

When the boat, creaking, and groaning, and puffing, had
loosed from the wharf, and was beginning slowly to strain her-

self along, the woman returned to her old seat. The trader

was sitting there,—the child was gone !

" Why, why,—where ?" she began, in bewildered surprise.

u Lucy," said the trader, " your child 's gone
;
you may as

well know it first as last. You see, I know'd you could n't

take him down south; and I got a chance to sell him to a first,

rate family, that Ml raise him better than you can."

The trader had arrived at that stage of Christian and politi-

cal perfection which has been recommended by some preachers
and politicians of the north, lately, in which he had completely

overcome every humane weakness and prejudice

The wild look of anguish and utter despair that the woman
caat on him might have disturbed one less practised ; but he
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was used to it. He had seen that same look hundreds of times.

You can get used to such things, too, my friend ; and it is the

great object ofrecent efforts to make our whole northern commu.
nity used to them, for the glory of the Union. So the trader only

regarded the mortal anguish which he saw working in those

dark features, those clenched hands, and suffocating breathings,

as necessary incidents of the trade, and merely calculated

whether she was going to scream, and get up a commotion on

the boat ; for, like other supporters of our peculiar institution,

he decidedly disliked agitation.

But the woman did not scream. The shot had passed too

straight and direct through the heart, for cry or tear. . . .

The trader, who, considering his advantages, was almost as

humane as some of our politicians, seemed to feel called on to

administer such consolation as the case admitted of.

" I know this yer comes kinder hard, at first, Lucy," said he
;

"but such a smart, sensible gal as you are, won't give way to

it. You see it's necessary, and can't be helped !"

" O ! Mas'r, if you only won't talk to me now," said the

woman, in a voice of such quick and living anguish that the

trader felt that there was something at present in the case be.

yond his style of operation. He got up, and the woman turned

away, and buried her head in her cloak

One after another, the voices of business or pleasure died

away ; all on the boat were sleeping, and the ripples at the

prow were plainly heard. Tom stretched himself out on a

box, and there, as he lay, he heard, ever and anon, a smothered

sob or cry from the prostrate creature. ....
At midnight, Tom waked, with a sudden start. Something

black passed quickly by him to the side of the boat, and he

heard a splash in the water. No one else saw or heard any.

thing. He raised his head,—the woman's place was vacant

!

He got up, and sought about him in vain. The poor bleeding

heart was still, at last, and the river rippled and dimpled just

as brightly as if it had not closed above it.

The trader waked up bright and early, and came out to see

to his live stock.
Tl was now his turn to look about in per-

plexity.

{< Where alive is that gal ?" he said to Tom. . . .

44 Well, Mas'r," said Tom, "towards morning something
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brushed by me, and I kinder half woke ; and then I hearn a

great splash, and then I clare woke up, and the gal was gone.

That's all I know on't."

The trader was not shocked nor amazed; because, as we
said before, he was used to a great many things that you are

not used to. . / .
'

In concluding these little incidents of lawful trade, we must

beg the world not to think that American legislators are en-

tirely destitute of humanity, as might, perhaps, be unfairly in-

ferred from the great efforts made in our national body to protect

and perpetuate this species of traffic.

Who does not know how our great men are outdoing them-

selves, in declaiming against the foreign slave-trade. There

are a perfect host of Clarksons and Wilberforces risen up

among us on that subject, most edifying to hear and behold.

Trading negroes from Africa, dear reader, is so horrid ! It is

not to be thought of! But trading them from Kentucky,—that's

quite another thing ! . . .

CHAPTER XL

II* WHICH IT APPEARS THAT A SENATOR IS BUT A MAN.

The light of the chetrful fire shone on the rug and carpet

of a cosey parlor, and glittered on the sides of the tea-cups and

well- brightened tea-pot, as Senator Bird was drawing off his

boots, preparatory to inserting his feet in a pair of new hand-

some slippers, which his wife had been working for him while

away on his senatorial tour. Mrs. Bird, looking the very

picture of delight, was superintending the arrangements of the

table, ever and anon mingling admonitory remarks to a num-

ber of frolicsome juveniles, who were effervescing in all those

modes of untold gambol and mischief that have astonished

mothers ever since the flood

" Well," said his wife, after the business of the tea-table

was getting rather slack, "and what have they been doing

in the Senate ?"

Now, it was a very unusual thing for gentle little Mrs. Bird

ever to trouble her head with what was going on in the house

of the state, very wisely considering that she had enough to do

to mind her own. Mr. Bird, therefore, opened hie eyes in

surprise, and said,
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" Not very much of importance.

"

" Well ; but is it true that they have been passing a law for-

bidding people to give meat and drink to those poor colored

folks that come along ? I heard they were talking ot some

such law, but I did n't think any Christian legislature would

pass it
!"

" Why, Mary, you are getting to be a politician, all at once."

" No, nonsense ! I would n't give a fip for all your politics,

generally, but I think this is something downright cruel and

unchristian. I hope, my dear, no such law has been passed."

" There has been a law passed forbidding people to help off

the slaves that come over from Kentucky, my dear ; so much

of that thing has been done by these reckless Abolitionists,

that our brethren in Kentucky are very strongly excited, and

it seems necessary, and no more than Christian and kind, that

something should be done by our state to quiet the excitement."

" And what is the law ? It don't forbid us to shelter these

poor creatures a night, does it, and to give 'em something

comfortable to eat, and a few old clothes, and send them quietly

about their business?"

" Why, yes, my dear ; that would be aiding and abetting,

you know." ....
" Now, John, I want to know if you think such a law as that

is right and Christian?"

"You won't shoot me, now, Mary, if I say I do !"

" 1 never could have thought it of you, John ;
you did n't vote

for it?"

"Even so, my fair politician."

" You ought to be ashamed, John ! Poor, homeless, house,

less creatures ! It's a shameful, wicked, abominable law, and

I'll break it, for one, the first time I get a chance ; and I hope

I shall have a chance, I do ! Things have got to a pretty pass,

if a woman can't give a warm supper and a bed to poor, star-

ving creatures, just because they are slaves, and have been

abused and oppressed all their lives, poor things !"

* But, Mary, just listen to me. You must consider it 's not

a matter of private feeling,—there are great public interests in-

volved,—there is such a state of public agitation rising, that we

must put aside our private feelings."

" No\ . John, I don't know anything about politics, butl can
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read ray Bible ; and there I see that I must feed the hungry,

clothe the naked, and comfort the desolate ; and that Bible I

mean to follow."

11 But in cases where your doing so would involve a great pub-

lic evil—"
" Obeying God never brings on public evils. 1 know 't can't.

It 's always safest, all round, to do as He bids us." . . .

At this juncture, old Cudjoe, the black man-of-all-work, put

his head in at the door, and wished "Missis would come into

the kitchen ;" and our senator, tolerably relieved, looked after

his little wife with a whimsical mixture of amusement and vex-

ation, and, seating himself in the arm-chair, began to road the

papers.

After a moment, his wife's voice was heard at the door, in a

quick, earnest tone,

—

(i John ! John ! I do wish you'd come

here, a moment."

He laid down his paper, and went into the kitchen, and

started, quite amazed at the sight that presented itself :—

A

young and slender woman, with garments torn and frozen, with

one shoe gone, and the stocking torn away from the cut and

bleeding foot, was laid back in a deadly swoon upon two chairs.

There was the impress of the despised race on her face, yet

none could help feeling its mournful and pathetic beauty, while

its stony sharpness, its cold, fixed, deathly aspect, struck a

solemn chill over him. He drew his breath short, and stood in

silence. His wife and their only colored domestic, old Aunt

Dinah, were busily engaged in restorative measures ; while old

Cudjoe had got the boy on his knee, and was busy pulling off

his shoes and stockings, and chafing his little cold feet

" Poor creature !" said Mrs. Bird, compassionately, as the

woman slowly unclosed her large, dark eyes, and looked va-

cantly at her. Suddenly an expression of agony crossed her

face, and she sprang up, saying, " O, my Harry ! Have they

got him?"

The boy, at this, jumped from Cudjoe's knee, and, running

to he* side, put up his arms. " O, he's here ! he's here !" she

exclaimed.

" O, ma'am !" said she, wildly, to Mrs. Bird, " do protect

us ! don't let them get him !"
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" Nobody shall hurt you here, poor woman," said Mrs. Bird

encouragingly. "You are safe ; don't be afraid."

"God bless you !" said the woman, covering her face and
sobbing; while the little boy, seeing her crying, tried to get

into her lap

A temporary bed was provided for her on the settle, near the

fire
;
and, alter a short time, she fell into a heavy slumber, with

the child, who seemed no less weary
5
soundly sleeping on her

arm

" I wonder who and what she is !" said Mr. Bird, at last.

" When 3he wakes up and feels a little rested, we will see,"

said Mrs. Bird.

"I say, wife!" said Mr. Bird, after musing in silence over

his newspaper.

« Well, dear !"

She could n't wear one of your gowns, could she, by any let-

ting down, or such matter 1 She seems to be rather larger than

you are."

A quite perceptible smile glimmered on Mrs. Bird's face as

she answered, "We '11 see/'

At this instant, Dinah looked in to say that the woman was

awake, and wanted to see Missis.

Mr. and Mrs. Bird went into the kitchen, followed by the two

eldest boys.

The woman was now sitting up on the settle, by the fire.

—

She was looking steadily into the blaze, with a calm, heart-

broken expression, very different from her former agitated

wildness.

" Did you want me ?" said Mrs. Bird, in gentle tones. " I

hope you feel better now !"

" You need n't be afraid of anything ; we are friends here,

poor woman ! Tell me where you came from, and what you

want," said she.

" I came from Kentucky," said the woman.
" When ?" said Mr. Bird, taking up the interrogatory.

" To-night."

"How did you come ?"

"I crossed on the ice."

u Crossed on the ice !" said every one present.

" Yes," said the woman, slowly, "I did. God helping me,
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I crossed on the ice ; for they were behind me—right behind

—and there was no other way !"....
The woman looked up at Mrs. Bird, with a keen, scrutinizing

glance, and it did not escape her that she was dressed in deep

mourning.

" Ma'am," she said, suddenly, " have you ever lost a child?"

The question was unexpected, and it was a thrust on a new

wound; for it was only a month since a darling child of the

family had been laid in the grave,

Mr. Bird turned around and walked to the window, and Mrs.

Bird burst into tears ;
but, recovering her voice* she said,

" Why do you ask that ? I have lost a little one."

" Then you will feel for me. I have lost two, one after an-

other,—left 'em buried there when I came away ; and I had

only this one left. I never slept a night without him ; he was

all I had. He was my comfort and pride, day and night ; and

ma'am, they were going to take him away from me,— to sell

him,—sell him down south, ma'am, to go ail alone,—a baby

that had never been away from his molner in his life ! I

could n't stand it, ma'arn. I knew I never should be good for

anything, if they did; and when I knew the papers were sign-

ed, and he was sold, I took him and came off in the night ; and

they chased me,—the man that bought him, and some of

Mas'r's folks,—and they were coming down right behind me,

and I heard 'em. I jumped right on to the ice : and how I

got across, I don't know,—but, first I knew, a man was helping

me up the bank."

" And where do you mean to go, my poor woman ?" said

Mrs. Bird.

"To Canada, if 1 only knew where that was. Is it very far

off, is Canada?" said she, looking up, with a simple, confiding

air, to Mrs. Bird's face.

"Much further than you think, poor child !" said Mrs. Bird
;

but we will try to think what can be done for you. Mean-

while, never fear, poor woman
;
put your trust in God ; he will

protect you."

Mrs. Bird and her husband re-entered the parlor. She sat

down in her little rocking-chair before the fire, swaying

thoughtfully to and fro. Mr. Bird strode up and down the

room, grumbling to himself, " Pish ! pshaw ! confounded awk-
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ward business !" At length, striding up to his wife, he said,

" I say, wife, she '11 have to get away from here this very

nigbl. A pretty kettle of fish it would be for me, too, to be

caught with them both here, just now ! No
;

they'll have to

be got off to-night."

" To-night ! How is it possible ?—where to ?"

" Well, I know pretty well where to," said the senator, be-

ginning to put on his boots, with a reflective air
; and, stopping

when his leg was half in, he embraced his knee with both

hands, and seemed to go off in deep meditation.

w You see," he said, " there's my old client, Van Trompe,

has come over from Kentucky, and set all his slaves free ; and

he has bought a place seven miles up the creek, here, back in

the woods, where nobody goes, unless they go on purpose ; and

it 's a place that is n't found in a hurry. There she 'd be safe

enough ; but the plague of the thing is, nobody could drive a

carriage there to-night but me,"

" Cudjoe must put in the horses, as quietly as may be, about

twelve o'clock, and I '11 take her over ; and then to give color

to the matter, he must carry me on to the next tavern, to take

the stage for Columbus, that comes by about three or four, and

so it will look as if I had had the carriage only for that. I

shall get into business bright and early in the morning. But

I 'm thinking 1 shall feel rather cheap there, after all that 's

been said and done ; but hang ii, I can't help it."

" Your heart is better than your head, in this case, John,"

said the wife, laying her little white hand on his.

After a while, Mrs. Bird opened a wardrobe, and, taking

from thence a plain, serviceable dress or two, she sat down

busily to her work-table, and, with needle, scissors, and thim-

ble, at hand, quietly commenced the "letting down" process

which her husband had recommended, and continued busily at

it till the old clock in the corner struck twelve, and she heard

the low rattling of wheels at the door.

" Mary," said her husband, coming in, with his overcoat in

his hand, " you must wake her up now ; we must be off'."

( To be Continued)
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THE BEAR HUNTER'S;

OR, THE BROTHERS OF LORETTE.

ANY years ago, the village of Lorette, in

Lower Canada, was the scene of a distressing

tragedy, arising from a deadly en-

counter with one of these fearful and

formidable animals. Lorette was in-

habited entirely by a tribe of warlike

Indians, retaining the simple tastes of their

fathers, uncontaminated, as yet, by their inter-

course with the white man. Between the

village and the nearest Seigneurie, lay an

almost impenetrable forest, which was seldom

traversed by the habitant of the surrounding country, save in

large hunting parties, for it was well known to be the resort ot

many bears and wild animals, which, in the present day, and

owing to the progress of civilization, are nearly extirpated.

The Indians and the habitans cultivating the cleared farms

skirting the forest, were, however, on friendly terms, and they

traded frequently and amicably with each other.

It was in the month of September, 18— , that a white man,

venturing to traverse alone, and on foot, the mazes of the forest,

on his way to Lorette, saw approaching him, a bear of the

large and fierce grizzly kind.

This bear, the fiercest and most powerful of its species, is

but very rarely met so far eastward ; and to attempt to encoun-

ter it single-handed, the unfortunate man knew would be

entirely useless. It advanced slowly towards him, and master-

ing his terror, he assumed a crouching attitude, doubling his

body, and keeping his eyes fixed steadily on the bear.

It paused, then advanced, till he felt his brain reel with

agony, again it stopped, then suddenly trotted off in a different

direction.

As soon as he became fully conscious of his happy and pro-

vidential escape, he hastened on with speed, accelerated by

fear, and reached in safety the village of Lorette.

For a few months previous to the above occurrence, there

had been residing in the village, two young men, brothers, of

the name of Dupont. They inherited a valuable Seigneurie
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at some distance, but being of a bold and daring spirit, they

determined, after entrusting their estate to a faithful agent, for

a time to indulge fully in the dangers and excitement of the

chase.

Their calmness in danger, their unerring aim, and thei r

frank and agreeable manner, had won the hearts of the wild

Indian tribe with whom they resided. Their hunting dress and

equipments were similar to the chieftains of the tribe, and their

powerr
ul athletic forms, handsome countenances embrowned

by exposure, their wild but striking dress, armed with their

rifles, and couteau de chasse, they formed models of Herculean

strength and beauty.

Passionately attached to each other, did danger assail one,

the other risked life in his defence, and many and narrow were

the escapes they had met with in their forest life.

But the danger of the chase seemed only the more to fascin-

ate their fiery and fearless spirits.

On hearing from the habitan of his perilous adventure, they,

at once, without waiting for a stronger escort, sallied forth to

beard the terrible foe.

After following the circuitous forest path for some distance,

on one side, another and more intricate diverged from it.

Here, the brothers separated, agreeing to keep within hail

of each other. They were each provided with a set of signal

calls ;
and, in a few minutes, the elder Dupont heard the sharp

crack of a rifle, followed by that signal, which they had agreed

to use only in cases of extreme and imminent peril.

Answering the call, with bounding leaps he cleared th e

intervening thick and thorny underbrush, and what a sight

awaited him.

The young hunter had met the deadly foe, fired, but the ball

had glanced off, only slightly wounding him.

With one spring the ferocious brute reached the unfortunate

youth, and with a stroke of his terrible claw, had laid bare the

flesh from the right shoulder to the hip. Sinking under the

loss of blood, prostrate beneath the infuriated animal, he yet

retained presence of mind to give the signal call, which had

brought his brother to his aid.

With maddening despair, the elder Dupont found, so close

was the head of the monster to his beloved brother, he could
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not fire without still more endangering that' precious life.

Again the bear fixed his deadly fangs in the breast of his un-

fortunate victim, who cast one concentrated look of dying love

on his brother.

Unable longer to witness, without an effort to save him, so

harrowing a spectacle, he raised his rifle, the ball told, tore

away part of the jaw-bone of the bear, but entered then the

forehead of the prostrate youth.

With a yell of agony, Dupont rushed on the animal, his arm

nerved with vengeance and despair, and lacerated and torn as

he himself was, with the dying struggles of the terrible creature,

the fiercest of his species, and famed for its extraordinary ten-

acity of life, he succeeded in stabbing it through the heart.

The Indians, alarmed at the reports of the rifles, and not see-

ing the brothers, went in search, and found Dupont stretched,

in a bleeding, exhausted state, on the dead body of the bear,

—

his brother lying dead also by his side.

Life, to him an unenvied boon, was granted, but the noble

mind had sunk.

One thought alone pursued him, vengeance. The forest be-

came his home, and many and sanguinary were his encounters,

single-handed, with the terrible brutes.

At times, he would return to the village, where he was ever

received with sympathy and kindness.

The Indians could well enter into his feelings ot vengeance.

Many were the trophies he brought of his victims—some, are

even now, preserved and regarded with respect by the Indians of

Lorette.

At last, he came not, and, after a long search, they found him

stretched in death, beneath the tree where his brother's re.

mains were interred. In his hand was grasped a claw of the

grisly bear, of immense size, as though recently taken from his

hated foe, and his own lacerated form shewed but too plainly

he had met his end in the encounter.

At some distance was found the carcase of the animal, and

the loving sad heart had dragged itself to the grave of the

deeply-mourned brother—fraternal love triumphing even in the

last agonies of death itself.

C. H., Rice Lake.
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PRECEPTS INVITING AND IMPORANT.
Much has been written and sung and felt in admiration of the human franie, which,

like a wondrous temple, enshrines the soul. Had poets only apostrophised the beau-

teous proportions and fair features of the speaking countenance, their theme had been

deeply interesting, for the traces of ancestry, descended from immortal source, are seen

in all its pencillings and outlines. The speaking eye, whose delicate mechanism ex-

presses so powerfully the nicest shades of feeling—the mantling color that tints the

cheek, painting to the beholder emotions of joy, or timidity, or shame—the mouth,

whose lines flowing and graceful, or stern and decided, invite confidence, or warn
triflers—the beautiful expression of the whole face, through which, even in the savage

glimmers celestial light, might each occupy our attention with profit and pleasure.

Painters have studied these beauties. Inspire tl by genius, they have pictured faces of

angelic form, and the cold canvass has glowed with living truthfulness. We do not

wonder that they have almost worshipped the Madonnas of their own creation. We
can sympathise with their devotion to the art, though not to such an extent—a devo-

tion which has led some of the greatest masters t© sacrifice ease and luxury to it,

knowing no other love, and feeling ever that mysterious forms of beauty surrounded

them. Conceptions of transcendent loveliness fill the artist's mind. He thinks and

studies hours, to give shape to the struggling idea, but hours lengthen into days, and

days are lost in years, and still he sits at his easel—he cannot catch and bend the ethe-

real ; at last the grand conception of beauty triumphs over every failure, his soul speaks,

and dipping his brush in imperishable colors, he traces his own wreath of fame amid
the flowing tresses of his spirit's bride. It is the presence of the God-like mind that

invests the noble art with its fascination. Song, too, with its witchery of intonation,

melodious, lofty, or mournful, claims "kindred with the skies," and poetry, conse-

crated by inspiration, has lent her aid to express the heart's aspirations, or strike chords

of the deepest woe.

But it is the intellect, considered in its powers and capabilities, which we wish to

present. The mind, complex and wonderful, expands in knowledge and enjoyment

the more it turns within itself to examine its own origin and resources. Admire the

beauty and adaptedness of the body as we may, after all it is the soul's minister—it is

mortal. Mind, viewless as the wind, dwells with matter ; we see its effects, and can

study its phenomena. Intellectual philosophy is one of the most interesting and im-

proving subjects which we can examine. It is calculated to delight us by leading our

thoughts into a wide field, and spreading out before us pleasing views of the progres-

sive nature of the mental powers, and their fitness for the enjoyment of all that is good

and beautiful here, and all that we conceive of the refined and glorious happiness of

heaven.

We wish to point out this subject as a fine study for all, especially recommending it

to the young ladies who read the " Maple Leaf." Nature has done as much for the

women of Canada as for those of any other country. Here eyes beam and faces glow

with the eloquence of the soul—here intellect governs, and female beauty is doubly

beautiful, and the plainest features light up with an interest which renders them fasci-

nating. Wc may have a Hannah Moore, or an Agnes Strickland, or a Harriet Beecher

Stowe, !>mong us, but circumstances have not developed the powers which are yet to

instruct and captivate our minds. Mental discipline is what our young women need.

We speak of them as a class. The severer studies, such as a thorough mathematical

course, or an acquaintance with the languages, would not be accessible to all. Those

who liave left school, and entered upon the activities of life, could not gain the time or

retirement necessary to, pursue them. We know it requires time to " read and in-

wardly digest" any book of merit. We do not wish our fair friends to neglect "the

weightier matters,"—the home duties. We only urge them to systematize their time.

Leave an hour each day solely for improvement, and let nothing but necessity infringe

upon its saciedness. Procure a standard work or. mental philosophy, and select a

portion for investigation ; for example, we will suppose the portion selected is the his-

tory of Intellectual Philosophy, under which head might be found some such divisions

as the following : The present advanced state ofknowledge on the subject as compared
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with the views entertained in ancient Jimes, opinions of the ancients in relation to

mind, the belief of the materialists, etc. The subject should be read with attention,

then shutting up the book, the reader should endeavor to think over the main topics in

order, and then write them down in a neat blank book prepared for the purpose. In

other words, carefully analyze the chapter, and make the thoughts her own. The
next day she might read her own analysis, and she will find the subject growing in

interest, and be led to apply to other books for further information, all of which she

should embody in her own words. Her analysis will thus become valuable, and in

continuing the study from time to time, she will make additions to it, which will show
decided improvement in thought and style of expression.

THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.
SELECTED.

Theflower of youth, never appears more beautiful, and is never so fragrant as when
it bends towards the Sun of Righteousness.

Dignity consists not in possessing honors, but in deserving them. Ceremonies are

the smoke of friendship. Reverence is an ennobling sentiment j it is felt to be degrad-

ing only by the vulgar mind, which would escape the sense of its own littleness by
elevating itself into an antagonist of what is above it. He who has no pleasure in

looking up, is not fit so much as to look down.

A reed debt of gratitude, that is founded on a disinterested act of kindness, cannot

be cancelled by any subsequent unkindness on the part of your benefactor. If the

favor be of a pecuniary nature, we may, indeed, by returning an equal or greater
sura, balance the moneyed part ; but we cannot liquidate the kind motive by the setting

off against it any number of unkind ones. For an after injury can no more undo a
pre vious kindness than we can prevent in the futuie what has happened in the past.

So neither can a good act undo an ill one— a fearful truth ! For good and evil have
a moral life, which nothing in time can extinguish ; the instant they exist they start

for eternity.

A young preacher once read a discourse to Father Moody, and solicited remarks.
The father replied, " Your sermon is very good, but you have selected the wrong
text for your subject. You should have taken the passage, * Alas, master, for it was
borrowed.'

"

Dr Watts, when a child, early formed the habit of making rhymes on almost all

occasions, and his father fearing it would prove injurious to him, threatened to

chastise him if he did not cease rhyming. The son instantly and pleasantly replied

" Dear father, do some pity take,

And I will no more verses make."

Absurdity.—A theoretical practitioner having engaged to teach an Irishman the art
of swimming, after several observations on the subject, directed him to go into the
water. The facetious son of Erin responded, " I have no notion to go into the
water till you have made me a good swimmer."

Clear streams are nature's mirrors, whose pure surfaces reflect the grace and ele-

gance of the forest, the wavy outline of mountain and side hill, and the luxuriance
of the meadow flowers. Here and there nestling lovingly down in the vallies,

limpid lakes reflect the fairy form and wild beauty of the Indian maiden, who stops
astonished at the vision of her own loveliness traced in the calm waters. Amid the
solitudes of the woods, where human footsteps seldom penetrate, God has set gem-
like fountains, and there little birds dress their glossy plumage ere they tune melo-
dious songs; and the fleet gazelle, and timid fawn, and majestic lion, view their fair

proportions, and alike quench their thirst.

Rain drops serve to reflect and refract the rays of light.

DROPS OF WATER.

Earth hath its mountains, lifting high
Their viewless summits to the sky

;

Its plains, that in their boundless maze,
Baffles the eye's far-searching gaze

;

And seas, immeasurably deep,
Which, in their secret holds, do keep
Treasnres unknown to human thought

;

Treasures by human hands unsought.
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Yet hath not mountain, plain, nor sea,
In all their vast immensity,
More power to speak, through wondering sense,
Of the great God's omnipotence.
Than one small drop of water I Yes,
Behold its living world ! (no less)

Of creatures beautiful and bright,
Disporting 'midst its liquid light.

Some like to rare and clustering gems
;

Like lilies some, with silver stems,
Waving in graceful motion slow,
(Like measured cadence) to and fro;
Others like fairy bells appear.
Ringing their chimes in fancy's ear

;

And there are serpent-forms that glide
'Midst liny banks of moss, or hide
Their glittering coats beneath the leaves
Of mimic boughs, which nature weaves
By the same hand of power that made
For man the mighty forest-glade!

But vainly words essay to tell

What things of wondrous beauty dwell
Within these liquid worlds concealed,
Till by some magic spell revealed.
Come, watch the myriads as they pass
In bright review before the glass
Of wizard science ! then declare
If aught on earth, in sea, or air,
Can with these ivater drops compare.

Great Cataract in India.—The river Shirhawti, between Bombay and Cape Comorin,
falls into the Gulf of Arabia. The river is about one-fourth of a mile in width, and
in the rainy season, some thirty feet in depth. This immense body of water rushes
down a rocky slope three hundred feet, at an anirleof45 deg., at the bottom ofwhich
it makes a perpendicular plunge of eight hundred and filty feet, into a black and dis-
mal abyss, with a noise like the loudest thunder. The whole descent is therefore
eleven hundred and fifty feet, or several times that of Niagara. The volume of
water in the latter is somewhat larger than that of the former, but, in depth of de-
scent, it will be seen there is no comparison between them. In the dry season the
Shirhawti is a small stream, and the lall is divided into three cascades of surpassing
beauty and grandeur. They are almost dissipated and dissolved into mist before
reaching the bed of the river below.
Laughter.—We could not get on without laughter; the pools of life would become

stagnant ; care would be loo much for us ; the heart would corrode
; life would be

all has relievo, and no alto
; our faces would assume a less cheerful aspect, and be-

come like those men who never laugh ; the river of life, as we sailed over it, would
be like " the Lake of the Dismal Swamp," we should indeed have to begin life with
a sigh, and end it with a groan, while cadaverous faces, and words to the lune of
" The Dead March in Saul." would make up the interludes of our existence.
When a woman has good sense and good taste, these are some of the things she

will not do. She will not be so anxious to obtain admission into any circle as to seek
itby a conformity toits fashions, which will involve her in labor, or expenses thatles-
sen domestic comfort, or are inappropriate to her income. She will not be particu-
larly anxious as to what the fashion is in dress or furniture, nor give up ar.y import-
ant duty or pursuit to conform to it. Nor will she be disturbed if found deficient in
these particulars nor disturb others by making apologies, or giving reasons. She
will not, while all that is in sight to visitors is in complete order, and in expensive
style, have her bed-room, her uitchen. and her nursery ill furnished, and all in dis-
order. She will not attempt to shew that she is genteel, and belongs to the aristo-

cracy, by a display of profusion, by lalkirg as if she was indifferent to the cost of
things, or by seeming to be ashamed to economise. These things are marks of an
unrefined person, who fancies that it is money, not character, thai makes the lady.

Tapioca Pudding, the queen of all puddings.—Put a tea-cup of Tatuoca and a tea-
spoon of salt into a p<nt and a half ot water, and let them stand five hours where it

will be quite warm, but will not cook. Two hours before dinner peel six apples,
and take out the ceres without dividing the apples. Put them in a pudding dish, and
fill the holes with sugar, in which is grated a little nutmeg, or lemon peel. \dd a
tea-cup of water, and bake one hour, turning the apples to prevent them drying.
When the apples are quite soft, pour over them the tapioca, and bake one hour. To
be eaten with hard sauce of butter and sugar. Sage can be used instead of tapioca.

Loaf Pudding.—Put into boiling water, well salted, e baker's loaf, tied in a cloth,

and boil it one hour and a half, lor a pound loaf. Serve it with pudding s.iuce.
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EDITORIAL.
Dear readers, here is the last month of Winter, and how mild it has been !

Foreigners speak of Canadian winters with an involuntary shiver, and refer

to our country as the theatre for the wildest freaks of Jack Frost and all his

train. Snow piled, and drifted, and spreud throughout the land ; rivers and
lakes ice bound ; the very breath freezing, are features by no means inviting

to those who live in a mild climate. 'Tis true, our winters are usually

rigid ; and if we were looking for the first time upon snow. clad mountains,

or listening to the howling northern blast as it sorrowfully sounds in the

leafless forests, we could scarcely trust in the promise of sacred writ, and
believe that "seed tune and harvest" will 6urely follow. We love a genu-
ine cold Canadian winter. In the clear air, the stars, like friendly lights,

sparkle and twinkle, and seem near to us ; icicles festoon the trees, and rivulet

and cascade, in fantastic shape, glisten brightly in the sunlight. To our
mind the generous hospitality of Canadian in. door social life, the excite-

ment of the sleighing parties, the high health and spirits fostered by long
walks over the crusted snow, more than compensate for the severity of our
climate. The summer is short, or rather so much business of every kind
must be done in the summer months, that not much time can be devoted
to the interchange of friendly visits ; but when the farmer has secured his

harvest, and gathered the last rosy apples and delicious winter pears, and
brought in the vegetables raised by his own industry, he begins to find time
for social visits, and hours for reading and instruction, and we are sure our
long winter evenings never pass drearily to him.

Our cities present Winter in a very agreeable aspect. We have often heard

of the hum of business and pleasure, that may convey the right idea in Sum-
mer ; but in winter it is not a hum that we have, but a perfect gingling of

sounds. Far and near the merry music of sleigh bells is borne upon
the wind. Here we meet an honest Habitan in his national costume,
with his hood drawn closely, only leaving a pair of eyes visible,— there a
tall son of Scotia, wrapped in his plaid, seems to bid defiance to the piercing

cold. Groups of gay ladies flit along, well wrapped in furs, and looking
cheerful and hurried, as if everything depended upon their making just so

many calls, or doing a certain amojnt o( shopping in one short winter after-

noon. They see clearly that lime flies! But wt did not mean to give a
homily upon our pleasant winters. We love them not only for their bracing

effect upon health, but lor the peculiar advantages they afford for improve-
ment. 'Tis plain to us that those who live where the trees are "evergreen,"
miss many sources of enjo} ment,— the pleasures of contrast, not to mention
many others.

Speaking of ever-greens, we always thought the Maple Leaf deciduous,

—

we are acquainted with a spec es which has remained quite fresh and thrif-

ty all winter; or, to speak more to the purpose, we may say that our little

magazine is gaining many friends. We are much cheered by the constant
marks of favor bestowed upon it. For the encouragement of its friends

we may &tate, that we are receiving letters from different directions, expres-

sing satisfaction with the arrangement of its articles, choice of matter, em-
bellishments, and neatness of execution. Our subscription list is increasing,

and we have reason to expect that ere long the " Maple Leaf," entwined
with other precious and improving influences, will add interest to a vast

number of family circles throughout the length of our land.

We have to thank our contributors for some very interesting articles. A
friend has sent us a pleasant original tale, which we hope to bring out in our
next.

We assure C. H., Rice Lake, that we received her communications with
pleasure, especially her prose article, which appears in this number. It is

very interesting, and written in that easy, perspicuous style, whicii, like un-
ostentatious grace of manners, always distinguishes the refined lady.



COULD WE RECALL DEPARTED JOYS.

Poetry by C. Mackay. Music arrranged by H. S. Laurence.

This piece may be performed as Solo or Duett with or without the piano.

1. Could we recall de . part - ed joys At price of parted pain,

2. Calm be the current of our lives, As riv - ers deep and clear ;

Oh who that prizes hap-py hours Would live his life a - gain; Such
Mild be the light up - on our path, To guide us and to cheer; For

-"3=M^^K-^-^KFiq-^F
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•

burn-ing tears as once we shed No pleasure can re - pay,

streams of joy that burst and foam May leave their channels dry,

Past to ob - Ii-vion joy and grief, We're thankful for to - day.

And deadliest light-nings ever flash The bright-est in the sky.
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(Montreal in 1760.)

ATELY, we gave a biographical

sketch of Sir Jeffry Amherst, Knigh-

of the Bath. A correspondent has

sent us, to complete the work, a copy

of the inscriptions prepared for the

Monument erected to his memory by

his son, Sir J. Amherst, also Knight

"Hi of the Bath.

This Monument, which is about

35 or 36 feet high, is situated on a

pleasant eminence, opposite Lord

Amherst's dwelling-house, called " Montreal," near Riverhead,

in Kent :

—

(fibst face looking almost south-east.)

Dedicated

TO THAT MOST ABLE STATESMAN,

DURING WHOSE ADMINISTRATION

CAPE BRITON AND CANADA WERE CONQUERED;

AND FROM WHOSE INFLUENCE THE BRITISH ARMS

DERITED A DEGREE OP LUSTRE UNPARALLELED IN PAST AGES.
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(SECOND FACE NORTH-EAST.)

TO COMMEMORATE
THE PROVIDENTIAL AND HAPPY MEETING OP THREE BROTHER?,

ON THIS, THEIR PARENTAL GROUND,

ON THE 25TH JANUARY, 1754,

AFTER A SIX YEARS' GLORIOUS WAR,
IN WHICH THE THREE WERE SUCCESSFULLY ENGAGED,

IN VARIOUS CLIMES, SEASONS, AND SERVICES.

(third side north-west.)

LOUISBURG SURRENDERED,

AND SIX FRENCH BATTALIONS PRISONERS OF WAR, THE 26TH OF JULY, 1758.

FORT DU QUESNE TAKEN POSSESSION OF, THE 24TH NOV., 1758.

TICONDEROGA TAKEN POSSESSION OF, THE 26TH JULY, 1759.

CROWN-POINT TAKEN POSSESSION OF, THE 4TH OF AUGUST, 1759.

QUEBEC CAPITULATED, THE 18TH OF SEPT., 1759.

(fourth side south-west.)

FORT LEVI SURRENDERED, THE 25tH OF AUGUST, 1760.

1SLE-AUX-NOIX ABANDONED, THE 28tH AUGUST, 1760.

MONTREAL SURRENDERED, AND WITH IT ALL CANADA,
AND TEN FRENCH BATTALIONS LAID DOWN THEIR ARMS,

THE 8TH OF SEPTEMBER, 1760.

BT. JOHNS, NEWFOUNDLAND, RETAKEN, THE 18TH OF SEPT., 1762.

THE DEW DROP.
BY MISS H. E. F. LAY.

Sweet pearl of the morning, pure daughter of earth,

So brilliant in beauty, so priceless in worth ;

Say, why hast thou come from thy radiant sphere,

To gleam as a gem for the herbage to wear?

" I have left my bright courts in the azure built sky,

I have come from the glance of the burning eye,

On the storm-cloud full oft my beauty did glow,

I have shown in the drops of the Covenant bow.

" I have wandered at will 'mid the thunderbolt's ire,

I have flashed back the light of the meteor's fire,

I have caught from the glorious sunset a hue,

And symboled the brightness of heaven to view.

"I have mingled at noon 'mid the rivulet's flow,

And the willow have kissed on the valley below

;
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On the ocean my chariot has often been borne

And tho Roamer's white pennon my beauty hath worn.

11 My eye hath oft flashed to the gems of the night,

1 have caught the first rays of the morn's rosy light

;

The sweet star of evening is seen on my crest,

And the beams of night's queen adorn my clear breast.

" On the *ield, to the slumbering soldier I've come,

And mixed with his tears, as he dreamed of his home;

I have watched with affection the tomb of the fair,

And nourished the evergreens love planted there.

u I've tasted the breath of the violet blue,

And lent to the lily its beauteous hue
;

On the crown of the rose my palace is set,

In the vine flower I place my pure coronet.

II I've come with rich offerings in my tiny hand,

And clothed with rejoicing full many a land ;

The harvest hath owned to ray life giving power,

As I stooped to revive in the dark blighting hour.

u I've called up the herb from its mansion below,

The garden my summons most potent doth show ;

I've passed to give sweet to the nectary's lip,

That the bee from its cup sweet treasures might sip.

u I've come to the earth as a gift from the sky,

As formed by the hand of the matchless on high ;

And where'er my light footstep rejoicing hath been,

Life, Beauty and Love on my patbway are seen."

Fair child of the morning, thou beautiful one,

Thou art like to that faith sent down from God's throne,

Whose love to earth's valley of sorrow is given,

To nourish and water the spirit for heaven.

In affliction's dark blight, in adversity's hour,

It visits the soul with its life-giving power;

When the fond heart's affections are rett in their bloom,

It nurses Hope's blossoms beyond the dark tomb;

And like thee, when exhaled 'mid the blue of the sky,

It shines most resplendent in glory on high.

"A Persian
1

philosopher being asked by what method he had

acquired so much knowledge, answered, '* By not allowing

shame to prevent me from asking questions, when I was

ignorant."
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RUNNING THE RAPIDS.

BOUT five-and-tvventy years ago, at the head

of the Long Sault Rapids on the Ottawa, there

resided a family of the name of Drummond.
On that, one of the mightiest water powers in

the new world, Mr. Drummond had erected

saw mills on a gigantic scale, the produce of which, was con-

veyed down the rapids to Montreal, by experienced and skilful

raftsmen, or voyageurs. The situation was wild and romantic , in

the extreme. Numerous islands studded the surface of the ra-

pid river, dividing the stream into many and diversified chan-

nels, through which the waters rushed furiously, in proportion

to their width. Wild duck, and water fowl sported joyously

over its snowy foam. At one part the banks were covered with

luxuriant foliage, at another craggy rocks hung impending over

the waters, entwined with lichens of the brightest colors and

most varied forms.

The passage of the Long Sault did indeed require, that he

who stemmed the perilous rapids should be endowed with strong

nerve and powerful arm ; but both of these qualities were con-

spicuous in Mr. Drummond. Of Herculean strength, he not

only speedily became remarkably skilful in paddling his birch

canoe, but at last fearlessly took his wife and children in the

same frail bark. She was a delicate little creature, clinging

with all the depth of a true woman's loving nature to her hus-

band. Their family consisted of four children. The two eld-

est, a little boy and girl, had been promised by their parents an

excursion down the rapids, when the spring ice was entirely

dispersed, and they awaited with eager expectation the long-

looked-for and much. anticipated pleasure. It came at last.

—

The first of June was announced by their papa as that on which

they would take the proposed trip. Full ofglee and joy the happy

children retired to rest the previous night, but their slumber was

soon broken by a storm, awful in its grandeur, accompanied

with thunder and lightning. It was literally a deluge of rain,

and lasted for several hours, with a perfect hurricane of wind.

The children feared their excursion must be postponed, but to

their glad surprise clear and cloudless broke the morning after

the storm, nature looking brighter and fresher from its effects.
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Mrs. Drummond was early awakened by the voice of the little

Ada :
" Look, mamma, look ; the sun shines for us ;—do get

up." The fond mother smiled at the earnestness of the little

fairy beside her, and rose in answer to her urgent entreaties.

Their preparations for departure were soon completed. In

the first canoe were Mr. and Mrs. Drummond and an experi-

enced voyageur, the children being seated with their mother at

the bottom of the canoe on buffalo skins. In the second were

two men, and one female servant. The waterfalls and torrents

were brought into full activity by the night's rain, and were

dashing madly down the gullies formed by it in the sides of the

overhanging rocks. The river boiled furiously along, bearing

on its foaming surface large trees, which the wind had broken

or uprooted, and it required all the united efforts of the strong

men of the party to guide the frail barks in their perilous car-

eer. They, however, thought lightly of dangers and obstacles

which, to a less experienced hand and eye, would have been

deemed insurmountable
;
yet aware that the slightest want of

caution on their part would be fatal. As they neared the St.

Anne's rapids, the mother clasped the little Ada still more close-

ly to her breast; yet did her true heart stay itself courageously

on the cool, calm courage of the stronger mind beside her. Not

by one word, or exclamation, did she express a shadow of wo*

majnly weakness or fear. They flew along, merely using their

paddles to steer through the dangers of the way. The canoe,

was impelled swiftly forward by the fierce impetuosity of

the waters, which presented a foaming barrier a little distance

ahead, in the rapids they were approaching. Fragments of

water-riven trees had there collected during the hurricane, and

dashed about in tumultuous disorder. On they steered in perfect

silence
;
they flew with lightning speed over the first and most

intricate channel, and had just cleared it in safety, when the

bark struck against a rock, covered by the eddying foam, and

in a moment both canoes were engulphed in the furious waters,

and carried helplessly down the mighty current. Even in that

agonizing moment the presence of mind of Mr. Drummond did

not forsake him, though the awful knowledge of the fate of his

beloved ones, flashed like lightning across him. Rising to the

surface, borne down by the mighty stream, he yet struck out
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towards shore. Ah ! what is that ? A faint cry met his ear,

and the floating form of the little Ada swept by him. Vainly,

with a convulsive grasp, he endeavored to seize the light gar-

ments of the child ; he saw the fair ringlets, shading the sweet,

pale face, hurried past him. Another moment he gained the

shore. He sprang up the bank, and gazed around over the

scene ofdesolation. What a sight met that strong, loving heart

!

He stood alone, where, a moment before, he was surrounded

by that heart's fondest treasures. In vain, with eyes dim with

agony, he gazed or the wide expanse of waters rushing on,

rushing on
;
they swept by, as though in mockery of the loving

human hearts entombed in them. For one moment, but one,

the strong man bent under the pressure of such fearful sorrow,

then with aery of anguish to heaven, sped on by the side ofthe

dark river, in the hope of catching some traces of the lost in

the calm expanse of waters a mile or two below His aching

vision wanders over the scene. What is it that arrests his

gaze? At some distance he sees—«an it be?—one of the

canoes turned upside down in the stream. To rush on, spring

into the river, and tow it to shore, was speedy work to an arm

nerved with desperation ; but how does his heartbeat with al-

most overpowering sensations of alternate hope and fear, as he

remarks its unusual weight. Yes
;
there, extended at the bot-

tom of the canoe, lies, though to all appearance lifeless, the form

of his beloved wife. On reaching forward to her child, as they

neared the rapids, she had placed her hands under the braces

of the canoe, and at its upset became fixed under them. To

that providential circumstance she owed the preservation of her

life. With breathless anxiety Mr. Drummond hung over that

pale, mute form. All was still, save the wild beating of his

own heart. But see, she moves! Once more those loving

eyes are raised to his, and now those beloved lips murmur his

name.

Gradually consciousness returned, but with it the fearful

truth of her bereavement. " Ada, Ada," she repeated, wildly

stretching forth her arms as if to embrace her. " Hubert, too,

where, where are they?"

Mr. Drummond turned for a moment from that look of exquisite

anguish, then spoke, in a tone tremulous with emotion, " True
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wife, he is spared to thee, who once, in joy or in sorrow, thou

vowed to follow
;
prove now the truth of that vow, and come to

the heart which, with thee left to it, can bear under all other

trials, bitter though they be."

One moment the bitterness of a mother's despair overspread

her pale features, yet through them, even then, there shone the

depth of her devoted affection ; the next, she sought and

found refuge in the arms opened to receive her. Nobly did

that heroic woman bear up, subduing her own untoid agony,

and calmly reseating herself in the canoe which h id proved the

tomb of her beloved ones. Again they set forth on their peril-

ous course, to seek aid in searching for the lifeless bodies of

their children and servants. Assistance was soon at hand, but

it was not till the next day that the body of the little Ada was

discovered, quite uninjured, however, by its passage down the

stream ; and even in death her face wore the same lovely ex-

pression which had so characterized it in life. A smile still

rested on the sweet lips of the sleeper in that last long sleep
;

one might have fancied she was aware that her early death

had but wafted her to the haven where those who mourned her

pain would be. The sorrowing parents returned home with

the bodies of their beloved children, and the habitans of the

river yet relate, with tender regret, the loss of the little Ada, at

the running of the rapids.

C. H., Rice Lake.
January, 1853.

-^©^^^
alliston's decision on his own picture.
There is something inevitably touching, simple, and beautiful, in

the following fact :—Some years after Alliston had acquired consider-

able reputation as a painter, a friend showed him a miniature, and
begged he would give a sincere opinion upon the merits, as the young
man who drew it had some thoughts of becoming a painter by pro-
fession. Alliston, after much pressing and declining to give an opi-

nion, candidly told the gentleman he feared the lad would never do
anything as a painter, and advised his following some more congenial
pursuit. His friend then convinced him that the work had been
done by Alliston himself, for this very gentleman, when Alliston was
quite young.
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THE WARDEN OF CINQUE PORTS.

[The following poem, communicated by a friend, is the best

we have seen on the death of the Duke of Wellington. It be-

trays that happy ingenuity in the use of known circumstances,

and peculiar style in weaving all into measure, that Longfellow

displays, and has been attributed to him] :

—

A mist was driving down the British Channel,

The day was just begun ;

And through the window-panes, on floor and panel,

Streamed the red Autumn 6un.

It glanced on flowing flag, and rippling pennon,

And the white sails of ships

;

And, from the frowning rampart, the black cannon

Hailed it with feverish lips.

Sandwich and Romney, Hastings, Hithe, and Dover

Were all alert that day,

To sec the French war-steamers speeding over,

When the fog cleared away.

Sullen, and silent, and like couchant lions,

Their cannon, through the night,

Holding their breath, had watched, with grirri defiance,

The sea-coast opposite.
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And now they roared at drum-beat, from their stations

On every citadel ;

Each answering each with morning salutations,

That all was well !

And down the coast, all taking up the burden,

Replied the distant forts,

As if to summon from his sleep the Warden,

And Lord of the Cinque Ports.

Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure,

No drum beat from the wall,

No morning gun from the black forts embrazure,

Awaken with their call !

No more surveying, with an eye impartial,

The long line of sea-coast,

Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field.Marshall,

Be seen upon his post !

For in the night, unseen, a single warrior,

In sombre harness mailed,

Dreaded of man—and surnamed the Destroyer,

The rampart wall had scaled.

He passed into the chamber of the sleeper,

The dark and silent room;

And as he entered, darker grew and deeper,

The silence and the gloom.

He did not stop to parley and dissemble,

But smote the Warden hoar
;

Ah ! what a blow ! that made all England tremble,

And groan from shore to shore.

Meanwhile, without, the surly cannon waited,

The sun rose bright o'er head ;

Nothing in Nature's aspect intimated

That a great man was dead !

A young clergyman, in conversation with the Duke of Wel-

lington, was representing what he considered the folly of sending

missionaries to India ; when he received the following charac-

teristic reproof from the Iron Duke, " Young man, look to your

marching orders."
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN; OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

CHAPTER XL

—

Continued.

{Continued from page 56.)

RS. Bird hastily deposited the various arti-

cles she had collected in a small plain trunk,

locking it, desired her husband to see it in the

carriage, and then proceeded to

call the woman. Soon, arrayed

in r cloak, bonnet and shawl, that

Ijg had belonged to her benefactress,

j§ she appeared at the door with her

^ child in her arms. Mr. Bird hur-

ried her into the carriage, and Mrs.

Bird pressed on alter her to the

1$ carriage steps. Eliza leaned out of

the carriage, and put out her hand,

i —a hand as soft and beautiful as was

given in return. She fixed her large,

dark eyes, full of earnest meaning, on Mrs.

Bird's face, and seemed going to speak. Her lips moved,—she

tried once or twice, but there was no sound,—and pointing up-

ward, with a look never to be forgotten, she fell back in the

seat, and covered her face. The door was shut, and the carriage

drove on.

What a situation, now, for a patriotic senator, that had been

all the week before spurring up the legislature of his native state

to pass more stringent resolutions against escaping fugitives, their

harborers and abettors

!

It was full late in the night when the carriage emerged, and stood

at the door of a large farm-house. It took no inconsiderable per-

severance to arouse the inmates; but at last the respectable pro-

prietor appeared, and undid the door.

'Are yon the man that will shelter a poor woman and child

from slave catcher.-;?' said the senator, explicitly.

' 1 rather think I am,' said honest John, with some considerable

emphasis.

< I thought so,' said the senator.
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« If there's anybody comes,' said the good man, stretching his

tall, muscular form upward, 'why here I'm ready for him: and

I've got seven sons, each six foot high, and they'll be ready for

'em. Give our respects to 'em,' said John ;
' tell them no mat-

ter how soon they call,—make no kinder difference to us,' said

John, running his fingers through the shock of hair that thatched

his head, and bursting out into a great laugh. . . .

The senator, in a few words, briefly explained Eliza's history.

1 Ye'd better jest put up here, now, till daylight,' said he, hear-

tily, 1 and I'll call up the old woman, and have a bed got ready for

you in no time.'

f Thank you, my good friend,' said the senator, 1 1 must be

along, to take the night stage for Columbus.'

< Ah ! well, then, if you must, I'll go a piece with you, and show

you a cross road that will take you there better than the road yon

came on. That road's mighty bad.'

John equipped himself, and, with a lantern in hand, was soon

seen guiding the senator's carriage towards a road that ran down

in a hollow, back of his dwelling. When they parted, the senator

put into his hand a ten dollar bill.

4 It's for her,' he said, briefly.

4 Ay, ay,' said John, with equal conciseness.

They shook hands, and parted.

CHAPTER XII.

ELIZA IN THE QUAKER SETTLEMENT.

A quiet scene now rises before us. A large, roomy, neatly-

painted kitchen, its yellow floor glossy and smooth, and without a

particle of dust ; a neat, well-blacked cooking-stove ; rows of

shining tin, suggestive of unmentionable good things to the appe-

tite
;
glossy green wood chairs, old and firm ; a small flag-bottom-

ed rocking-chair, and in the chair, gently swaying back and for-

ward, her eyes bent on some fine sewing, sat our old friend Eliza.

Yes, there she is, paler and thinner than in her Kentucky home,

with a world of quiet sorrow lying under the shadow of her long

eyelashes, and marking the outline of her gentle mouth ! It was
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p Iain see how old and firm the girlish heart was grown under

the discipline of heavy sorrow ; and when, anon, her large dark

eye was raised to follow the gambols of her little Harry, who was

sporting like some tropical butterfly, hither and thither over the

floor, she showed a depth of firmness and steady resolve that was

never there in her earlier and happier days.

By her side sat a woman with a bright tin pan in her lap, into

which she was carefully sorting some dried peaches. She might

be fifty-five or sixty ; but hers was one of those faces that time

seems to touch only to brighten and adorn. The snowy lisse crape

cap, made after the strait Quaker pattern,—the plain white mus-

lin handkerchief, lying in placid folds across her bosom,—the drab

shawl and dress,—showed at once the community to which she

belonged. Her face was round and rosy, with a healthful downy

softness, suggestive of a ripe peach. Her hair, partially silvered

by age, was parted smoothly back from a high placid forehead, on

which time had written no inscription, except peace on earth,

good will to men, and beneath shone a large pair of clear, honest,

loving brown eyes
;
you only needed to look straight into them,

to feel that you saw to the bottom of a heart as good and true as

ever throbbed in woman's bosom. . . .

1 And so thee still thinks of going to Canada, Eliza V she said,

as she was quietly looking over her peaches.

< Yes, ma'am,' said Eliza, firmly. ' 1 must go onward. I dare

not stop.'

6 And what '11 thee do* when thee gets there ? Thee must

think about that, my daughter.' ' My daughter' came natural,

ly from the lips of Rachel Halliday ; for hers was just the face

and form that made < mother' seem the most natural word in

the world.

* I shall do—anything 1 can find. I hope I can find some-

thing.'

< Thee knows thee can stay here, as long as thee pleases,' said

Rachel.

«0 thank you,' said Eliza, 'but'—she pointed to Harry—<I

can't sleep nights: I can't rest. Last night I dreamed I saw that

man coming into the yard,' she said, shuddering. . . .

The door here opened, and a little short, round, pincushiony

woman stood at the door, with a cheery, blooming face, like a
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ripe apple. She was dressed, like Rachel, in sober gray, with

the muslin folded neatly across her round, plump little chest.

i Ruth Stedman,' spud Rachel, coming joyfully forward ;
* how

is thee, Ruth?' she said, heartily taking both her hands. i Nicely*

6aid Ruth, taking off her little drab bonnet. . . .

« Ruth, this friend is Eliza Harris ; and this is the litttle boy I

told thee of.'

6 1 am glad to see thee, Eliza,—very,' said Ruth, shaking hands

as if Eliza were an old friend she had long been expecting ; a*d

this is thy dear boy,—I brought a cake for him,' she said, holding

out a little heart to the boy, who came up gazing through his ourls,

and accepted it shyly. . . .

Simeon Halliday, a tall, straight, muscular man, in drab coat

and pantaloons, and broad-brimmed hat, now entered.

1 How is thee, Ruth ?' he said, warmly, as he spread his broad

open hand for her little fat palm ; 'and how is John?'

« O ! John is well, and all the rest of our folks,' said Ruth,

cheerily.

« Any news, father ?'
i

.said Rachel. . . .

'Mother!' said Simeon, standing in the porch, and calling Ra-

chel out.

« What does thee wa.nt, father V said Rachel, rubbing her floury

hands, as she went into the porch.

i This child's husband is in the settlement, and will be here to-

night,' said Simeon.

' Now, thee does n't say that, father V said Rachel, all her face

radiant with joy.

" It's really true.^ Peter was down yesterday, with the wagon
y

to the other stand, and there he found an old woman and two men

;

and one said his name was George Harris
;

and, from what he

told of his history, I am certain who he is. He is a bright, likely

fellow, too.'

4 Shall we tell her now?' said Simeon.

1 Let's tell Ruth,' said Rachel. \ Here, Ruth,—come here,'

Ruth laid down her knitting work, and was in the back porch

in a moment.
6 Ruth, what does thee think?' said Rachel. ' Father says

Eliza's husband is in the last company, and will be here to-

night.'
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A burst of joy from the little Quakeress interrupted the speech.

She gave such a bound from the floor, as she clapped her little

hands, that two stray curls fell from under her Quaker cap, and

lay brightly on her white neckerchief.

* Hush thee, dear !' said Rachel, gently ;
< hush, Ruth ! Tell

us, shall we tell her now V
* Now ! to be sure,—this very minute. Why, now, suppose 't

was my John, how should I feel % Do tell her, right off.' . .

Rachel came out into the kitchen, where Eliza was sewing,

and opening the door of a small bedroom, said, gently, 1 Come in

here with me, my daughter : I have news to tell thee.'

Rachel Halliday drew Eliza toward her, and said, £ The Lord

hath had mercy on thee, daughter : thy husband hath escaped from

ths house of bondage.'

The blood flushed to Eliza's cheek in a sudden glow, and went

back to her heart with as sudden a rush. She sat down, pale

and faint.

c Have courage, child,' said Rachel, laying her hand on

her head. 4 He is among friends, who will bring him here to-

night.'

< To-night!' Eliza repeated, < to-night!' The words lost all

meaning to her ; her head was dreamy and confused ; all was mist

for a moment.

When she awoke, she found herself snugly tucked up on the

bed, with a blanket over her, and little Ruth rubbing her hands

with camphor. She opened her eyes in a state of dreamy, deli-

cious languor, such as one who has long been bearing a heavy load,

and now feels it gone, and would rest. The tension of the nerves,

which had never ceased a moment since the first hour of her

flight, had given way, and a strange feeling of security and rest

came over her; and, as she lay, with her large, dark eyes open,

she followed, as in a quiet dream, the motions of those about her.

She saw the door open in the other room ; saw the supper-table,

with its snowy cloth ; heard the dreamy murmur of the singing

tea-kettle, saw Ruth tripping backward and forward, with plates

of cake, and saucers of preserves, and ever and anon stopping to

put a cake into Harry's hand, or pat his head, or twine his long

curls round her snowy fingers. She saw Ruth's husband come

in,—saw her fly up to him, and commence whispering very earn-
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estly, ever and anon, with impressive gesture, pointing her little

finger toward the room. She saw her, with the baby ia her arms,

sitting down to tea ; she saw them all at table, and liltle Harry

in a high chair, under the shadow of Rachel's ample wing ; there

were low murmurs of talk, gentle tinkling of tea-spoons, and mu-

sical clatter of cups and saucers, and all mingled in a delightful

dream of rest ; and Eliza slept, as she had not slept before, since

the fearful midnight hour when she had taken her child and fled

through the frosty star-light.

She dreamed of a beautiful country,—a land, it seemed to her,

of rest,—green shores, pleasant islands, and beautifully glittering

water; and there, in a house which kind voices told her was a

home, she saw her boy playing a free and happy child. She heard

her husband's footsteps ; she felt him coming nearer ; his arms

were around her, his tears falling on her face, and she awoke ! It

was no dream. The daylight had long faded ; her child lay calm-

ly sleeping by herside ; a candle was burning dimly on the stand,

and her husband was sobbing by her pillow.

The next morning was a cheerful one at the Quaker house.

' Mother' was up betimes, and surrounded by busy girls and boys,

whom we had scarce time to introduce to our readers yesterday,

and who all moved to Rachel's gentle 4 Thee had better,' or more

gentle c Had n't thee better?' in the work of getting breakfast;

for a breakfast in the luxurious valley of Indiana is a thing com.

plicated and multiform. While, John ran to the spring for fresh

water, and Simeon the second sifted meal for corn-cakes, and Ma-
ry ground coffee, Rachel moved gently and quietly about, making

biscuits, cutting up chicken, and diffusing a sort of sunny radi-

ance over the whole proceeding generally.

Everything went on so sociably, so quietly, so harmoniously^

in the great kitchen,—even the knives and forks had a social clat-

ter as they went on to the table; and the chicken and ham had a

cheerful and joyous fizzle in the pan, as if they rather enjoyed be-

ing cooked than otherwise;—and when George and Eliza and lit-

tie Harry came out, they met such a hearty, rejoicing welcome,

no wonder it seemed to them like a dream.

At last, they were all seated at breakfast, while Mary stood at

the stove, baking griddle-cakes, which, as they gained the true
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exact golden brown tint of perfection, were transferred quite han-

dily at the table.

Rachel never looked so truly and benignly happy as at the head

of her table. There was so much motherliness and full hearted-

ness even in the way she passed a plate of cakes or poured a cup

of coffee, that it seemed to put a spirit into the food and drink she

offered.

This, indeed, was a home,

—

home,—<* word that George had

never yet known a meaning for; and a belief in God, and trust

in his providence, began to encircle his heart, as, with a golden

cloud of protection and confidence, dark, misanthropic, pining,

atheistic doubts, and fierce despair, melted away before the light

of a living Gospel, breathed in living faces, preached by a thou-

sand unconscious acts of love and good will, which, like the cup

of cold water given in the name of a disciple, shall never lose

their reward. . . .

i I hope, my good sir, that you are not exposed to any difficulty

on our account,' said George.

'Fear nothing, George, for therefore we are sent into the world.

If we would not meet trouble for a good cause, we were not wor-

thy of our name.'

< And now thou must lie by quietly this day, and to-night, at ten

o'clock, Phineas Fletcher will carry thee onward to the next

stand,—thee and the rest of thy company. The pursuers are hard

after thee ; we must not delay.'

* If that is the case, why wait till evening ?' said George.

* Thou [art safe here by daylight, for every one in the settlement

is a Friend, and all watching. It has been found safer to travel

by night.' . . .

The afternoon shadows stretched eastward, and the round reft

sun stood thoughtfully on the horizon, and his beams shone yel-

low and calm into the little bed-room where George and his wife

were sitting. He was sitting with his child on his knee, and his

wife's hand in his. Both looked thoughtful and serious, and traces

of tears were on their cheeks.

{ Yes, Eliza,' said George, * I know all you say is true. You

are a good child,—a great deal better than I am ; and I will try to

do as you say. I'll try to act worthy of a freeman. I'll try to

feel like a Christian.'
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* And when we get to Canada,' said Eliza, ' 1 can help you.

1 can do dress-making very well; and I understand fine washing

and ironing; and between us we can find something to live on.'

1 Yes, Eliza, so long as we have each other and our boy. 0 !

Eliza, if these people only knew what a blessing it is for a man to

feel that his wife and child belong to him ! I've often wondered

to see men that could call their wives and children their own fret-

ting and worrying about anything else. Why, I feel rich and

strong, though we have nothing but our bare hands.'

* But yet we are not quite out of danger,' said Eliza ;
' we are

not yet in Canada.'

'True,' said George, 'but it seems as if I smelt the free air,

and it makes me strong.'

At this moment, voices were heard in the outer apartment, in

earnest conversation, and very soon a rap was heard on the door.

Eliza started and opened it.

Simeon Halliday was there, and with him a Quaker brother,

whom he introduced as Phineas Fletcher.

'Our friend Phineas hath discovered something of importance

to the interests of thee and thy party, George,' said Simeon; 'it

were well for thee to hear it.' That I have said Phineas.

4 Last night I stopped at a little lone tavern, back on the road.

Well, I was tired with hard driving
;
and, after my supper, I

stretched myself down on a pile of bags in the corner, and pulled a

buffalo over me, to wait till my bed was ready ; and what does I

do, but get fast asleep ; but when I came to myself a little, I

founu that there were some men in the room, sitting round a ta-

ble, drinking and talking. 'So,' says one, ' they are up in the

Quaker settlement, no doubt,' says he. Then I listened with both

ears, and 1 found that they were talking about this very party.

This young man, they said, was to be sent back to Kentucky, to

his master, who was going to make an example of him, to keep

all niggers from running away ; and his wife, two of them were

going to run down to New Orleans to sell, on their own account,

and they calculated to get sixteen or eighteen hundred dollars for

her ; and the child, they said, was going to a trader, who had

bought him ; and then there was the boy, Jim, and his mother,

they were to send back to their masters in Kentucky. They said

that there were two constables, in a town a little piece ahead, who
F



82 A THRILLING INCIDENT.

would go in with 'em to get 'em taken up, and the young woman

was to be taken before a judge; and one of the fellows, who is

small and smooth-spoken, was to swear to her for his property,

and get her delivered over to him to take south.'

The group that stood in various attitudes, after this communica-

tion, was worthy of a painter. Rachel Halliday, who had taken

her hands out of a batch of biscuit, to hear the news, stood with

them upraised and floury, and with a face of the deepest con-

cern. Simeon looked profoundly thoughtful ; Eliza had thrown

her arms around her husband, and was looking up to him.

George stood with clenched hands and glowing eyes, and looking

as any other man might look, whose wife was to be sold at auc-

tion, and son sent to a trader, all under the shelter of a Christian

nation's laws.

9^
A THRILLING INCIDENT

HE first settlers

in Maine found,

beside its red faced

owners, other and abundant sources

of annoyance and danger. The ma.

jesiic forests which then waved

where now is heard the hum of busi-

ness, and where a thousand villages stand, were

the homes of innumerable, wild and savage,

animals. Often at night was the farmer's family

aroused from sleep by the noise without, which told

that bruin was storming the sheep-pen, or the pig-sty,

or was laying violent hands upon some unlucky calf—and often,

on a cold winter evening did they roll a larger log against the

door, and with beating hearts draw closer around the fire, as the

dismal howl of the wolf echoed through the woods. The wolf

was the most ferocious, blood-thirsty, but cowardly of all, rarely

attacking man, unless driven by severe hunger, and seeking his

victim with the utmost pertinacity. The incident which I am

about to relate occurred in the early history of Biddeford. A
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man who then lived on the farm occupied by Mr. H. was one

autumn occupied in felling trees at some distance from his house.

His little son eight years old, was in the habit while his mother

was busy with household cares, of running out into the field and

woods around the house, often going where the father was at

work. One day after the frost had robbed the trees of their foli-

age, the father left his work sooner than usual, and started for

home, just on the edge of the forest he saw a curious pile of

leaves—without stopping to think what made it, he cautiously

removed the leaves, when what was his astonishment to find his

own darling boy lying there sound asleep. 'Tvvas but the work

of a moment to take up the little sleeper, put in his place a small

log, carefully replace the leaves, and conceal himself among the

nearest bushes, then to watch the result. After waiting a short

time he heard a wolf's distant howl, quickly followed by another

and another, till the woods seemed alive with the fearful sounds.

The howls came nearer, and in a few minutes, a large gaunt,

savage looking wolf leaped into the opening, closely followed by

the whole pack. The leader sprang directly upon the pile of

leaves, and in an instant scattered them in every direction. Soon

as he saw the deception, his look of fierceness and confidence

changed into that of the most abject fear. He shrank back,

cowered to the ground, and passively awaited his fate, for the

rest enraged by the supposed cheat, fell upon him, tore him in

pieces and devoured him on the spot. When they had finished

their comrade, they wheeled around, plunged into the forest and

disappeared; within five minutes from the first appearance not

a wolf was in sight. The excited father pressed his child to his

bosom, and blessed the kind Providence which had led him there

to save his dear boy. The child afier playing till he was weary,

had lain down and fallen asleep, and in that situation had the

wolf found him, and covered him with leaves, till he could bring

his comrades to the feast, but himself furnished the repast."

Grotius, Lord Granville, and others.—The memory of

Grotius was so retentive that he remembered almost every thing

he read. Scaliger could repeat a hundred verses after once read-

ing them. Lord Granville knew the Greek Testament, from the

beginning of Matthew to the end of the Revelation.
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THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER; OR RAMBLES IN THE
CANADIAN FOREST.

(By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of 45 The Canadian Crusoes," &c.)

CHAPTER III.

I TOHBj ust now •" as^e(^ ^ady Mary,

coming up to the table where her

nurse was ironing some laces.

" No, my dear, not very busy, only prepar-

ing these lace edgings for your frocks. Do you want me to do

anything for you ?"

" I do not want anything, only to tell you that my Gover-

ness has promised to paint my dear squirrel's picture, as soon

as it is tame, and will let me hold it in my lap without flying

away. I saw a picture of a flying squirrel to-day, but it

was very ugly, not at all like mine ; it was long and flat,

and its legs looked like sticks, and it was stretched out

just like one of those musk-rat skins that you pointed out

to me in a fur store. Mamma said it was drawn so, to

shew it while it was in the act of flying,—but it is not pretty
;

it does not shew its beautiful tail, nor its bright eyes, nor

soft silky fur. I heard a lady telling Mamma about a nest

full of dear, tiny little flying squirrels that her brother once

found in a tree in the forest. He tamed them, and they lived

very happily together, and would come out and feed from his

hand. They slept in the cold weather like dormice ; in the

day-time they lay very still, and would come out and gambol

and frisk about at night ;—but some one left the cage open,

and they all ran away except one—and that he found in his
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bed, where it had run for shelter, with its little nose under his

pillow. He caught the little fellow, and it lived a long time

with him, until the spring, when it grew restless with him?

and one day it also got away, and went off to the woods."

" These little creatures are impatient of confinement, and

will gnaw through the wood work of the cage to get free,

especially in the spring of the year* Doubtless, my dear, they

pine for the liberty which they used to enjoy, before they were

made captives by man. It is a sad sight to me to see a caged

bird in spring.''

" Nurse, I will not let my little pet be unhappy. As soon

as the warm days come again, if my Governess has drawn

his picture, I will let him go free. Are there many squirrels

in this part of Canada ?"

"Not so many as in Upper Canada, Lady Mary. They

abound more some years than in others. I have seen, in the

birch and oak woods, so many black squirrels at a time, that

the woods seemed swarming with them. My brothers have

brought in two or three dozen in one day. The Indians used

to tell us, that want of food, or very severe weather setting in

in the north, drives these little animals from their haunts.

The Indians, who observe these things more than we do, can

generally tell what sort of a winter it will be, from the number

of wild creatures that appear in the fall."

" What do you mean by the fail, nurse ?"

" The autumn, my lady. It is so called from the fall of the

leaves. I remember the year 1837—that was the year of the

Rebellion in Canada, Lady Mary—was remarkable for the

great number of squirrels of all kinds, black, grey, red, flying,

and the little striped chitmunk or ground squirrel, and also

weasels and foxes. They came into the barns and granaries,

and into the houses, and destroyed a great quantity of grain,

besides gnawing clothes that were laid out to dry. This they

did to line their nests with. Next year there were few. to be seen."
" What became of them, nurse ?"

" Some, no doubt, fell a prey to their enemies, the cats and
foxes, and weazels, which were also very numerous that year

;

and the rest most likely went back to their own country again."
" I should like to see a great number of these pretty crea-

tures all travelling together," said Lady Mary.
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" All wild animals, my dear, are more active by night than

by day, and probably make their long journeys during that

season. They see better in darkness than by day-light. The
eyes of many animals and birds, are so formed, that they see

best in the dim twilight, as the cats and owls, and others.

Our Heavenly Father has fitted all his creatures for the state

in which he has placed them."

?' Can squirrels swim like otters and beavers, nurse ? If

they came to a lake or a river, could they get across it ?"

" I think they could, Lady Mary—for, though these creatures

are not formed like the otter or beaver, or musk-rat, to get their

living in the water, they are able to swim when necessity re-

quires them to do so. I heard a lady say that she was once

crossing a lake, between one of the islands and the shore ; she

was seated in a canoe, with a baby on her lap—she noticed a

movement on the surface of the water. At first she thought it

might be a water-snake, but the servant lad who was paddling

the canoe said it was a red squirrel, and he tried to strike it

with the paddle ; but the little squirrel leaped out of the water,

to the blade of the paddle, and sprang on the head of the baby

that lay on the lady's lap* ; from thence it jumped to her

shoulder, and before she had recovered from her surprise, it

was in the water again, and swimming straight for the shore,

where it was soon safe in the dark pine woods."

This feat of the squirrel's delighted Lady Mary, who ex-

pressed her joy at the bravery of the little creature. Besides,

being a proof that squirrels could swim, she said that she

had heard her governess read out of a book of natural history,

that grey squirrels, when they wished to go to a distance in

search of food, would all meet together, and collect pieces of

bark to serve them for boats, and would set up their broad tails

like sails, to catch the wind, and, in this way, cross large

sheets of water.

"I do not think this can be true," observed Mrs. Frazer,

" for the squirrel, when swimming, uses his tail as an oar or

rudder to help its motion. The tail lies flat on the surface of

* The Authoress was herself the lady who was in the canoe, and her eldest

son, the baby, whose cap and frock were wetted by the light shower that was

sprinkled on him by the fearless little animal.
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the water ; nor do they need a boat, for God, who made them,

has given them the power of swimming when they require it."

" Nurse, you said something about a ground squirrel, and

called it a chitraunk. If you please will you tell me something

about it, and why it is called by such a curious name ?"

" I believe it is the Indian name for this sort of squirrel, my

dear. The chitmunk is not so large as the black, red, or grey

squirrels. It is marked along the back with black and white

stripes ; the rest of its fur is a yellowish tawny colour. It is

a very playful, lively, cleanly animal, somewhat resembling the

dormouse in its habits. It burro vvs under ground. Its nest is

made with great care, with many galleries, which open at the

surface, so that if an enemy attacks it, it can run into one or

another for security."*

" How wise of these little chitmunks to think of that ?" said

Lady Mary.

" Nay, my dear child, it is God's wisdom, not theirs. These

creatures work according to His will, and so they always do

what is fittest and best for their own comfort and safety. Men
follow after their own wisdom, and so they often err. Man is

the only one of all God's creatures that disobeys him."

These words made Lady Mary look grave, till her nurse be-

gan to talk to her again about the chitmunk.

" It is very easily tamed, and becomes very fond of its

master. It will obey his voice, come at a call or a whistle, sit

up and beg, take a nut or an acorn out of its master's hand,

run up a stick, nestle in his bosom, and make itself quite fa-

miliar. My uncle had a tame chitmunk that was much at-

tached to him ; it lived in his pocket or bosom ; it was his

companion by day and by night. When he was out in the

forest lumbering, or on the lakes fishing, or in the fields at

work, it was always with him. At meals, it took its position by

* The squirrel has many enemies, all the weazel tribe, cats, and even dogs

attack them. Cats kill great numbers of these little animals. The farmer

shews them as little mercy as he does rats and mice, as they are very destruc-

tive, and carry off vast quantities of grain, which ..they store in hollow trees

for use ; not contenting themselves with one granary, they have several, in

case one should fail, or perhaps become injured by accidental causes. Thus
does this simple little folk teach us a lesson of providential care for future

events.
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the side of his plate, eating any thing that he gave it ; but he

did not give it meat, as he thought that might injure its health.

One day he was in the steamboat, going up to Toronto. This

little chitmunk had been shewing off all its tricks to the ladies

and gentlemen on board the boat ; and several persons offered

him money if he would sell it, but my uncle was fond of the

little thing, and would not part with it. However, just before

he left the boat, he missed his pet. A cunning Yankee pedlar

on board had stolen it. My uncle knew that his little friend

would not desert his old master ; so he went on deck where

the passengers were assembled, and whistled the tune that

was most familiar to the chitmunk, The little fellow, on hear-

ing it, whisked out of the pedlar's pocket, and running swiftly

along a railing against which he was standing, soon sought

refuge in his master's bosom."

Lady Mary clapped her hands with joy, and said, " I am so

glad, nurse, that the chitmunk ran back to his old friend. I

wish it had bitten that Yankee pedlar's fingers."

" When angry, they will bite very sharply, set up their tails,

and run to and fro, and make a chattering sound with their

teeth. The red squirrel is very fearless for its size, and will

sometimes turn round and face you, set up its tail, and scold.

I have seen them, when busy eating the seeds ofthe sun-flower,

or thistle, of which they are very fond, suffer you to stand and

watch them without attempting to run away. When near

their granaries, or the tree where their nest is, they are unwil-

ling to leave it, running to and fro, and uttering their angry

notes ; but if a dog is near, they make for a tree, and, as soon

as they are out of his reach, they turn to chatter and scold, as

long as the dog remains in sight. When hard pressed, the

black and flying squirrels will take prodigious leaps, springing

from bough to bough, and from tree to tree. In this manner,

they baffle the hunters, and travel for a great distance over the

tops of the trees. Once I saw my uncle and brothers chasing

a large black squirrel. He kept out of reach of the dogs, and

continued so to keep himself out of sight of the men, by passing

round and round the tree as he went up, that they could never

get a fair shot at him. At last, they got so provoked, that they

took their axes and set to work to chop down the tree. It was
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a big pine tree, and took a long time to cut it clown
;
just as

the tree was ready to tall, and was wavering to and fro, the

squirrel, who had kept on the topmost bough, sprang nimbly to

the next tree, and then to another, and by the time the great

pine had reached the ground, the squirrel was far away in his

nest, among his little ones, safe from guns, hunters, and dogs."

"The black squirrel must have wondered, I think, nurse,

why so many big men and dogs tried to kill such a little crea-

ture as he was. Do the black squirrels sleep in the winter as

well as the flying squirrels and chitmunks ?"

'•No, Lady Mary, I have often seen them of a bright sunny

day in winter, chasing each other over logs and brush-heaps, and

running gaily up the pine trees. They are easily seen, from

the contrast which their jetty black coats make with the spark-

ling white snow. These creatures feed a good deal on the

kernels of the pines and hemlocks
;
they also eat the buds

of some trees. They lay up great stores of nuts, and grain for

winter use. The flying squirrels lie heaped upon each other,

for the sake of warmth. As many as seven, or eight, may be

found in one nest asleep. They sometimes waken, if there

comes a succession of warm days, as in the January thaw ; for

I must tell you, my dear, that in this country we generally have

rain and mild weather for a few days in the beginning of Janu-

ary, when the snow nearly disappears from the ground. About

the 12th,* the weather sets in steadily cold again—then the

little animals retire once more to sleep in their winter cradle^

which they rarely leave till the intense cold weather is over."

"I suppose, nurse,
>
when they awake, they are glad to eat

some of the food they have laid up in their granaries V*

u Yes, my dear, it is for this that they gather it in the milder

weather ; it also supports them during the spring months, and,

possibly, even during the summer, till the grain and fruits are

ripe again. [ was walking one day in the harvest-field, where

my brothers were cradling wheat. As I passed along the

fence, I noticed a great many little heaps of wheat lying here

and there on the rails, also upon the tops of the stumps in the

* This remark applies more particularly to the climate of the Upper Pro-

vince, where the January thaw generally occurs.
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field. I wondered at first what could have placed them there,

but presently noticed a number of red squirrels running very

swiftly along the fence, and perceived that they emptied their

mouths of a quantity of the new wheat, which they had been

diligently employed in collecting from the ears that lay scattered

on the ground. These little gleaners did not seem to be at all

alarmed at my presence, but went to and fro as busy as bees.

On taking some of the grains in my hand, I noticed that the

germ or eye of the kernel was bitten clean out-"

" What was that for, nurse, can you tell me ?'

" My dear young lady, I did not know at first, till, on

shewing it to my father, he told me that the squirrels destroyed

the germ of the grain, such as wheat and Indian corn, that they

stored up for winter use, that it might not sprout when buried

in the ground, or in the hollow tree."

u This is very strange, nurse," said the little girl. " But, I

suppose," she added, after a moment's thought, M
it was God

who taught the squirrels to do so. But why would biting out

the eye prevent the grain from growing ?"

" Because the eye or bud contains the life of the plant ; from

it springs the green blade, and the stem that bears the ear,

and the root that strikes down into the earth. The floury part,

which swells, and becomes soft and jelly-like, serves to nourish

the young plant till the* tender fibres of the roots are able to

draw moisture from the ground."

Lady Mary asked if all seeds had an eye or germ ?

Her nurse replied, that all had, though some were so

minute that they looked no bigger than dust, or a grain of

sand
;
yet each was perfect in its kind, and contained the plant

that would, when sown in the earth, bring forth roots and

leaves, and buds and flowers, and fruits in clue season.

" How glad I should have been to see the little squirrels

gleaning the wheat, and laying it in the little heaps on the rail

fence. Why did they not cany it at once to their nests ?"

" Thev laid it out in the sun and wind to dry, for if it ha<i

been stored away while damp, it would have moulded and been

spoiled. The squirrels were busy all that day. When I went

again to see them, the grain was gone. I saw several red

squirrels running up and down a large pine tree, which had
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been broken by the wind at the top—and there, no doubt, they

had laid up the chief of the grain. These squirrels did not fol-

low each other in a straight line, but ran round and round in a

spiral direction, so that they never hindered each other, or

came in each other's way— two were always going up when

the other two were coming down. They seem to work in

families. The young ones, though old enough to get their own
living, usually inhabit the same nest, and help to store up the

grain for wmter use. They all separate again in the spring.

The little chitmunk does not live in the trees, but burrows in

the ground, or makes its nest in some large hollow log. It is

very pretty to see tho little chitmunks on a warm spring day,

running about and chasing each other among the moss and

leaves. They are not bigger than mice, but look bright and

lively. The fur of all the squirrel tribe is used in trimming,

but the grey is the best and most valuable. It has been often

remarked by the Indians, and others, that the red and black

squirrels never live in the same place ; for the red, though the

smallest, beat away the black ones. The flesh of the black

squirrel is very good to eat; the Indians eat the red also."

Lady Mary was very glad to hear all these things that her

nurse had told her, and quite forgot to play with her doll.

" Please, Mrs. Frazer," said the little lady, tell me now about

beavers, and musk-rats, and wood-chucks?"

But Mrs. Frazer was obliged to go out on business. She
promised, however, to tell Lady Mary all she knew about these

animals another day ; but I am afraid that it will bo another

month before my friend, the Editor of the M Maple Leaf,"

will let my young readers know what Mrs. Frazer told the

Governor's daughter.

Lucifer Matches.— According to the Morning Chronicle, in one

steam sawing-mill, visited by Mr. Mayhew, the average number of

splints made for lucifer matches is 156,000 gross of boxes a year, each

box containing 50 splints, altogether 1,123,200,000 matches. For the

manufacture of this quantity 400 cubic feet of timber are used in a

week, averaging eight trees, or 400 large trees a year for lucifer

matches only, in one mill ! It is no longer a joke to say a man who
deals in matches is a timber merchant.
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THOUGHTS BY UNCLE VAN
The readers of the " Maple Leaf,"—a magazine so decidedly Canadian,

—may not be particularly desirous of an acquaintance with one, whose cor-

poreal appearance, national predilections, social and political education,

form a contrast with their own. Admitting that there may be a shade of

difference in some points,— I can confidently assure the readers of this

magazine,—a few pages of which may occasionally contain some of my
cogitations, that the Constitutional peculiarities common to my most worthy

and distinguished ancestors, peculiarities which may have been retained by

their descendants, shall in no way render my acquaintance with them less

agreeable and profitable. It is pleasant to see, that the feeling of animosity

which has been somewhat characteristic of the great nations from which we

claim our origin, is giving way to a very different spirit; a spirit which will

pervade the nations of the earth, and transform the grand divisions of the

Globe, and its subdivisions, into natural and agreeable demarkations of sepa-

rate homes of the same great family. I have long endeavored to aid in put-

ting down, and banishing into oblivion, every feeling which checks the course

of that fellowship which should exist between man and man ; and at the

same time, have wished to contribute to the happiness and improrement of

all those, whose acquaintance and friendship I have the good fortune to en-

joy. If then, you are disposed to reciprocate such feelings, and sentiments,

you will not complain of the publisher's arrangement, and the acquaintance

thus informally brought about.

When we are able to hold captive to our will such inclinations, as are cal-

culated to mat our happiness, and retard our improvement, we certainly

have accomplished much. We have brought our minds and hearts into a

state highly favorable for receiving, or imparting instruction. To such the

effort required for the acquisition of knowledge is pleasing and exhilarating.

There is no easy way to obtain knowledge, " Other tilings may be seized by

might, or purchased with money ; but knowledge can be gained only by

study." It may be quite true, that the approach to the temple of learning is

by slow graduations, up an acclivity of which the ascent undoubtedly re-

quires a stern and steady effort. If we wish to become eminent in any

branch of knowledge, or in any pursuit whatever, wo sh,all find it necessary

to toil, and take advantage of all the means within our reach. But this in-

stead of being a repulsive task, can be made the source of the purest and

most delightful enjoyment. There is no department of learning so calcu-

lated to awaken the dormant energies of the mind, and call into vigorous

action the latent virtues and sympathies of the heart, as the study of Natural

History. This branch of science is admirably adapted to the flexible mind

of the young. While it fixes their attention, it captivates the heart, and

cultivates its graces in a natural and agreeable manner.

Nature is loveable, whether exhibited in the foaming cataract, or the sol

cmn giandcur of the wood, or the delicate tints of the flowers with thci r

entrancing fragrance. The music of birds echoing through the shadowy

arches of the forest, or sounding out clear and enlivening on the pure
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morning air; always meets a responsive chord of harmony in the heart of

the good man. While the earth was yet young, and no descendant of a

spiritual race had walked its green fields, or gazed upon its beauties, a voice

of praise went up to the great Creator, and a choir attuned at Nature's per-

feet school warbled and caroled notes of thanksgiving.

No country can number more interesting natural features than Canada.

If we should take a stand on any of the lofty heights that rise here and there,

and variegate its lovely landscapes, we should be charmed with the panoram-

ic view before us. Rivers, whose broad waters dotted with islands, roll on-

ward through a fertile country ; lakes lying encircled by mountain and hill

;

a charming succession cf plain, and undulating land, and serpentine

stream, and rushing water-fall, with golden, and green, and darker colored

tinlings among the grain fields, and meadows, all form pictures which the

lover of nature must delight to view.

Th.? elegant form, and bright hues of the humming bird, u in whose plu-

mage the ruby, the emerald, and the t<>paz sparkles,"— the superior brillian-

cy, and various shading of the butterfly, which, " light, airy, jojous, re-

plete with life
;
sports in the sunshine, wantons on the flower, and trips from

bloom to bloom,"—the outgushing notes of the lark as he joyously rises and

soars towards heaven, and pours furth strains that have been compared to

hymns of praise,—have all with many other objects of nature delighted thou-

sands. Poets, and Poetesses have " tuned Iheir harps, and lit their fires,"

while drawing from natural scenery their most exquisite imagery. From
the same source Bible writers have taken their most vivid illustrations.

Examples in point, abound in the Book of Job, and other portions of sacred

writ. Many master minds of ancient and modern times have been ab-

sorbed in examinations of the works of nature. We read that King Solo-

mon bought apes, and peacocks from Ophir, and probably animals, and plants

too, were brought to him from other foreign countries. Solomon showed

an intimate acquaintance with Natural History, and spoke of trees, from the

majestic ** cedar of Lebanon, to the hyssop that springeth out of the wall,"

and referred to " beasts, and creeping things, and fowls, and fishes." The
Psalmist took up the same theme, when celebrating the glories of the Di-

vine perfections, and discoursing upon the wonders that present themselves
u in the heavens above, and the earth beneath," and exclaimed in transport

"O Lord, how manifold are thy works ! in wisdom hast thou made them

all ! the earth is full of thy riches." Pliny many hundred years later pro-

duced a work on Natural History, which, though lacking the fire of inspir-

ation, ha9 been read with delight. Corresponding zeal has been awakened,

and kindred emotions expressed in more modern times, as the following ex-

tracts which I here transcribe will show

:

M How pleasant, nay, how much more pleasant," says a writer in Black'

wood's Magazine, in reference to the prevailing taste for novel-reading, " to

take up by chance from a table, groaning under a load of fashionable novels,

some small volume composed by some lover of nature, that has found its

way there, like some real rose-bud yielding its fragrance amongst artificial
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flowers. There are homilies in Nature's works worth all the wisdom of the

schools, if we could but read them rightly, and one of the pleasantest lessons

I ever received in a time of trouble, was from hearing the notes of a

"From Nature's largest work to the least insect that frets the leaf, each has

organs, and feelings, and habits exactly suited to the place it has to fill

.

Were it other than it is, it could not fill its place. The flower of the valley

would die upon the mountain's top, and surely would the hardy mountain,

eer, now flourishing on Alpine height, languish and die, if transplanted to

the valley. The maker of the world has made no mistakes,—has done no

injustice."

—

7 he Listener.

See 1" exclaimed Linnaeus, " the large painted wings of the butterfly,

four in number, covered with small imbricated scales, with these it sustains

itself in the air the whole day, rivalling the flight of birds, and the brilliancy

of the Peacock. Consider this insect through the wonderful progress of its

life ; how different is the first period of its being from the second, and both

from ihe parent insect ; its changes are an inexpressible enigma to us : we see

a green caterpillar furnished with sixteen legs, creeping, hairy, and feeding

upon the leaves of a plant; this is changed into a chrysalis, smooth, of a

golden lusire, hanging suspended to a fixed point, without feet, and subsist-

ing without food : this insect again undergoes another transformation, ac-

quires wings, and six feet, and becomes a variegated butterfly, living by

suction upon the honey of plants. What has nature produced more worthy

of imitation."

" The field daisy," says one, ,c insignificant as it apparently is, exhibits

on examination a world of wonders. Scores of minute blossoms compose

its disk and border, each distinct and useful, each delicately beautiful. The
florets of the centre are yellow, or orange, colored, while those of the ray

are snow white, tinged underneath with crimson."

M The beech free, Fagus sylratica" says Mr. White, " is the most lovely

of all forest trees, whether we consider its smooth rim or bark, its glossy for

liage, or its graceful pen lulous boughs. Its autumnal hues are also exceed,

ingly beautiful."

''The good Isaac Walton, a writer of genuine feeling, and classical aim.

plicity, observes of the Nightingale, 1 he that at midnight, when the very

laborers sleep securely, should hear, as I have heard, this clear air, the sweet

descants, the natural rising and falling, the Joubling and redoubling of her

voice, might be lifted above the earth, and ^ !iy, Lord what music hast thou

provided for thy saints in heaven, when thou affordest bad men such music

upon earth."

Errata in No. 2, 1853, page 3G, line 5, from bottom, read " Song Thrush,"

for " Long Thrush." Page 33, line 5 from bottom read ' wool,' for 'wood.'

(CT We are compelled, owing to the sickness of our Music compositor,

to omit for this month the page of music.

Lark."
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THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

SELECTED.

Death having occasion to choose a prime minister, once summoned his illustrious

courtiers, and allowed them to present their claims for the office. Fever flushed his

cheeks ;
Palsey shook his limbs

;
Dropsy inflated his carcass ; Gout racked his joints

while Asthma half strangled himself. Plague pleaded his sudden destruction
; and

Consumption pleaded his certainty. Then came War alluding to his many thousands

at a meal. Last came Intemperance, and with a face like fire, shouted, Give way,
ye sickly ferocious band of pretenders to the claim of this office. Am I not your
parent ? Does not your sagacity trace your origin to me ? My operations ceasing,

whence your power? The grisly monarch here gave a smile of approbation, and
placed Intemperance at his right hand, as his favorite and prime-minister.

Jf we were to drop asleep, without warning, in the midst of some active operation, i
l

is easy to see how iriany daily occurrences, of the most disastrous nature, would en-

sue. Struck by the unexpected visitant, the seaman, as he ascended the top-mast,

or clung on the yard-arm, would relax his grasp, and be plunged into the sea, or

dashed to pieces on the deck. The coachman, in the middle of his stage, would drop

his reins, and fall senseless from his box. The builder would tumble with his trowel
from the wall. The orator in the senate, at the bar, or in the pulpit, would falter

}

and sink with the unfinished sentence on his lips
;
and, in one, the fire of his patriot-

ism ; in another, the acuteness of his reasoning, or adroitness of his statement
; and»

in a third, an exhibition of the holy doctrines of the gospel, or of impassioned elo-

quence in a heart full of zeal, would expire in a sudden drawl, a closing eye, and a
countenance in an instant relaxed into an expression of drowsy insensibility.

Weknowoi nothing so swift as light, which moves at the rate of 12,000,000 miles

n a minute ; and yet light would be at least three years in passing between the sun
and Sirius.

Many of the doubleslars exhibit the curious and beautiful phenomenon of contrast-

ed or complimentary colonies. In such instances, the larger star is usually of a ruddy,
or orange hue, while the smaller one appears blue or green. The double star in

Cassiopeia, for instance, exhibits the beautiful combination of a large white star,

and a small one of a rich ruddy purple. Sir John Hersehell, in mentioning these

combinations, indulges his fancy in the following somewhat amusing remarks :—" It

may be easier suggested in words, than conceived in imagination, what variety of
illumination two suns,— a. red and a green, or a yellow and a blue one,—must afford

a planet circulating about either ; and what charming contrasts and 1 grateful reces-

situdes,'—a red and a green day, for instance, alternating with a white one, and with
darkness,—might arise from the presence, or absence, of one or other, or both above
the horizon."

Politeness.—The manners of professional men are too frequently blunt and slovenly.

Why are not professional men among the most refined and polite in their manners

:

t is because their profession is their character. Upon this they rely, and upon this

wholly. If the lawyer would have his skill and eloquence remembered, let them be
associated with manners refined and inviting. No station, rank, or talents, can ever

excuse a man for neglecting the civilities due from man to man. When Clement
XIV. ascended the papal chair, the ambassadors of the several States represented at

his Court waited on his holiness with their congratulations. As they were introduc-

ed, and severally bowed, he also bowed. On this the master of Ceremonies told his

holiness, that he should not have returned their salute. "Oh I beg your pardon,"

said he, " 1 have not been pope long enough to forget good manners."

Music.—Language for the soul's longings ; softener of man's stormest passions .

sweet JJisseminator of joy and peace ; a voice from the spirit world comforting earth's

sorrowing ones. Sound—It widens, and widens in continuous circles, until at last

it seems to blend, and be lost.
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EDITORIAL.
We have a painful and melancholy event to state to the readers of the

" Maple Leaf." The former Editor and Publisher, Mr. Robert W. Lay, is

now no more. He is gone, we are confident, to a higher, and a better world !

He died, suddenly, and unexpectedly, at Toronto, on the 18th inst., from a
fit of appoplexy, thus adding another to the many proofs which almost every
day presents, that:

—

" Death, like an overflowing stream,

Sweeps us away ; our life's a dream
;

An empty tale ; a morning flower,

Cut down and withered in an hour.

" To-day, we are upon the stream of time
; to-morrow, we are floated

forth upon the Ocean of eternity. There is no intermediate state of being
;

no line of separation between this world and the next."

Mr. Lay was born in the State of Connecticut, U. S , in the year 1814.
He was therefore in his 39th year at the lime of his death. His native

place, Saybrook, is situated in Bight of the Atlantic-billows, and is noted in

American history, ad one of those staunch old towns, closely resembling in

genuine honesty, and manly material, the true English characters from

Whidh it originated.

Trained in childhood and youth, amid those invigorating, self-relying in-

fluences, which the New England sea-coast villages afford, he grew up
robust in physical appearance, and early exhibited, not only great persever-

ance and enterprise, but originality of mind. In the States he practised

very successfully, for some years, as a Civil Engineer, but the out-door ex-

posures and anxieties, which the active duties of this profession demanded,
seriously injured his health, and he was compelled to abandon it.

In 1845, he came to Canada. Here he saw at a glance, the great dearth

of good periodical literature, and the great improvement the country would
experience, if more interesting reading could be put in circulation. Although,
to the writer's knowledge, he was, about this time, offered a lucrative situa-

tion, he refused it, and preferred the more arduous, the less profitable, but to

him, the more useful task of personally endeavoring to circulate, by subscrip-

tions, useful and entertaining works and periodicals throughout the country ;

but more particularly in our back settlements. With this object, he repeat-

edly traversed from below Quebec, up to Lake Huron ; from the Eastern
Townships, to (he furthest settlements on the Ottawa.—At the outset of

these labors, he was very much impeded by the restrictions which were
then placed here upon American republications of English works. We have
good reason t'> know, that his repeated representations to the government of

the injuries these restrictions produced on the country, in a great measure
led to their repeal. By this change, many a valuable English work is now
placed within the reach of our poorer classes, which, formerly, could only

have been purchased by the rich.—Mr. Lay was, moreover, noted for his

urbanity, his warmth of heart, and his fearless avowal of Christian principles,

and it has been remarked of him, by many, that no one overspent a few
moments in his society, without receiving some improving ideas, or hearing

some pies#ifftg hints on intellectual and moral subjects.

The t( Maple Leaf" will be continued by his widow, for the benefit of her-

self and children. No pains will be spared to make its pages useful and inter-

esting. In fact, many additional attractions for the magazine are contem-
plated.

A large amount of arrears are due for the volume of the " Snow Drop,"

which was published by Mr. Lay ; and also, on the "Maple Leaf" for the

current year. Wo are sure, that no further appeal than is presented by the

above circumstances, will be needed, to induce the immediate payment of

these sums to Mrs. Layi
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"FORGES ST. MAURICE."
The small and antique village of St. Maurice, reposes in pictur-

esque beauty upon the right shore of a river of the same name,

and is nine miles distant from Three Rivers. The houses for the

workmen, the workshops, the charcoal and saw mills, the forges

and the furnace, are all grouped together, and cover an area about

half a mile square. These buildings are nearly equal in size,

and the establishment for the clerks and directors, though a simple

building, is the only one that can be termed spacious oi lofty,

within view from the top of the hill. Leaving Three Rivers to

ride to the Iron works called " Les Forges S. Maurice," you travel

over a good road, which leads you through a country somewhat
hilly,—and it is worthy of attention, that though you are only

about nine miles from the town, you are astonished to see before

you, a barren landscape presenting the true wilderness aspect.

The road leads along the brow of the hill which overhangs the

works, and the guide points them out to you, as he drives along.

When you get down the hill a varied panorama displays its inter,

esting features. At your right, is the majestic St. Maurice
; its

waters, crested with white, where restless little waves break over

the rocks, or gilded with sunbeams in their more tranquil depths,

glide ceaselessly onward, reminding one of the changeful scenery

of life. Crossing a bridge, which is thrown over the stream, and
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which adds much to the vividness of this natural picture, you

leave on your left numerous clean li tile wooden houses, all white-

washed, and at last you find yourself amidst a busy throng, for

a population of four or five hundred souls animates this retired

spot. Proceeding to visit the establishment, you go through the

grist mill, the place for washing ore, the air and blast iurnace, to the

bellows, to which movement is given by a wheel 30 or 40 feet

in diameter; the forge tor preparing bar-iron, where a hammer

500 lbs. in weight, strikes its ponderous blows, with all the velocity

that mechanical power imparts to matter. In another building

charcoal is ground, in another moulds are prepared, &c. &c.

The walk around the Forges is very agreeable. The road is

hard and sandy, and leads to the large stone-house, the head-

quarters of the establishment, which is represented in the land-

scape above. This house bears the marks of antiquity, and all

in it shows a regium opus. It was built at great cost, by the

king of France. On a heavy iron plate in the back of the chim-

ney grate, we read that the house was built in 1746, about ten

years after the works were in operation.

The establishment was got up by several individuals, and sold

afterwards to the king of France by the owners, who could not

pay its expenses ; the sale was effected in 1736, and in 1737 the

works were in operation under the king's name. At that period

they afforded a very trifling revenue, as only very coarse articles

were manufactured ; but in 1739 Engineers were sent from France,

and the establishment was raised on a better and firmer footing.

It was the only Iron work then in the country. The Batiscan

Company was not organised until 1798. We here rather quote

Professor Kalm, a learned Swedish Tourist,
#
who visited the

establishment in 1748.

" The Iron-work lies three miles to the west of Three Rivers. The bel

lows are made of wood, and everything else as in the Swedish fnrgei. The

ore is got two and a half miles from the Iron works, and is carried thither

on sledges. It is a kind of moor-iron, which lies in veins from six to eighteen

inches deep, and below it is a white sand. The veins are surrounded with

this sand on both sides, and covered at the top with a thin mould. The ore

is pretty rich, and lies in loose lumps in the veins, of the size of two fists,

though there are a few which arc near eighteen inches thick. These lumps

are full of holes, which are filled with ochre. The ore is so soft, that it may

be crushed between the fingers. They make use of a gray limestone, which
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ii brok«n in the neighborhood, for promoting the fusibility of the ore j for

that purpose they likewise employ a clay marl which is found near this place.

Charcoals arc to be had in great abundance here, because the country around

this place is covered with wood. The charcoals from evergreen trees, that

is, from the fir kind, are best for the forge j but those of deciduous trees arc

best for the smelting oven. They cast here cannon and mortars of different

sizes, iron stoves, &,c."

Professor Kalm is not the first who mentions these mines.

—

Charlevoix says, that it is certain that about 70 years before he

was in this country the mines had been discovered by the illustri-

ous Colverl. Charlevoix : History of Canada ; T. 3, p. 166.

Weld, who visited Canada in 1796, and the late Col. Heriot

who wrote in 1806, both mention that the bank of iron-ore at

the Forges of St. Maurice was nearly exhausted in their time.

And Raynal, with several other writers, quoting them adds, that

new veins have been discovered. The workmen testify, that

they now find the ore two or three mile3 from the works. From

these facts, we are inclined to adopt the opinion, that a species of

common bog ore can be renewed, or in other words, that the bog

is capable of growing ; and also, that stagnant water combined

with acids, and alkalies, aecomposes animal and vegetable sub-

stances, and affords an argillaceous and phosphorised variety of

iron ore, which is formed of a thickness proportioned to the time

in which this chemical process of reproduction has been in oper-

ation.

The foundery is situated in the Fief St. Etienne. After the

surrender of this country to Britain, Col. Burton, Governor of

Three Rivers, informed the Directors of works, that it was Lord

Amherst's intention to keep the works
t
on the same footing as

before the conquest. After the final cession of the country, in

1763, as the King of France had given great attention to the

establishment, it pleased the king of England, George III, to keep

this property as part of the Crown's domains in Canada. But

it was kept up under the king's name only a few years, and in

1766 a stock company was formed in Quebec, who took the

lease of the works for 16 years, by a deed dated Quebec, May
12, 1767. It was let to these gentlemen at an annual rent of

JE800. At the expiration of this lease in 1782, Governor Haldi-

mand rented the establishment to Conrad Gugy, Esq., for 16

years. He did not keep it long, and in a few years it passed
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through several hands, until 1806 when it became the property

of Messrs. Monroe & Bell. The works continued under the

supervision of this eminent firm until within the last few years.

The hon. James Ferrier leased them for awhile, and we are in-

formed that they are now under the patronage of Sir James

Stewart. B.

CLEAR THE WAY.
Voices from the Mountains and from the Crowd, by CharUs Mackay.

11 Men of thought ! be up and stirring

Night and day :

Sow the seed, withdraw the curtain,

Clear the way !

Men of action, aid and cheer them
As ye may

!

There's a fount about to stream,

There's a Jight about to beam ;

There's a warmth about to glow,

There's a flower about to blow
;

There's a midnight blackness changing
Into grey.

Men of thought and men of action,

Clear the way !

Once the welcome light is broken,

Who shall sz.y

What the unimagined glories

Of the day ?

What the evil that »hall perish

In its ray 1

Aid the dawning, tongue and pen
;

Aid it, hopes of honest men ;

Aid it, paper; aid it, type;

Aid it, for tho hour is ripe,

And our earnest must not slacken

Into play.

Men ot thought and men of action,

Clear the way !

Lo ! a cloud's about to vanish

From the day

;

And a brazen wrong to crumble
Into clay.

Lo ! the right's about to conquer :

Clear the way !

With the right shall many more
Enter smiling at the door

;

With the giant-wrong shall fall

Many others, great and small,

That for ages long have held us

For their prey.

Men of thought and men of action,

Clear the way !"
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[FOR THE " MAPLE LEAF."]

EARLY CLOSING ASSOCIATION;
OR

LIFE BEHIND THE COUNTER.
iY PHILIP MUSGRAVE.

HY don't you put your boots on?"

asked a thin, wiry visaged, red haired

young man, and then added in a tone

of authority, u you cannot come into

the shop in that slip shod slovenly

fashion to tend upon decent customers.

Away, sir, not a word !" he continued

giving additional sternness to the harsh

severity of his tone and manner, by a stamp of his foot upon

the floor, as he saw some symptoms ot a reply or explanation.

A pale, sickly looking boy, some fourteen or fifteen years old, to

whom the question, or rather mandate, was addressed, limped slow-

ly out of the shop, and went up stairs. As he did so, he turned

his heavy and swollen eyes, upon Louis Graham, an older clerk

in the store, who had been very kind to him. And Louis Gra-

ham's heart ached for him, as he saw those eyes brimful of tears,

and welling over. Perhaps the poor boy was thinking at the

time, of his mother, and his happy home in a far off settlement,

in the back woods.

He was very small for his age, and although never sickly, was

rather delicate. Perhaps from the slender and feminine texture

of his frame, rather than from any constitutional defect, he looked

more like a girl than a boy. He had been reared, it must be

confessed, far too tenderly for one who had to begin thus early

to fight the great battle of life ; and no wonder if he fell crushed

and vanquished in the conflict ; but we must not anticipate.

Henry Herbert, the little hero of our tale, was the only son,

but not the only child of, an officer in the army, who fell, no mat-

ter how nor where, in one of the bloody fights during the late

rebellion in Canada.

Mrs. Herbert was a sensible and strong minded woman, and

after the first paroxism of grief for her sad and sudden bereave-

ment had partially subsided, saw and felt, all the difficulties and re-

sponsibilities of her lone and unprotected position—she had not a
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friend in the country, but she looked up in faith and hope, with,

out a wavering thought, to the great Father of her fatherless

children. And this balm to a fond mother's bleeding heart, even

before the fearful wound was healed, roused up into stern activity

all the hitherto latent energies of the woman.

I said, she had not a friend in the country, but in this I was
wrong—for there was one warm heart that kindly sympathised

with her in all her sorrows, and humble as the position of the

owner of that heart was, for it belonged to one who had nursed

herself in her infancy, as well as her children in theirs, this faith-

ful and attached creature, was undoubtedly a great comfort to her,

and a greater still in after years, while she herself was mingling

with the dust, to the sorrowing and afflicted ones she had left be-

hind her.

Poor old Mary McKinnon, she was a woman of ten thousand,

had saved during her long service in the family, a good deal of

money, quite a little capital, and being more a man of business

than her mistress, as from her masculine character I may well

say, she proposed to buy a little farm here in Canada with her

savings, and that they should live upon it together, and she would

manage it, and with the widow's pension and the allowance to

her children, she was sure they would get on very comfortably.

All Mrs. Herbert's demurs and objections to this plan, and they

were many and various, being overruled by the resolute conduct

of the faithful old nurse, she was obliged to submit to it, and they

did get on very comfortably for several years, till the cold hand of

death was stretched over the scene and left it desolate.

When Mrs. Herbert was thus left a disconsolate widow, she

had, as I have already hinted, two little fatherless children, a girl

nine years old, and a boy, our poor delicate little Henry, of seven,

to pro\ide for.

For seven long years the fond mother and her little ones—the

minds and intellects of the latter gradually developing themselves,

lived upon old Mary's farm in all the luxurious enjoyments of ru-

ral life. The farm was improved— the stock increased, and year

after year added to their cup of happiness, till it actually seemed

filled to the brim, but ere it overflowed it was dashed from their

hands ; the poor mother sickened and died of some sudden and

violent disease, some affection of the heart I think it was. Her
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pension, and 1 believe some small annuity fell with her, and the

two little orphans—orphans now in the fullest extent of the deso-

late term, were left to be thrown upon the wide cold world, with,

out other friend or protector than the faithful, but now helpless

old Mary. For what could she do? and the children themselves,

they were but children still ; what could they do?

Amy, the oldest, inheriting the energetic mind of her mother,

determined what they would not do. They would not be a bur-

then upon their poor old nurse. She was old now, and would

have quite enough to do to support herself, and she therefore was
resolutely bent upon their earning their own livelihood. To this

end she applied to the storekeeper in the settlement where they

lived to endeavor to get her delicate little brother into some situ-

ation in a store, in the great town of . He at once kindly

complied with her request, and was completely successful in his

application, and she went down with Henry to see him installed in

his new place, and with a view also to obtain for herself some

similar situation in the same town, in order that they might not

be separated. In this also she succeeded, even beyond her most

sanguine expectations, and in obtaining employment, she found a

home.—A home all but equal to the one she had lost— not so, poor

Henry, to whose melancholy history we now return.

It was early in the morning, a raw chilling morning, in the

month of April, about 6 o'clock, and just as the fires in the stoves

were beginning to be felt, that Henry Herbert was slowly ascend-

ing the long and winding stairs to his lonely garret room. He
had hardly however reached the last, the weary sixty-fourth, (I

counted them myself, in one of my many visits afterwards to the

the sick boy,) when a lighter and rapid step went bounding after

him. It was Louis Graham's. He found the poor boy tugging

at one of his boots, and trying in vain to get it on. He had been

on his feet the day before for more than seventeen hours, aye and

for many a long and weary day before that, till, as his kind friend

suspected, his feet and legs had become so swollen that he could

not get his boots on.

" Put on mine, Henry my boy," he said in a tone and manner

denoting a cheerfulness he certainly did not feel, they are a size

or two larger than yours," he continued, " and you'll find them

underneath my drawers, at the other end of the room.''
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The helpless sufferer turned a languid look of gratitude upon

his friend, but ere he had time to utter a word that friend was

down the stairs, and at his post again, before the harsh superin-

tendent had missed him. And yet this superintendent was not

harsh by nature, but had become a tyrant from the ill treatment

of his youth. How odd that such should be the case, and yet

how common.

Henry came down immediately after, in his friend's Sunday

boots, and in this guise another long weary day was added to the

past, but the measure was full, and the number to the last unit

was completed.

It was Saturday, and at three minutes before twelve o'clock

at night, the business of the day was declared by the superintend,

ent to be over. He could not think for a moment of their work-

ing on the Sunday ; Oh no ! he was too pious a man for that.

At, or a little before 8 o'clock the next morning, they breakfasted

a
t that hour on Sunday morning, Louis Graham got up, and call-

ed to his young friend, they slept in the same room, to follow

his example.

" Come Harry my lad," he said, 4
< up with you, we have only

a quarter of an hour to dress in."

Poor Harry rubbed his eyes, and refused at first to stir, but

afterwards, on the kind bantering of his friend got up and walk-

ed across the room Irom his bed-side to the window, to look out

upon the bright sunshine.

" Oh how beautiful it is !" he exclaimed, " even here with

nothing for it to shine upon but dead walls and a smoky atmos-

phere. But how grand," he continued as a thought of his " boy-

hood's home" shot athwart his vision, " how glorious is it at this

moment on the green fields, and the budding forests, and the

sparkling little streamlet, and the browsing cattle, and the bright

plumage of the Bob-o-lincoln, and a thousand other beauties

in the lovely landscape about my mother's house that I shall

never see again."

This was said in such a serious melancholy tone and manner,

as affected his companion almost to tears, but assuming again a

cheerfulness which he did not feel, he said to him in a bantering

lone, " Come, come, none of your sentimental nonsense master
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Harry, but get dressed as quickly as you can, or we shall be too

late for breakfast!"

The boy returned in compliance with his friends admonition to

the side of his bed, but had hardly reached it, when he staggered

and fell upon the floor.

The silver cord was loosened but not broken.—His friend, a

stout and stalwart man, took him up in his arms, as if he had

been an infant, and laid him again in his bed.

That sunshiny Sunday was a sad and sorrowful day for Amy
Herbert, his kind and loving sister, and little less so to his friend

Louis Graham.

The doctor was sent for, and the two mourners, who had never

met before, sat beside the bed of the little sufferer, watching every

varied expression of his countenance, as he examined his patient;

their scrutiny, however, ended in disappointment, and despair

—

no not despair, for as the door of that sick chamber closed upon

the doctor's departure, a ray of hope with a beam of bright sun-

shine came down from the skies through the window, shedding a

bloom of immortality on the three warm hearts within.

" Dear, dear Amy !" said the sick boy, as his weeping sister

bent over him, and kissed his pallid brow, " Don't, pray, don't

take on so.—It's the Lord's will,—and you know thai we shall

be happy yet together, and Louis too. Besides," he added in a

more cheerful tone, " I may recover, despite that ominous shake

of the doctors head, and be— " overworked and crushed again

into the earth as we r .1 are, with these long long hours, and weary

want of sleep," bitterly interposed his friend finishing the sentence

for him in a less hopeful way than the poor sick boy intended.

* But I hear," said the sister addressing herself timidly, for the

first time, to Louis Graham, ' { that an Association is being formed

for the- purpose of insisting upon early closing—called, indeed,

the 'Early Closing Association,' and good Mrs. Wilmot, my em-

ployer, says, thatjshe is sure it will succeed, and that all good

people will come into it at once, so that by the time, say a week

or two," the hopeful girl continued, "my poor brother Harry will

be well again, he won't have to work more than twelve hours a

day."

" And enough too in all conscience," replied the grateful listener

to this unconcious compliment to himself, for Amy Herbert knew
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not that Louis Graham was the originator and promoter of this

great and benevolent scheme, which has already been as great a

benefit to thousands, as it doubtless will be to tens of thousands

yet unborn.

But was poor Harry Herbert to be among the number of the

participators in the benefits of this important, and benevolent

scheme? Alas no!

That long and weary Sunday passed away into the dark gulf

of that mysterious eternity which had no beginning, and another

week and another Sunday were to be added to that mysterious

eternity which has no end. And still Henry Herbert lived, and the

two mourners (his loving sister Amy, and Louis Graham) were yet

to be found at the bed-side of the patient sufferer, and by this

time another kind and sympathising soul was there—a circum-

stance it would be unjust and cruel to forget. Mary McKinnon,

the old and faithful nurse, no sooner heard of poor Henry's ill-

ness than she came to town, in the full assurance of hope that her

presence and care would soon restore the darling boy of her be-

loved mistress to health and strength again.

But vain and futile was the hope ; another Sunday came ; the

sun shone as brightly, not through the garret windows of that

chamber, but upon them, and its bright beams were reflected back

upon the dull pavement in the street below, for they were dark-

ened with the shadow of death, and the pale faced boy in his

placid sleep lay there with the light covering ol a snow-white

sheet upon his slender frame, and as on the last Sunday with the

two mourners, Amy Herbert, and Louis Graham by his side.

—

Two mourners !—there were three.—The poor old nurse must

not be forgotten. * * *

Years, on the swift wings of time, fled by, during which, Louis

Graham, by unwavering exertions accomplished the great object,

as it seemed, of his life's mission, and the early closing of shops

became the general rule throughout the community.

During this period many were the casual interviews, resulting in

short walkson the long Summerevenings.ofcourse quite accidental,

between the two mourners who had sat so sad and disconsolate

by the side of the dying and dead boy, till on a certain fortunate

event, when Louis Graham's merits and faithful services were

rewarded by a partnership in the concern with which he had
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been so long connected, old Mary's quiet was again disturb-

ed, by being 3ent for to be present at the happy nuptials of Louis

Graham and Amy Herbert.

A proud woman was old Mary, on that happy day, and proud-

er still as she returned to her peaceful farm, in the back woods,

laden with presents from her pet Amy and her husband.

« The poor mother," she exclaimed, as she journied home,

ward, " how happy would she have been had she lived to see

this day ;" for a moment in the joyousness of the scene, and but

for a moment poor Henry was forgotten.

THE TRUE HERO.

HERE is an endearing tenderness" says

IWashington Irving, " in the love of a

mother for her son that transcends all

other affections of the heart." We have

*^jusi heard a touching illustration of

the fact, that the love of a son for his

mother may also transcend qnd swal-

low up all other affections, at a mo-

ment too, when he might well be

pardoned for remembering only his

own great trials. Some two years ago, a young man, belonging

to Philadelphia, was returning by rail road to that city from the

town of Reading Pensylvania. By an accident which happened

to the train as it was approaching town, and while he was stand-

ing upon the platform, he was thrown ofT, and fell partly under

the wheels of the succeeding car ; and his right arm, u marrow,

bones, and all" was crushed to a jelly, and dropped uselessly at

his side. This, however, was fortunately his only injury. He
was a young man of determined nerve, and of the noblest spirit.

He uttered no word of complaint— not even a groan. When the

train arrived at the depot a carriage was immediately called,

when, attended by his friend, he said to the coach-man, « Drive

at once to Dr. M 's, in Walnut street." 61 Had'nt you bet-

ter go immediately home ?" asked his friend. "No/' said he,

" I don't want them to know about me until it is all over !" Our
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hero, for he was a hero, was deaf to all the cou r remonstrances

of his friend ; and they drove rapidly to the hotue of the eminent

surgeon alluded to. They were shown into the parlor and the

doctor summoned. After an examination—"Well my dear fel-

low," said the surgeon, for he was well acquainted with his

patient, c* you know, I suppose, what must be done t" " I do,"

he replied, 61 and it is for the purpose of having it done that I am
here !" " My surgical—table is below," said the doctor. " Can

it not be done without that?" asked the sufferer. " I cannot be

tied—I cannot he held. Amputate my arm here, doctor he

continued, holding out his dangling limb over the back of the

sofa ;
" Do it here, doctor, I shall not flinch, I shall not interfere

with your operations.

The limb was bared; two attendants, medical students in the

house were summoned ; the arm was taken off above the elbow,

while the patient sat as he had requested, uttering no groan, nor

speaking a single word, while the operation was being performed.

The dressings were applied, and, attended by his friend, the

patient had reached the door on his way to his own house, which

was very near by, when he turned round to the surgeon, and

said :
" Doctor, I should like to look at my arm once more

;
pray

let me see it ! The surgeon raised the mangled limb ; the patient

glanced at the bloodless hand, and said : " Doctor, there is a ring

upon the middle finger of that hand ; won't you take it off for

me? My Mother gave me that ring when she was on her

death-bed. I can part with my arm, but while I live I can't

part with that ring !" The ring was slipped from the cold white

finger: "PutitonMaf finger," said he, holding up the same

finger of the left hand. As he was leaving the door with his at-

tendant, to enter the carriage, he said : " How shall I break this

thing to my poor sister?" Is not this a true hero, reader ?

L. Gaylord Clark.

A heart loving to do good, finds an outlet at every point,

while Orom a thousand little streams, kindness and affection

flow in."
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UNCLE TOM'S CABIN ;
OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

ELIZA ARRIVES IN CANADA.

VERY page of that wonderful book, " Uncle Tom's

Cabin," glows with inimitable tracery and life-like

picturing. We have read somewhere of one who was

surfeited in reading the book once, and declared he

could never look into it again ! We must confess, that a taste

which claims to be so sublimated and purified, might need other

aliment—but for our simple self, we had rather not claim

such exalted discrimination, and enjoy the tear, or the smile, the

alternate melting of every refined affection of the soul, and the

cheerful brightness^which invests Mrs. Stowe's home groups with

a lively enticement. We delight to follow her shrewd delinea-

tions of life, and see the workings of selfishness, and avarice, and

the fear of Man shown up with such native humor, and witty

seizing upon the grotesque.—We cannot decide in which she

most excels,— in viewing thjings in comical, and amusing rela-

tions, as in the answer she puts into the mouth of the little negro

girl who had purloined, and destroyed Miss. Ophelia's ribbon on

the sabbath day
;
and, when asked, 11 What makes you behave

so?" answered, " 'Spects it's my wicked heart,"— or in bringing

the most affecting scenes to our view with a tenderness that

allures us into mournful sympathy with the sick, and the dying,

and lifts our thoughts from the chamber of dissolution to that

celestial beauty which blooms above.

Mrs. Stowe's descriptions of Northern, Southern, and Western

character, in the United States, are very natural. The American

reader feels as if he was meeting familiar faces, and journeying

over accustomed routes. Many a hearty laugh have we had

over the famous scene in which " Sam and Andy" flourished so

conspicuously, or when we read those quiet unpretending des-

criptions of " St. Clare's" sarcastic humor, and " Miss Vermont's"

clock-likd precision. The generous hospitality of the Kentucky

gentleman, the calm happiness of a senator's home, the orderings

of a thrifty house-keeper amid the valleys of Indiana, and the

New England farm-house, all appear to us true to the life. At

one time we follow our authoress to a backwoods' plantation,
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where the white cotton bowls, cover acres and acres with a snow

white mantling, and the only features to vary the wide spread

sameness, are the ''big house" of the master—the range of negro

huts—and the cotton-house, where defile at night scores of hands,

old and young, with their burden picked from the plants under

the scorching sun, At another moment she rolls out before us a

sunset scene on Lake Porchartrain, and we see, in imagination,

the waters rippling lazily on the low beach, and inhale the fra-

grance wafted from many a beauteons flower, while the luxuriant

growth of plant and tree,—from the Passiflora that crowns arbor,

and verandah with its emblematic flowers, to the Pomegranate

whose scarlet clusters peep forth temptingly among its dark foliage

adds to the enchantment of the spot.

We felt a great sympathy with those broken hearts in that Mis-

sissippi steamboat. We once saw a man sink in that river and

wife and family went out in vain to meet him, when we arrived

opposite his home. He threw himself into the stream in a fit of des-

peration, and before a boat could be sent to help him, he sank to

rise no more : as in the case of the poor bereaved negro woman,

the mighty river rushed on, and the boat, groaning and puffing,

gave stroke aftei stroke of her vast machinery, and soon left the

spot far in the distance ; unmarked in the turbid waters by aught,

save an eddying whirl around a gnarled branch of a tree that

swayed, to and fro, near where that immortal spirit had soared

from its earthly home.

The readers ot the u Maple Leaf" have been introduced to

some of Mrs. Slovve's characters, and we are sorry the limits of

our magazine do not permit us to give larger extracts each month.

We have thought it best to refer to some of the principal char-

acters, and relate the finale in their history, for the benefit of those

subscribers who, residing at a distance from the city, might not bo

likely to procure the work.

We left George and Eliza, last month, at the Quaker settle-

ment. Their souls were fired at the thought of a recapture,

and the energy of despair glowed in George's fine countenance,

and lit up Eliza's lovely features with a holy trust in His care,

who had so signally brought them thus far. The Quakers are

always earnestly interested in aiding the slave. They pro-
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vided the little company with a covered waggon, and some of

their society went to assist the fugitives, in case the pursuers

should overtake them. On a ledge or rocks, up which there was

only one narrow pathway, " the run-aways" gathered themselves

just in time to avoid a strong party, which came at full gallop

to arrest them. Here George made a speech in defence of his

position, of which says our authoress, with her stinging irony:

"If he had been a Hungarian youth, bravely defending in some

mountain fortress, the retreat of fugitives escaping from Aus-

tria into America, this would have been sublime heroism ; but

as it was a youth of African descent, defending the retreat

of fugitives through America into Canada, of course we are

all too well instructed and patriotic to see any heroism in it •

and if any of our readers do, they must do it on their own

private responsibility." George and his friends came off vic-

torious
;
though obliged to fire at their assailants, it rejoiced

his heart that no one was seriously wounded. Passed on

from one step to another, through the whole length of this

branch of " under ground rail-road," the little party at last

arrived safely in Sandusky. Here Eliza disguised herself, to

avoid suspicion, and u Mrs. Smyth, a respectable woman,

who, fortunately for them, was on her way to the settlemont

whither they were fleeing," took charge of little Harry. He
was dressed as a little girl, and easily persuaded to take hold

of her hand, while the party proceeded on board of the Steam-

boat which conveyed them to the u Land of Liberty !"

THE ONLY SON OF HIS MOTHER, " AND SHE WAS A WIDOW."
A little spirit slnmbereth lere,

Who to one heart was very dear; .

O, he was more than life or Hjrht,

Its thought by day, its dream by night;
The chill wind came, the young flower faded
And died,— the grave its sweetness shaded.

Fair boy thou shoul'i'st have mourned for me,
Not I have lived to weep for thee

;

Yet, not long shall this sorrowing be,

Those roses I have planted round,
To deck the dear and sacred ground,
When spring gales, next those roses ware,
They'll blush upon thy mother's grave.

—Communicated.

EPITAPH ON A LITTLE BOY.
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The following lines were written by a deceased friend at the

early age of 17 years, on finding in the woods, near New Bed-

ford Mass., an old, very old stone, marking a stranger's grave.

—Here shut in by the solemn silence which pervaded the spot*

and, the detatched, from earthly considerations, the importance

of the spiritual man, rose in dignity before him, and his young

heart swelling with great thoughts, breathed forth its musing,

and its convictions :

—

THE OLD GRAVE STONE.
(Original.")

I have seen in the woods an old grey stone,

With some ancient words and a date imprest,

Time worn and mossy, and standing alone,

To mark the spot where a stranger found rest.

And I love to go, when the evening breeze

Moves silently over the sleeper's bed,

And muse for awhile 'neath the tall oak trees,

That curtain this couch of the lonely dead ;

For there seems to be to my spirit brought,

In thissweet and soothing hour of even', f
Bright glimpses, like those which the prophet caught,

When, entranced, he stood by the gate of heaven.

# * #• • ***»•*
Does the soul of man revisit the earth,

As it wanders amongst the rolling spheres %

Does it stand again by its place of birth,

And recall the thoughts of its early years ?

And are there not times when that spirit of light,

Whose earth-home is mouldering beneath my feet,

Will hitherward hasten her airy flight

And gather her wings on this green turf seat ?

Oh yes ! there are limes, when the sun goes down,
And light fleecy clouds have mellowed his ray,

When the wood-thrush lights on this old gray stone,

And trills his farewell to departing day ;

That here to this quiet and calm repose,

That spirit will come, and will linger here,

While memory around her its mantle thriws,

And the scenes of her youth once moic appear.

But she lingers not long, for memory's hand
Retraces tho ills as the joys she knew

;

And she looks beyond to a " better land,"

Where joys will sparkle eternity through.
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But a few more years, and the trumpet's sound
Will ring through the universe God has made,

And rolling along through this vast profound,
Will reach the spot where this sleeper is laid.

Then, then, will the form that now slumbers alone,

Rise up from its' bed in the forest's gloom,
And, joined to its' spirit before the throne,

Expect the award of the day of doom.

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER; OR RAMBLES IN THE
CANADIAN FOREST.

(By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of " TheCanadian Crusoes," &c.

)

CHAPTER IV.

VV A S some time

before Lady Mary's

nurse could tell her

any more stories. She received a

letter from her sister-in-law, informing her that

her brother was dangerously ill, confined to what

,was feared would prove his death-bed, and

that he earnestly desired to see her before

he died. The Governor's lady, who was very

kind and good to all her household, readily con-

sented to have Mrs. Frazer go and see her

sick relation.

It was with much regret that Lady Mary parted

from her dear nurse, whom she loved very ten-

derly. Mrs. Frazer informed her young charge

that it might be a fortnight before she could return, as her

brother lived on the shores of one ol the small lakes, near the

head waters of the Otonabee river, a great way off ; but she

promised to return as soon as she could, and, to console her

young mistress for her absence, said she would bring her

some Indian toys from the back-woods.

The month of March passed away pleasantly ; for Lady

Mary enjoyed many a delightful sleigh-drive with her papa, and

mamma, and with hor governess, who seized every opportunity
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to instruct and amuse her. -On entering the nursery one day,

after enjoying a long drive in the country, great was her joy to

see her good nurse sitting quietly at work by the stove. She

was dressed in deep mourning, and looked much thinner and

paler than when she last saw her.

The kind little girl knew, when she saw her nurse's black

dress, that her brother must be dead
;
and, with the delicacy

and thoughtfulness of a true lady, remained very quiet, and d'd

not annoy her with questions about triffling matters ; she spoke

low and gently to her, and tried to comfort her when she saw

large tears falling on the work which she held in her hand,

and kindly said, "Mrs. Frazer, you had better go and lie down

and rest yourself, for you must bo tired after such a long long

journey."

The next day Mrs. Frazer seemed much better ; she brought

out an Indian basket very richly wrought with colored porcu-

pine quills; it was made of birch bark, and had two lids.

Lady Mary admired the splendid colors, and strange patterns

on the basket.—" It is for you my dear," said her nurse, "open

it and see what is in it." Lady Mary lilted one of the lids, and

took out another smaller basket, of a different shape and pattern.

It had a top which was sewed down with a coarse looking

thread, which her nurse told her was nothing but the sinews of

the deer, dried and beaten fine, and drawn out like thread.

Then, taking an end of it m her hand, she made Lady Mary

observe, that these coarse threads could be separated into a

great number of finer ones, some so delicate that the) could be

passed through the eye of a fine needle, or a tiny bead could

be strung upon it.

6* The Indians, my Lady, sew with the sinews of the wild

animals which they kill. These sinews are much tougher, and

stronger than thread, and, -therefore, well adapted to sew to-

gether such things as moceassins, leggings, and garments

made of the skins of wild beasts. The finer threads are used

for sewing the beads and quill ornaments on moccassins, and

sheaths, and pouches, beside other things that I cannot now

think of."

"They sew some things with the roots of the tamarack, or
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larch; such as the common sorts of. birch baskets, and the

bark canoes, and bark for the covering of their wigwams.

They call this ' wah-tap,' (root-thread,) and they prepare it by

pulling off the outer rind and steeping it in water It is the

larger fibres which have the appearance of small cordage when
coiled up, and fit for use. This 'wah-tap,' is very valuable to

these poor Indians, who could not make their birch bark canoes

so well or so strongly without it. There is also another plan t

called ' asclepias parviflora,' (Indian hemp,) which is a small

shrubby kind of milk weed, that grows on gravelly islands. It

bears white flowers, the branches are long and slender* ; on

stripping the hark ofT there is a fine silky thread that covers

the wood, this is tough and can be drawn out and

twisted. It has been spun into cloth.— It is very white,

and fine, and does not break easily. There are other plants

of the same family that have pods full of fine shining silk, but

these are too short and brittle to spin iivo thread. This last,

kind Lady Mary, I will show you in the Summer; it is called

' asclepias syriaca,' (milk weed,—fly traps.)"

But while Mrs. Frazer was talking about these plants the

little lady was examining the contents of the small birch box,

—

"II you please, nurse, will you tell me what these hard dark

shining seeds are ?"

"These seeds, my dear, are Indian rice; an old squaw,

Mrs. Peter Noggan, gave me this to take as 'Present for Gov-

ernor's Daughter ;' " and Mrs. Frazer imitated the soft whining

tone of the Indian which made Lady Mary laugh.

"The box is called a « mowkowk.' There is another just

like it only there is a white bird, a snow bird, I suppose it is

meant for—worked on the lid. The lid of this box was fastened

down with a narrow slip of deer-skin
;
Lady Mary cut the

fastening, and raised the lid,
—"Nurse it is only yellow sand

;

how droll, to send me a box of sand."

* It is not sand; taste it, Lady Mary."

"It is sweet—it is sugar,! Ah now I know what it is

that this kind old squaw has sent me ; it is Maple-sugar ; it is

very nice. I will go and show it to mama."
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Wait a little, Lady Mary, let us see what there is in the

basket besides the rice and the Maple-sugar."

" What a lovely thing this is ! dear nurse, what elan it be ?"

" It is a sheath, for your scizzors, my dear ; it is made of

doe-skin, and it is embroidered with beads, and colored quills

split fine, and sewed down with the deer sinew thread. There

is a pair of bracelets
;
they are very curiously woven."

Lady Mary examined the bracelets and said, she thought the

were wrought with beads, like bugles. But Mrs. Frazer told

her that they were porcupine quills cut out very fine, and strung

in a pattern. They were very neatly and tastefully made ; the

pattern was that of a Grecian scroll, very carefully imitated by

some Indian squaw.

" There is an embroidered knife sheath ; it is large enough

for a hunting knife.—For a <couteau du chasse,'—that is the

name for it, is it notV
" This sheath was worked by the wife of Isaak Iron, an

educated Indian chief of the the Mudlake Indians. She gave

it to me because I had once been kind to her in sickness."

"I will give it to my dear papa," said Lady Mary, "for I

never mean to go out hunting, and do not wish to carry a big

knife by my side" and she laid the sheath away after having

admired its gay colors, and the figure of a little animal worked

in black and white, quills, which was meant to represent a

raccoon ; Mrs. Frazer told her.

u This is a present for your doll, it is a doll's mat, it was

woven by a little girl seven years old, Rachel Muskrat;—and

here is a little canoe of red cedar ; made by a littTe Indian

boy."

" What a darling little boat, and there is a fish carved

on the paddles." This device greatly pleased the little girl,

and she said she would send Rachel a wax doll, and little

Moses a knife, or something useful, when Mrs. Frazer went

again to the Lakes ;—but when her nurse took out of the other

end of the basket a birch bark cradle made for the doll, worked

very richly, the child clapped her hands for joy ; and said,

" Ah, nurse, you should not have brought me so many pretty

things at once, for I am too happy !"
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The rest of the things in the basket consisted ot seeds, and

berries, and a small cake of Maple-sugar, which Mrs. Frazer

had made for the young lady.—This was very different in appear-

ance from the Indian sugar. It was bright and sparkling, like

sugar candy, and tasted rich and sweet. The other sugar was

dry, and slightly bitter. Mrs. Frazer told Lady Mary that this

peculiar taste was caused by the birch bark vessels which the

Indians used for catching the sap as it flowed from the maple

trees.

" I wonder who taught the Indians how to make maple,

sugar ?" asked the child.

" I do not know replied the nurse. 44 1 have heard that

they knew how to make the sugar when the discoverers of the

country found them.—It may be that they ,found it out by ac-

cident. The sugar maple when wounded in the months of

March and April, yields a great deal of sweet liquor. Some

Indians may have supplied themselves with this juice when

pressed for want of water ; for it flows so freely in warm days

in Spring, that several pints can be obtained from one tree in

the course ofthe day. By boiling this juice it becomes very

8weet, and, at last, when all the thin watery part has gone

oflfin steam, it becomes thick like honey
;
boiling it still longer

it turns to sugar when cold. So you see, my dear, that the

Indians might have found it out by boiling some sap instead of

water, and letting it remain on the fire till it grew thick."

" Are there many kinds of maple trees that sugar can be

made from, nurse?" asked the little girl.

*iNo, my lady ; I believe there is only one that yields sap

sweet enough for the purpose. The sap of the birch tree,

I have heard can be made into sugar; but it would require a

larger quantity. A kind ot weak wine and vinegar is made by

some persons of birch sap: I have drank it, and it tastes very

pleasant. The people who live in the backwoods, and make
maple-sugar always make a small cask of vinegar at the

1 sugaring off.'

"

"That must be very useful, but if the sap is sweet,

how can it be made into such sour stuff as vinegar ?"

The nursa tried to make Lady Mary understand that the heat
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of the sun, 01 a warm room would make the liquid ferment, un-

less it had been boiled a long time, so as to become very sweet,

and somewhat thick. The first fermentation, she told her,

would only give a winy taste, but if it continued to ferment a

great deal, them it turned sour and became vinegar.

"How very useful a maple tree must be nurse,—I wish

there were maples in the g rden, and I would make some

su^ar, and molasses, and wine, and vinegar, and what else

would I do V 1—
Mrs. Frazer laughed and said, " Tha wood is good to burn,

it is considered excellent for fuel."

"If I cut down my tree nurse I should not have any

sugar ;" said the child quickly.

" The wood is used in making bed-steads and chests of

drawers, and many other things. There is a very pretty wood

used for furniture called bird's eye maple. The drawers in my
bed-room, that you think so pretty, are made of it,—but it is a

disease in the tree that causes it to have these little marks

all through the wood. The bright scarlet leaves of the maple

tree give a beautiful look to the woods in the fall. The soft

maple is very bright when the leaves are changing, but it gives

no sugar."

" Then I will not let it grow in my garden nurse."

"It is useful for other purposes my dear. The settlers use

the bark for dying wool ; and a jet black ink can be made from

it by boiling down the bark with a bit of coperas, in an iron

vessel.—So you see it is useful. The flowers are bright red,

and look very pretty in the spring. This tree grows best by

the waterside, and some call it swamp maple."

This was all Mrs. Frazer could tell Lady Mary about the

maple trees. Many little girls as young as the Governor's

daughter, would have thought it very dull to listen to all her

nurse had to say about plants and trees, but Lady Mary would

put aside her dolls and toys, to stand beside her nurse, and ask

questions, and listen to her answers. The more she heard^ the

more she desired to hear about these things. "The hearing

ear, and the seeing eye are two things that are never satisfied"

saith the wise King Solomon.
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Lady Mary was delighted with the contents of her Indian

basket, and spent the rest of her play hours in looking at the

various articles, and asking her nurse questions about the

materials from which they were made. Some of the bark

boxes were lined with paper, but the doll's cradle was not,

and Lady Mary perceived that the inside of it was very rough,

caused by the hard ends of the quills with which it was orna-

mented. At first the little girl could not think how the squaws

worked with the quills, as they could not possibly thread them

through the eye of a needle; but her nurse told her that

the squaws when they want to work any pattern on birch bark,

first draw it out with some sharp pointed instrument,—a sharp

nail, or bodkin, or even a strong thorn
;

ihey then pierce holes

close together round the edge of the leaf, or blade, or bird that

they have drawn out on the birch bark,—into these holes they

insert one end of the quill, the other end is then drawn through

the opposite hole, pulled tight, bent a little, and cut off on the

inside. This any one of my young readers may see if they ex-

amine the Indian baskets or toys made of birch bark.

" I have seen the squaws in their wigwams at work on these

things, sitting cross-legged on their mats,—some had the quills

in a little bark dish on their laps, while others held them in

their mouths ; not a very safe way, nor a nice way ,• but

Indians are not very nice in some of their habits said Mrs.

Frazer.

" Nurse, ifyou please, will you tell me what this little animal

is designed to represent?" said Lady Mary pointing to the
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figure of the raccoon which was worked in quills on the sheath

of the hunting knife.

—

" It is intended for a raccoon my lady," replied her nurse.

« Is the raccoon a pretty creature like my squirrel ?"

11 It is much larger than your squirrel,—its fur is not near so

soft, or so fine ; the color is grey and black, or dusky ; the tail

barred across and bushy.—You have seen many sleigh robes

made of raccoon skins, with the tails looking like tassels at the

back of the sleighs."

u Oh yes, and a funny, cunning looking face, peeping out

too,"

" The face of this little animal is sharp, and the eyes black,

and keen like a fox ; the feet bare like the soles of our feet,

only black and leathery; their nails are very sharp
;
they can

climb trees very fast. During the winter the raccoons lay up

in hollow trees
;
they cling together for the sake of keeping

each other warm. They are sometimes found by the chop-

pers as many as seven or eight in one nest fast asleep. Most

probably the young family remain together with the old ones

till the spring, when they separate. The raccoon in its habits

is said to resemble the bear ; like the bear, it lives chiefly on

vegetables, especially Indian corn, but I do not think that it

lays by any store for Winter. They sometimes wake up if

there comes a few warm days, but soon retire again to their

warm cosy nests."

" Raccoons will eat eggs, and fowls are often taken by

them,—perhaps this is in the Winter, when they wake up, and

are pressed by hunger."

Her nurse said that one of her friends had a raccoon which

he kept in a wooden cage, but he was obliged to have a chain

and collar to keep him from getting away, as he used to gnaw

the bars asunder, and had slily stolen away, and killed some

ducks, and was almost as mischievous as a fox, but very lively

and amusing in his way.

Lady Mary now left her good nurse and took her baskets

with all the Indian treasures, to show them to her mama,

—

with whom for the present we will leave her.
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TWILIGHT HOURS.

[WILIGHT I a thousand touching remem-

brances, and endearing recollections steal

i J| r

over my soul at the magic of that word.

Where is the heart so hardened, even by

k/^> crime, or so cased with selfishness and

constant intercourse with a hollow

and heartless world, that does not at

one time or another vibrate at that

name so fraught with tender reminis-

cences of the past 1

How does memory recall each member of the beloved family

circle gathered round the cheerful fire ; the father or loving mo-

ther imparting to the eager auditors some tale or legend of olden

time, some heroic deeds of the wise, the noble hearsed, of those

who in a holy cause have been faithful unto death
;
and, as she

gazes on the earnest faces bent upon her, how does the secret

prayer ascend unto the throne of God, that on the pliant tender

natures around her, they might make an impression, not to be

effaced by the rude breath of worldliuess.

—

Then the conversation would lead on to still deeper things,

—

gradually unfolding her own treasures of thought and experience,

—human life in its more chastened coloring, and endeavouring in

the spring-time of their being to inspire them with earnest long-

ings after all that is fair and good. Who dare limit the influence

of the "twilight hour?"

It may be the germ of that mighty power implanted in the

soul, which impresses it ever with a deep sense of its immortali-

ty, that power which has ever supported it in times of trial and

of suffering.

It stood by Galileo, when, unmoved by tortures he boldly

asserted his sublime discovery.—Like a watching Angel, it ho-

vered over Sir Walter Raleigh in the solitude of the Tower;

with Ferguson it watched the stars ; with Columbus it crossed

the Atlantic ; and among the lonely of the earth, it diffuses its

hallowing, purifying powder.

Far and wide, and into ages yet unborn, the seed of the twi-

light hour may extend its influence ; it must be a growth of in-
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crease, for it is watered by the dew of Heaven, and the rays

which beam around the throne of God shine upon it ! How can

we say that the mother may not from her glorified sphere be

allowed to raise the veil, and, gazing on this lower world, see

with joy, even to a heavenly bosom, that the seed early planted

in the hearts of her beloved ones, has sprung up, spreading again

its influence through the homes of Earth !

Home ! there, in its pristine purity is seen the holy interchange

of Love. Strangers intermeddle not with the deep joy or sorrow

of the family circle.—Storms divides not ; sunshine allures not the

loving hearts from each other. But the circle must be scattered.

Far distant may be their future homes. These loving arms may

never again enfold each other; but, however, widely separated,

they will retain in their hearts one spot sacred to the past.

Will not the dim twilight ever recall the home of their child-

hood, that source ot the heart's deepest springs,—the green tree

under whose boughs they played so merrily through the long sum-

mer day,—and the grave 1

" They grew in beauty side by side,

They filled one home with glee

;

Their graves are severed far and wide,

By mount, and stream, and sea.

And parted thus, they rest, who played

Beneath the same green tree,

Whose voices mingled, as they prayed

Around one Parent knee."

Rice Lake, Dec. 14, 1352. C. Hayward.

(To be continued.)

ANGEL VISITANTS.

When Earth is hushed in slumber deep

—

When moon and stars are shining

—

Where Labour lays him down to sleep,

Where Infancy's reclining,

Where Pain forgets his ceaseless smart,

And Grief her weary sighing.

Or where some loving, breaking heart

Keeps watch beside the dying;
We come—a pure and pitying band,

Upon the clouds of even,

And on the sleeping Earth wc stand,

The sentinels (if Heaven.
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When breaks upon the sin-seared mind,
The first repentant feeling,

Or where an influence, pure and kind,

O'er some hard heart is stealing,

Where peasants of a Saviour's love

In rustic speech are telling,

Or Childhood's voice, o'er hill and grove,

In holy lays is swelling
;

The softening thought—the cradle-hymn,
The simple, artless story,

Are marked by the same Seraphim
Who hailed the King of Glory.

Oh ! call thou not the loneliest spot,

Poor mortal, wan and weary,

Though human converse glad it not,

All. desolate and dreary
;

There dwells a holy presence there,

Where e'er thy step is rov.ng,

Peopling the earth, the sky, the air,

With beings kind and loving;

No dream of ages passed away,
No nymphs of classic fable,

But they who watched the Babe that lay,

By night, in Bethlehem's stable

Coburg, Feby. 1853.

R. A. P.

[For the *•' Maple Leaf."]

A BOY'S TRIP TO THE SHAWINEGAN FALLS,
IN TWO CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER I.

HE great river St,

Maurice, and the

p^p^lp^
Shawinegan Falls

j

* are comparatively

unknown, except to the inhabitants of Three
Rivers, and " its vicinity," as the advertise-

ments would say, and, probably, will remain

eo, until some great man takes it into his

head to pay them a visit. As they are both well worth

seeing, they may be equally worthy to be described.

Some of your readors may like tojiear a " Boy's" im-
pressions of a trip up the river to the falls : so here goes.

Know then, ye uninitiated,—that the St. Maurice is a large
river, having its source far North, and deriving its springs from
the same great chain of Northern Lakes that feed the Ottawa.

It pours itself into the St. Lawrence at Three Rivers, and indeed gives (ha 1
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place the name of " Trois Rivieres," from the fact of its emptying itself by

three distinct mouths.

With this preface, by way of explanation, let me proceed to detail our

trip up the River to the Falls.

Our party consisted of three, K, A, and your humble servant, all eager

for a sight of the stupenduous cataract, that some lively imaginations had

pictured as scarcely second to Niagara itself. But the Falls were a good

many miles off, so we had to look about for some conveyance. The kind-

ness of a Three River friend soon supplied us with this, in the shape of an

excellent horse and stylish dog cart; and after we had obtained from him, what
he considered, ample directions about the road, accompanied with a neat

impromptu chart of the same, and, what was better still a letter of introduc-

tion to a hospitable fireside at the Gres, (Anglice Saw Mills,) we started.

True, none of us had ever travelled that way before, and we had no

guide; but we felt tolerably secure in the possession of our directions and

chart, which told us as follows :

—

fi That there was a good road as far as

the Gres,—18 mile3 off, where we were to put up our horse, present our

credentials, and become inmates of the head establishment of the place.

—

That the Fails were still 6 miles further up the River, but that we could

procure a canoe there, and, with an Indian guide, make our way up the

River.—That the road to the Gres was a very plain one, there being only

one point at which we might possibly go wrong, and that was at the top or

a hill, where two road3 went.off at right angles; and as there was a pos-

sibility, nay a strong probabilty that we might take the wrong road, and

instead of going at 'righV angles, turn off at 'wrong.' " The chart aforesaid

wasvery explicit on this point. The first 6 miles of the road were repre-

presented as, what the sailor would say, " all plain sailing," and although

we might at first find a great many tracks, that we might not care which

one we took, as, a little further on they all became one. We were also told

of certain great trout streams, and the prospect of dozens of shining,

speckled, fat, trout inflamed my piscatorial desires to such a degree that 1

crammed the necessary tackle into our cart before starting—much to the

amusement of K and A, who regarded me as a most stupid angler, my pre.

vious fishing attempts in the vicinity of Three Rivers having all ended igno-

miniously.

Well, we started about 10 o'clock in the morning, " brim" full of expec-

tation ;
receiving from the ladies many parting hints about " Babes in the

woods," and admonitions about ihe treatment of the horse—such as not

driving him too fast, getting out of tho cart at hills, &c, &c. Following

our directions, we took what seemed the most eligible road. After half-an-

hour's pleasant driving we came in sight of a pretty town, and, from the

raised table-land we were on, wo looked down on glittering spires, and

green trees, with a blue strip of water in the distance. Was it possible that

there could be such a pretty town behind Three River, which none of us

had ever heard of before 1 Our chart said nothing about it, and our know,

ledge of tho Geopraphy of Canada did not enlighten us on tho subject.
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The spires looked very like the spires of Three Rivers ; however, and the

blue sheet of water looked very like the noble St. Lawrence ! Could it be

Three Rivers ? It was J and wc then discovered that we had been un-

consciously jogging round the race course ! Nothing dismayed, but rather

arqused,—though half an hour had been wasted, we tried another track
; but^

after a time, we suspected that the traces of a road were becoming " smaller

by degrees and beautifully less," and, at last, we were obliged to admit,

that, certainly, that road was an exception to all other roads in general

inasmuch as it led to nothing—except by the way to disappointment. Turning

back once more we were on the point of going astray for the third time. None
of us were very fluent in French, but A thought himself capable of asking

directions from a French girl, and he did so, in the following manner:

—

" Is this le chemin a la St. Maurice 1" Her answer startled us, for she

said " Non," and pointed far off in another direction. However, I did not

feel quite sure about A's French ; we wanted the road to the <4 St. Maurice

Forges," and French scholars may be able to judge how far this question of

A's indicated our wish,—especially, when the fact is taken into considera-

tion (which we learned afterwards) that there is a French settlement called

St. Maurice, in the direction in which the girl pointed, and which no doubt

she had in view. A lucky idea struck me, and I mumbled something about
11 Les Forges," which seemed at once to be satisfactory, and drew an ani-

mated Oui, oui," from our fair friend.

We then trotted on pleasantly enough, and had leisure to observe the sur-

rounding scenery. True, we could not see far on either side of us, the

forest did not admit of that, but we could perceive that the road lay along

a high table-land, which, as we advanced farther into the forest, became

very undulating. The soil is sandy—very—indeed Three Rivers is a place

of sand, and for the life of me, 1 am at a loss to understand how they can get

any foundations for their edifices,—a sandy one being proverbially insecure

and shaky. 1 suppose our old horse made the sandy nature of the soil an ex-

cuse for going at a most sedate pace, in spite of all the whipping which im-

petuous youth could bestow !

For the first mile or two, we did not see a vestige of a house, but, as wc
approached nearer the Forges, we discovered some six or eight miserable

farm houses, some of them but half finished—others entirely finished, and

some deserted ; while the crops around these houses were of a most meagre

description, generally consisting of about equal parts of stumps, consump-

tive wheat, and emptiness. Yet, I believe the land is admirably adapted

to pasturage, and the grass along the road seemed rich and luxurant. In

several fields we observed women cutting the grain with sickles,— their

husbands generally working as lumbermen during the summer months. At

last, we came in sight of the St. Maurice Forges, and a beautiful sight it

was. From a high eminence,—a sandy one of course, we looked down

upon a little village, nestling itself in a pleasant little valley,—the impetuois

St. Maurice running swiftly past it. On either side high and woody emi-

V
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nences enclosed the view, and gave the little town of whitewashed cottages

a warm, snug appearance.

I suppose many of your readers have seen a St. Maurice Stove
;
well,

the iron is the product of the ,e St. Maurice Mines," and the stove the

manufacture of the "St. Maurice Forges." The iron obtained ii these

mines is of the very first quality, and is not second to the best Swedish iron.

The number of the workmen's cottages and the regularity with which they

are laid out, gives the place the appearance of a good sized village ; whil

the large workshops might stand for the " public buildings."

We merely stopped to water our horse and ourselves at the Forges, and

then started, like young '•bears," with the difficulties of the road all before

us ; for our chart began at the Forge?, as, beyond them, the road was re-

presented as more intricate
;

but, to our delight, we found it was utterly

impossible to go astray, there was but one track, and, on either side, the un.

touched forest.

The soil at, and in the vicinity of the Forges is very black, I suppose be-

cause of the large deposits of iron
; though 1 am not quite sure that this is

the reason as I have not sufficient Geological lore to hazard a positive

opinion.

We came to many very steep hills, which we had to ascend, and, like

dutiful boys, (though we were not seen !) we all got out and walked up, in

in mercy to our horse. The number of the hills we had to climb showed

that we were gradually ascending a higher tract of country.

Beyond the Forges we met with fearful impediments to quick travelling,

m the shape of numberless u coal bins." These atticles arc huge waggons,

employed to draw charcoal from the pits in the woods, for the use of the

Forges. They are so large, and their boxos bulge on both sides so much,

that to meet them in narrow parts of the road is rather ackward, and, as a

matter of course, vvc always fell in with them in such places. They arc

drawn by two horses each,—tandem fashion,—and the drivers will not

41 budge," so that you have to *' turn out," that is to say, to squeeze your

vehicle into some impossible spot, or up some impracticable bank. A dozen

such interesting "rencontres" with such unique conveyances, and such en-

lightened specimens for drivers was quite enough for one day.

Wc saw a great many large heaps of smoking earth winch we supposed

to be charcoal pits ; wc judged so from our knowledge of'tho process of

manufacturing charcoal. Not to be too tedious, let me just add, in conclud-

ing Chapter One, that wc did not go astray " at the top of the hill,"— that

we were awfully bothered with loaded teams, which wc could not pass,

—

that we came to a very sleep hill, down which wc descended,— that at the

bottom of this hill wc again discovered the river, and what was better, our

destination- -the Grc?,—that the very first person wc addresssed was the

person wc wanted,—that we were hospitably received,—and— there lot us

stay and rest ourselves for a little ; will you, dear reader 1
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EDITORIAL.

Thi3 number, sent forth with much anxiety, is sped to its destination under

the hopeful impulse which resolution, and a desire to succeed inspires. The

mind which could plan, and the courage, and perseverance, which could

accompl^h, no more acts in unison with ours, but we should prove recreant

to all the good influences which that mind and heart gathered around u?.

if we faint now, or become disheartened. Looking abcut and seeing tokens

of encouragement we have heartily continued our work, and cheering, and

consoling notices, and marks of favor have already met our humble efforts.

—

We feel most grateful for the sympathy, and approbation with which the

March number has been greeted, and trust that our subscribers may not have

reason to regret these kind expressions.

—

There arc points in our lives ; moments fraught with the deepest interest
;

when all that concerns us seems to concentrate ; and we stand still fearing

to move. Only for a moment must wc hesitate, activity is the law of our

being: industry that well fitted the duties of yesterday may not at all suit

the requirements of to-day ; and the morrow may open to us greater respon-

sibilities, and higher claims to exertion. Ever advancing, ever viewing our

life in its high relations, let us all aspire to meet its exigencies and difficul-

ties with earnest zeal. It is not easy to keep mind in the ascendant,

and nerve the poor weak body to keep pace with the far reaching soul,

and it is not strange that we sometimes strive to fold up the bright wings

which our spirits would spread for a flight to the realms of intellectual

glory, and plead our unfitness to. rise. Still wo ought to appreciate

the nature of the spiritual ; and feel the worth of that jewel whose

flashing light may gleam with resplendent lustre beneath an eternal day.

We ought to look upon all our duties, and alf our enjoyments, as ennobled,

because they belong to us as sentient beings. Our country can show many
men and women who arc truly great. Their minds are always expanding.

They live for others —they feel for the suffering— they dignify energetic ac-

tion—they are public benefactors ; but there are many, very many, who have

hid the precious seeds of early promise. If we could speak to the many,

we would say in the warmth of our desire for their improvement—plant these
germs of good ; water them ; nourish them; the spring time is here— it is

always spring in the moral world—green shoots will peep forth, graceful fo-

liage will overshadow you, and Canada will yet hear the eloquence of your
souls, and be the better for your high purposes.

We have received several contributions which we cannot insert for want
of space. Our pages will show in the number of original articles, the kind
thoughtfulness of contributors.

Short articles are most acceptable. We gladly insert a poetical commu-
nication from R. A. P. of Coburg, and take this opportunity of expressing
our thanks for an elegant sketch from the same source. We intended to in-

sert it this month but our arrangements would not admit of it.

u Juventus" is assured that we delight to encourage an enterprising youth,
who not only understands the abstract truth, that his eyes were given him
for the purpose of seeing, but actually uses those eyes as he journicsup and
down the country. We promise ourselves a fine treat when he takes us to

view The Falls.
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Who shall as - cend thy heaven - Iy place,

The man who 1 ves re - - lig - ion now,

And hum - bly walks with God be . low.
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ISLE AUX NOIX.

This is a small island in the Sorel, important to this country

as a military outpost in the direction of the United States. It

is strongly fortified, and commands the outlet of Lake Champ-

lain. Its surface is not varied, but is low and marshy, especi-

ally on the northern side, where the wild fowls gather in the

shooting season, and offer fine sport to the lovers of such

amusement. The French occupied this island in 1759, when
they fled from Chimney Point. They raised fortifications along

its shores, and considered it a strong place. They named it in

reference to the great number of walnut and hazel trees that

were found growing there. They only retained the control of

the island a short time;—Lord Amherst dispossessed them in

1760, while on his way to invest Montreal.

During the war in 1775, Isle aux Noix was used in common
by English and American troops as a stopping-place, while

moving up and down the Lake ; and it was here that the

officers oi both armies consulted on matters of importance. In

1813, the English Government ordered strong fortifications to

be constructed all along the island, and sent a strong party to

occupy the garrison.

The events of those times interest us all. The recol-

lections which gather round Isle aux Noix, belong equally

to the French, the English, and the American—and the sight of

its long line of ramparts awakens in each, associations at

once pleasing and patriotic. Our forefathers acted a brave part
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while pioneering for us, their favored children, the difficult en-

terprises that have opened to us such peace and prosperity. We
enjoy so much, see and hear so many pleasant things, without

finding it necessary to make any exertion, that we are in

danger of looking too much to our present ease, loving our own

comfort, and becoming selfish and careless. Great spirits were

Montcalm, and Wolf, and Amherst, and Allen—men who felt

fatigue a pleasure—men whose minds planned, and whose wills

performed feats of bravery. How fearfully trying must have

been their marches through the wilderness. Few roads then

wound through our country—the broad lake or river offered a

highway in summer, but their boats were clumsy and moved

slowly. The land, especially in that part near the River

Sorel, is low and marshy. Imagine an army heavily

munitioned, marching from St. Johns towards Montreal

—

baggage waggons sinking in the mud—engineering parties

cutting down trees, and trying to construct a rough road as

they advance—men's hearts failing them for fear of the lurking

savage—night coming on, camp fires lighted—the distant howl-

ing of the wolf—the cry of the catamount, and the hooting of

the owl, borne to their ears on the evening breeze—every

strange sound, or undefined form of broken tree converted into

an approaching enemy—the keen cold of our autumn weather

stiffening their limbs—insufficient clothing, and indifferent

rations completing their misery ; and you have only a faint

conception of the severe struggles which the brave armies and

heroic settlers of this country endured, long before steamboats

furrowed our waters, or bridges spanned our rivers, or railroads

introduced our cities to each other.

AN HOUR IN THE ICE.

Sleigh bells ! who has not listened for their glad music, when

friends or dear ones have been waited for? who has not watch-

ed for them, perhaps hopefully, perhaps anxiously, perhaps in

that agony of suspense which has made their first tone seem as

if struck from the very heart? Surely, if the term "joy bells"

can ever be rightly applied, it must be to those blithesome her-

alds of friends approaching. The very house-dog knows his
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master's bells, and changes his warning bark, as he recognises

them, to one of joyous welcome.

One evening, the close ot a March day,— it matters not how

long ago,—that merry peal might have been heard approaching

the shore of one of the fairest of these island-studded *' back

lakes," which, if they cannot vie with the broad Huron and On-

tario in grandeur, yield in beauty to none of their mighty rivals.

The winter had been severe and protracted, and the lake was

still frozen over, but the ice had been for some days reckoned

unsafe, and in the darkness which was now fast gathering over

all things, to cross upon it seemed a perilous attempt.

The person who now appeared, however, driving rapidly to-

wards the shore, looked like one who had braved such dangers

many a lime before. Every thing about him, from his own

blanket coat and crimson sash, to the rough but powerful team

he drove, and the shaggy, good-natured collier dog which lay at

his feet in the sleigh, spoke the true back-woodsman—one of

those hardy, fearless, much-enduring men, who seem made to

be the pioneers of civilization, clearing away forests for others

to plant cities in their room.

As the night, however, closed about him, it became evident,

that even to him the prospect of crossing the unsound ice in the

darkness was far from welcome, * It will be as dark as pitch,"

said he, half aloud, " and the ice is rotten in a dozen places.

Well, there's no help for it now, and I know the road blindfold.

Once safe on the other side, and I've done with the ice for this

winter. I promised Mary this should be the last time."

As the young teamster, for such he was, spoke, he urged his

already tired horses to greater speed, for their hoofs were

plashing in several inches of water, and the ice beneath was

in a state which allowed no dallying by the way.

The moon had not risen, nor could she have given him any

assistance if she had, for the sky was covered with thick, black

clouds, and not so much as a solitary star peeped forth through

the gloom. Relying, however, on his own knowledge of the

track, James Gray drove on fearlessly* until he was convinced

that he must be nearing a point where it became necessary to

make a wide detour, to avoid a spot where the ice was both
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thin and unsound. Rising to his feet in the sleigh, he peered

eagerly into the darkness, to ascertain, if possible, his exact

position.

Well was it for him that he did so, as by that movement he

freed his limbs from the encumbrance of sundry empty bags,

horse cloths, &c. (
which, when not required for their legitimate

uses, were gathered about him as defences from the raw night

air.

Even as he stood gazing wistfully forward into the black

night, not daring greatly to slacken his horses' speed, where the

foundation on which they stood was at best so precarious, the

brittle ice yielded, cracked, and finally gave way with a fearful

crash, breaking into a thousand fragments, upon which the

frightened animals vainly struggled to regain their footing.

—

There were a few terrible convulsive efforts, a wild snort of

terror, and then horses and sleigh disappeared in the black

chasm.

As he felt the sleigh sinking under him, Gray sprang out of

it, with a strong, sudden bound ; but the treacherous ice again

broke under him j he clung to its edge with the grasp of a

drowning man, but though it supported his weight in the water,

it crumbled and gave way beneath him, as often as he attempt-

ed, by its aid, to extricate himself from his terrible position.

He shouted for help till his voice failed him, but no man heard

or answered to his call. Then, as he literally hung there be-

tween life and death, his thoughts turned, as those of all human

beings in such sore straits must, to One whose ear is never

closed, and he " cried unto the Lord in his trouble."

" God have mercy upon me," broke from his whitened lips,

as he clutched yet closer the jagged edges of the ice, which his

numbed fingers now could scarcely feel. At this instant some-

thing swam by him, and a struggling and panting sound told

him that his poor dog was still near him, striving, like himself,

to escape from the abyss into which they had been so suddenly

plunged. Even in his own utmost need, the brave man could

still spare a thought for his faithful friend.

Releasing, for an instant, his hold by one hand, he seized the

poor creature, and flung him as far as possible upon the firmer
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ice. He heard him shake his shaggy coat, and then, after a

brief pause, as if in doubt whether to remain and share his

master's fate, set off at full speed in the direction of his home.

A ray of hope flashed at once through the mind of the despair-

ing man. He well knew that Watch's appearance, alone and

dripping with water, would arouse the fears of the anxious

wife, who awaited his return ; she would probably surmise the

truth, and then he felt that nothing would be left undone that

human power could do, to seek for, and if possible, to save

him. Minute succeeded minute—time, which, to him, seemed

like eternity, passed by, and still he clung with that vice-like

grip to his frail support. Through his half-maddened brain all

the scenes of his early boyhood, of his young, vigorous man-

hood, passed in rapid review ; but above all rose the image of

that fair, fond, young wife, as he had seen her that morning

standing at his side, with her baby in her arms, and forcing

him to repeat, again and again, the promise, that this journey

across the lake should be the last. The last ! the words seem-

ed to ring in his ears ; and as his brain whirled, and his senses

swam, in that unutterable agony, a voice of fiendish mockery

seemed to shriek them out—for the last time ! for the last time !**********••**•**•*
Meanwhile, in the neat, cheerful, humble home, on the far-

ther shore, sat the expectant wife, awaiting the coming of her

husband, listening eagerly for the first sound of his well-known

bells. It was Saturday evening, and the small log house wore
its neatest aspect, to welcome the return at once of the Sabbath

and of its master. Everything, including Mary herselfand her

boy, was as neat and pleasant to the eye, as hands could make
it ; and a fair object she was, as, seated by the cradle of her

child, she plied her knitting-needles busily, or now and then in-

terrupted her ©ccupation to raise her head and listen.

Suddenly she started up, as a scratching and whining noise

at the door caught her ear. She threw the door wide open
t

and poor Watch sprang over the threshold, wet, panting, and
alone. The moon was shining feebly now, and one glance
showed Mary that her husband was not there— another at

the dog's dripping coat, told her that her fears were but too
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well realized. A dizzy sickness came over her. It passed in

an instant, and she stood, pale indeed as death, but with every

faculty aroused, every nerve strung, to meet the need ofthe mo-

ment. Time enough would there be for tears and wailings,

should the worst prove true ; at present she mast act—not

waste, in idle sorrow, moments as precious as years.

Half-way between Mary's cottage and the lake, steod the rude

cabin of an honest Irishman, who, with his " boys," two stal-

wart young men, had come, not long before, to reside in the

neighborhood. In less than five minutes, Mary was on her way
thither ; her infant, warmly wrapped up, clasped even more

closely than usual to her bosom, as if she feared to lose what

might now be her only earthly treasure.

Great was the astonishment of honest Tim Martin and his

household, when Mary Gray suddenly appeared in their midst,

(none of them ever knew exactly how she came there, for she

had entered without knock or call,) and still greater was the

sympathy of their kind hearts, when, in accents of forced calm-

ness, she told her story, expressing her belief that something,

(she could not bring herself to speak more plainly,) had befal-

len her husband, and imploring them to aid her in her search

for him. Gladly would they have persuaded her to remain in

the cabin with the good dame, while they went forth upon the

search ; but Mary was inflexibly determined to share in it.

M Ye can be of no use, darlin," said the good-hearted fellow,

wh»n the simple preparations for starting were completed
;

" ye're better here by far
;
you, too, that slip about upon the ice

like a cat in walnut shells."

" I shall stand as firm to-night as any of you," said Mary, as

she gave her child to Mrs. Martin, and stepped out of the cabin.

" It's no use talking, Mr. Martin ; do you think I can sit here

when James is perhaps —" She could not finish the sentence,

but she was understood.

With rapid steps the little party set off, followed by the dog,

which, however, they lost sight of soon after they left the shore.

Mary kept her promise of standing firm upon the slippery sur-

face of the lake, for a far deeper fear had banished all timidity

for herself, nnd it would scarcely have been felt had her path
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been through burning coals. Long and carefully did they search,

narrowly examining every crack and fissure in the ice, where

it seemed at all possible that the catastrophe they dreaded, but

would not name, might have taken place. At length one of the

young men, who was a little in advance of the rest, suddenly

started back, with an exclamation of surprise, and lifting the lan-

tern he carried, shewed them a yawning gulf but a few ieet from

where they stood.

" There was no hole here this morning," he whispered to his

brother; but low as was the tone in which he had spoken, it

struck like a knell upon the wife's ear. With a sudden, mad

impulse, she sprang towards the chasm, but was instantly stop-

ped by a strong but kindly hand. " Ah ! thin, the crathur,"

said the kind Irishman ;
" sure ye would n't think of it. Think

of the boy at home, jewel; why should ye lave him too V
Mary felt all that these words were meant to imply ; but the sin-

ful impulse was checked, and, burying her face in her hands,

tears—hot, burning tears—came to relieve her breaking heart.

Suddenly a low whine caught the ear of one of the young

Irishmen, and at the same instant a faint gleam of moonlight

showed him the dog at a little distance, standing at the edge of

the chasm and looking fixedly downwards, apparently at the

black waters below. With a mute sign to the others to keep

Mary back, he crept cautiously round towards the faithful ani-

mal, and there, still clinging with that desperate, straining

grasp to the rough edge, he saw James Gray, speechless, mo-

tionless, and evidently almost gone.

The lost was found, but his extrication was still not easy.

—

The ice under the brave youth's feet cracked and strained, as,

creeping as near to the edge as temerity itself could dare to go,

he threw round the half lifeless body the knotted rope with

which he had come provided.

A few minutes more, and the now rejoicing little party were

on their homeward way, bearing in their arms the rescued one,

while Mary walked beside, now audibly blessing her kind, true-

hearted friends—now, in the silent depths of her heart, offering

up thanksgivings to Him who had thus given her back her hus-

band from the very gates of death.
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My simple tale is told. James Gray is now a thriving far-

mer, with more gray than dark hairs upon his head. Mary has

become a grave but gentie matron, with many fair young faces

smiling round her, but neither has ever forgotten that awful

night; and still when winter comes round again, and the fro-

zen lake lies glittering in the sunbeams, " a sea of glass like

unto crystal," do the thoughts of both travel backwards—hers

to that agonizing search, and his to the untold, unspeakable

sensations of that fearful Hour in the Ice.

Rhoda A. Page.
Cobourg, January 15, 1853.

THE SUMMER BIRD.
MRS. C. HAVWAKD.

Mother, dear mother, I heard its voice,

And how did my heart at that sound rejoice;

The note of the beautiful summer bird,

O, long is it since that note I heard !

Sweet summer is coming, I long to bound,

With the footstep free o'er the gladden'd ground
;

By the bright streams freed from their ice-bound chain,

Mother, sweet summer is coming again !

Say, shall we not roam by the calm lake's side 1

Or deep in the shady valley's hide 1

While of England you tell sweet tales to me,

The land of thy fathers so loved by thee ?

The mother gazed on her boy so fair,

And her fingers played with his waving hair,

But the tears o'er her beautiful child fell fast,

As her spirit wandered to days long past.

O glad was the time when with joy I heard,

Like thee, my bright one, the summer bird
;

In my childhood's home, were those notes to me
Ever the message of hope and glee !

But deep thoughts now in my soul have place,

And I mourn as I gaze on that loving face,

That the dear ones bound by fond ties to me,

May not pour their love as they would on thee.
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Mother ! sweet mother, 0 weep no more,

Or longer think of the days of yore,

My father's heart it would grieve to see.

O'er the past you were thinking mournfully.

She raised her head at the name of him,

Without whom Earth's brightest spot were dim,

And the tears to a sunny smile gave way,

As the sun gleams forth on an April day.

Then with eyes of love o'er the woodland wild,

They gaze—the mother and fair haired child,

That with a welcome glad and sweet,

His homeward footsteps they may greet

!

Hark ! 'tis his step, and away they flew,

To be clasp'd to that heart so fond and true,

And she felt e'en Fatherland was nought,

To the joy that lov'd one's presence brought.

Fern Cliff, Rice Lake.

A CHAPTER ON LAKES.

HE word Lake has a musical sound, and

an airy gracefulness in its written combi-

nations. Its immaterial part, like some

invisible fairy's wand, calls up the most

enchanting forms, and arrays the wealth

of nature's beauty before the mind. Around

lakes are spread out the fairest landscapes,

where sunlight reposes on gentle slopes,

and sinuous outlines bound the horizon ;—or we see in fancy,

mountain and lofty precipice, covered with majestic pine and

dark fir trees ;—and relieving this severe scenery, bathing the

base of the mountains, reflecting the grand old forest trees*

embosomed amid ancient solitudes, the limpid waters of a

lake present a picture in which beauty and sublimity are equal-

ly marked.

Lakes are nature's lovely gems set in the arabesque style,

and scattered up and down the world. Sometimes in the vast

deserts of the north, they serve as homes for the finny tribes

that dart swiftly through their cold depths—sometimes, they
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adorn shores where vine and flower, like wreaths of emerald,

and ruby, and coral, are twined into bright clusters, festoon-

ing trees, and overhanging banks with gorgeous drapery.

They contrast beautifully with the golden sands of Africa ;—so

thinks the traveller through her burning wastes, as he hails the

little lake, with its tiny waves, and the luxuriant shade around

its banks ; and joyously does the wild horse ofthe desert refresh

himself in its waters, and from afar the flying Zebra snuffs the

perfume from its flowery banks, and hastes to share with Ante-

lope, and River-horse, and myriads of wild animals, the grate-

ful shelter and the cooling draught.

In our fancy sketches of the lakes of Italy,—and who has not

tried to picture them ?—we have not forgotten to unfold the rich

tintings of the Italian sunsets, and the lofty outlines of the Al-

pine frontier, with its pinnacles, Mount Blanc and Mount St.

Bernard seen amid the clouds ; while the melody of the gondo-

lier's song wafted over the waters, the classic ruins of ancient

temples, the stirring emotions inspired by historic memories,

all most strangely assumed shape and form in our imaginary

scene.

The lakes of Switzerland have long been celebrated for their

enchanting situation. Lake Geneva, or Leman, as it is called,

is 40 miles long, and 1230 feet above the level of the sea. Its

waters are wonderfully transparent, and the surrounding scene-

ry is magnificent. Lakes Ladoga and Onega, in Russia, lakes

Wener and Wetter in Sweden, and numerous others, chequer

the face of the country in Northern Europe. Lochs are char-

acteristic of Scotland. Some of them are simply long arms ot

the sea, extending into the country. The lovely Loch Lomond

ranks pre-eminent among them, with its broad expanse,

wooded islands, promontories, bays, and the high mountain at

its head. Loch Tay, surrounded by the Grampians, presents

Alpine scenery on the grandest scale. Lakes are numerous in

England. The taste for water views has dignified lake

Windemere, which is only 12 miles long, into importance. Lake

Titicaca, in Bolivia, is elevated 12,795 feet above the level of

the sea. Vessels made of plaited rushes skim over its surface.

Wild storms often lash its waves into furious commotion, and
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frowning in its vicinity, the awful forms of Mount Sorato and

Mount Illimani rear themselves above this elevated table land.

The first rises 25,250 feet, and Mount Illimani to 24,350 feet,

surpassing in elevation all the other peaks of the Andes. No
visible outlet has yet been discovered through which this lake

conveys its surplus waters.

The lakes of our own continent form the largest bodies of

fresh water in the world. Like inland seas, they stretch over

immense space, and bear on their surface fleets of vessels of

all classes and sizes. The Lakes of North America are not

formed by mountain torrents, but originate in the watery plains,

whence the Mississippi and St. Lawrence take their rise. The

great chain of lakes communicate with the ocean by the broad

channel of the St. Lawrence ; and as our population is rapidly

increasing, they are becoming very important to commerce.

—

The scenery on the Canadian lakes is very beautiful. The

lakes of the Upper Province have been much admired by tra-

vellers, and the angler and sportsman have been induced to come
from a distance to enjoy the excitement and amusement of an

encampment on their banks. Rice Lake is celebrated for its

lovely variety of scenery. We have read some fine descriptions

of the charming country around Rice Lake, and the views from

different points on its shores, written by a Canadian authoress ;*

and we think her account of the wild fowl, excellent fish, and
rich productions of that region, will greatly interest all who
may peruse the work.

We should like to pursue this subject farther, but limited

space warns us to draw our remarks to a close. We may,
perhaps, refer to this subject at a future time.

A CURIOUS FACT.

Cheever in his " Wanderings of a Pilgrim in the Alps," re-

lates an interesting philosophical fact, which we transcribe here,

together with the apt comparison he has based upon it:

—

" On account of the extreme rarity of the atmosphere at

the great elevation of the Hospice, (of the Grand St. Bernard)

* Mrs. Traill, authoress of the Canadian Crusoes.
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the water boils at about 187 degrees of Fahrenheit, in conse-

quence of which, it takes nearly as long again to cook meat as

it would if the water boiled at the ordinary point of 212 degrees.

The fire must be kept glowing, and the pot boiling, five hours, to

cook a bit of meat, which it would have taken only three hours

to get ready for the table, if the water would have waited till 212.

This costs fuel, so that their dish of bouilli makes the

monks consume an inordinate quantity of wood in the kitchen.

On the other hand, it may take less fire to boil the kettle for tea,

or to make coffee, or to boil an egg. As to the baked meals, we

take it the oven is no slower in its work here than in the valleys
;

but for the business of boiling, they lose 25 degrees of heat, for

want of that pressure of the atmosphere, which would keep the

water quiet up to 212. Just so, some men's moral and intellec-

tual energies evaporate or go off in an untimely explosion, unless

kept under forcible discipline and restraint. A man has no in-

crease of strength after he gets to the boiling point. Some men

boil over at 187 ; others wait till 212 ; others go still higher be-

fore they come to the boiling point; and the higher they go,

the greater is the saving of intellectual fuel and time."

[For the " Maple Leap."

THE VISION.

She stood before him in the loveliness

And light of days long vanished j but her air

Was marked with tender sadness, as if care

Had left his traces written, though distress

Was felt no longer.—Through her shadowy dress

And the dark ringlets of her flowing hair,

Trembled the silvery moonbeams, as she there

Stood 'midst their weeping glory, motionless,

And pale as marble statue on a tomb.

But there were traits more heavenly in her face,

Than when her cheek was radiant with the bloom

i Which his false love had bligh'ed—and she now

Came like some angel messenger of grace

;

And looked forgiveness of his broken vow.

Agnes Stricklanp.
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[For the "Maple Leaf."

A BOY'S TRIP TO THE SHAWINEGAN FALLS,

IN TWO CHAPTERS.

chapter II.

AVING, as detailed in Chapter No.

lj arrived at the Gres, the reader will

naturally expect a description of that

place. In order that he may form

some idea of the general landscape,

let him fancy a large and swiftly flow-

ing river, with high and richly wooded

bank3 on either side ; and let him ima-

gine one little spot of level ground,

which might have been once the bed

of the river, enclosed by an amphithe-

atre of high land, and he will be able to

form a faint idea of the locale of the

place. On our way to the Gres, we

had ascended many hills ; but when

we descended the hill behind this vil-

lage, we felt that we had come down

again nearly to the level of Three Rivers. Although we could see

about four miles of the river, we strained our eyes in vain to catch

a sight of the Falls ; no white foam indicated their presence,—all

was calm, transparent water.

The St. Maurice, some distance above the Mills, is smooth and

glassy,—reflecting like a mirror the high banks, and flowing down-

wards with an imperceptible tide ; but, when it comes opposite

the little village, it hastens its speed, before plunging down a

narrow and rocky chasm ; and then tumbles along a rocky bed

for a mile or so, when it changes its white spray for the dark wa-

ter, and becomes once more the smooth, glassy stream. The
Mills are placed just at these little falls, where, of course, the

"water-power" is immense ; and opposite is a most romantic

little island—very rocky, and but sparingly covered with stunted

shrubbery. The banks on the other side of the river rise to a

great height, and are luxuriously clothed with a dark foliage, down

to the water's edge. Their whole appearance reminded me most
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forcibly of the Niagara River, and for wild grandeur the St. Mau-
rice will bear a comparison even with the Niagara itself.

The village is composed of about 20 clean-looking houses,

—

inhabited principally by the laborers who are engaged in the Mill,

and in procuring from the interior the timber to be sawed. Our

quarters were undoubtedly the most eligible ones to be got ; and

we found a kind hostess in the person of an honest Scotch wife,

who seemed glad to see us, and who took us at once under her

special care. And, here, I cannot help stopping to say a word

upon Scotch domestic economy. How delightful the thoughts of

a neat, clean, farm house, and a Scotch welcome ! And, even

now, I gloat over the recollection of flowing bowls of rich milk

and crisp oat cakes ; and of the luxury, at bed time, of subsiding

into a tremendous "four-poster," with good old fashioned cur-

tains, and extravagantly white linen ! Admirers of Cowper

will have to forgive me, when I apply his words to this sub-

ject:—
" The recollection, like a vein of ore,

The further traced, enriches but the more."

Mrs. conducted us, in the first place, to the mill ; and

there we saw the process of converting the huge logs into th.n

boards. The saws were very numerous and seemed very busy
;

so numerous and so busy indeed, that the sharpening of them

alone gives constant employment to one man. They look not un-

like sections of an alligator's jaws, and go through a log with as

great ease as that animal would be supposed to masticate a ten-

der kid. The mill is the property of Messrs. Baptist and Gordon,

of Three Rivers ; and the works which these gentlemen have

built, in order to bring the timber from the interior, are on a very

extensive scale. But I suspect the profits are proportionably

large, for the mill is worked night and day, and the American

market is an extensive and ready one.

Having been shown over the mill, and having had all its ma-

chinery explained to us, I bethought me of my trout intentions.

Upon obtaining the necessary directions, touching the precise po.

sition of the " trout stream," 1 went in search of my tackle,

when, to my surprise, 1 discovered that I had left my hooks be-

hind !



a boy's trip to the shawinegan falls. 143

Fishing being therefore out ot the question, we determined to

start next morning for the Falls.

How dreadfully still the evening air was—not a sound fell up-

on the ear ; but the monotonous roar of the waters, which only

increased the profound silence. The woods seemed sunk in deep

slumber ; and not a breath of air shook the leaves, or rippled the

still water. But what a sad addition to the romantic, was the

buzz of the mosquito, and the bite of the sand-fly ! All the

poetry which a lovely night, a sublime scene, and a delicious

stillness can inspire , is buzzed out of you by these vulgar reali-

ties. We were congratulated upon having arrived at a season

when they were rare ; but our disfigured and reddened features

told that their scarcity was rather fabulous.

Early next morning, we witnessed the departure, for the

" shanties," of several large canoes, " laden with provisions for the

lumbermen engaged in getting out the timber from the woods.

Some of these " shanties" are one hundred miles up the river.

Soon after, we obtained the loan of a home-made boat, or canoe

—we were afraid of the bark canoes—and with an Indian, or ra-

ther half-breed, for a guide, started for the Shawinegan Falls.

1 think I never saw water so smooth and glassy, and yet so

very black. I suppose it only appears so from the dark nature

of the soil over which it passes ; but such is the fact. From this

circumstance the river is called the " Black River," and in Three
Rivers it is chiefly known by that name. We all took our turn

at paddling ; but finding it a very laborious occupation, I got out

of the canoe, and walked along the " Booms." These are square
logs, fastened together in a long chain, intended to guide the tim-

ber down to the mill. Within these " booms " thousands of
sticks of timber were floating down to the hungry saws. They
were rather narrow to walk comfortably on, but preferable to pad-
dling. At the end of the booms, however, I had again to take

my turn at the paddle.

Our anxiety to get a peep of the Falls was intense ; and the

further we paddled, there seemed the less chance of our ever reach-

ing them. For about four miles the river is perfectly straight,

and the Falls are of course hidden from your view ; but a sharp

point of land appears before you, and you feel an intense anxiety
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to " round'' it, with the full expectation of then having your wish-

es gratified. But not so, the promontory reached, you seem as

far off as ever, and see only another one ahead. The current

becomes stronger too as you advance ; and the exercise of stem-

ming it, and the impatience to reach your destination united, tend

to put you in a frame of mind the reverse of equanimity.

Alter paddling vigorously through a rippling current, we turned

a provoking headland, and were informed by our guide that the

Falls were at hand. Indeed, this information was superfluous, as

the deep roar of the falling water was distinctly heard. The stream

becoming very rapid, we landed soon after,—but still without a

glimpse of the Shawinegan. Our guide pointed out a path up the

sleep bank, which leads to the Falls. This path is called a "por-

tage," and is used by the "voyageurs " in conveying the canoes

and their cargoes overland, in order to avoid the Falls. We
found it steep enough, although we had only ourselves to carry

;

but the hardy Indians trudge over it with small barrels of pork on

their backs, and make light of the weight of a large canoe.

After we had ascended the banks, we pursued this rugged path

for some time—the roar of the waters becoming, every step, more

distinct. In my intense anxiety, I had preceded my companions

in order to have the first sight of the Falls
;
and, as I advanced

nearer, the ground on which i stood shook and trembled beneath,

and a strange feeling of awe and hesitation crept over me. At

last, through the thick foliage of the trees, I saw a sheet of white

spray directly before me. I felt that I was very close to the ca-

taract; the roar had increased—and the earth seemed convulsed

by an earthquake. I hastened on—emerged from the woods, and

stood facing the Shawinegan Falls !

And what a sight was that which thus burst so suddenly upon

me ! I stood upon a huge pile of black rocks, and immediately

before me, at the distance of a few hundred yards, the St. Mau-

rice tumbled down a precipice of rugged rocks, in one broadsheet

of foam, froth and spray.

The Shawinegan is unlike any other Falls I ever saw. The

river, just at the rapids above takes a sharp turn before coming to

the precipice ; it there rolls over an inclined plane of rugged rocks,

and, at the bottom, again takes a turn almost at right angles ; so
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that the spectator stands immediately before them. The Niagara,

the Genesee, and the Montmorenci Falls, are all cascades of wa.

ter, falling over an even ledge of rocks in one unbroken stream to

the bottom ; but the cataract before which I stood, exhibited the

peculiarity of an immense volume of water rolling down a decli-

vity of rocks in one great sheet of while foam.

1 had observed all this, when K. and A. came up breathless
;

and in one voice exclaimed, " how beautiful."

We rambled over the rocks for some time—picked a few little

shrubs, as reminiscences of the spot ;
and, after taking a last look,

retraced our steps to the canoe.

Some years ago I was taxed, together with other youthful spi-

rits, with the heinous crime of being enchanted with a penny

show, while standing upon the " table rock" at Niagara ; but I

hope I have since learned to place a true value upon the re.

spective merits of Niagara and penny shows
;

and, that with

fresh years I can better appreciate the wonders of nature.

Unfortunately our time was so limited that we could not linger

longer. A week indeed could be pleasantly spent in viewing the

Falls from every point, and in discovering their varied beauties ; and

if my readers could be induced to pay them a visit, I can assure

any of them that their time will be most agreeably passed.

In the spring of the year when the water is high, and when

the timber and ice come over the Falls, the sight must be truly

sublime.

We reached our canoe in a plump of rain, but the shower soon

clearing off, we turned our faces homeward. It was a much plea-

santer sail down, than up the river ; the current, flowing at the rate

of two or three miles an hour, carried us downward with hardly

any exertion on our part.

We arrived at the Gres very hungry, and unfortunately late for

dinner. But amply satisfied as to our inner-hoys, with plenty

of home made bread, rich milk, and excellent cheese, we order-

ed our vehicle and set out for home.

After a pleasant drive, we came in sight of Three Rivers, about

six o'clock, much delighted with our expedition, and brim full of

our adventures.

Having thus described a " Trip to the Shawinegan Falls," I

will only add, in concluding, my conviction, that in a very lew

years, they will become a most tashionable and favorite summer

resort.



146 THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER.

Still, we cannot help wishing that they could always remain

quiet and grand—a smoky steamboat would disfigure the wild

scene ;
and it cannot be supposed that a fashionable iiotel would

much add to the sublimity of simple nature.

JUYENTUS.
Place d'Armes Hill, Montreal,

13th April, 1853.

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER; OR RAMBLES IN THE
CANADIAN FOREST.

(By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of "The Canadian Crueoes," &c.

CHAPTER V.

PRING is coming, Nurse ! Spring

'is coming at last—exclaimed the

Governor's little daughter joyfully,

u The snow is going away at last ! I

am tired of the white snow, it makes

my eyes ache. I want to see the brown
earth, and the grass, and the green

moss, and the pretty flowers again.

"

Ir will be some days before this

ideep covering of snow is gone, the

'streets are still covered with ice, and
it will take some time, my lady, to sof-

ten it."

u But, nurse, the warm sun shines, and there are little streams of

water running along the streets in every direction ; see the snow is

gone from under the bushes and trees in the garden—and I saw

some dear little birds flying about. I watched them on the dry

stalks of the tall rough weeds, and they appeared to be picking seeds

out of the husks. Can you tell me what birds they were ?"

" I saw the flock of birds that you mean, lady Mary; they

are the common snow sparrows. (Fringilla nivalis.) They are

among our earliest visitants
j
they may be seen early in April, min-

gled with the brown song sparrow, (Fringilla melodia,) flitting about

the garden fences, or picking the stalks of the tall mullein and

amaranths, to find the seeds that have not been shaken out by the

autumn winds, and possibly they also find insects cradled in the

husks of the old seed vessels.
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" These snow sparrows are very hardy, and though some migrate to

the States in the beginning of winter, a few stay in the Upper Pro-

vince, and others come back to us before the snow is all gone.

" They are very pretty, neat looking birds, nurse, dark slate color

with white breasts." (Furdus migratorious.)

" When I was a little girl I used to call them my Quaker birds,

they looked so neat and trim. In the summer you may find their nests

in the brush -heaps near the edge of the forest; they sing a soft low

song."

" Nurse, I heard a bird singing yesterday when ] was in the gar-

den ; it was not one of our pretty Quaker birds, but a little plain

brown bird.

" It was a song sparrow, lady Mary. This cheerful little bird

comes with the snow birds, often before the * robin.' "

" Oh nurse ! the 'robin' ! I wish you would show me a darling

• robin-redbreast.' I did not know that they lived in Canada."

•« The bird that we call the robin in this country, my dear, is not

like the little redbreast that you have seen at home. Our robin is

twice as large. (Its color is purplish, black on the back, wings,

and tail, breast white, in shape and size resembling the European

robin.) I believe that it is really a thrush. It migrates in the fall, and

returns to us very early in the spring."

<* What is migrating, nurse?"
u When a person leaves his native country and goes to live in ano-

ther, he is said to emigrate. This is the reason why the English,

Scotch, and Irish families who come to live in Canada are called

emigrants.0

"What color are the Canada robins, nurse?"
44 The head is blackish, the back a lead color, and the breast is

pale orange ; not so bright a red as the real robin."

44 Hare you ever seen their nests, nurse ?"

" Yes, my dear, many of them. It is not a pretty nest ; it is large

and coarsely put together, of old dried grass and roots, and dead

leaves, and inside it is plastered with clay, mixed with bits of straw,

so as to form a
4
sort of mortar. You know, lady Mary, that the black-

bird and thrush build nests, and line them with plaster in this way."

The little lady nodded her head in assent.

w Nurse, I once saw a robin's nest when I was in England ; it was

in the side of a moss ditch, with primroses growing close beside it

;

it was made of green moss, and lined with {white wool and hair

;

it was a pretty nest, with nice eggs in it, much better than your big

robin's nest
."

" Our robins build in great up-turned roots, and the corner of

rail fences, and sometime! ia tho young pine trees and apple trees in
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the orchard. The eggs are greenish blue. The robin sings a full

clear song, indeed, he is our best songster. We have so few singing

birds that we prize those that do the more."
44 Does the Canadian robin come into the house in winter and pick

up the crumbs as the dear little redbreasts do at home."

" No, lady Mary, they are able to find plenty of food abroad when
they return to us, but they hop about near the houses and gardens

very freely. In the fall, before they go away, they may be seen in

great numbers running about the old pastures, picking up worms and
seeds."

D;> people see the birds flying away together, nurse ?"

44 Not often, my dear ; for most birds congregate together in small

flocks for some time, and go without being noticed ; many go away
at night, when we are sleeping, and some fly very high on cloudy

days, so that they are not distinctly seen against the dull grey sky.

The water-birds such as geese, swans, and ducks, are often seen

taking their flight in large bodies—they are heard making a contin-

ual noise in the air, and may be seen like long lines or in the from

of the letter V lying on its side, (>) the point generally directed

Southward or Westward. The strongest and oldest birds acting as

leaders; when tired, these fall backward into the main body, and

another set take their places."

Lady Mary was much surprised at the order and sagacity of these

wild fowl, and Mrs. Frazer told her that some other time she would

tell her or read her more about these birds.

" Nurse, will you tell me somethiag more about bird's ne*ts, and

what they make them of?"

" Birds that live chiefly in the depths of the forest or in solitary

places, far away from the haunts of men, build their nests of ruder

materials and with less care in the manner of putting them together

—dried grass roots and a little moss, seem to be the materials they

make use of. It has been noticed by many persons, my dear, that

those birds that live near towns and villages, and cleared farms, soon

learn to make better sorts of nests, and to weave into them soft and

comfortable things such as silk, wool, cotton, and hair."

'< That is very strange, nurse."
41 It is so, lady Mary ; but the same thing may also be seen among

human beings. The savage nations are contented with rude dwell-

ings made of sticks and cane, covered with skins of beasts, bark,

or reeds j but when they once unite together in a more social state,

and live in villages and towns, a desire for improvement takes place •

the tent of skins or the rude shanty is exchanged for a hut of better

*hape ; and this in time gives place to houses and furniture of a

more ornamental and useful kind."
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" Nurse, I heard mamma say onco that the Britons who lived in

England were once savages, and lived in caves and huts, and such

places, and were dressed in skins, and painted their bodies like the

Indians."

" When you read the history of England, you will see that such

was tho case," said Mrs. Frazer.

*' Nurse, perhaps the little birds like to see the flowers, and the

sun shine, and the blue sky, and men's houses. I will make my
garden very pretty this spring, and plant some nice flowers to please

the dear little birds."

Many persons would have thought such remarks very foolish in

our little lady, but Mrs. Frazer, who was a good as well as a wise

woman, did not laugh at the little girl, for she thought it was a lovely

thing to see her wish to give happiness to the least of God's crea-

tures, for it was imitating His own mercy and goodness, which

delighteth in the enjoyment of the things which He has called into

existence.

<* Please, Mrs. Frazer, will you tell me which flowers will be first

in bloom ?"

* The very first is a plant that comes up without leaves."

" Nurse, that is the Christmas rose (winter aconite) ; I have seen

it in the old country."
11 No, lady Mary, it is the colt's-foot, (Tussilago farfara,) it is a

common looking coarse yellow blossomed flower ; it is the first that

blooms after the snow ; then comes the pretty snow-flower, or he-

pafica. Its pretty tufts of white pink and blue starry flowers, may
be seen on the open clearing, or beneath the shade of the half

cleared woods, or up-turned roots and sunny banks. Like the

English daisy, it grows every where, and the sight of its bright

starry blossoms delights every eye."

"The next spring flower that comes, is the dog's-tooth violet,"

(Erythronium.)

" What a droll name," exclaimed lady Mary, laughing. " I sup-

pose it is called so from the sharpness of the flower leaves, (petals)

my lady, but it is a beautiful yellow lily ; the leaves are also pretty .

they are veined or clouded with milky white or dusky purple ; the

plant is a bulb, and in the month of April sends up its single nod-

ding yellow spotted flowers
;
they grow in large beds where the

ground is black, and moist, and rich, near creeks at the edge of the

forest."

l< Do you know any other pretty , nurse ?"

"Yes, my lady, there are a great many that bloom in April and

May ; white violets, and blue and yellow, of many kinds ; and then

there' is tho spring beauty, (ciaytoaia) a delicate little flower with
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pink striped bells, and the early everlasting (graphalin margarita-

ceum) and saxifrage, and the white and dark red lily that the Yan-

kees call white and red death. (Trillium or wake robin.) These

have three green leaves about the middle of the stalk, and the flow-

er is composed of three pure white or deep red leaves ; petals my
ather used to call them ; for my father, ^lady Mary, was a botanist,

and knew the names of all the flowers, and I learned them from

him."
" The most curious flower is the moccassin flower ; the early one

is bright golden yellow, and has a bag or sack which is curiously

spotted with ruby red, and its petals are twisted like horns ; there is

a hard thick piece that lies down just above the sack or moccassin

part, and if you lift this up you see a pair of round dark spots like

eyes, and the Indians say it is like the face of a hound with the

nose and black eyes plain to be seen ; two of the shorter curled

brown petals look like flapped ears on each side the face."

** There is a more beautiful sort, purple and white, which blooms

in August ; the plant is taller, and bears large and lovely flowers."

** And has it a funny face and ears, too, nurse?"
(t Yes, my dear, the face is more like an ape's face, it is even

more distinct than that of the yellow moccassin ; when my brothers

and I were children we used to fold back the petals and call them

baby flowers j the sack looked, we thought, like a baby's white

frock."

Lady Mary was much amused at this notion.

" There are a great number of very beautiful and also very curi-

ous flowers growing in the forest," said Mrs. Frazer ; " some of these

are used in medicine, and some by the Indians for dyes, with which

they stain the baskets and porcupine quills. One of our very ear-

liest flowers is called the blood-root (sanguinaria,) it comes up a

delicate white folded bud, within a vine sharped leaf, which is

veined on the under side with orange yellow. If the stem or the

root of this plaat be broken, a scarlet juice drops out very fast,—it is

with this that the squaws dye red and orange colours."

" I am glad, nurse, now I can tell my dear mamma what the

baskets and quills are dyed with."

" The flower is very pretty, like a white crocus, only not so large.

You saw some in the conservatory the other day, I think, my dear."

" Oh yes, and yellow ones too, and purple in a funny China thing

with holes in its back, and the flowers came up through the holes.

The gardener said it was a porcupine."

" Please, nurse, tell me what colours real porcupine's quills are,

before they are dyed blue, and yellow, and red ?"

" They are white, and white and greyish brown ;" but just as
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Mrs. Frazer was going to give lady Mary a description of the Ca-

nadian porcupine, Campbell, the footman, came up to say, that her

papa wanted to see her, to show her something ; and so as she was

detained for some time, I am afraid my readers will not hear in this

chapter what it was that Mrs. Frazer told her about the porcupine

;

or, what the Governor had to show his little daughter,

(To be continued.)

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN
;
OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

MORE GLIMPSES OF UNCLE TOM's HISTORY.

M MONG the passengers on the boat was

^»a young gentleman of fortune and fami-

ly, resident in New Orleans, who bore the

name of St. Clare He had

With him a daughter between

five and six years of age, to-

gether with a lady who seem-

ed to claim relationship to

both, and to have the little one

tip especially under her charge.

Tom had often caught glim-

pses of this little girl,—for she

was one of those busy, tripping

[creatures, that can be no more

'contained in one place than a

sunbeam or a summer breeze,

—nor was she one that, once

seen, could be easily forgotten.

What's little missy's name ?" said Tom, to

y SHIT ner at last » when he thought matters were ripe to

\ Y push such an inquiry.

"Evangeline St. Clare," said the little one,

" though papa and everybody else call me Eva. Now, what's

your name t"

" My name's Tom ; the little chil'en used to call me Uncle
Tom, way back thar in Kentuck."

" Then I mean to call you Uncle Tom, because, you see, I like

you," said Eva. " So, Uncle Tom, where are you going ?"

" I don't know, Miss Eva."
" Don't know ?*' said Eva.
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" No. I am going to be sold to somebody. I don't know

who."

M My papa can buy you," said Eva, quickly ; M and if he buys

you, you will have good times. I mean to ask him to, this very

day."

" Thank you, my little lady," said Tom.

The boat here stopped at a small landing to take in wood, and

Eva and her father were standing together by the railings to see

the boat start from the landing-place ; the wheel had made two or

three revolutions in the water, when, by some sudden movement,

the little one suddenly lost her balance, and fell sheer over the

side of the boat into the water.

Tom was standing just under her on the lower deck, as she

fell. He saw her strike the water, and sink, and was after her

in a moment. A broad-chested, strong-armed fellow, it was

nothing for him to keep afloat in the water, till, in a moment or

two, the child rose to the surface, and he caught her in his arms,

and saved her.

" Papa, do buy him ! it's no matter what you pay," whispered

Eva, softly, getting up on a package, and putting her arm around

her father's neck. " You have money enough, I know. I want,

him.'*

il What for, pussy ? Are you going to use him for a rattle-box,

or a rocking-horse, or what 1"

« I want to make him happy."

" An original reason, certainly." *

A gay laugh from the court rang through the silken curtains of

the verandah. St. Clare stepped out, and lifting up the curtain,

laughed too.

There sat Tom, on a little mossy seat in the court, every one

of his button-holes stuck full of cape jessamines, and Eva,gayly

laughing, was hanging a wreath of ro3es around his neck ; and

then she sat down on his knee, like a chip.sparrow, still laughing.

« O, Tom, you look ao funny !"

Tom had a sober, benevolent smile, and seemed, in hid quiet

way, to be enjoying the fun quite as much as his little mistress.

He lifted his eyes, when he saw his master, with a half-deprecat-

ing, apologetic air.

" How can you let her?" said Miss Ophelia, a maiden aunt

Irom Homo free-soil State.

•
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"Why not?" said St. Clare.

" Why, 1 don't know, it seems so dreadful !"

"You would think no harm in a child's caressing a large dog,

even if he was black ; but a creature that can think, and reason,

and feel, and is immortal, you shudder at ; confess it, cousin. I

know the feeling among some of you northerners well enough.

Not that there is a particle of virtue in our not having it ; but

custom with us does what Christianity ought to do,—obliterates

the feeling of personal prejudice.

" What would the poor and lowly do, without children ?" con-

tinued St. Clare, leaning on the railing, and watching Eva, as

she tripped off, leading Tom with her. 44 Your lilttle child is

your only true democrat. Tom, now, is a hero to Eva; his

stories, are wonders in her eyes, his songs and Methodist hymns

are better than an opera, and the traps and little bits of trash in

his pocket a mine of jewels, and he the most wonderful Tom that

ever wore a black skin. This is one of the roses of Eden that

the Lord has dropped down expressly for the poor and lowly,

who get few enough of any other kind. 5 '

" Well, said Marie, the heartless wife of St. Clare after some

anti-slavery remarks, "I'm thankful I'm born where slavery ex-

ists ; and I believe it's right,—indeed, I feel it must be
;
and, at

any rate, I'm sure I could n't get along without it."

" I say, what do you think, Pussy V 9
said her father to Eva,

who came in at this moment, with a flower in her hand. * * *

« What about, papa ?"

« Why, which do you like the best,— to iive as they do at

your uncle's, up in Vermont, or to have a house-full of Slaves,

as we do ?"

" O, of course, our way is the pleasantest," said Eva.

" Why so ?" said St. Clare, stroking her head.

" Why, it makes so many more round you to love, you know,"

said Eva, looking up earnestly.

" Now, that's just like Eva," said Marie; " just one of her

odd speeches."

" Is it an odd speech, papa?" said Eva, vvhisperingiy, as she

got upon his knee.

Rather, as this world goes, pussy," said St. Clare. " Bu
where has my little Eva been, all dinner-time ?''

" O, I've been up in Tom's room, hearing him sing.



154 UNCLE TOM'S CABIN.

" And I read to him in my Bible ; and he explains what it

means, you know."

" Tom is n't a bad hand, now, at explaining Scripture, I dare

sware," said St. Clare. " Tom has a natural genius for religion.

I wanted the horses out early, this morning, and I stole up to

Tom's cubiculum there, over the stables, and there I heard him

holding a meeting by himself; and, in fact, I have n't heard any-

thing quite so savory as Tom's prayer, this some time. He put

in for me, with a zeal that was quite apostolic."

" Perhaps he guessed you were listening. I've heard of that

trick before."

"If he did, he was n't very politic ; for he gave the Lord his

opinion ot me, pretty freely. Tom seemed to think there was

decidedly room for improvement in me, and seemed very earnest

that I should be converted."

" 1 hope you'll lay it to heart," said Miss Ophelia.

a I suppose you are much of the same opinion," said St. Clare.

"Well, we shall see,—shan't we, Eva?" * * * *

On one of these occasions, Eva said, " Where do you sup-

pose new Jerusalem is, Uncle Tom ?
"

" O, up in the clouds, Miss Eva."

" Then I think I see it," said Eva. "Look in those clouds !

—they look like great gates of pearl ; and you can see beyond

them—far, far off—it's all gold. Tom, sing about £ spirits bright.'
"

Tom sung the words of a well-known Methodist hymn,

" I see a band of spirits blight,

That taste the glories there ;

They all are robed in spotless white."

" Uncle Tom, I've seen them?' said Eva.

Tom had no doubt of it at all ; it did not surprise him in the

least. If Eva had told him she had been to heaven, he would

have thought it entirely probable.

" They come to me sometimes in my sleep, those spirits and

Eva's eyes grew dreamy, and she hummed, in a low voice,

" They are all robed in spotless white,

And conquering palms they bear."

"Uncle Tom," said Eva, " I'm going there."

"Where, Miss Eva?"

The child rose, and pointed her little hand to the sky ; the glow

of evening lit her golden hair and flushed cheek with a kind of
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unearthly radiance, and her eyes were bent earnestly on the

skies.

" I'm going there" she said, (< to the spirits bright, Tom ; I'm

going, before long"

Even so, beloved Eva ! fair star of thy dwelling ! Thou art

passing away 5 but they that love thee dearest know it not.

For so bright and placid was the farewell voyage of the little

spirit,—by such sweet and fragrant breezes was the small bark

borne towards the heavenly shores,—that it was impossible to

realize that it was death that was approaching. The child felt

no pain,—only a tranquil, soft weakness, daily and almost insen-

sibly increasing ; and she was so beautiful, so loving, so trustful,

so happy, that one could not resist the soothing influence of that

air of innocence and peace which seemed to breathe around her,

St. Clare found a strange calm coming over him. It was not

hope,—that was impossible ; it was not resignation ; it was only

a calm resting in the present, which seemed so beautiful that he

wished to think of no future. It was like that hush of spirit

which we feel amid the bright, mild woods of autumn, when the

bright hectic flush is on the tiees, and the last lingering flowers

by the brook ; and we joy in it all the more, because we know

that soon it will all pass away.

The friend who knew most of Eva's own imaginings and fore-

shadowings was her faithful bearer, Tom. To him she said what

she would not disturb her father by saying. To him she imparted

those mysterious intimations which the soul feels, as the cords

begin to unbind, ere it leaves its clay forever, and then comes the

last sad scene. ******
"O, God, this is dreadful!" said St. Clare, turning away in

agony, and wringing Tom's hand, scarce conscious what he was

doing. " O, Tom, my boy, it is killing me !"

Tom had his master's hands between his own
,
and, with tears

streaming down his dark cheeks, looked up for help where he had

always been used to look.

" Pray that this may be cut short !" said St. Clare,—" this

wrings my heart."

" O, bless the Lord ! it's over,—it's over, dear Master !" said

Tom; "look at her."

The child lay panting on her pillows, as one exhausted,—the

large clear eyes rolled up and fixed. Ah, what said those eyes,
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that spoke so much of heaven 1 Earth was past, and earthly

pain ; but so solemn, so mysterious, was the triumphant bright-

ness of that face, that it checked even the sobs of sorrow.

A bright, a glorious smile passed over her lace, and she gave

one sigh, and passed from death unto life !

GENIUS.
Genius, heaven-born gift, in vain would poverty crush thee

by its soul-subduing chains ; in vain would outward circum-

stances press thee down. Upwards ! upwards ! thou soaresl,

and, overcoming obstacles which, to the less gifted, appear in-

surmountable, thou standest forth strong in thy all-conquering

power. And genius, of which the germ has sprung from among
the lowly of the earth, amid accumulating earthly cares and

trials, burns with even brighter effulgence than when sprung

from a higher and more favored class, which has been tended

and nurtured by soft, genial airs, and experienced no outward

struggles to bind the spirit endued with it to earth. It is deep-

Jy interesting to mark the early origin, the strength of the in-

domitable will, which thus has characterized some of the great-

est men the world has ever produced, who have sprung from the

ranks of the people. If we follow the early career ot one of

these in modern days, and trace him gradually but surely mount-

ing to the pinnacle of fame, how fraught, not only with in-

terest but with encouragement, is his life. And this leads me
to notice the beautiful arrangement of the British constitution,

which holds out to one and all of her sons, the sceptre of fame.

Unbiassed by wealth or rank, in highly favored England, the

poorest there may feel that the path ofglory lies open to him, ifhe

have power to tread it. It is this freedom, this liberty of the

soul, which has made her what she is—the highest on the scroll

of fame's greatness. At the present time it may, to many, be

particularly interesting to follow the career of him whose tri-

umps in the art of engineering have created as it were a new

era, not only throughout Europe, but on this continent also,

and whose son will in all probability be soon among us, to

plant in our adopted country a work worthy of that from which

we sprang. See him a poor, ill-clad boy, employed in common

field labor, yet out of his hard-earned wages reserving a portion

owards apprenticing himself to a clock maker. Here, doubt-
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less, that love of engineering was first nurtured, and his me-

chanical genius called into activity. With beautiful filial de-

rotion, he, after having carefully saved the sum of one hundred

pounds, made it over to his parents. See him now removing

with his parents to the village of Wahbothe, where he was em-

ployed as brakesman on the waggon-way, and from thence to

Hillingworth, in the neighbourhood of Newcastle colliery, still

employed in the same capacity. Here that son, whose future

fame was so to gladden his father's heart, was born. About

that time the machinery at the colliery fur pumping water out

of the pit, got out of repair, and to the consternation of the pro-

prietors, the efforts of the engineer were vainly employed to

rectify it. The men were all, in consequence, thrown out of

employ, and there seemed but little probability of the obstacle

being surmounted. A special commission met on the subject,

when one present ventured to remark he had heard George

Stephenson say " he could soon set her to rights." Glad to

catch at any hope of success, they sent for him, and he was in-

troduced to the assembled circle, prominent among whom stood

the resident engineer, anger and scorn depicted in his counte-

nance at this interference in his department. Calmly the

young man replied to the numerous questions applied to him,

undaunted by the plainly depicted incredulity of many. He
vouchsafed no explanation on the subject, and refused to act un-

less implicit confidence were placed in him. On being asked

how many weeks it would require to rectify the deficiency in the

machinery, to the astonishment of all he named but a few days,

and instead of a large body of men, selected merely a picked

few. Quietly and steadily his operations were carried on ; and
the proprietors of the works, the resident engineer, and an im-

mense concourse from the neighbourhood, assembled to witness

what many anxiously expected would prove a failure. The day
was highly propitious, and the assembled multitude eagerly

awaited the appearance of the young man. He stands before

them—his fine bearing, his manly form, would anywhere have
attracted attention, but now he was peculiarly an object of in-

terest. The fair and beautiful had also repaired there to grace
the scene with their presence. Pale, but calm, he stood un-

daunted, strong in the inward consciousness of his power.
A deep emotion lighted up that powerful countenance, but self-
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conscious energy was seen on his commanding brow. Well

aware how much depended on his success, he felt it would

prove the stepping stone to fame. But the moment approaches,

and the operation commences. Anger and ill-suppressed jeal-

ousy were visibly depicted in the deportment of the engineer

and many of his fellow workmen, which gave way to a shout of

scorn as they perceived the failure of the apparatus. Like a

lion at bay, goaded by taunts and his own inward consciousness

of power, he surveyed the incredulous crowd, and as an im-

mense fellow near him, famed for his bullying disposition, ap-

plied some sneering epithet to him, M I felt," says he, " at that

moment a something rising within my breast—a feeling uncon-

trollable, and one which I never before or since experienced ;"

and grasping him with his powerful arm, he flung him from him,

and turned to remedy the cause of failure, in a short time wit-

nessing the complete success of his endeavors.

That was a proud moment in his life, as, amidst the acclama-

tions of all present, he felt conscious of having achieved a com-

plete triumph in the art of engineering. He was, in conse-

quence, promoted to engineer, and rapidly advanced to fame.

He obtained the sum of .£500 for his engine "Rocket," and it

seems that he even then contemplated the present advanced

stage of perfection in the locomotive engine, evidently applying

it to the new passenger train, but dared not openly express his

sentiments, so insane was he thought upon the subject. When

called before a Parliamentary Committee, he felt painfully his

own deficiency in education ; and as I have heard from one

who had the privilege of his personal acquaintance, he said

—

" I saw they were incredulous ; I watched the half-suppressed

smile, the whispered taunt, 4 is he mad?' 4
is he a foreigner?'

' what is he V but above all rose the sense of a power within

which told me these very men would at some not very distant

day ride in Stephenson's engine at the rate of 30 or 40 miles an

hour." Feeling the want of words in which to express myself

readily and fluently, I abruptly added, " I canna answer ye,

but I will lake care my son shall." His whole soul was bent

on giving that son a. libera] education; from school he passed

to college, and we all know what that son now is, and how

fully he has repaid his father's fondest hopes.
J

C. H., Rice Lake.

(To be continued,)
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THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

Have a clear minded perception of rectitude. Be sure you are right, and then set

your fnce resolutely towards the " shining light." Heed not frowns or cold looks

from those you love ; affection must bend to duty ; tenderness to unflinching integrity.

The honest man is often deeply tried, but his course leads most surely to happiness

and peace.

It takes many streams flowing together, to fertilize a country ; so individual in-

fluence and individual energy arei all required to carry on plans of public im-

provement. It is clearly the duty of each citizen to have an opinion on ques-

tions relating to the general weal, and maintain that opinion, just as much as it

is that of the Statesman in the halls of legislature, or the Lawyer explaining the

statute-book.

Key West. A military station on the East cost of Florida, near the Southern

point. The United -States' Government regard this as an important post, and large

stores of ammunition and naval equipments are kept here, and a garrison is

maintained. From its position it commands the entrance into the Gulf of Mexico on

the American side ; and revenue cutters and cruising clippers rendezvous here when
returning from look-out excursions. The coast is rocky and dangerous, and sailors

always feel relieved when their ship or "fast sailing brig" clears the narrow pass,

and enters the gulf stream. The rocks near the station are piled up quite regularly,

and an opening- between them is called "the hole in the w«dl." Years since we
looked upon that lone fortress with the greatest interest. Certain youthful fancies,

,

and warm imaginings coloured everything we saw, even to grey stone walls, and

well we remember how we watched the waves that dashed then, as now, upon that

barrier, and felt braced by the breeze that at once crested, and curled their mountain
summits, and bore our vessel quickly away.
B A mistress rebuked her servant girl for not dusting the furniture. ' These things

are very dusty—look.-'-look !» ' If you please ma'am,' said the girl, ' it's not the

things that's dirty, but that nasty sun that comes in and shows the dust on things.' "

" A Quaker was once examined before a Court, and was asked by the presiding
Judge,—' Pray, Mr. , do you know what we sit here for?' ' Yea, verily, do I,'

Baid the Quaker, ' three of you for two dollars a-day, and the fat one on your right,

for one thousand dollars a-year.' "

" Robert Burns, on his way to Leith, one morning, met a country farmer; he shook
him earnestly by the hand, and stopped to converse awhile. A young Edinburgh blood
took the Poet to task for this defect of taste. 'Why you fantastic gomeril,' said
Burns, ' it was not the great-coat, the scone bonnet, and the saundaer boot hose I

spoke to, but the man that was in them ; and the man, sir, for true worth, would
weigh down you and me, and ten more such, any day.' "

J* On Sunday., a lady called to her little boy, who was shqoting marbles on the pave-
ment, to come into the house. ' Don't you know you should'nt be out there, my son ?

Go into the back yard, if you want to play marbles,—it is Sunday., 'Well, yes.
But ain't it Sunday in the back yard, Mother?' "

RECIPES.
SELECTED.

Wheat Muffins.—One pint of milk, and two eggs. One table spoonful of yeast, and
a salt spoonful of salt. Mix these ingredients with sufficient flour to make a thick
batter. Let it rise four or five hours, and bake in muffin rings. This can be made
of unbolted flour, adding two great spoonfuls of molasses, and it is very fine.

Com Muffins.—One quart of Indial meal, sifted. A heaping spoonful of butter.
One quart of milk, and a salt spoonful of salt. Two table spoonfuls of distillery
yeast, and one of molasses. Let it rise four or five hours. Bake in muflin rings, or
in shallow pans.

Mahogany furniture may be beautifully polished thus:—rub it with cold drawn
linseed oil

;
wipe off the oil, and polish by rubbing smartly with a clean dry cloth.

Marble may be cleaned thus :—pound, very fine, a little stone blue with four ounces
of whiting; mix them with an ounce of soda dissolved in a little water, and four
ounces of soft soap ; boil all fifteen minutes over a slow fire, carefully stirrin<* it.

When quite hot, lay it on the marble with a brush, and let it remain half an hour
;

wash it off with warm water, flannel, and scrubbing brush, and wipe it dry.

Liquid Blacking.—Mix and stir well together four ounces ef ivory-black, six gills of
vinegar; two spoonfuls ofmolasses, and one of sweet-oil.

Superior Writing Ink.—Mix with a gallon of pure soft water, and stir in well
twelve ounces of coarsely-powdered Aleppo galls, six of chipped logwood, five of
protosulphate ofiron, five of gum-arabic, and two of dry muscovado sugar.
Wood that is straight and solid, makes more in a load, and it is most profitable. A

cord of small crooked sticks does not contain half the wood there is in a load of solid
logs.

The best wood for fires is the hickory, hard maple, white ash, black birch, yellow
birch, beech,yellow oak, and locust. The best are named first.
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EDITORIAL.

Tenderly the sp'ing winds woo the fair flowers, modestly the gentle vie

let peeps forth its young head 'neath its leafy shelter, lovingly twitter the

Robins among the boughs of the Maple ; the clear sky and the cheering

rays of the sun, betoken the rapid approach of " happy, joyous May." No
wonder the blood quickens its flow round the hearts of old and young as

they reiterate the expressions, «* joyous May, merry May." Here in our

beloved country, the opening beauties of a gradual change of seasons are

most warmly appreciated. From the swelling leaf-bud to the expanded fo-

liage, every stage of vegetation excites emotions of pleasure in the beholder-

Let any one take a walk in the environs of our city lor a few days in suc-

cession, and he will be astonished at the growth of leaves and plants fr«»m

one day to another, and inhaling the air perfumed with the breath of the

lilacs and violet, and looking round upon " the mountain'' and city, he

will acknowledge the pleasing influences of the season. The tiny germ of

future beauty and greenness was hid from the frost and cold through the

long winter, but the enticing warmth of the sun invites it to come forth and
gladden ihe world. Thus do youthful hearts in their purity, and freshness,

and confiding trust, make loving and hearty responses to the voices around

them

!

Who does not know that the first day of May is regarded among us, in

the good city of Montreal, as a day of wonderful importance? The reverence

anciently paid to it dwindles into nothing, or may be regarded almost as a

figment of fabulous times, compared to its dignity in these enlightened

days, when everything is important, as it helps on the great business of get-

ting and holding position in the scale of humanity. We have our remarka-

ble days, our anniversaries, but none enlist all hearts so much as the first of

May. VVhy, most astonished and incredulous readers, do you forget that the

first of May is devoted by common consent to the important and trying,

amusing and distressing, rejoicing and mournful business of moving ? Such

a rattling of trucks, and" cabs, and carts, and carriages ! Such a turning

out of time-worn relics—such accessions to the auction warehouses of re-

fuse furniture from all directions, destined to be cried up " as good as new"
3uch histories of ancient clocks, and venerated bookcases, and other heir-

looms, at last brought to a close ! What hurrying through the streets

—

men with looking glasses and picture frames, elbowing their way through

the crowd I piles of beds and chairs, books and crockery, mingling in aipia-

ble confusion, with innumerable smaller items crowning the unwieldy trucks,

and presenting to the uninitiated observer an endless scene of confusion

twice confounded. Within doors, cleaning and scrubbing, painting and pa-

pering, white. washing and coloring, are carried forward with high success;

nnd house-keepers, armed with authority and experience, receive their medly

loads of furniture, and with skill and dexterity assort them all into their

places. Dear reader, if you are a stranger to our city, do not visit it on the

first of May ; for though a lady might be forgiven for not recognizing hex

own cousin on that day, we assure you of a warm reception at any other

time.

We were much pleased to receive a communication from a friend in To-

ronto. J. C. G. will appear in our next.

The conclusion of u Twilight Hours" is deferred for this number. We
have another article from the same interesting writer, which we think will

be read with pleasure, ua it refers tu the lato iMr. Stephenson, whose son ii

expected, we believe, to come to this country, and superintend the erection

of the brid^p over the St. Lawrence.

The writer of «• Shawinegan Falls" gives us, in his pleasant style, quite

an idea of that wild region of country. Wo are glad to gather so much in-

formation on the subject.

We refer our readers to our Prospectus on the iniide of the cover.
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PENCILLINGS OF THOUGHT.

LITTING through the mind in dim shape,

clustering in close companionship with the

thoughts of business or devotion, clinging

to every aspiration of present and future

happiness ; we always hear their voices,

those twin siV.ers, Ideality and Imagina-

tion, as whispering soothingly, they bec-

kon to hope and joy. Ideality loves the

post of observation, she dwells where more

sedate powers would feel insecure. She

delights to light up the citadel, and throw

beams of radiance into the innermost

chambers c the mind; and point out to

the weary L^.nd sorrowing a land of Beulah

—a land of peace—where, fast by the ri-

ver of life, shall bloom and thrive those

ardent anticipations which have cheered it in this vale of

tears.

Thought, swifter than light, passes over mountains, and yawn-

ing precipices, and roaring cataracts ; threads its electric path-

way across oceans, pursues the circuit of rivers, and, in the

twinkling of an eye, circumnavigat es the globe. Ideality rush-

es onward in the same pathway, to gather up beautiful forms,

and transfer bright tints for her pictures. Circumstances may
damp the ardor of this friend of man ; but she will ever and

anon, soar aloft beyond the reach of poverty and pain. She

will career and revel in the sunshine, and seat herself on

the rainbow ; she will trace out the path of the stars, and sail

in the glorious blaze of the zodiacal clusters, and fly near

the pearly gates to hear angelic melody. It is her delight

to return laden with spoil, ravished from the wonderful crea-

tion of God ; and calling to her aid memory and conception,

her sister powers, they spread out a rich treat, which the poor

man may enjoy equally with the more fortunate.

The faculty of representing scenes and transactions to the

mind is variously named,—in common language we call it ima-

gination. It is possessed in different degrees by different minds.
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The man of glowing imagination enjoys much every day. A
word is sufficient to awaken it, and fill him with an overflowing

happiness. A pleasant thought, a sweet strain of music, or

the sound of the Sabbath bells floating on the morning air,

may give imagination a start, and she needs no urging to trace

out her bright sketches, and paint them " to the life."

Through this faculty there is a direct avenue to the heart,

especially to the youthful heart. We love to see youthful eyes

sparkle, and youthful faces beam with intelligence ; but they

seldom show great interest when imagination is dormant. Pa-

rents and teachers ought to direct and foster this gift in a judi-

cious manner
;
satisfying its longing by proper aliment, remov.

ing all that unnatural stimulant, found in much of the reading

of the day
;
they should open to the young mind the wondrous

scenery of life, point out to them the loveliness of nature ; lift

gently the veil of the future, and bid imagination grasp the idea

of man's probable greatness in this world, and his exalted des-

tiny in heaven. More attention to the right direction and cul-

tivation of imagination would, we believe, render the task

of parents and teachers much more pleasing ;. for the warm in-

fluence of a fervid imagination will impart interest to the ne-

cessary discipline of educational routines, and convert angles,

and triangles, formulas and theorems, even into exciting ob-

jects, and throw around the rules of grammar, or the pages of

history, the romance of happy associations. Memory and

judgment can be enticed to exertion by waking up the livelier

powers of the mind. Many a gifted youth has passed year af-

ter year in school, without interest, until he has chanced

to commence some study that roused his mind, and

taught him to explore the fields of thought, and rise to regions

of grandeur and sublimity. Take, for example, " Kame's Ele-

ments of Criticism," and lecture to a class of pupils, and watch

the brightening of their minds, and the coruscations of mental

power that will be elicited from their newly awakened thoughts,

and mark how soon they feel their souls and minds too narrow

;

and throwing wide the portals of universal thought, look out into

the world with new and noble purposes. It is necessary to

discipline judgment and memory; but it is well to address the
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fancy also ; it is well to call all the powers of the mind into

harmonious action.

Oh ! joyous hours were those of early life,

When at the fount of learning glad I bent,

And 'mid bright forms with emulation rife

Sought light, while fancy inspiration lent.

Each well remember'd face, each loving group

Glides phantom-like and noiseless through those halla
;

And dimly o'er the clustering graceful troop,

Steal softened shadows on the school.room walls.

A charm was Ihere ! a halo of delight

Gilded, and glanc'd round wisdom's mystic lore
;

And eyes of love, and minds in native light,

Mingled sweet glances, and sweet influence bore.

We gather' ' oft, with ardent zeal and might,

The flowers which grew on sc ience' verdant slope,

Or plum'd our powers for a n.yslerious flight,

To realms where grandeur dwells, and smiling hope.*•***#
And ever now, through time's oblivious gloom,

I backward send a glance of earnest love,

And with imagination's fervent bloom,

Deck youthful scenes in colors from above.

THE FIRST CROSS WORD.

BY MRS. PHELPS.

" You seem happy, Annette, always. I have never been in a

family where the husband and wife seemed more so."

* Well done, Kate," said Mrs. Huntingdon, laughing ; " you

have used the word seem only twice in that short sentence. And
now you have a begging way about you, as if you were really in

earnest to hear something about married life, before taking thefa-

tal step. It is well Henry is not here, to see the look of sad-

ness in the eye of his bride-elect. He might fancy her heart

was full of misgivings, instead ot wedding finery."

" Don't laugh at me, Annette ; talk with me as you used to do.

1 love Henry, you know, and yet I have many misgivings about
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married life. I see so few who are really happy in this relation,

I mean happy as I should wish to be. You seem to come
nearer to it than any one else. Don't you ever "

"Quarrel l—no, not often, now. We had our breaking in-. I

believe it must come to all, sooner or later."

" Do tell me about it, will you, Annette ]"

" Yes, if you are very desirous of it. You may learn some-
thing from it,

" I was a romantic girl, as you well know, Kate. Some few

friends I had, whom I loved dearly ; but these friendships did

not quite satisfy my heart. Something more it craved. I hardly

Knew what, until I loved my husband. V7hen we were first mar-

ried, I used sometimes to ask myself, < Now, do I find in this

life all which I expected to find 1 Am I as happy as I thought I

should beV My heart always responded, 'Yes. and more so.'

With us the romance of married life— if I may call it so—held

on a long time. For my part, I was conscious of a pleasurable

excitement of feeling, when we were together. I enjoyed riding

and walking alone with him, The brightest hours of the day

were those in which we sat down alone together, to talk or read.

For a long time 1 felt a general restraint in his presence. I liked

to be becomingly dressed, and to feel in tune. When dull, I

made an effort to be social and cheerful, if he was present. 1

had a great fear of getting into the way of sitting down stupidly

with my husband, or of having nothing to talk about but the chil-

dren and the butcher's bill. I made a business of remembering

every pleasant thing which I read, or heard, or thought, to tell

him ; and when all these subjects were exhausted, we had each

of us a hobby we could ride, 60 that we were never silent for

want of something to say. Thus we lived for a year or two. I

was very happy. I think people were often surprised to see us

continue to enjoy each other's socisty with so much zest.

" But there was this about it. As yet I had nothing to try me.

We were boarding, I had no care, and his tenderness and interest

were a sovereign panacea for the little ails and roughnesses which

must fall to us in our best estate. But this could not last forever.

He became more and more occupied in his business, and I at

length had a house and baby to look after. Then, for the first

time, our mutual forbeaiance was put to the test. Hitherto we
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had been devoted to each other ; now the real cares of life pressed

upon us so as often really to absorb our energies. I was the first

to feel the change. It seemed to me as if something were over-

shadowing us. Sometimes I would get sentimental, and think he

did not love me as he once did. As I look back now, I am con-

vinced that here was my first wrong step. Indulgence in these

moods weakened my resolutions. It was an injustice to him of

which I ought not to have been guilty. It left me, too, with a

wounded feeling, as if 1 had been wronged, which began to

affect my spirits.

" Onee, I had for some time carried about this little sore spot

in my heart. I kept the matter all to myself, for I was in part

ashamed, and in part too proud to speak of it. Here was another

wrong step. There is no security of happiness in married life

but in the most perfect confidence.

6i There came a season of damp, chilly weather. One morn-

ing I got up feeling very irritable. I had taken cold, my head

ached, and my baby had been troublesome during the night. In

my kitchen I had a cross, ignorant servant girl ; and on this par-

ticular morning she had done her very worst for breakfast. The

beef-steak was burned to a cinder, the eggs were like bullets, the

bread was half-baked, and the coffee, which was our mainstay,

was execrable. My husband was very patient with all this,

until it came to the coffee ; and this upset him. He put his cup

down, and said, in a half-vexed tone, 4
1 do wish that we could

ever have any good coffee ! Annette, why cannot you have it

made as my mother does V

"This was the drop too much forme, and I boiled over.

1 You never think anything on our tabie fit to be eaten !' said

I, and I almost started at the sound of my own voice. 6 You

had better live at home, if you are not satisfied, or else provide

me with decent servants. I cannot do everything,—take care

of my baby all night, and get the breakfast, too-'

" ( I did not know before that I was very unreasonable,' said

he, in a tone of injured feeling. He sat tor a few minutes,

then rose, left his untasted breakfast, put on his hat, and

went off.

" When I heard the door shut behind him, all my temper left

me. I went into my room, locked myself in, sat down, and
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cried like a child. This was the first cross word I had ever

spoken to my husband. It seemed tome as if some sudden ca-

lamity had befallen us. I worked myself up to such a pitch of

feeling, that I walked about the room wringing my hands.

" 1 O, it is all over with us,' thought 1 ;
< we shall never be

happy together again in this world.' This thought made me
unspeakably miserable. I felt as if a black pall had fallen

around me, and in the future there was only blank—darkness.

In my misery I sought to comfort myself by blaming him.

1 He need not have spoken so to me, at any rate,' said I, out

loud. ( He might have seen how I felt ; it was too much for

any one to bear. It really was not one bit kind in him. It is

plain enough that he does not care for my comfort as he once

did. Then to be always telling me what nice things his mo-

ther cooks, when he knows I am trying to do my very best to

learn to please him ! It is too bad.'

"Don't look so dreadfully sober, Kate. My baby cried just

here, and I had to run before I was through with my catalogue

of grievances
;
yet I had gone far enough to get well on the

wrong track again. I began to calm myself with the reflection

that if there had been a great wrong done, I was not the only

one to blame for it. I was dreadfully sorry that I had spoken

cross to him, but 1 thought he ought to be sorry too. Before

my baby had finished crying, I came to the conclusion that

I would not exhibit signs of penitence until I saw some in

him.

" So I bathed my face, that no traces of tears might remain,

dressed myself with unusual care, and went down to old Brid-

get, to give some very particular directions about the dinner.

I did this with a martyr-like spirit. I meant to try my best to

make him sorry for his injustice. I resolved to reproach him

with a first-rate dinner, good as his mother could cook. To

whet the edge of my delicate reproof, I made with rry own
hands, a most excellent cup of coffee.

" One o'clock came at last, though I thought it never would
;

the door opened, and I heard his quiet step in the hall. Of all

things in this world, he was whistling ! He came to the table

with a bright face, from which every trace of the morning's
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cloud had disappeared, and, as be sat down, looked around with

a pleased expression.

u * Why, Annette,' said he, ' what a nice dinner !'

**' I am glad you are pleased,' said I, in a subdued tone.

"'Capital!' said he; f the best roast we have had this

season !'

" He was so much taken up with my delicate reproofs as not

to notice that I was out of spirits. I was half pleased and half

provoked; but I kept rather still, making little conversation,

excepting in reply to him.

" After desert, I handed him his cup of coffee. He was quite

astonished. ' Why, Annette,' said he, * I do believe you went

to work to-day to see what you could do,'

" He had hit the truth, though without the least suspicion of

the cause. My first impulse was, to be honest, and out with it,

by replying, ' Is it as good as your mother makes?' This

would have given him the key to the whole story,—he would

have ferreted it all out, and we should have settled it there ;

but I felt ashamed to. I sipped my coffee in silence. The

golden moment passed, and my good angel took its flight.

Pride had the day. I even began to be vexed at his enjoying

a good dinner so much, and so easily forgetting what had caused

me so much suffering. He was very busy on that day, and did

not stay with me as long as usual to chat, but went off whist,

ling even more cheerfully than when he came.

" I went up into the nursery, and sat down to think it over.

Baby was asleep, the rain was pattering against the windows,

the wind was rising, and to me the world looked dreary enough.

I had tired myself all out getting up such a dinner; and now
the excitement was over, and I felt the reaction, I began to ask

myself what I had got for it. Just nothing at all. My husband

either did not or would not see that there was anything to be

reconciled about. I blamed him for his insensibility. ' Once/

thought T, * he would have noticed any change in my voice, or

any shadow which came over my spirits
;
now, I can really be

cross to him, and he does not mind it at all.'

" I had a doleful afternoon of it. I was restless enough
;

trying first one employment and then another, but finding no-
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thing that would suit. I went down to tea, further, if anything,

from the right point than I had been at noon. I sat dejected

and silent. My husband tried once or twice to engage me in

conversation, without success.
u< Annette,' said he, at length, in a kind tone, 'do not you

tee! well to-day V
" ' Not very,' said I, with a sigh.

What is the matter V
" * My head aches ; the baby kept me awake almost all

night.' This was the truth, but only in part, and I felt guilty

as I said it. Then he begged me to go and lie down on the

sofa in the parlor, and said he would read to me anything that

I would like to hear.

"I felt that this was kind in him. It was like old times
;

the new times, you see, had been but a day, but it seemed to

me very long
; yet it was not what I wanted. I wished to have

the trouble cleared away, not bridged over ; and determined to

hold out until it should come to this, and he should see and feel

that I could not be made happy, after a cross word, without a

scene of mutual contrition and forgiveness : so I would not stay

and be read to, but told him I must go to bed. I left him in

his easy chair, with his study-lamp and book and bright fire, in

regular old bachelor-style, and went off into my nursery, and

then to my bed, and cried myself to sleep. You laugh, Kate,

as if you thought I was a fool. I think so myself, now."

"How did it all end, Annette 1"

" I held out a week, becoming every day more and more sad,

and sulky, I may as well call it. When I was left alone, I used

to take my baby up and cry over him, as if my husband were

dead, and the child were all I had left in the world. Dear me 1

how unhappy I was, and every day added to it. I would find

something in his conduct to pain me, every time we met. Ei-

ther he was too attentive or not attentive enough ; talked too

much or too little.

M He bore my moody ill-humour most patiently, thinking I

was ill. One day he came home, and told me that he had ob-

tained a week's leave of absence, and had engaged a buggy,

and I must pack up myself and baby, and bfc ready to start off
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in an hour. He was going to take me home to my mother's.

4 We may as well have a journey as pay doctors' bills, An-

nette,' said he ;
1 and as to having you'drooping about in this

style any longer, I am not going to. We will send off old

Bridget, lock up our house, run away from all care, and have

some fun.'

" He looked up so kindly I could have fallen upon his neck

and wept my he:.rt out, to think how ugly I had been ; but there

was no time then to talk it over. I hurried away to pack, but

before I was half through with the packing, I resolved that I

would tell him the whole story, from beginning to end. The

moment J came to this determination, the load was gone
;
my

heart seemed light as a feather ; the expression of my counte-

nance, the tones of my voice changed. I was conscious of

it, and he noticed it as soon as I joined him at the appointed

hour.

" 4 Why, Annette,' said he, 'getting ready has cured you.

We may as well stay at home, now.'

" That will do, Kate. The rest of the story will sound sen.

timental to a third party."

" No, no, Annette ! that would be leaving out the very cream

of it. Tell me how you settled it."

" Well, we rode on, enjoying the change, until towards dark.

Baby then fell asleep. It was a very quiet hour,—everything

about us was beautiful and serene. I felt deeply, and I longed

to have all in my heart pure and peaceful. Tears of real peni-

tence came into my eyes, and before I knew it they were drop-

ping down upon the baby. My husband turned and saw
them.

"'Why, Annette,' said he, with the utmost surprise, 1 what

is the matter V
44

4

O, I am sorry !' said I.

« c Sorry for what, love,' said he 1
4 Are you not happy ?

Does anything trouble you V
"

' I am so sorry,' said I,
4 that I have been so^ugly, this

week !'

44 4 What do you mean V said he, looking more and more
puzzled.
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u * How can you help knowing?' said I. Then I began at

the beginning, and told the whole story. How I rose feeling

irritable, and was provoked to speak the first cross word} how
he told me my things were not as nice as his mother's, and

went off vexed ; then how he got over it, and forgot all about

it, and would not help me to feel good-natured by saying he

was sorry. How I had brooded over it all the week,—how it

had festered away in my heart, and poisoned all my enjoyment.

What torrents of tears 1 had shed when alone, as I thought it

was all over with us, and we should never love again as we had

once loved.

" He heard me through without making a single remark, and

then he burst into a loud laugh. *1 want to know, Annette/

said he, * if this is what has ailed you all this week V
" * Yes,' said I. Upon this, he checked our Dobbin, and be-

gan to turn round.

" { What are you going to do V said I.

.
w ' Going back,' said he, * if this is all that is the matter with

you."
44 1 laughed as heartily as he did ; for, now my sin was con-

fessed, I felt very happy; but I pulled the other rein and drew

the whip-lash over Dobbin's ears, and away he went like a bird

towards my mother's home.

" But we made a resolution, then, Kate, that if either had

aught against the other, it should be settled before the sun

went down ; that we might go to sleep, if not at * peace with

all the world,' at least at peace with each other, forgiving and

forgiven. This resolution we have faithfully kept, and I have

never seen another week of such misery as I have been telling

you about, and I trust I never shall. I hope you will find in

your new relations, Kate, all the enjoyment we now do. This

is the best wish I can offer you,—and that your first cross word

may also be your last"

Rules of Health.—Live moderately, exercise freely, bathe

daily, rise early, dress lightly, take things coolly, avoid the blues,

eschew wine, shun doctors and drugs, lawyers and lawsuits,

marry a good wife, and endeavor to make her happy.
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THE CROWN OF LIFE.

There's a crown for the monarch, a golden crown—

And many a ray from its wreath streams down,

Of an iris hue from a thousand gems,

That are woven in blossoms on jewelled stems.

They've rifled the depths of Golconda's mine,

And stolen the pearls from the Ocean brine;

But the reareel gem, and the finest gold,

On a brow of care, lies heavy and cold.

There's a crown for the victor of lotus-flowers,

Braided with myrtle from tropical bowers;

And the golden hearts of the Nymhara gleam

From their snowy bills, with a mellow beam.

They have stript the breast of the sacred Nile,

And ravished the bowers of the vine-clad isle;

Bui the sweetest flowers from the holy flood,

And the vine will fade, on a brow of blood !

There's a crown for the poet, a wreath of bay

—

A tribute praise to his thrilling lay;

The RHiafanth twines with the laurel bough,

And seeks repose on his pensive brow.

They've searched in the depths of Italia's groves,

To find oui the chaplet a poet loves;

But e fadeless wreath in vain they have sought—

It withers away on a brow of thought.

There's a crown h r the christian, a crown of life,

Giiined in the issues of bloodless strife.

'Tis a halo of hope, of joy, and of love,

Brightened by sun-beams from fountains above.

They've gathered its rays from sources afar,

From seraphim's eyes, and Bethlehem's star;

And the flow of its light will ever increase,

Foi a christian's brow is a crown of peace.

The Spoken and the Unspoken Thought.—I beg you,

says Kossuth, to take to heart one maxim, which for myself I

have ever observed, and ever shall : it is, never to say more than

is necessary. The unspoken word never does harm ; but what

is once uttered cannot be recalled, and no man can foresee its

consequences.

Mrs. S. C. E., Mayo.
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THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER; OR, RAMBLES IN THE
CANADIAN FOREST.

(By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of"The Canadian Crusoes," &c.)

chapter tl

When Lady Mary went down to her father, he presented her with

a beautiful Indian bag, which he had brought from Lake Huron in

the Upper Province. It was of fine doe skin, very finely-

wrought with dyed moose hair, and resembled a coloured

engraving; the border was of scarlet feathers on one side, and

blue on the other, which formed a rich silken fringe at each edge.

This was a present from the wife of one of the chiefs on Manitoulin

island. Lady Mary was greatly delighted with her present, and ad-

mired this new fashioned woik of the coloured moose hair very

much. The feathers, Mrs. Frazer told her, were from the summer

red bird or war bird, and the blue bird, both of which, Lady Mary said

she had seen. The Indians use these feathers as ornaments on

their heads and shoulders, on grand occasions.

Lady Mary recollected hearing her mamma speak ofsome Indians

that wore mantles and dresses of gay feathers. They were the na-

tives of Peru in South America.

" Dear nurse, will you tell me any thing more about birds and

flowers, to-day?" asked Lady Mary, after she had put away her

pretty bag.
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" I promised to tell you about the beavers, my lady," replied Mrs.

Frazer.

" Oh, yes, about the beavers that make the dams, and the nice

houses, and cut down big trees ; I am glad you can tell me some-

thing about those curious creatures,—for mamma bought meapretty

picture, which I will shew you if you please," said the little girl;

" but what is this odd looking, black thing here ? Is it a dried fish ?

It must be a black bass ! Ah ! yes, nurse, I am sure it is."

The nnrse smiled and said. " It is not a fish at all, my dear, it is

a dried beavers tail. I brought it from the back lakes when I was at

home, that you might see it. See, my lady, how curiously the bea-

ver's tail is covered with scales, it looks like some sort of black

leather, stamped in a diaper pattern. Before it has been dried, it is

very heavy, weighing three or four pounds. I have heard my bro-

thers and some of the Indian trappers say, that the animal makes

use of its tail to beat the sides of the dams, and smooth the mud and

clay, as a plasterer uses a trowel. Some people think otherwise, but

it seems so well suited, from its shape and weight, for the purpose,

and the walls they raise, seem to have been smoothed as if with a

trowel, that I see no reason to disbelieve the story."

"And what do the beavers make dams with, nurse?"

li With small trees cut into pieces, and drawn in close to each other,

and then they fill up the spaces between with sods, and stones, and

clay, and all sorts of things, that they gather together and work up

into a solid wall ; the walls are made broad at the bottom, and se-

veral feet in thickness, to make them strong enough to keep the wa-

ter from washing through them. The beavers assemble together in the

fall, about the months of October and November, to build their houses

and repair their dams. They prefer running water, as it is less like-

ly to freeze. They work in large parties, sometimes fiftv or a hun-

dred together, and do a great deal in a short time. They work

during the night.

"

" Of what use is the dam, nurse ?"

" The dam is for the purpose of securing a constant supply of wa-
ter, without which, they could not live.

" When they have enclosed the beaver-pond, they then separate

into family parties of seven or twelve, sometimes more, sometimes

less ; and construct dwellings, which are raised against the inner

wall of the dam.

u These little huts have two chambers, one in which they sleep,

which is warm, and soft, and dry, lined with roots, and sedges, and
dried grass, and any odds and ends that serve their purpose.
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44 The feeding place is below. In this is stored the wood or the

bark on which they feed ; the entrance to this is under water, and

hidden from sight ; but it is there that the cunning hunter sets his

trap to catch the unsuspecting beavers."
44 Nurse, Jo not beavers, and otters, and muskrats, feel cold liv-

ing in the water ; and do they not get wet?''

"No, ray dear; they do not feel cold, for the thick coating of

hair and down, keeps them warm ; and these animals, like ducks

and geese, and all kinds of water fowls, are supplied with a bag of

oil, with which they dress their coals, and that throws off the mois-

ture ; for you know Lady Mary, that oil and water will not mix. All

creatures that live in the water, are provided with oily fur, or smooih

scales, that no water can penetrate."
44 Are there any beavers in England, nurse ?" asked Lady Mary.
44 No, my lady, I never heard of any ; but I remember my father

told me, that this animal once existed in numbers, in different coun-

tries of Europe ; he said they were still to be found in Norway, Swe-

den, Russia, Germany, and even in France.
44 The beaver abounds mostly in North America, and in its cold

portions : in solitudes, that no foot of man, but the wild Indian has

ever penetrated ; in lonely streams, and inland lakes, these harm-

less creatures are found fulfilling God's purpose, and doing injury to

none.
44 1 think if there had been any beavers in the land of Israel, in

Solomon's time, that the wise king who speaks of the ants, and spi-

ders, and grasshoppers, and the conies,* would have named the

beavers also, as patterns of gentleness, cleanliness, and industry.

They work together in bands, and live in families, and never fight

or disagree.

44 They have no chiefor leader—they seem to have neither king

nor ruler—yet they work in perfect love and harmony.
44 How pleasant it would be, Lady Mary, if all Christian people

would love each other, as these poor beavers seem to."

44 Nurse, how can beavers cut down trees—they have neither axes

nor saws V 9

14 Here, Lady Mary, are the axes and saws with which God has

provided these little creatures and Mrs. Frazer shewed Lady

Mary two long curved tusks, of a reddish-brown colour, which she

told her were the tools used by the beavers to cut and gnaw tho

trees ; she said she had bOjfi rees as large round as a man's leg,

that had been cut by th< s s'mple tools.

Supposed to bo a species of marraet, inhabiting the rocks about Judea.
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Lady Mary was much surprised, that such small animals could cut

through anything so big.

"In nature," replied her nurse, " we often see great things done

by very small means. Patience and perseverance will do much.

There is an old saying, my dear, that < little strokes fell great oaks.' "

" The poplar, birch, and some other trees, on which the beavers

feed, and also use in making the dams, are softer, and more easily

cut, than oak, and elm, and beech would be ; these trees are found

growing near water, and in such places as the beavers build in.

"There are large open tracts of land in Canada, called beaver-

meadows ; these are covered with a long, thick, rank grass, which

the settlers cut down, and use as hay.

" These beaver-meadows have the appearance of dried-up lakes
;

the soil is black and spongy, you may put a stick down to a depth of

many feet ; it is only in the months of July, August, and September,

that they are dry.

"Bushes of black alder, with a few poplars, and twining shrubs,

are scattered over the beaver-meadows, the banks are high and

stony in some of them, and there are little islands of trees in places.

There are many pretty wild flowers there. Among others, I found

growing on the dry banks, some real hair bells, both blue and white."

" Ah ! dear nurse—hair bells !—did you find real hair bells, such

as grow on the bonny Highland hills, among the heather ?"

il
I wish Papa would let me go to the Upper Province, to see the

beaver-meadows, and gather the dear blue bells."

"My father, Lady Mary, wept when I brought him a handful of

these flowers, for he said it reminded him of his Highland home. I

have found these pretty bells growing on the wild hills, about

Rice lake, near the water as well as near the beaver-meadows."

" Do the beavers sleep in the winter time, nurse ?"

"They do not lie torpid, as raccoons do, though they may
sleep a good deal ; but as they lay up a great store of provisions for

the winter, of course they must wake up to eat it."

Lady Mary thought so too.

" In the spring, when the warm long day returns, they quit the

winter retreat, and separate in pairs, living in holes in the banks of

lakes and rivers, and do not unite again till the approach of the cold

calls them all together to prepare for winter, as I told you."

" Who calls them all to build their winter houses ?" asked the

child."
« We know not. They call it instinct that guides these wild

animals ; doubtless it is the law of nature given to them by God."



176 THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER, &C. &C.

There is a great resemblance in the habits of the muskrat aud

the beaver. They all live in the water, all separate in the spring,

and meet again in the fall to build and work together ; and having

helped in these things, they retire to a private dwelHng, each family

by itself. The otter does not make a dam like the beaver, and I am
not sure that it works in companies as the beaver ; it lives on fish

and roots—the muskrat on shell-fish and roots, and the beaver on

vegetable food mostly. Muskrats and beavers are used for food,

but the flesh of the otter is too fishy to be eaten

Nurse, can people eat muskrats ?" asked Lady Mary, with

surprise.

" Yes, my lady ; in the spring months the hunters and Indians

reckon them good food ; I have eaten them myself, but I did not

like them, they were too fat. Muskrats build a little house of

rushes and plaster it, they have two chambers, and do not lie

torpid ; they build in shallow rushy places in lakes, but in spring

they quit their winter houses, and are often found in holes among

the roots of trees ;
they liv ^ on muscles and shell-fish. Trie fur is

used in making caps."

" Nurse, did you ever see a tame beaver V9

u Yes, my dear ; I knew a Squaw who had a tame beaver which

she used to take out in the canoe with her, and it sat in her lap or

on her shoulder, and was very playful. I also heard of one that a

gentleman kept, it played sad tricks; but just as Mrs. Frazer was

about to tell the little lady about the gentleman's tame beaver, the

dinner-bell rang, and, as dinner at Government House waits for no

one, Lady Mary was obliged to defer hearing the story till another

time.

(To be Continued.)

Worldly Professors.—Too many persons seem to use their

religion as a diver does his bell, to venture down into the depths

of vvorldliness with safety, and there grope for pearls, with just

so much of heaven's air as will keep them from suffocating, and

no more ; and some, alas, as at times is the case- with the diver,

are suffocated in the experiment.

An Architectural Conceit.—The column is an emblem

of faith, it springs from earth to heaven; the arch symbolizes

mercy, it descends from heaven fro earth.
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A sail down Lake Champlain from Whitehall to St. John's

except to the tourist, will, we fear, soon be among the things

that were. Formerly men of business could spare time to ad-

mire the varied beauties which the winding, changing shores

on either side display. Happy in the belief that they were
pushing on to the place of destination as fast as steam could

convey them, they gave themselves up to the enjoyment of the

scene, and ensconced quietly in the saloon, or promenading the

deck, felt all the enchanting influences which it was long
the pride of the captains of those floating palaces to display.

Much of the romance of travelling has been lost of late, since
the shortest routes are the most popular, The retirement
which a pleasant family party can find on board of a steamboat
where each may express sympathy in what is beautiful, or join

in the merry laugh at the many ludicrous things which arise in

the course of a day's sail, is all lost in the public car. The
halcyon hours of the newly wedded pair fly by on the lightest

pinions, while they point out to each other the objects of inter-

est as the boat moves along. The world has narrowed down
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to their own share of it, and no envious intruding eyes need

disturb their happy exchange of sentiment.

People used to describe their rapid journies from New York

to Montreal ; and though days were required to perform

it, they, fortunately, unconscious of the improvements soon

to be made in travelling, did not forget to enum erate the

pleasure they derived, not only from the lovely views on

the lake, but from the happy adjustment of everything to

promote the comfort and pleasure of the passengers on the

splendid steamboats. Now, steam almost outstrips itself, and

goes frantic with energy, and tears away along the railways,

and madly disregarding obstacles, lands men and baggage in

one general mass at the bottom of a ravine, or in the midst of

a river; or, triumphantly reins up just in time to save a gene-

ral crash
;
giving a shrill blast to warn of its approach.

Laud railroads as we may, we can never forget the delight

we have experienced while sailing down Lake Champlain.

The country around is rich in memorable incident. At the out-

let of the Lake, St. John's presents its regular outline in per-

fect contrast to Whitehall, Burlington and many other places on

the Lake. It is situated on the western side of the Richelieu

or Sorel river. Though its growth has been slow, and its po-

pulation has never exceeded five thousand, it has been an im-

portant place ever since the early settlement of Canada. A
canal connects it with Chambly, a lovely village, about twelve

miles distant ; and a constant communication is kept up with

Montreal by railroad. It is a kind of head quarters for the

transportation trade, and was all along the place where goods

passing and repassing were narrowly watched by custom-house

officers. At present the bulk of travelling is turned to Rouse's

Point, most of the goods take that direction also. St. John's

figured in the early wars of Canada, and has always been

strongly garrisoned. " Military works were thrown up by the

French under Montcalm in 1758." "The ruins of old fort St.

John's occupy a broad area in the open fields, behind the pre-

sent military works, which are a little south of the village, and

directly upon the shor< of the river." The Americans made

St. John's the scene of their first attempt upon Canada, and
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descending the Richelieu, appeared before it in 1775, and took

possession of the fort which they held until May, 1776, when
they retreated from the country. " The country on both sides

of the river is flat, and there is no place where the town may be

seen to advantage. From the middle of the river one can get

a fine view of the long bridge which connects St. John's with

St. Athenaise on the opposite shore, where the steep roof and

glittering spire of the French Church towers above the trees."

UNCLE TOM'S CABIN
j
OR, LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY.

UNCLE TOM'S LAST HOURS.

. Clare had promised at poor Eva's

ing request to give Tom his liberty,

meant to have done so, but a fatal

accident prevented him from

carrying out his benevolent

intentions, so that shortly

after his death Tom and

Adolph, and some halt a do-

zen other servants, were

marched down to a slave-

warehouse, to await the con-

venience of the trader, who
was going to make up a lot

for auction. . . .

Tom was sold, and on the

lower part of a small, mean

n the Red river, he sat, chains on his

chains on his feet, and a weight heavier

\ ,nan cnams lav on his heart. All had faded from

VfcJ his sky,—moon and star ; all had passed by

him, as the trees and banks were now passing, to return no

more. Kentucky home, with wife and children, and indulgent

owners ; St. Clare home, with all its refinements and splendors
;

the golden head of Eva, with its saint-like eyes ; the proud, gay,

handsome, seemingly careless, yet ever kind St. Clare ; hours
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of ease and indulgent leisure,—all gone ! and in place thereof,

what remains 1 . . .

Mr. Simon Legree, Tom's master, had purchased slaves at

one place and another, in New Orleans, to the number of eight,

and driven them, handcuffed, in couples of two and two, down
to the good steamer Pirate, which lay at the levee, ready for a

trip up the Red River.

The boat moved on,—freighted with its weight of sorrow,

—

up the red, muddy, turbid current, through the abrupt, tortuous

windings of the Red River ; and sad eyes gazed wearily on the

steep red-clay banks, as they glided by in dreary sameness. At

last the boat stopped at a small town, and Legree, with his

party, disembarked.

Trailing wearily behind a rude wagon, and over a ruder road,

Tom and his associates faced onward.

In the wagon was seated Simon Legree; and the two wo-

men, still fettered together, were stowed away with some bag-

gage in the back part of it, and the whole company were seek-

ing Legree's plantation, which lay a good distance off.

It was a wild, forsaken road, now winding through dreary

pine barrens, where the wind whispered mournfully, and now

over log causeways, through long cypress swamps, the doleful

trees rising out of the slimy, spongy ground, hung with long

wreaths of funereal black moss, while ever and anon the loath-

some form of the moccasin snake might be seen sliding among

broken stumps and shattered branches that lay here and there,

rotting in the water.

It ;
s disconsolate enough, this riding, to the stranger, who,

with well filled pocket and well appointed horse, treads the

lonely way on some errand of business ; but wilder, drearier,

to the man enthralled, whom every weary step bears further

from all that man loves and prays for.

So one should have thought, that witnessed the sunken and

dejected expression on these dark faces; the wistful, patient

weariness with which those sad eyes rested on object after ob-

ject that passed them in their sad journey.

At length the enclosures of the plantation rose to view; and

the waggon rolled up a weedy gravel walk, under a noble
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avenue of China trees, whose graceful forms and ever-spring

foliage seemed to be the only things there that neglect could

not daunt or alter.

The house had been large and handsome. It was built in

a manner common at the South ; but the place looked desolate

and uncomfortable. Bits of board, old decayed barrels and

boxes, garnished the ground in all directions ; and three or four

ferocious-looking dogs, rotised by the sound of the wagon -

wheels, came tearing out, and were with difficulty restrained

from laying hold of Tom and his companions.

"Ye see what ye'd get!" said Legree, caressing the dogs

with grim satisfaction, and turning to Tom and his companions.

" Ye see what ye'd gel ! if ye try to run off. These yer dogs

has been raised to track niggers j and they'd jest as soon chaw

one on ye up as eat their supper." . . .

It took but a short time to familiarize Tom with all that was

to be hoped or feared in his new way of life. He was an ex-

pert and efficient workman in whatever he undertook ; and was,

both from habit and principle, prompt and faithful.

Legree took silent note of Tom's availability. He rated him

as a first-class hand ; and yet he felt a secret dislike to him,

—

the native antipathy of bad to good, and made up his mind

that, as Tom was not hard to his hand, he would harden him

forthwith ; and some few weeks after Tom had been on the

place, he determined to commence the process.

" Tom, jest take this yer gal, and flog her
;
ye've seen enough

on't to know how."
" I beg JVIas'r's pardon," said Tom; "hopes Mas'r won't

set me at that. It's what I an't used to,—never did,—and

can't do, no way possible."

" Ye'll larn a pretty smart chance of things ye never did

know, before I've done with ye !" said Legree, taking up a cow.

hide, and striking Tom a heavy blow across the cheek, and fol-

lowing up the infliction by a shower of blows.

"There!" he said, as he stopped to rest; "now, will ye

tell me ye can't do it 1"

"Yes, Mas'r," said Tom, putting up his hand, to wipe the

blood that trickled down his face. "I'm willin' to work
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night and day, and work while there's life and breath in me
;

but this yer thing I can't feel it right to do ;—and, Mas'r, I

never shall do it,

—

never /"

Tom had a remarkably smooth, soft voice, and a habitually

respectful manner, that had given Legree an idea that he would

be cowardly, and easily subdued.

Legree looked stupefied and confounded ; but at last burst

forth,—

"An't I yer master? Didn't I pay down twelve hundred

dollars, cash, for all there is inside yer old cussed black shell 1

An't yer mine, now, body and soul 1" he said, giving Tom a vio-

lent kick with his heavy boot ;
" tell me !"

In the very depth of physical suffering, bowed by brutal op-

pression, this question shot a gleam of joy and triumph through

Tom's soul. He suddenly stretched himself up, and, looking

earnestly to heaven, while the tears and blood that flowed down

his face mingled, he exclaimed,

"No! no! no! my soul an't yours, Mas'r! You have n't

bought it,—ye can't buy it ! It's been bought and paid for, by

one that's able to keep it ;—no matter, no matter, you can't

harm me !"

4<
I can't !" said Legree, with a sneer; "we'll see,—we'll

see ! Here, Sambo, Quimbo, give this dog such a breakin' in

as he won't get over this month !"

Two gigantic negroes that now laid hold of Tom, with fiend-

ish exultation in their faces, might have formed no unapt per-

sonification of powers of darkness.**•** *»«»
In the waste-room of the gin-house, lay Tom.

And Legree determined, if he could not subdue him by bul-

lying, to defer his vengeance, to be wreaked in a more conve-

nient season.

The solemn light of dawn—the angelic glory of the morning

star—had looked in through the rude window of the shed where

Tom was lying
;
and, as if descending on that star-beam, came

the solemn words, "I am the root and offspring of David, and

the bright and morning star." He did not know but that the

day of his death was dawning in the sky ; and his heart throb-

bed with solemn throes of joy and desire, as he thought that
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wondrous all, of which he had often pondered,—the great white

throne, with its ever radiant rainbow ; the white robed multi-

tude, with voices as many waters ; the crowns, the palms, the

harps,—might all break upon his vision before that, sun should

set again. And, therefore, without shuddering or trembling, he

heard the voice of his persecutor, as he drew near.

•* Well, my boy," said Legree, with a contemptuous kick,

" how do you find yourself? Did n't I tell yer Fcould larn yera

thing or two
1

? How do yer like it,—eh ? How did yer whal-

ing agree with yer, Tom 1 An't quite so crank as ye was last

night. Ye could n't treat a poor sinner, now, to a bit of a ser-

mon, could ye,—eh ?"

Tom answered nothing.

" Get up," said Legree, kicking him again.

This was a difficult matter for one so bruised and faint
;
and,

as Tom made efforts to do so, Legree laughed brutally.

Tom by this time had gained his feet, and was confronting

his master with a steady unmoved front.

" Now, Tom, get right down on yer knees and beg my par-

don, for yer shines last night."

" Mas'r Legree," said Tom, "I can't do it. I did only

what I thought was right. I shall do just so again, if ever

the time comes. I never will do a cruel thing, come what

may. I know ye can do dreadful things, but,"—he stretched

himself upward and clasped his hands,—" but, after ye've killed

the body, there an't no more ye can do. And O, there's all

eternity to come after that

!

" Mas'r Legree, as ye bought me, I'll be a true and faithful

servant to ye. I'll give ye all the work of my hands, all my
time, all my strength ; but my soul I won't give up to mortal

man. I will hold on to the Lord, and put his commands before

all,—die or live
;
you may be sure on't. Mas'r Legree, I an't

a grain afeard to die. I'd as soon die as not. Ye may whip
me, starve me, burn me,— it'll only send me sooner where I

want to go." . . .

Two of Legree's slaves seized upon an opportunity to make
their escape, and he determined to wreak his anger upon poor

Tom
;
whom, he pretended to think, knew of their retreat.
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" Now, Quimbo," said Legree, as he stretched himself down
in the sitting-room, " you jest go and walk that Tom up here,

right away!"

Tom heard the message with a forewarning heart ; for he

knew all the plan of the fugitives' escape, and the place of their

present concealment ;—he knew the deadly character of the

man he had to deal with, and his despotic power. But he felt

strong in God to meet death, rather than betray the helpless.

" Well, Tom \" said Legree, walking up, and seizing him

grimly by the collar of his coat, and speaking through his teeth,

in a paroxysm of determined rage, "do you know I've made up

my mind to kill you ?"

" It's very likely, Mas'r," said Tom, calmly-

" I have" said Legree, with grim, terrible calmness, " done

—just—that—thing, Tom, unless you'll tell me what you

know about these yer gals IV

Tom stood silent.

" / han't nothing to tell, Mas'r," said Tom, with a slow,

firm, deliberate utterance.

"Speak!" thundered Legree, striking him furiously. "Do
you know anything !"

" I know, Mas'r ; but I can't tell anything. / can die!"

" You've always stood it out agin' me : now, I'll conquer ye,

or I'll kill ye I one or t' other. I'll count every drop of blood

there is in you, and take 'em, one by one, till ye give up !"***•#**»**•
" He's most gone, Mas'r," said Sambo, touched, in spite of

himself, by the patience of his victim.

"Pay away, till he gives up! Give it to him! give it to

him !" shouted Legree. " I'll take every drop of blood he has,

unless he confesses !"

Tom opened his eyes, and looked upon his master. u Ye
poor miserable critter !" he said, " there an't no more ye can

do ! I forgive ye, with all my soul !" and he fainted entirely

away.

"I b'lieve, my soul, he's done for, finally," said Legree,

stepping forward to look at him. " Yes, he is ! Well, his

mouth's shut up, at last,—that's one comfort !"
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GENIUS.
PART II.

Not only throughout Great Britain, but over the whole conti-

nent of Europe, the fame both of George Stephenson and his son,

has been diffused and rendered lasting by works of almost imper-

ishable magnificence and stability,—proud triumphs of engineering

skill. See the tubular bridge at Conway, or the Britannia across

the Menai Straits, with many others, too numerous lo mention,

besides the innumerable lines of railway projected or carried out

by them, both at home and abroad. From Leopold of Belgium

the elder Stephenson received the honour of knighthood, but nei-

ther fame nor wealth could ever sully the beautiful simplicity of

character for which he was so remarkable.

His benevolence was universally felt and acknowledged. He
resided principally in the neighbourhood of one of his extensive

mines, where he employed upwards of one thousand labourers,

and it was his greatest delight to superintend, or personally satisfy

himself about their welfare and well-doing ; in return, they look-

ed up to him almost in the light of a father.

I have heard many amusing and interesting anecdotes of his

benevolence of disposition, his child-like simplicity, his love of

nature, which he kept untainted lo the last, from the same gentle-

man before alluded to, who had the privilege of his friendship.

He might well be called the w poor man's friend." Here where

fuel is so easily obtained, and where the labourer rejoices in such

liberal wages, a faint idea only can be formed of the privations of

the poorer classes at home during a severe winter, where coal is

so expensive. Acting with the true philanthropy of his nature,

Mr. Stephenson set himself strenuously to oppose everything ap-

proaching to monopoly in the coal trade, and laboured hard and

successfully in lowering the price of it by means of transportation

by railway to the midland and southern counties of England. He
was truly a public benefactor ; no selfish views ever corroded his

great undertakings ; it was for public benefit he laboured, and that

alone. Courted and flattered by the wealthy and the aristocracy

of Britain, he nobly resisted any importunity or temptation to open

a line on what he knew would prove a non-paying route, though

often urged by most plausible and powerful arguments from those
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who, not understanding the commercial policy of the country, or

from some piivate motive, wished it carried in a certain direction.

His argument was ever, that no railway ought to be construct-

ed that would not prove a public benefit to the country, or a sure

and safe investment (or capital. He was a strenuous opponent of

competing lines, as destructive to public enterprise and welfare.

Now that a railway era is dawning upon this colony, may his

bright example influence those who have the direction of such

important undertakings. Bitterly did he regret the numerous

widows and orphans, reduced to poverty by the fathers of fami-

lies, or the trustees investing money in a nonpaying line of rail-

way.

Let us now once more follow him into private life, and see

this great and good man there; still carrying out his schemes o

benevolence and charity. Not only did he look after the general

welfare of his labourers, but daily would he be seen visiting from

door to door, making himself pcquainted with the every day life of

each family. The women hailed his appearance with joy ; and

pleasure beamed in the eyes of the children as they saw him ap.

proaching, each eager to catch his approving smile. Did any lit-

tle disagreement occur in their respective homes, he had always a

happy way of settling things in order again ; and so much was he

beloved and respected, that no admonition fell from his lips un

heeded. On one occasion, observing a gloom depicted in the

countenance of the wife of one of his best workmen, he asked

her what was the matter?

" O, sir, I know you could make all right."

« Well, Mary, tell me the trouble, and I'll see what can be

done
;

surely, you and John have not quarrelled ?"

O no, sir, he is the best of husbands ; but he has taken to drink-

ing, and I know not where it will end ; if you would only speak

to him ; but please don't let him know sir, as I told you."

" No, no, Mary, leave that to me; I'll see you again in a day

or two."

When John came home to his dinner the next day, Mr. Ste-

phenson walked in.

" Well, John, I have a little matter to talk over with you V
" What is it, please sir?"
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"Why, you have always yet pleased me; but I hear you have

been paying visits lately at the publichouse yonder ;
now, John,

you have a happy home and good wife, don't throw those bless-

ings away, and let this be the last time I hear of this.

The advice was u.agical, and John and his Mary looked happy

as ever, and many a silent prayer did she breathe for him who

had stood between her and sorrow.

In this quiet way, many a house owed its home happiness to

his kind and judicious interference.

It was a treat to see him throwing oft' all his cares (with so

many interests at slake, how great they must have been) and giv-

ing himself up with true zeal and delight, to the innocent recrea-

tions of country life. He had a vast collection of pets—dogs,

horses, birds, he. ; and he enjoyed finding bird's nests, not to

take, but to watch over and protect them from being taken.

Every creature that came within his reach, felt the power of his

benevolent heart. The mantle of the father, has indeed descend-

ed on the son, and his presence in Canada will be hailed with

sincere and heartfelt pleasure.

C. H., Rice Lake.

THE RAISING OF JAIRUS' DAUGHTER.

BY MISS AGNES STRICKLAND.

All wept and sorrow'd o'er the early bier

Of Janus' daughter, when the Lord drew near,

And moved with a divine compassion said,
*• Mourn not in hopeless anguish for the maid,
She doth but slumber." Then the faithless crowd
Expressed their scorn and unbelief aloud

—

Pointed the marbled brow and rayless eyes,

And cried, " Shall yon unconscious clay arise

At thy behest? And shall unconquered Death
Resign his spoil, and bow thy power beneath."
So spoke the scoffers, but the maiden's hand
The Saviour took, and at his high command
And thrilling touch, the spirit lately fled

Returns once more, and she the newly dead
In whose cold breast each pulse had ceased to beat,
Where neither breath remained nor vital heat,
Feels the immediate presence and tho might
Of the all powerful source of life and light;

At whose creative word existence flowed,
Who now restores the being he bestowed
And death's pale captive, wakening at his word,
Burst the grim tyrant's chain, to glorify the Lord.
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EDITORIAL.

With this number closes the First Volume of the " Maple Leak." We
look back upon the past with thankfulness, and forward to the future with

hope. The Magazine has attained a large circulation for the time, and we
trust, by increasing attention to the Editorial work, and suitable co.opera-

tion in the printing department, it wiilgain a large accession of friends.

It has preserved from the commencement its distinguishing features— its

Canadian characteristics. We have felt that a proper attention to the in.

teresting traits of the country w >uld render it entertaining and useful ; these

we shall continue to deveiope by description, accompanied, when practicable,

with cuts. Our talented contributors Mrs. Traill and Mrs. Hayward, will

continue their pleasant articles, while other native writers have kindly pro-

mised the assistance of their pens. We shall now send the July number to

all who take the Magazine, with the request that it may be carefully examin-

ed, and, if possible, retained.

The first year of any work is the year of difficulty and trial above all

others. The " Maple Le sf" has gained a position ; and it remains to be seen

whether a native work will be sustained, so that it may be improved, and

embellish it as it deserves. We ought to have a literature decidedly national

but Canada will not take her place, in this respect, with other countries, un-

til she endeavors to taster and extend native productions with genuine zeal.

Many periodicals which have been projected here, have failed for the want

of that interest in their success which they needed, and one after another

have been discontinued, and their places supplied with foreign publications i

The expense of a small periodical is great. The subscriber who rends each

number, and quietly criticises this fault, or dissects that sentence; sees one

cut too dark, another loo coarse; finds the paper execrable, and the whole

number wanting in taste, little dreams of the amount of money and toil that

one issue has cost; or how gladly every error would be avoided for the fu-

ture, if large subscription lists and prompt payments would furnish the

means. Money almost can do everything. It can import paper from

abroad when there is none at home, and by offering large inducements, se-

cure elegant engravings, perfect typography and entertaining articles ; and

hurrying all forward, send forth a Magazine creditable in every respect to

the country. This wo will do as soon as possible— in the mean time com-

fort ourselves with the reflection that all great enterprises require time to

mature them*

We shall be glad to receive articles intended for the Maple Leaf" ecrly

m each month. They should reaoh Montreal generally on the 10th.

Attention is called to the Prospectus of the Magazine which appears on th«

inside of the cover.

Lines <» a Church.yard ate in tjpe, and will appear in our next number.
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FORT CHAMBL! IN 1776.

Business presses upon the overcharged brain of the merchant.

Loss and Gain, Commission and Brokerage, the price of Stock

and many contingencies, are the subjects which stand out before

his wearied mind month after month. He toils on through long

accounts and deep calculations, and large profits ;—day after day

passes, and the busy season is drawing to a close. The exhaust-

ed system needs relaxation, the delicate mechanism must be

strengthened for a new campaign ; and rising with joyous elasti-

city, the mind of the merchant throws off the weight of care, and

prepares to enjoy a period of freedom. He almost hears the glad

music of the cascade, and feels the fragrant-scented breeze upon

his heated brow, and sees the cheerful scenery of a quiet country

retreat. A delightful exchange he is about to make from the heat

and dust of the city, to recreate amidst the freshness of country

life.

Reader, have you ever found it in your heart to treat yourself

to the luxury of a summer's trip through the beautiful interior of

Canada? We do not refer to a hurried passage through the most

frequented routes
;

those, though affording picturesque changes,

and beautiful views, cannot equal the grandeur of many spots

unknown, except to the artist, or man of leisure, or to the spe-

culator who visits them to ascertain their lumber resources, or

suitableness as sites of future cities. You may indeed refresh your-

selves and enjoy much by taking a trip up the Ottawa, or catch

magnificent views of the country as you proceed to Toronto or

Hamilton by the St. Lawrence,—glimpses that will be remember-

ed with the liveliest gratification ; but after all when one starts

on a pleasure excursion with plenty of time, there is nothing equal

to the good old fashioned way. Jolting along in the family ba
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rouche, stopping here to talk with the habitans, there to gather a

curious plant, or secure a mineral, or admire a lovely sunset,

without feeling afraid of "the bell," suits our taste—we do not

like hurry— to a nicety. Then the admirable scope one has for

contrivance,—in cases where a wheel happens to come oflfin 44 an

unfrequented road,"— the tales, and incidents, and witticisms each

bring forward for the general benefit, the innocent disenchant-

ment from the formalities of city life, make up the agreeable fea-

tures of these pleasant journies, and contribute wonderfully to ex-

hilarate the mind and body.

We started one fine morning to drive to Chambly, a pleasant

village, about seventeen miles from Montreal. The city and its

suburbs stretch a long distance down the river, nearly to the ferry

which we were to cro^s, opposite toLongueuil. It was early, and

the hum of activity had not filled the city which was still repos-

ing, save here and there a market-cart moved over the pave,

ment, forerunner of the swarms of human beings soon to pour out

of the houses, and fill the streets. Some where hid away in our

temperament is a touch of the moralising spirit ; for we never look

around a large city, and try to comprehend the number and em-

ployments of its inhabitants, than thoughts of the eternal future

of all these heirs of immortality, fill us with pain—a pain which

is increased when we transfer our thoughts from an individual

place to the whole world, with its masses, and masses of living,

accountable human beings, all hurrying onward through life as a

fast flowing stream pours ever into the ocean. But to return to

our ride ; we reached the ferry.just in lime fc die first boat, and

were soon landed on the opposite side of the river, and our horse

snuffing the pure morning air as it came laden with the odor of

the meadow blossoms, started off at a brisk rate, and we soon

found ourselves out ol the neat little village of Longueuil, and on

a broad plank road, admiring the cu'tivated farms on either side

of us, or looking at tl.e distant trees on the road side. The coun-

try here is so level tiiat we could see a great distance, and the

view ends in a distant vista, where trees and houses appear to

meet. Neat farm-houses are scattered along the road, and usually

appended in true national taste is the pretty little flower garden,

with its roses and geraniums, and many sweet-scented plants.

The houses are not large, or built with any great view to conve-
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nience. It is quite common to see the oven or bake-house sepa-

rate from the dwelling, and one oven suffices a whole neighbor-

hood. Each family sends its own bread ready to bake at the gen-

eral baking. Another peculiarity which we noticed n the road

to Chambly, and which we have observed in other directions in

Lower Canada, is the absence of shade trees around the dwell-

ings. A few were nicely shaded, but considering the beautiful

variety of trees in the country, we are surprised thai so little atten-

tion is paid to those cheap and useful ornaments of the farmer's pre-

mises. However, we saw so much to admire in the waving grain,

promising hay fields, and appearance of happiness and comfort, that •

we were inclined to say beautiful to everything, and above all to

the glad sunshine which was drinking up the dew drop3 from the

grass, and the blue 3ky draped so delicately and fancifully with

the morning clouds, and the far off mountains, whose figures like

immense castles stood out to remind us of fairy land Poised

over our heads, or alighting on the bough of a tree, sailing past in

circles, or hopping on the fences, the birds with their solos and

choruses put the climax to our enjoyment.

With a good horse seventeen miles are soon passed, and long

before noon we found ourselves driving around the circular road

to the village of Chambly. The river Richelieu, just at the foot

of the rapids, widens into a large circular bay
;
making a grand

sweep it returns to its usual size a short distance from the vil-

lage. The road branches about a mile from Chambly, one pari

follows the direction of the river, and the houses are built on the

banks with gardens sloping down to the water's edge. It is a

beautiful spot, and we thought while looking at the broad bay

where rafts of timber were floating, or boats making their way
to unload, that Chambly was the most desirable place we had

seen, combining, as we thought, the beauties of a lovely land-

scape with the activity of business. If we were interested in

this part of the village, we were delighted with the view of the

old stone fort ; which, defying the waste of elements, still stands,

though now only used as a store house ; it put us in mind of

Canada's days of genuine chivalry and romance, when from

the port-holes of this old fort the cannon was pointed, and sweep-

ing over the water, commanded the range of the bay and some

distance back on the land side.
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The river Richelieu is the outlet for the immense volume of

water in Lake Champlain. It is a swift stream ; its channel

in some places is wide and deep, but often interrupted by ra-

pids. There are some fine residences on the banks of

the river near the rapids. The Seigneurial residence is

very pretty; but we thought we should prefer a quiet spot on

the bay, than there, within sound of the waters which tumble

over the rocks in resistless force, This river affords excellent

sites for manufacturing establishments. We saw one place

for the manufacture of lasts, perched out by the rushing cur-

rent.

Government maintains a garrison here. The soldiers' bar-

racks are located a little way out of the village. Chambly is a

place of considerable commercial importance ; boats come in

through the canal, bringing goods from various points on Lake

Champlain and beyond there ; we believe one line of boats

comes through from Albany. The arrival of these boats adds

much to the activity of the village. The subject of connecting

the river Richelieu with the St. Lawrence has been before the

minds of Canadian merchants for some time. It is supposed

that a canal connecting these rivers would attract much of the

western trade. Flour and other commodities could pass from

any given point on the front directly through to New York,

without the trouble of transhipment. The great object ought

to be, however, to connect the waters of Lake Champlain, or

its outlet, the Richelieu, with the St. Lawrence at a point that,

all things considered, will promote the most important class of

interests, not simply the interest of Montreal,, or that part of

the country east of Montreal, but of the western part of the

country also,—since the canal would be constructed at the ex-

pense of the Province. Public works beautify, as well as im-

prove a country. It is necessary to use wisdom in the selec-

tion of suitable routes and sites for such great operations. A
false step cannot be easily remedied without loss, since if one

route is not liked, another may be easily adopted by the public,

owing to the number of ways in which goods may now be for-

warded from one place to another.

It must now be a matter of high satisfaction to those who

have spent years of discouragement and privation in this coun-
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try, to view works of utility and progress starting up in every

direction, and know that each year will bring fresh improve-

ments in all departments of life. But to return to our visit to

Chambly ; much as we enjoyed it, our time was soon spent, and

about five o'clock we took the road to St. Johns. It passes

through a cultivated country ; here and there we got a full view

of the river with its white-capt waves and murmuring rapids,

and wondered to see it flow on so smoothly ; not long after it

had leaped over rocks and obstructions in one sheet of foam.

The houses of the inhabitants are scattered along the roadside

quite thickly ; the taste of the people is so social, that the chil-

dren generally settle near their parents and take their portions

from the homestead, which is a reason why there are so many

houses and such small farms, among the French part of the set-

tlements. We were so interested in what we saw that we for-

got to be fatigued, and only felt so when—se&ted in the hotel at

St. Johns—we tried to collect our thoughts and bring them down

from certain flights in which they had been indulging, as we
looked at the beautiful sunset spread ing over the Richelieu, and

tinging the glades with its softened radiance.

Sketch of the Fall of the Aztec Empire, with the Destruction of Mexico.

BY MRS. E. T. RENAUD.

HE present advanced stage of human pro-

gress affords many facilities for a review of

the past. We stand upon a vantage ground

from which we can look calmly back upon

ages which have run their course, mighty

kingdoms which have risen and disap-

peared to give place to others destined to be

alike ephemeral. The renowned leaders of the

nations, the powerful chiefs of tribes, the far

famed conquerors of the world, have all shared

the same fate—a short lived glory, a meteor

light, soon to be forgotten in the succeeding

darkness. To read the page of history aright, we
must read it by the aid of two lights. By the lesser

light of experience or observation we are enabled to

trace the hidden cause from the manifested effect.
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We can argue from the present much of the past; and when a

purpose fully developed is presented to us, we can reason correctly

upon the steps for its attainment. But the assistance of the greater

light of revelation is absolutely necessary before we can study with

•advantage the records of the past. As well might the traveller who
viewed the surface of our globe, with all its varieties of mountain

and ocean grandeur, under an eclipse, imagine he gave a true pic-

ture of the earth while describing the long shadows of the moun-

tains, the deep recesses of the valleys, the silence of the groves,

and the pale, soft, melancholy light whose rays so feebly illumin-

ated the world. The historian who attempts to describe habits,

delineate character, or form conclusions discarding or despising

this divine revelation, is working equally in the dark. History

is prophecy fulfilled—another apocalypse—a description of the

works and ways of the Great Ruler of the Universe who setteth

up princes, and at his will removeth them.

The doctrine of an omniscient observation, and an omnipresent

Providence, must be our guiding star in the pursuance of this

study ; if lost sight of, we err in judgment, and reason in igno-

rance.

These remarks apply equally to individual as to general history.

It is a common remark, that circumstances form the character,

that great events produce great men, and sudden emergencies

give rise to unusual displays of vigor and ability. Ought we not

rather to say, the mind is moulded for the peculiar use to which

it is set apart ; the character strengthened and invigorated in pro-

portion to the difficulties with which it has to cope ; the vessel

prepared and tempered for the master's use. For what purpose

was the Persian Cyrus raised to the height of power and glory

he attained ; but that as the shepherd of the Lord he might gather

together the lost sheep of Israel, and restore them to their own

land. Alexander the Great fulfilled his mission, though he might

not understand it. As a he goat he came from the West, and

smote the ram having two horns, viz., the king of Media and

Persia.

There are two leading principles which ought to be borne in mind

whde contemplating Go.l's providential dealings with the world.

Tin; gradual propagation of Christianity, and the just punishment

or nations whose cup of iniquity 13 full, whose abounding trans-
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gressions cry for vengeance— which, though long delayed, as-

suredly falls and sweeps them with a terrible destruction from

the face of the earth. The extirpation of the Canaanites of old

is thus accounted for ; and in later times, when the same enor-

mities prevailed, the same punishment has been inflicted. The

history of Mexico, the subject of this sketch, illustrates this re-

mark ; and while we cannot but feel pity for the multitudes that

perished, we acknowledge the wisdom and mercy that swept

from the earth a superstition so baneful, a religion so full of hor-

ridcruelty as the Aztec worship.

The first discovery of America was far from being complete.

Columbus did little more in 1498 than descry the coast of this

New World. North America owes its discovery to Sebastien

Cabot, who was sent out by Henry VII. of England, a few years

after Columbus's successful enterprise. In this way England

obtained these large possessions in America, a remnant of which

she still retains. Peru was subjugated by Francis Piz irro ; the

Brazilian coast by Alvarez de Cabral, a Portuguese ; and Mex-
ico by Hernando Cortes.

In 1518, the kingdom of Mexico presented a very different

aspect from what its discoverers expected; it was, in fact, a

mighty monarchy—its sway extended over a vast region of coun-

try remarkable for its fertility, presenting every variety of climate,

and yielding nearly every species of fruii. Numerous populous

cities owed allegiance to the head of the empire; trembled at his

frown, regarding his voice as the voice of a god, and not of a man.

The sovereign of Mexico at this period vas Montezuma the

second, a prince who more than sustained all the superstitions

and dignity attached to the throne.

The early years of his reign were deservedly popular. He
displayed great energy in war, and regulated with wisdom and

justice the internal policy of his kingdom. A munificent gen.

erosity of spirit wa one of his chief characteristics; if he was
careful in accumulating treasure, it was in order liberally to re-

compense his dependents. Some of his improvements mark an

intelligence and benevolence scarcely to have been anticipated in

his age. He introduced water all over the city by means of a

new channel, from whence pipes were laid to the public buildings,

private dwellings, &c. He likewise established an hospital for
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invalid soldiers in one of his cities on the plain. By degrees the

popularity of Montezuma declined ; he ceased to be the friend of

his subjects ; secluded himself from public observation, requiring

the personal attendance in a menial capacity of the first nobles of

the land
;
exacting from them, and all with whom he came in

contact, the most slavish homage, the most servile marks of re-

spect. When the monarch passed among his subjects, all eyes

were fixed upon the ground, while many prostrated themselves

before him. The portrait left us of this celebrated Indian em-
peror, is an interesting one. He was at this time about 40 years

of age, his person was tall and thin, but not ill made; his hair

was black and straight, and not very long ; his beard was thin
;

his complexion somewhat paler than generally belongs to his

race ; his features were serious in their expression ; he moved
with dignity ; his whole demeanor was tempered by an expres-

sion of benignity worthy of a great prince. The city of Mexico

contained a large and industrious population. The public works

manifested an advanced state of civilization. The temples and

principal buildings were covered with a hard white stucco, which

glistened like enamel in the sun. A draw-bridge was the only

entrance into the city. The palace of Montezuma was a vast ir-

regular pile of low stone buildings, £0 large and so numerous, that

one of the conquerors declared, though he bad frequently visited

it, he never was able to support the fatigue of an entire survey.

In the courts, many fountains were playing, which supplied a

hundred baths in the interior of the palace. The apartments

were large, but not lofty ; the ceilings formed of odoriferous woods

richly carved ; the floors covered with mats ; the walls hung

with cotton beautifully stained, or with the skins of wild animals
;

and draperies of feather work, wrought in imitation of birds and

insects, which might well compare in nicety of art and beauty

of colors with the famed tapestries of Flanders. Thus Mexico,

a second Tadmor in the desert, had reached a degree of splendor

and magnificence little dreamt of in the Eastern World. And

Montezuma, like Nebuchadonoyer, might stand upon his battle-

ments, and look down with a spirit of triumphant exultation upon

the mighty city with its temples, towers, and palaces, which rose

proudly from the beautiful valley of Jezcuco, and cast their deep

shadows upon the quiet surface of the lake. But however fair

lhe aspect of this far-famed city—however advanced its inhabitants
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might be in arts and refinements, there were scenes enacted

within these walls, and horrid cruelties perpetrated, worthy of the

lowest degree of barbarism.

The religion of the Aztecs had not kept pace with their ad-

vancement in civilization. The gentle spirit of Christianity was

a stranger to their superstitions. Their tenets manifested a strange

incongruity, their creed contained traditions of a purer faith.

Many of (heir rites and sacraments bore a strong analogy to that

of Christianity ; for example, in naming their children, " the lips

and bosom of the infant were sprinkled with water, while prayer

was offered up, that the Lord would permit the holy drops to wash
away the sin that was given to it before the foundation of the

world, so that the child might be 6 born anew.'

"

The Aztecs acknowledged the existence of a superior Creator

and Lord of the Universe, and addressed prayer to him as the

God by whom we live, " Omnipresent, that knovveth all thoughts,

and giveth all gifts." It had been well had they rested in this

knowledge, and sought no further light ; but man has ever sought

out many inventions, and not liking to retain God in his know-

ledge, has changed the glory of the uncorruptible God into an

image made like unto corruptible man. Among the Aztecs there

were thirteen powerful deities, and more than two hundred in-

ferior. The chief of these was the terrible Huit Zilopotchli, or

war god, whose fantastic image was loaded with costly ornaments
;

his temples weie the finest of the public edifices ; his altars

reeked with the blood of human beings, in whose sacrifice he

specially delighted
;

captives taken in war were invariably re-

served for this dreadful fate. Women were not excepted from

the cruel sentence ; on some occasions children, generally in-

fants, were oiTered up to appease the anger, or secure the favor

of the blood thirsty god.

It is said from twenty to thirty thousand victims were annually

sacrificed throughout the kingdom. The manner of sacrifice was

as revolting as inhuman. The victim was laid upon a large flat

stone, its upper surface somewhat convex, so as to throw up the

chest ; the priest, clad in a scarlet mantle, dexterously opened the

breast with a sharp razor, and plunged his hand into the wound

to reach the palpitating heart, held it up towards the sun, and

then cast it at the feet of the deity as an acceptable offering. If
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the victim had been a captive taken in war, the body was deliver-

ed to his captor, who caused it to be dressed and prepared as a

grateful repast for his friends. Can we wonder that the wrath

of God should at last overtake a people so totally given over to

idolatry and all wickedness, and sweep them a3 with the besom

of destruction from the face of the earth ? Could anything be

more hurtful in his sight than this sacrifice of man once created

in His own image, and still endowed with capabilities of serving

him, thus offered at the altar of devils ? We rather marvel that

the vengeance is so long delayed, the sword not sooner whetted.

But the decree had gone forth, the avenger of blood is at the door,

a fearful retribution is at hand. Montezuma, in the midst of his

luxurious indolence, is startled by whispers of strange and omin-

ous import—tidings reach the capital of the arrival of a band of

strangers ; white men of great wisdom and power, carrying in

their hands the thunders and lightning:—by referring to the pic-

ture writing, which was the usual mode of communication, he sees

depicted the Spaniards,—their costumes, arms, and equipments,

with a fidelity that gave him a real picture of his opponents.

Horse3 were then unknown in Mexico ; at first the horse and rider

were supposed to be one, a new and terrible engine of destruc-

tion ; the water houses, as they called the ships of the strangers,

were included in the sketch which was to convey the fatal news

to the capital. Montezuma trembled ; he felt as if his glory had

departed ; his resistless power overthrown ; and his kingdom lay

under sentence of death and destruction. Again and again did

a prophecy, long since made, return to his agitated mind, viz.,

that the posterity of the god Metzalcoatt were one day to return

and resume possession of the empire of Mexico. A general

feeling seems to have prevailed at that period that this promise

was about to be accomplished ; and many of the tribes recognized

in the fair complexion of the Spaniards, their great valor and

superior knowledge, these conquerors whose arrival had been so

long anticipated. This universal belief paved the way for the

approach of the Spaniards
;

disarming the hostility of some;

commanding the reverence of others, and investing the strangers

with a superstitious eha racier, which greatly aided their enterprise.

Montreal, June, 1853.

(To be Continued.)



THE LILY. II

THE LILT.

[ORIGINAL.]

11 Consider the lilies of the field how they grow ; they toil not, neither

do they spin : and yd I fay unto you, that even Solomon, in all his glory,

was not ai rayed like one of these."

Grand and beauteous stands the lily,

Nodding gently to the wind
;

With a robe of dazzling whiteness,

And a crown of royal brightness,

DecVd and gemm'd by Nature's mind.

Glrr.ous symbols meet our vision,

When we sec thee, flower divine;

Proudly ect amid the meadow,

Feel ng naught of care or sorrow,

All unconscious in thy prime.

Toiling not for wealth or fashion,

Clotted art t'.ou in tissues rare ;

Woven in the looms of heaven,

Dropp'd l.y angel bands at even,

O'er the fields and valleys fair.

Fast by EJen's lovely bowers,

Near the saced nee of life,

Bending stately thy corolla,

Fill'd the air with sweet aroma,

Paradise saw then no strife.

Gold of Ophir, dyes of Sidon,

Crown'd the ancient monarch's reign ;

And his peails and jeweis costly,

Flash'd back light all bright and lofty,

O'er the Queen of Sheba's train.

Yet tho king in all hw glory

Rival'd not thy spotless dress;

Eastern climes, and wealth of ages

Vied to please earth's mighty sages;

Dim their lustre grew and less.

Love may wo> thee, flower imperial,

Art may blend her tints so bright

—

Amaranthine hues and chanajebsB

From the rrgi( n* ir e and peerless,

Meet not genius' 1 .unit fright.
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Breezes kiss thee, softly whispering

Tales of realms beyond the main,

Where by water clear as crystal,

Joyful keeping sacred festal,

Lilies stand a lovely train.

Oh ye fearful souls, and fainting,

Envy not the world's false show

;

Loftier hopes, enduring treasure,

Rising still in endless measure,

Shall the God of love bestow.

E. H. L.
Montreal, June 3, 1853.

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER
; OR, RAMBLES IN THE CANADIAN FOREST.

By Mrs, Traill, Authoress ofthe " Canadian Crusoes,»&c.

CHAPTER VII.

LADY MARY'S STORY ABOUT THE TAME BEAVER, WITH SOME FURTHER REMARKS
ON BEAVERS AND RACCOONS.

" Nurse, you have told me a great many nice stories. Now, I

can tell you one, if you would like to hear it ff and the Gover-

nor's little daughter fixed her bright eyes, beaming with intelli-

gence, on the face of her nurse, who smiled, and said she should

like very much to hear the story.

"You must guess what it is be about, nurse."

"Iam afraid I shall not guess right. Is it ' Little Red Rid-

ing Hood,' or < Old Mother Hubbard,' or 6 Jack the Giant

Killer!"'

" Oh, nurse, to guess such silly stories," said the little lady stop,

ping her ears. " Those are too silly even for me to tell baby. My
story is a nice story, about a darling tame beaver. Major Pick-

ford took me on his knee and told me the story last night." Mrs.

Frazer begged Lady Mary's pardon for making such foolish

guesses, and declared she should like very much to hear Major

Pickford's story of the tame beaver.

" Well, nurse, you must know that there was once a gentleman

who lived in the bush, on the banks of a small lake, somewhere

in Canada, a long, long way from Montreal. He lived all alone

in a little log-house, and spent his time in fishing, and trapping,

and hunting ; and he was very dull, for he had no wife and no
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little children like me to talk to. The only people whom he used

to see were some French lumberers, and now and then the In-

dians would come in their canoes and fish on his lake, and make

their wigwams on the lake shore, and hunt deer in the wood.

The gentleman was very fond of the Indians, and used to pass a

great deal of his time with them, and talk to them in their own

language.

" Well, nurse, one day he found a poor little Indian boy in the

woods ; he had been lost in the great forest and was half starved,

and quite sick and weak, and the kind gentleman took him home

to his house, and fed him and nursed him till he got quite strong

again. Was not that good, nurse ?"

" It was quite right, my lady. People should always be kind

to the sick and weak, and especially to a poor Indian stranger.

I like the story very much, and shall be glad to hear more about

the Indian boy."

" Nurse, there is not a great deal more about the Indian boy

—

for when the Indians returned soon after that from hunting,

he went away with them ; but I forgot to tell you that the gentle-

man had often said how much he should like to have a young

beaver to make a pet of. He was very fond of pets ; he had a

dear little squirrel just like mine, nurse, a flying squirrel, which he

had made so tame that it slept in his bosom and lived in his pock-

et, where he kept nuts and acorns and apples for it to eat, and he

had a raccoon too, nurse,—only think, a real raccoon ; and Major

Pickford told me something so droll about the raccoon, only I

want first to go on with the story about the beaver.

" One day as the gentleman was sitting by the fire reading, he

heard a very slight noise, and when he looked up he was quite

surprised at seeing an Indian boy in a blanket coat,— his black

eyes were fixed upon his face, and his long black hair hung down
on his shoulders, he looked quite wild-like, he did not say a word,

but he opened his blanket-coat, and showed a brown furred ani-

mal asleep on his breast.

" What do you think it was, nurse?"
M A young beaver, my lady."

" Yes, nurse, it was a little beaver. The good Indian boy had

caught it and tamed it on purpose to bring it to his white friend,

who had been so good to him.
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" I cannot tell you all the amusing things the Indian boy said

about the beaver, though the Major told them to me ; but I can-

not talk like an Indian, you know, Mrs. Frazer. After the boy

went away, the gentleman set to work and made a little log-house

for his beaver to live in, and set it in a corner of the shanty ; and

he hollowed a large sugar-trough for his water, that he might

have water to wash in,—and cut down some young willows and

poplars and birch trees for him to eat, and the little beaver grew

very fond of his new master ; it would fondle him just like a little

squirrel—put its soft head on his knee, and climb on to his lap
;

he taught it to eat bread and sweet cake and biscuit, and even

roast and boiled meat, and it would drink milk too.

" Well, nurse, the little beaver lived very happily with this kind

gentleman till the next fall, and then it began to get very restless

and active, as if it was tired of doing nothing. One day his mas-

ter heard of the arrival of a friend some miles off, so he left mis-

ter beaver to take care of himself, and went away; but he did

not forget to give him some green wood and plenty of water to

drink and play in ; he staid several days, for he was very glad to

meet with a friend in that lonely place; but when he came he

could not open his door, and was obliged to get in at the window.

What do you think that beaver had done? It had built a dam

against the side of the trough, and a wall across the door, and it

had dug up the hearth and the floor, and carried the earth and

stones to help to make his dam, and puddled it with water, and

made such work, the house was in perfect confusion, with the mud,

and chips, and bark, and stone ;
and, oh nurse, worse than all that,

it had gnawed through the legs of the tables and chairs, and they

were lying on the floor in such a state, and it cost the poor gen-

tleman so much trouble to put things to rights again, and make

more chairs and another table ; and when I laughed at the pranks

of that wicked beaver, for I could not help laughing, the Major

pinched my ear, and called me a mischievous puss."

Mrs. Frazer was very much entertained with the story, and she

told lady Mary that she had heard of tame beavers doing such

things before ; for in the season of the year when beavers congre-

gate together to repair their works and build their winter houses,

those that are in confinement become restless and unquiet, and

show the instinct that moves these animals to provide their winter

retreats and lay up their stores of food.
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"Nurse," said lady Mary, "I did not think that beavers and

raccoons could be taught to eat sweet cake and bread and

meat."

" Many animals learn to eat food very different from that which

they are accustomed to live on in a wild state. The wild cat

lives on raw flesh ; but the tame cat, you know, my dear, will eat

cooked meat, and even salt meat, with bread and milk and many

other things. I knew a person who had a black kitten that he

called 'wildfire,' that would sup whisky-toddy out of his glass,

and seemed to like it as well as milk or water, only it made it

too frisky and wild?'

u Nurse, the raccoon that the gentleman had would drink

sweet whisky.punch ; but my governess said it was not right to

give it to him, and Major Pickford laughed, and said that the rac-

coon must have looked very funny when it was on the spree.

Was not the Major naughty to say so ?"

Mrs. Frazer said it was not quite proper.

" But, nurse, I have not told you about the raccoon, he was a

funny fellow ; he was very fond of a little spaniel and her pup-

pies, and took a great deal of care of them; he brought them

meat and any thing nice that was given to him to eat; but one

day he thought he would give the puppies a good treat, so he

contrived to catch a poor cat by the tail, drag her into his den

where he and the puppies lived together; the puppies of course

would not eat the cat, so the wicked creature eat up poor pussy

himself,—and the gentleman was so angry with the naughty thing

that he killed him and made a cap of his skin, for he was afraid

the cunning raccoon would kill his beaver and eat up his pet

squirrel."

" The raccoon, lady Mary, in its natural state, has all the wild-

ness and cunning of the fox and weazle ; he will eat flesh,
;
oultry

and sucking pigs, and is also very destructive to Indian corn.

These creatures abound in the western States, and are killed in

great numbers for their skins. The hunters eat the flesh, and say

it is very tender and good ; but it is not used for food in Canada.

The raccoon belongs to the same class of animals as the bear,

which it resembles in some points, though being small, it is not

so dangerous either to man or the larger animals.
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" And now, my dear, let me show you some pretty wild flow-

ers that a little girl brought me this morning for you, as she hearof

that you loved flowers. There are yellow moccasins or ladies'

slippers, the same that I told you of a Jittle while ago,—and white

lilies, crane bills, these pretty lilac geraniums, with scarlet cups

and blue lupines, they are all in bloom now, and many others.

On the Rice Lake plains, if we were there, my lady, we could ga-

ther all these and many, many more. In the months of June and

July, these plains are like a garden, and full of roses that scent

the air."

" Nurse, I will ask my dear papa to take me to the Rice Lake

plains," said the little lady as she gazed with delight on the lovely

Canadian flowers.

(To be Continued.)

Fragment from an unpublished manuscript by a Colonist:

—

In Eastern and Western Canada how glorious are the bril-

liant summers ; with skies as brightly blue as gild the tropic

climes ! Fanned by grateful cooling zephyrs, every thing

around—air, water, forest, meadow, field and glade—are lovely
;

all seem as rivals to contend for beauty's palm. The verdant

mountains, and the crystal floods ; the wild spread forests, and

the fertile plains ; the foaming waterfalls, the gushing rivulets,

the mighty rivers, and the lesser streams ; the rushing, boiling

rapids, and the placid lakes—all sweetly smile ! What lovely

rides in summer and in autumn, on every hand, surround thy

massive walls ! what splendid prospects from thy cloud-capt ci-

tadel appear, thou rock-built ! time-honoured city !—glorious,

invincible Quebec ! ! ! The great, the vast, the wild, the bound-

less ! or the gentle, romantic, cultivated, soft! forests, rivers,

mountains, cataracts, villages ; fleets lading and unlading, or

arriving with swelling sails, in thy magnificent port, or anchor-

ed in the stream, waiting a wind to drive them o'er Saint

Lawrence's crystal waves, on their homeward course, to the an-

cient world, surrounded by busy, bustling, commercial scenes
;

with brilliant, azure, cloudless skies ; Canadian summers are

among the loveliest that can be found around the mighty

globe !
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MY FORTUNE'S M A D E."

Y young friend, Cora Lee, was a gay, dash-

% ing gir!, fond of dress, and looking always as

n if, to use a common saying, just out of a

y f^fl band-box. Cora was a belle, of course,

( and had many admirers. Among the

^ '' number of these, was a young man

named Edward Douglass, who was the very

«' pink" of neatness, in all matters pertaining

to dress, and exceeding particular in his obser-

vance of the little proprieties of life.

[ saw, from the first, that if Douglass pressed

his suit, Cora's heart would be an easy con-

quest': and so it proved.

« How admirably they are fitted for each other," I remarked to

my husband, on the night of the wedding. "Their tastes are

similar, and their habits so much alike, that no violence will be

done to the feelings of either, in the more intimate associations

that marriage brings. Both are neat in person, and orderly by

instinct ; and both have good principles."

" From all present appearances, the match vviii be a good one,r

replied my husband. There was, I thought, something iike re-

servation in his tone.

" Do you really think so?" I said, a little ironically; for Mr.

Smith's approval of the marriage was hardly warm enough to suit

my fancy.

" Oh, certainly ! Why not ?" he replied.

I felt a little fretted at my husband's mode of speaking; but

made no further remark on the subject. He is never very enthu-

siastic nor sanguine, and did not mean in this instance to doubt,

the fitness of the panies for happiness in the marriage st3te, as I

half imagined. For myself, I warmly approved my friend's

choice,, and called her husband a lucky man to secure for his

companion through life a woman so admirably fitted U make one

^ke him bappy. But a visit which I pa d to Cora., one day,

about six weeks after the honeymoon had expired, lessened my
enthusiasm on tne subject, and awoke some unpleasant doubts.

It happened that I called soon after breakfast. Cora met me in

the parlour, looking like a very fright. She wore a soiled and
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rumpled morning wrapper; her hair was in papers; and she

had on dirty stockings, and a pair of old slippers down at the

heels.

« Bless-me, Cora !" said i. " What is the matter 1 Have you
been sick ?"

"No. Why do you ask? Is my dishabille rather on the
extreme?"

" Candidly I think it is, Cora," was my frank answer.

"Oh well ! no matter," she carelessly replied, " my fortune's
made."

" I don't clearly understand you," said i.
11 I'm married you know."
" Yes ; I am aware of that fact."

" No need of being so particular in dress now."
« Why not?"

" Didn't I just say," replied Cora, " My fortune's made. I've

got a husband."

Beneath an air of jesting, was apparent the real earnestness of

my friend.

" You dressed with a careful regard to iaste and neatness in

order to win Edward's love V said 1.

"Certainly I did."

" And should you not do the same in order to retain it ?"

" Why, Mrs. Smith ! Do you think my husband's affection goes

no deeper than my dress ? I should be very sorry indeed to think

that. He loves me for myself."

" No doubt of that in the world, Cora. But remember, that he

cannot see what is in your mind except by what you do or say.

If he admires your taste, for instance, it is not from any abstract

appreciation of it ; but because the taste manifests itself in what

you do. And, depend upon it, he will find it a very hard matter

to approve and admire your correct taste in dress, for instance,

when you appear before him, day after day, in your present unat-

tractive attire. If you do not dress well for your husband's eyes,

for whose eyes, pray, do you dress ? You are as neat when abroad,

as'you were before your marriage."

" As to that, Mrs. Smith, common decency requires me to dress

when I go into the street, or into company ; to say nothing of the

pride one naturally feels in looking well."

" And does not the same common decency and natural pride

argue as strongly in favour of your dressing well at home, and
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for 1 he eye of your husband, whose approval and whose admira-

tion must be dearer to you than the approval and admiration of

the whole world ?"

>( But he doesn't want to see me dressed out in silks and satins

all the time. A pretty bill my dress-maker would have against

him in that event. Edward has more sense than that, I flatter

myself."

" Street or ball-room attire is one thing, Cora ; and becoming

home apparel another. We look for both in their place." .

Thus I argued with the thoughtless young wife ; but my words

made no impression. When abroad, she dressed with exquisite

taste, and was lovely to look upon ; but at home she was careless

and slovenly, and made it almost impossible for those who saw her

to realize that she was the brilliant beauty they had met in

company but a short time before. Bat even ihi.s did not last

long.

The habits of Mr. Douglass, on the contrary, did not change.

He was as orderly as before ; and dressed with the same regard

to neatness. He never appeared at the breakfast-labie in the

morning without being shaved ; nor did he lounge about in the

evening in his shirt-sleeves. The slovenly habits into which

Cora had fallen, annoyed him seriously ; and still more so, when

her carelessness about her appearance began to manifest itself

abroad as well as at home. When he hinted anything on the sub-

ject, she did not hesitate to reply, in a jesting manner, that her

fortune was made, and she need not trouble herself any longer

about how she looked.

Douglass did not feel very much complimented, but as he had

his share of good sense, he saw that to assume a cold and offend-

ed manner would do no good.

" If your fortune is made, so is mine," he replied, on one oc-

casion, quite coolly, and indifferently. Next morning he made
his appearance at the breakfast-table with a beard of twenty-four

hours' growth.

" You haven't shaved this morning, dear ?" said Cora, to

whose eyes the dirty-looking face of her husband was particularly

unpleasant.

" No," he replied, carelessly. " It's a serious trouble to shave

every day."
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lt But you iook so much better with a cleanly shaved face."

<£ Looks are nothing—ease and comfort everything," said

Douglass.

"But common decency, Edward."
" I see nothing indecent in along beard," replied the hus-

band.

Still Cora argued, but in vain Her husband went off to his

business with his unshavaid face.

81 t don't know whether to shave or not," said Douglass, next

morning, running over his rough face, upon which was a beard of

forty-eight hours' growth. His wife had hastily thrown on a

wrapper, and, with slipshod feel, and head like a mop, was

lounging in a large rocking chair awaiting the breakfast bell.

" For mercy's sake, Edward, don't go any longer with that

shockingly dirty face," spoke up Cora. " If you knew how dread-

fully you looked.

"

" Looks are nothing," replied Edward, stroking his beard.

;t Why, what's come over you ail at once ?"

'< Nothing, only it's such a trouble to shave every day."

'But you didn't shave yesterday."

" I know ; 1 am just as well off to-day, as if I had. So much

saved, at any rate."

"But Cora urged the matter j and her husbsnd finally yielded,

and mowed down the luxuriant growth of beard.

" How much better you do look !'
;

said the young wife. 41 Now
don't go another day without shaving."

" But why should I take so much trouble about mere looks 1

I'm just a* good with a long beard as with a short one. It's

a great deal of trouble to shave every day. You can love me
equally as well : and why need 1 care about what others say or

think ?"

On the following morning, Douglass appeared not only with a

long beard, but with a bosom and collar that were both soiled and

rumpled.

"Why, Edward ! how you do look!" said Cera. "You've

neither shaved nor put on a clean shirt."

Edward stroked his face, and run his fingers along tne edge ot

his collar, remarking indifferently, as he did so:
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«< It's no matter. I look well enough. This being so very-

particular in dress, is waste of time ; and I'm getting tired of

it."

And in this trim Douglass went off to his business, much to the
.

annoyance of his wife, who could not bear to see her husband

looking so slovenly.

Gradually the declension from neatness went on, until Edward

was quite a match for his wife; and yet, strange to say, Cora had

not taken the hint, broad as it was. in her own person she was

as untidy as ever.

About six months after their marriage, we invited a few friends

to spend a social evenii.g with us, Cora ami her husband among

the number. Cora came alone, quite early, and said that her hus-

band was very much engaged, and could not come until after tea.

My young friend had not taken much pains with her. attire. In-

deed, her appearance mortified me, as it contiasted so decidedly

with that of the otiier ladies who were present ; and 1 could not

help suggesting to her that she was wrong in being so indifferent

about her dress. But she laughingly replied to me

—

"You know my fortune's made now, Mrs. Smith. I can af-

ford to be negligent in these matters, It's a great waste of time

io dress so much,"

I tried to argue against this, but could make no impressions up.

on her.

About an hour after tea, and while we were all engaged in

pleasant conversation, the door of the parlour opened, and in

walked Mr. Douglass. At first glance 1 thought I must be mista.

ken. Buc no, it was Edward himself. But what a figure he

did cut ! His uncombed hair was standing up, in stiff spikes, in

a hundred different directions; his face could not have felt the

touch of a razor Co: two or three days ; and he was guiltless of

clean linen for at least the same length of time. His vest was
soiled ;

his boots unblacked: and there was an unmistakable hole

in one of his elbows.

" Why, Eil ward !" exclaimed his wife, with a look of mortifi-

cation and distress^ as her husband came across the room, with

a face in which no consciousness of the figure he cut could be

detected.
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" Why, my dear fellow ! What is the matter ?" said my
husband, frankly ; for he perceived that the ladies were beginning

to titter, and that the gentlemen were looking at each other, and
trying to repress their risible tendencies ; and theiefore deemed it

best to throw off all reserve on the subject.

" The matter ? Nothing's the matter, I believe. Why do you

ask V- Douglass looked grave.

" Well, may he ask, what's the matter !" broke in Cora, ener-

getically. " How could you come here in such a plight ?"

" In such a plight?" And Edward looked down at himself,

felt his beard, and run his fingers through his hair. 4t What's the

matter? Is anything wrong ?"

" You look as if you'd just waked up from a nap of a week with

* your clothes on, and come off without washing your face or comb-

ing your hair," said my husband.

" Oh !" And Edward's countenance brightened a little. Then

he said, with much gravity of manner—
44 I've been extremely hurried of late ; and only left my busi.

ness a few minutes ago. 1 hardly thought it worth while to go

home to dress up. I knew we were all friends here. Besides,

4 as my fortune is made 5 "—and he glanced with a look not to be

mistaken, towards his wife—" I don't feel called upon to give as

much attention to mere dress as formerly. Before I was married,

• it was necessary to be particular in these matters, but now it's

of no consequence."

I turned toward Cora. Her lace was like crimson. • In a few

moments she arose and went quickly from the room. I followed

her, and Edward came after us, pretty socn. He found his wife

in tears, and sobbing almost hysterically.

" I've got a carriage at the door," he said to me, aside, half

laughing, half serious. " So help her on with her things, and we'll

retire in disorder."

" But it's too bad in you, Mr. Douglass," replied I.

" Forgive me for making your house the scene of this lesson to

Cora," he whispered. " It had to be given, and I thought I could

venture to trespass upon your forbearance."

" I'll think about that," said 1, in return.

In a few minutes Cora and her husband retired ; and in spite

of good breeding, and everything else, we all had a hearty laugh
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over the matter, on my return to the parlour, where I explained

the curious little scene that had just occurred.

How Cora and her husband settled the affair between them-

selves, I never inquired. But one thing is certain, I never saw

her in a slovenly dress alterwards, at home or abroad. She wa*

cured.

THE GLOWWORM.
[ORIGINAL.]

The lark she has sunk on her grassy nest,

And all nature is hushed in a peaceful rest,

When the light of the glowworm is seen from afar,

As the silvery ray of some distant star !

By her light the nightingale tunes her song,

In the sweetest melody all night long,

And those fair flowers their fragrance shed,

Ffrom which the light of day has fled.

Sweet emblem of hope, that appears most bright,

As it springs through the gloom of the darkest night,

Such rays of joy unto man are given,

To cheer through this vale of tears to Heaven.

And thus throughout nature there lies a spring

Of so pure a source, it will ever bring

A fount of gladness, and peace, and love,

Leading the soul to its home above.

It speaks in the sunset's dying glow,

In the tiny streamlet's sparkling flow,

On the mountain's height, in the flowery vale,

In the balmy zephyr, the rushing gale.

And the flowers that scent the midnight air,

They tell of the land so bright and fair,

Where death ne'er enters the scene of bloom,

Or the garland waves o'er the silent tomb.

And oh how it soothes the sinking heart,

When called from the fondly loved to part,

It sheds through the cloud a cheering light,

As the glowworm gives to the bird of night.

C. H.,

Fern Cliff, Rice Lake.

June 16th, 1853.
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THOUSlfl ON A CHURCHYARD.

Among the many places which cali up associations in the

mind of man, there is perhaps none. to which lie turns more fre-

quently, or on which he dwells with more mournfully-pleasing

reflections, than that in which the ashes of those beloved ly

him are consigned to their lengthened repose-, and where they

who were united in life, and in death not separated, sleep side

by side. If,' by the many vicissitudes to which he is exposed in

this life of change, he is removed to a distance from their nar-

row home, how often does memory place' before hirn their

peaceful graves, and raise in his mind the tenderest feelings,

and call up emotions- painful vet pleasing, of which he wishes

never to be deprived, and which he cherishes with the fondest

affection. On the contrary, ifhe still remains in the neighbour-

hood of the hallowed spot, how often does the twilight hour

find him bending over their lowly bed, and dropping on it the

sacred tear of affection ;—with what melancholy pleasure does

he, on each succeeding visit, draw nigh, and (if living as he

ought) look forward to the time, when having finished his

course, and accomplished that which was given him to do, he

also shall sink to rest near those who have gone before, with

them to await the dread, the awful time when they shall be

aroused from their slumbers by the voice of the archangel and

the trump of God.

Tread softly, for within each hallowed mound

Kepos'j the ashes of the peaceful dead,

Asking no portion hut the scanty ground

Which claims them, now their little life has fled.

Here young and old, the feeble and robust,

Together sleep beneath the verdant sod,

Mingling iheir ashes with their parent dust,

Obedient to the summons of their God.

Here must they sleep, till once tg«in the call

Of him who formed 'hem, breiks upon their rest;

The i s'lall they burst the bonds of mortal thrall,

And trembling there, await their Lord's beheft.

J. C. G.

Toronto, Apiil 13, 1853.
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JEWELLED DOYLEYS.

THE RUBY, BY MRS. P U L L A N.

Materials.— 1 oz. ruby-colored beads, No. 2, and one reel, No 16

Messrs. W. Evans & Co.'s Boar's-head crochet cotton.

Begin by threading all the beads on the cotton
; then make a

chain of 8 stitches, and close into a round. All the d'oyley is done

in Sc, except the edge.

Is* Round. -* 1 Ch, 1 Sc on Sc, * 8 times.

2nd Round.—* 1 Ch, 2 Sc on 2 Sc, * 8 times. It will be observed

that instead of the usual way of increasing by working two stitches

in one, a chain-stitch is made, and one Sc only is worked on each

Sc.

3rd Round.—* I Ch, 3 Sc on Sc, * 8 times.

\th Round.—* 1 Ch, 4 Sc on Sc, * 8 times.

5th Round * 1 Ch, 5 Sc on Sc, * 8 times.

6th Round.—* 1 Ch, 6 Sc on Sc, * S times.

1th Round.—* 1 Ch, 7 Sc on Sc, * 8 times.

1st Bead Round.—* 2 cotton, 6 beads, * 8 times.

2nd Round.—* 4 beads, coming over 2 cotton, and 1 bead at each

side, 5 cotton over 4 beads, * 8 times.

3rd Round.—* 2 beads over the centre 2 of 4, 8 cotton, * 8 times.

4//i Round.—* 3 beads, the first 2 over 2, 3 cotton, 1 bead, 4 cotton,

* 8 times.
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5th Round.—" 7 beads (the first over first of last round,) 5 cotton,

* 8 times* End with one bead on the last stitch.

6th Round.—" 6 beads, (1st on 1st,) 6 cotton, 1 bead, * 8 times.

1th Round.—* 3 beads, 10 cotton, 1 bead, • 8 times. End with 2
beads.

Sth Round.—9
3 beads, 10 cotton, 2 beads, * 8 times. End with 3

beads.

9th Round.—* .3 beads, 11 cotton, 3 beads, * 7 times, 3 beads.

This round is not perfect.

10th Round.—* 3 cotton over cotton, 1 bead, 4 cotton, 4 beads, 1

cotton, 3 beads, * 8 times.

11th Round.— * 2 cotton, 9 beads, 3 cotton, (over 1 bead, 1 cotton,)

3 beads, * 8'times.

12th Round.—3 cotton over 2, * 7 beads, 5 cotton, 4 beads, 2 cot-

ton, * 8 times.

12th Round.—* 1 cotton, 5 beads, 5 cotton, 3 beads, 1 cotton, 2

beads, 1 cotton, * 8 times.

14M Round.—* 4 cotton, (over 1 cotton, 2 beads,) 3 beads, 5 cotton,

4 beads, (the last on last of 3,) 4 cotton, * 8 times.

15th Round.—* 2 cotton, 5 beads, (the last on last of 3,) 3 cotton,

6 beads, 5 cotton, * 8 times.

16th Round.—* 13 beads, 1 cotton, 2 beads, 6 cotton on 5, * 7 times.

Eighth time, 4 cotton only on 3.

11th Round.—* 9 beads, 1 cotton, 4 beads, 2 cotton, (last over 1

cotton,) 3 beads, 4 cotton over 3, * 7 times. Eighth time, 3 cotton

on 2.

ISth Round. -* 9 beads, 1 cotton, 5 beads, 2 cotton on 1, 7 times.

Eighth, 1 cotton.

19th Round.— * 5 beads, 5 cotton, 5 beads, 10 cotton, (over 9

stitches,) * 8 times.

20th Round.—* 3 beads, 8 cotton, (over 7 stitches,) 5 beads, 5

cotton, I bead, 4 cotton, * 8 times.

21st Rmnd.—* 3 beads over 3, 10 cotton (making 1,) 5 beads,

(beginning on 2nd of 5,) 3 cotton, 2 beads, 4 cotton, • 8 times.

22nd Round.—* 3 beads on 3, 12 cotton, (making 1,) 9 beads, 4

cotton, * 8 times.

23rd Round.—* 3 beads on 3, 6 cotton, 4 beads, 3 cotton, 7 beads,

(on centre 7 of 9,) 5 cotton, * 8 times.

21th Round.-* 3 beads on 3, 6 cotton on 5, 6 beads, 14 cotton,
*

8 times.

25th Round.—* 4 beads, (beginning over 1st of 3,) 7 cotton, (5 on

and 1 bead,) 5 beads, 14 cotton, * 8 times.

26th Round.—* 1 cotton over 1 bead, 4 beads, 3 cotton, 1 bead, 3

c otton, 4 beads, (over last 4 of 5,) 13 cotton, * 8 limes.
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21th Round.—* 2 cotton on 1 cotton, 8 beads, 3 cotton, 4 beads,

13 cotton, * 8 times.

28th Round.—* 3 cotton over 2 C and 1 B, 6 beads, 3 cotton, 4

beads, 14 cotton, * 8 times.

29th Round.—* 4 cotton, 3 beads (the 1st over 2nd of 6,) 3 cotton,

5 beads, 16 cotton, * 8 times, 5 cotton.

30th Round.—* 9 beads, beginning on 2nd of 3, 21 cotton, * S

times.

Do one round of cotton only, and then one of beads.

Border.—* 2 Sc cotton, 15 beads, 2 cotton, 13 chain with a bead

on each, miss 12, * 8 times.

2nd Round.—2 slip on 2 cotton, * 2 Sc with cotton, Oil the first 2

beads, § 1 bead, I cotton, § alternately 6 times, 1 cotton, 5 Ch, with

beads, 1 Sc with bead on 4th of 13, 7 Ch with beads, mis* 5 of 13,

Sc with bead on next, 5 Ch with beads, * 8 times.

3rd Round.—* 2 Sc with cotton on 2nd Sc and 1 bead § 1 bead, 1

cotton, § 5 times, 1 cotton, 5 Ch with beads, 1 Sc with bead on 4th

of 5, 6 Ch with beads, 1 Sc on 4th of 7 with beads, 6 Ch with beads,

Sc with bead on 2nd of 5 Sc, 5 Ch with beads, * 8 times.

4//i Round,—* 2 Sc cotton as before, § 1 bead over cotton, 1 cotton

over bead, § 4 times. 1 more cotton, 5 Ch with beads, 1 Sc with

bead on 4th of 5, 6 Ch with beads, 1 Sc with bead on 4th of 6, 6 Ch

with bead, 1 Sc with bead on 3rd of next 6, 6 Ch with beads, I Sc

with bead on 2nd of 5, 5 Ch with beads.

These Doyleys must be washed with white Windsor soap and soft

water only. When quite clean rinse them in fresh water, and hang

them beTore a fire, or in the air to dry. When nearly dry, pull them

out into shape. On no account use any starch, nor an iron. Beads

when of good quality, and properly washed, will remain for years

uninjured.

[Written for the Maple Loaf.

MOTHER!
Mother ! It is the dearest of names. Lai those who have

a mother cherish her tenderly and kindly, for she fills a place

in the heart which none other can. She has watched over you

from your very birth, she has soothed your couch of languish,

ing, entered into all your pleasures, and sympathised in all your

sorrows. She first taught you to pray ; and though in after

years you may wander from the path of duty, that simple pray-

er, rising in the still watches of the night, may be the beacon
light which will save you from danger.
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!

Mothers have an untold power over the hearts of their chil-

dren; they have the key, and when none else can bring down

the stern heart, they may unlock the fountain of tender emo-

tions. As the gardener forms and bends the vine, so the mo-
ther her child, and it is not known how much the mind and

character of a child are influenced before it can even lisp a

word ; but impressions received from a mother can never be

effaced. Woman has a certain intuitive power of entering into

the innermost feelings of the heart, and binding up the wound-

ed tendrils which contact with the world have rudely bent; but

by none is this power possessed as by a mother. The criminal

in his cell, hardened and inaccessible at every other point,

trembles and falters, and becomes a child at the mention of the

mother of his tender years, if we study the biographies of

men who were intellectually or morally wise, we may general-

ly trace their excellence to maternal influence exercised in

youth.

1 had once a mother ; she was a beautiful angelic spirit, and

although early bereft of her, there are many pleasant cir-

cumstances connected with her lite, around which memory loves

to linger. She generously attended to the wants of the poor,

sought out scenes of sickness and distress, and with gentle

words kindly encouraged ihe despairing and forlorn. (3h ! if 1

could but recall my mother, how carefully would I guard each

word or thought, that they might not cause her gentle heart to

grieve ; for there are certain wayward acts of childhood which

rush unbidden to my memory, slight, perchance, they may

have been, yet 1 would fain forget them. I well remember

when we walked out, to take a last farewell of the grave of my

sister ;
my mother's cheek was pale as she spoke of her own

death, and urged me to seek the Saviour, who was so precious

to her, in my early years, that I might be able to say with Ruth,

" Thy God shall be my God.' ' Sometimes I fancy my mother's

spirit hovering over me, and it is this which has soothed my

heart, and cheered many a lonely moment since her spirit soar-

ed away. When I hear the music of the wind rustling amongst

the leaves at sunset, I fondly imagine it is my mother singing

again the songs of childhood ; she was a glad and attentive ob-

server of nature ; she loved the minute as well as tho sublime
;
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and by associating all with the Creator, she enhanced her own

pleasure, and raised in the mind of her child a longing after

the sacred joys of heaven, a longing which increases with

my years, and bursts forth in overwhelming emotions and ear-

nest prayer. But, while I linger in this world,—Oh ! pray my
own sweet mother, that my spirit may be gentle, my life thine,

and mine thy peaceful end.

Montreal, June 17th, 1853. L.

[For the Maple Leaf

TWILIGHT MUSINGS.

Eve drops her starry veil o'er earth,

The sun sinks down afar,

Now holy hopes and joys have birth

—

The glare of day seems little worth
;

While music, all too pure for mirth,

Swells high, then melts in air.

Borne gently on the rustling air,

Come angel notes of love,

Bidding me struggle with despair

—

Bear manfally my load of care

—

Then rise, their better part to share,

And dwell with them above.

I listen to the thrilling strain

—

On fancy's ear it rings

;

It lightens half my load of pain,

Tells me that all below is vain
j

And longing now with them to reign,

I stretch my tetter'd wings.

But ah ! how mighty still the cords

That bind, Oh Earth, to thee !

The gentle tones, the loving words,

The scenes which mem'ry's pen records,

The wither'd hopes, the vain regards,

Forbid me to be free.

Yet will I list that rapturous song,

Whose notes sound evermore j

And bearing up 'mid toil for wrong

—

E'en though the night seem dark and long,—

Prepare to join the white-robed throng

On life's all-verdant shore.

J E H
Montreal, June 23, 1853. '

'

'



30 THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

SELECTED.

All deep feeling is still, in happiness as well as in grief. Hence, there are
appeals upraised to the ever-sympathizing moon, irom hearts so richly

I aden, that they sail like gold.freighted vessels, silently along the bosom of

life's ocean, and no one hears their shout of exultation, even when near
some long wished for haven ; for all great happiness is fearful as well as still.

The heart does not trumpet forth its wealth any more than its heaviest loss.

It knows that shipwrecks happen to the barque returning home, and already
touching on the happy shore. How blessed will be that harbor of safety

from whence the storm bound vessel 6hall go no more out forever.

Example.—One watch set right will do to try many by
; but, on the other

hand, one that goes wrong may be the means of misleading a whole neigh-

borhood ; and the same may be said of the example we individually set to

those around us.

Six things, says Hamilton, are requisite to create a " happy home."
Integrity must be the architect, and tidiness the upholsterer. It must be

warmed by affection, lighted up with cheerfulness ; and industry must be

the ventilator, renewing the atmosphere, and bringing a fresh salubrity day
by day

;
while, over all, as a protecting canopy of glory, nothing will suf-

fice except the blessing of God.

The Golden Island is situated at the junction of the Grand Imperial
Canal and the Great Yang-tse Kiang River. The Island " rises majestic
ally above the broad flood of the Kiang, which here presents a continued

scene of animation, from the arrival and departure of junks, boats, and other

vessels trading with the flourishing city of Qua-tchow. The delicate pa-

goda, a feature for ages identified with Chinese landscape," is a prominent
and splendid object.

Advice Gratis to Wives.—There are three things which a good wife

should resemble, and yet those three things she should not resemble. She
should be like a town-clock—keep time and regularity : she should not be

like a Uwn-clock—speak so loud that all the town may hear her. She
should be like a snail—prudent, and keep within her own house : she

should not be like a snail—carry all she has upon her back. She should

be like an echo—speak when spoken to: she should not be like an echo

—

determined to have the last word.

A Remarkable Telescope.—" Do you see that church V said Sir Fred-

erick Flood to a friend. " No, it is scarcely discernible, and 1 am short-

sighted." " Ay, I know, it is a mile off, but when I look through my ex-

cellent new telescope, it brings it so close I can hear the organ playing."

The ready wit of a true born Irishman, however humble, is exceeded only by his

gallantry. " A few days since," says an exchange paper, " we observed a case in

point. A sudden gust of wind took a parasol from the hand of its owner, and before

one had a chance to recollect whether it would be his etiquette to catch the parasol

of a lady to whom he had never been introduced, a lively Emeralder dropped his hod
of bricks, caught the parachute in the midst of its ellesler gyrations, and presented it

to the loser, with a low bow. • Faith, madam,' said he as he did so, l
if you were as

strong as you are handsome, it could' nt have got away from you.' ' Which shall I

thank you for first, the service or the compliment?' asked the lady smilingly. ' Troth,
madam,' said Pat, again touching the place where once stood Hie brim of what was
a beaver, ' that look of your beautiful eyes thanked me for both.' "

"At Beauty's door of glass,

As Wit and Wealth once stood,

They asked her which might pass ?

fcJhe said—He might who could.

With golden key Wealth thought
The barrier to undo

;

But Wit a diamond brought,
And cut his bright way through."
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RECIPES.
To Wash a Black Lace Veil.—Mix bullock's gall with sufficient hot

water to make it as warm as you can bear your hand in. Then pass the

veil through it. It must be squeezed, not rubbed. It will be well to per-

fume the gall with a little musk. Next rinse the veil through two cold

waters, tinging the last with indigo. Then dry it. Have ready in a pan

some stiffening, made by pouring boiling water on a very small piece of

glue. Put the veil into it, squeeze it out, stretch it, and clap it. After,

wards, pin it out to dry on a linen cloth, making it very straight and even,

taking care to open and pin in the edge very nicely. When dry, iron it on

the wrong side, having laid a linen cloth over the ironing-table blanket.

Any article of black lace may be washed in the same manner.

Preservation of Books.—A lew drops of any perfumed oil will secure

libraries from the consuming effects of mouldiness and damp. Russian

leather, which is perfumed with the tar of the birch-tree, never moulds ;

and merchants suffer large bales of this article to lie in the London docks in

the most exposed manner, knowing that it cannot get any injury from damp.

EDITORIAL.

We make our Editorial salutations to the patrons of the Maple Leaf at

the commencement of a new volume. It may be well to mention that the

work is especially intended for family reading. While its articles are all

written, or selected with reference to the varied tastes and feelings which

find place in the home circle, it will be found suited to the general reader, and

interesting from this variety. We intend to give information, as well as af.

ford amusement ; and we hope to succeed in this respect. The size of the

Magazine precludes the idea of lengthened discussions on any subject, and

we shall trust most to a skilful selection of topics to please.

Articles delineating events and scenes which have transpired in the Pro-

vince, will be welcomed. Touches from pens which love to trace the early

stages of progress in a community, and enliven their sketches by bringing to

light incidents and legends relating to the wonderful past, will find a corner

for such tracery in our Magazine.

Hints on scientific subjects, the discoveries and improvements of the age,

or the wonders of nature, will be well received, and find place in the pages

devoted to the iS Useful and Agreeable."

Nearly all the articles in the present number have been written expressly

for it. We thank our contributors for their promptness in sending

their articles. Several new names will be noticed, among whom we gladly

number the writer of the pleasing " Sketch of the Aztec Empire."

Seated at our table, we are taking a mental observation of the coun-

try ; and our heart beats quickly as we think of the many kind and indulgent

friends our little Magazine already numbers. We learned in our childhood

some such sentiment as this—that if we wish to love a country or people, or

take an interest in any good cause, we must try and do something for that

country or people, or contribute to the advancement of good. The truth

stood out, like all such truths, in a kind of skeleton distinctness before our

reverential gaze ; but it is clothed now, and enshrined in our affectionate

apprehension ! Experience is an excellent teacher.
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Sketch of the Fall of the Aztec Empire, with the Destruction of Mexico.

(Continued.)

ernando Cortes was the son of a

Spanish gentleman in the middle

ranks of society. The elder Cortes

had followed the profession of arms,

but was unwilling his son should

enter into military life. From a

child the young Hernando ex-

hibited oreal quickness ana* readi-

ness of apprehension, joined to a

restless energy and love of

enterprise, indomitable perse-

verance, and in-

trepid courage.

The faults that

usually accom-

pany such a dis-

position, were not

wanting in his

case. He was idle, averse to s'.udy, and impatient of control.

He was originally intended for the law, but his erratic genius

could not bend itself to the labor of a legal education
; and at

the age of seventeen, his parents reluctantly consented to his fol-

lowing the leading of his own enterprising mind. His first essay

was to accompany a small squadron of vessels bound for the

Indian Islands. On arriving at Hispanola, he settled down for

a short time upon a grant of land which he obtained from the

Governor. This quiet life did not, however, suit his ardent

temperament. He took advantage of the first opportunity to en-

gage in active service. Such an opening occurred in the con-

quest of Cuba under Velasquez, who subsequently became Gover-

nor of the island. The courage and activity displayed brought

Cortes into great favor with Velasquez, who assisted him in vari-

ous ways ; but this favor was not of long continuance. Cortes,

by his own imprudence, got into serious difficulties; was twice

a prisoner, but each time managed to make his escape
;
and,

finally, a reconciliation took place, though Cort6s never again
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was received into the same favor. From this period we may
date that secret, but deeply rooted jealousy which Velasquez felt

towards Cortex, which increased with the growing fayor of the

young adventurer, and caused him many an anxious hour. The
new colonies of the West Indian Islands were from time to time

greatly excited by accounts of recent discoveries along the coasts

of the New World. Velasquez, who was not destitute of enter-

prise and energy, resolved to send forth an armament to prose-

cute these discoveries. After various delays, Cortes was ap-

pointed Captain General of the expedition, and sailed in com.

mand, November 18th, 1518. The force which Cortes led

seemed very insufficient for any great danger
;
they amounted to

one hundred and ten mariners, five hundred and fifty-three

soldiers, thirty-two cross-bowmen and thirteen arquebusiers, ten

heavy guns and four lighter pieces. His cavalry consisted of

sixteen horse. At this time Corte3 little knew the great things

he was destined to accomplish ; it was only step by step the

idea opened itself to his mind. Could he have seen at a glance

all the difficulties he was about to encounter, all the dangers and

hardships he must endure, even a courage inflexible as his own

must have shrunk from the contest.

Cortes's mind was deeply imbued with the religious fervor of

the day j and the conviction never left him that his mission was

a sacred one,—that the abolition of the heathen wTorship of the

Mexicans, and the establishment of Christianity, was an object

to be attained at any expense. We are not at liberty to doubt

the sincerity of Cortes any more than that of Paul, who once, in

persecuting the people of God, verily thought he did God service.

Cortes was ever ready to sacrifice a temporal advantage to en-

sure a religious one. He constantly placed before himself and

his followers, that the great end of their undertaking was the

demolition of the temples of idolatrous worship, and the planting

of the sacred symbol of Christianity in their stead. In the prose-

cution of this object, Cortes owed much to Father Almedo, who

united in a rare degree ardent zeal with wisdom and discretion.

He ever opposed conversion by force, trusting more to the eflect

of example and the preaching of the gentle, peaceable doctrines

of his faith,— too often, alas! opposed to the practice of his

companions. Cortes also received much assistance from an
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Indian girl, named Marina, who, at an early period, became

attached to the expedition, and by her knowledge of the lan-

guage, rendered most essential service to the Spaniards. She

soon identified herself with* their interests, and never swerved

from her fidelity
;
rendering herself, by her amiable and gentle

conduct, her ready sympathy with distress, her active and intel-

ligent assistance in times of difficulty and danger, equally be-

loved and esteemed.

After coasting among the neighboring islands, Cortes landed

on the spot where now stands the city of Vera Cruz, then a

desolate beach, with a wide and level plain of sand in the back-

ground. By the aid of a few small trees, mats, and cotton car-

pets, the Spaniards formed a small encampment, where they were

soon visited by many of the natives, who came to gaze on the

wonderful strangers, bringing with them fruits, game, &c.

Presently an embassy from Montezuma was announced, who
presented the Spanish General with a magnificent present of the

various fabrics of the country. Cortes seems at once to have

formed the resolution of making his way to Mexico, allured as

much by his desire of conquest as his love of gold, which was
greatly excited by the splendid specimens of the gold and jewels

sent by Montezuma. In place, however, of receiving an invita-

tion to visit the Capital, he was met by an express prohibition.

This did not, however, induce him to abandon the idea, but

showed him the necessity of a wise and cautious policy. One
of his earliest endeavors was to found a colony that would at

once command a commodious harbor, form a depository for arti-

cles of commerce and barter, prove a city of refuge in case of

adverse fortune, and a retreat for the wounded and disabled.

The new city of Villa Rica was situated in a wide and open

plain on the Gulf of Mexico, considerably north of the modern

town of Vera Cruz. It was soon duly provided with a Civil

Constitution. Magistrates were elected, and Cortes placed at

the head of the colony as Governor and Director General.

The first Indian city of any note visited by the Spaniards was
Cempoalla, which was said to contain from twenty to thirty

thousand inhabitants. Here they were received as friends by

the Caciques, and were hospitably entertained. Here Cortes

learnt the disaffection that existed between Montezuma and his
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distant vassals, and resolved to profit by the intelligence. He
was well aware that his single arm could do little against the

legions of the Indian Monarch, and that his hope of success lay

either in arming one half of the kingdom against the other, or in

forming an alliance with its powerful enemies. The event proved

the truth of his anticipations. But Cortes foresaw other difficul-

ties that required more than ordinary caution and policy to deal

with. Disaffection appeared in his little camp A conspiracy

was actually formed to seize one of the ships and return to Cuba,

and report to Velasquez the proceedings of Cortes. Fortunately,

this plan was defeated. One of the party betrayed the rest.

Cortes immediately seized the ringleaders, and by the severity

and promptness of their punishment, struck a salutary terror into

the rest. In order to leave his followers no alternative but con-

quest or death, he resolved to destroy the shipping, and thus pre-

vent the hope of return to their own country. This he did, cast-

ing over the transaction the veil of necessity, alleging the ships

were not seaworthy. It needed all the consummate address and

presence of mind that peculiarly characterized the Spanish Gen-

eral to enable him to appease the murmurings of the soldiers,

and induce them to second his efforts ; but his politic oratory

finally prevailed, and the pent-up feelings of rage and despair

with which they were met, found vent in enthusiastic shouts,

—

" To Mexico !
" " To Mexico !

"

The little band were now fairly embarked in the great enter-

prise. They turned their faces towards Mexico ; and leaving

their infant colony, traversed the wide plain that extends from

the sea coast to the Valley of Mexico. At times their road lay

through a country rich in all the treasures of agriculture, aided

by a most genial climate,—"a land where fruits and flowers

chase one another in an unbroken circle through the year, where

the gales are loaded with perfumes, and the groves are filled with

many-colored birds." The journey did not continue long so

agreeable. They soon experienced a change of climate ; cold

winds, with rain, sleet, and hail, drenched their clothes, and pro-

duced much sickness and sulfering. But dangers of a sterner

nature waited them ere long. They were about to encounter

an enemy in the field justly held in the highest estimation as

warriors, to whom belonged the exclusive glory of having sue-
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cessfully resisted the innovations of Montezuma,—the Republic

ofTiascala. Xicolencatt at this time presided over it, an old

man, and nearly blind, but full of fire and wise in counsel. To
all Cortes's propositions of friendship, he replied by tokens of

avowed hostilities.

Various skirmishes, and several hard fought battles ensued

before Cortes entered the city of Uascala as its conqueror.

His final triumph was one of the most important events in the

history of the conquest ;—without it, Cortes could never have

met with the success he did. A long and deadly hatred existed

between the Tlascalans and the Aztecs, and of this he availed

himself to the utmost, and easily engaged the now humbled

chiefs to enter into an alliance that had for its object the des-

truction of their greatest enemies. After remaining three

weeks in Tlascala, and receiving much kindness and hospitality

from its inhabitants, Cortes, with a large body of Tlascalan

allies, once more set out for Mexico.

Six leagues from Tlascala, is situated the Indian City of

Cholula, a populous and wealthy city—one of the many depen-

dencies of the Capital. The reception of the Spaniards by the

inhabitants was apparently frank and hospitable ;—their pro-

fessions of friendship were relied on but too securely. Cortes

had well nigh paid dearly for his temerity. The Spaniards had

not been many days resident in the city before this show of

kindliness visibly decreased
;
and, through the active and in-

telligent observation of Marina, the young interpreter, a con-

spiracy was discovered, to surprise and cut off the whole

Spanish force. It was intended to reserve some of the prson-

ers for sacrifice, and send the rest in chains to Montezuma.

Cortes no sooner possessed himself of these facts, than he

resolved to make such an example of the guilty parties as would

strike terror into the whole nation, and manifest, at once, their

own strength and resolution. He informed the Chief of the

Council of his intention of leaving the city on the following

morning—but, before his departure, requested the attendance

of the principal citizens. When all were assembled in the

large square where his troops were quartered, Cortes at once

openly accused them of the treacherous plot just discovered.

Astonished at the sudden accusation, the Cholulians could find
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no way of escape. No denial or excuse would avail them now.

Suddenly, a report was heard, and, at the given signal, every

musket and cross-bow was levelled at the defenceless multitude,

who, half-naked, and wholly unarmed, sto^d crowded together

in the square, and were shot down like a herd ot deer. What
began in a massacre, ended in a general fight. The citizens,

seizing whatever arms they could lay hold of, attacked the

Spaniards on all sides, who, but for the succor of the Tlascalans,

who came up at this juncture, might have easily been over-

powered. As soon as Cortes perceived enough had been

done to secure his own power, and humble his enemies, he

put a stop to the slaughter, and then directed all his energies to

restore tranquillity and order.

Having arranged the civil affairs of this city, where his resi-

dence was long remembered by the tragedy just related, he

again set forward on his journey, leaving behind him a salutary

terror, while the fame of his exploits spreading far and wide,

prepared his way to future conquest. It was not long before

the adventurers found themselves in the Valley of Mexico.

Now, all their most sanguine expectations, their most brilliant

imaginations were more than realized when they beheld the

abundant fertility of this beautiful valley. They stood entranced

at the loveliness of the scene, and exclaimed, " It is the pro-

mised land."

It was the 8th November, 1519, that Cortes entered Mexico,

surrounded by his small body of horse, and followed by the

Spanish infantry—the Tlascalan allies forming the rear-guard

of the troops. Meantime, Montezuma, who was perfectly

acquainted with every step of the Spaniard's progress, after

much vacillation of purpose, made up his mind to receive the

Spaniards as friends, and show them the hospitality due to

guests and ambassadors of a foreign prince. When made aware

of their near approach) attended by his nobles, he met them in

all the pomp of a mighty Sovereign, welcomed them with ap-

parent cordiality, and assigned them suitable quarters in the

town. The residence appropriated to Cortes and his troops

had been the Palace of Montezuma's father. The apartments

were large, surrounding a court. The best were adorned with

the gay cotton draperies and feather hangings of the nation
;
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and white mats, and beds of palm leaves completed the simple

furniture of the Mexican habitations. Here, then, the Spaniards

settled themselves, and, for some time, were fully engaged in

visiting all that was worthy of note in this remarkable city-

Montreal, June, 1853.

{To be Continued.)

MEXICAN BOA SNAKES.
I stepped aside for a moment to admire a rich tuft of large

purple flowers, my mule having plodded on about eight or ten

yards ahead, when, as I turned from the flowers toward the

path, a sensation, as of a flash of lightning, struck my sight,

and I saw a brilliant and powerful snake winding its coils

round the head and body of the poor siule. It was a large and

magnificent boa, of a black and yellow color, and it had en-

twined the poor beast so firmly in its folds, that ere he had

time to utter more than one feeble cry, he was crushed and

dead. The perspiration broke out on my forehead as I thought

of my own narrow escape ; and only remaining a moment to

view the movements of the monster as he began to uncoil him-

self, T rushed through the brushwood, and did not consider my.

self safe until I was entirely free of the forest.

—

Mason's Pic-

tures of Mexico.

ORIGIN OF FOOLSCAP.

Every schoolboy knows what foolscap paper is, but we

doubt whether one in a hundred, that daily use it, can tell why

it was so called. ,

-

When Oliver Cromwell became Protector, after the execution

of Charles I., he caused the stamp ot the cap of liberty to be

placed upon the paper used by the government. Soon alter

the restoration of Charles II., having occasion to use some

paper for dispatches, some of his government paper was brought

to him. On looking at it, and discovering the stamp, he in-

quired the meaning of it : and on being told, he said, "Take
it away ; I will h ive nothing to do with a fool's cap."

Thus originated the term Foolscap, which has since been ap-

plied to a size of writing paper, usually about 16 by 13 inches.





THE OTTAWA RIVER AND ITS VALLEY. 41

THE OTTAWA RIVER AND ITS VALLEY.

We present our readers in this number an engraving which

faithfully represents one of the many beautiful scenes on ihe

Ottawa River. This mighty stream, with its many beautiful

lakes, wooded islands, and great cascades, is beginning to at-

tract the attention, not only of the lumberman, but also of the

pleasure traveler, who loves to gaze upon the beautiful and

sublime works of nature. Ottawa is an Indian word, and sig-

nifies the ear,—but why this noble river should be called the

ear, we have no means of ascertaining. If our red brethren

call it the ear of the St. Lawrence, it is, indeed, an exceedingly

long ear, and takes in sounds from a wide extent of cour.try.

The word is accented on the second syllable by the Aborigines,

and pronounced Ot-taw-wah. This mighty river is nearly one

thousand miles in length, and drains eighty thousand superfi-

cial miles of territory, one half of which is yet unexplored, and

only occupied by wandering families of Indians and their wild

game. Bu' for the voyageurs to Hudson Bay, the foot-print of

the white man would seldom be seen in this great wilderness.

Here we have a country spread out before us, eight times as

large as the State of Vermont, and capable of sustaining

several millions of inhabitants, with a noble river coursing

through it, resembling the Rhine in its length, and the Danube

in its volume, In the spring, or the first of summer, the water

passing in this river is equal to that flowing over Niagara

Falls, and twice the common volume of the muck celebrated

Ganges.

Many of its tributaries, which scarcely have a place in a

map, if they ran in other sections of our globe, would be cele-

brated in story and in song, and thousands of pilgrims would

be wending their way to visit them. Tt is a curious fact, that

three of the great rivers of Canada,—the Ottawa, St. Maurice,

and Saguenay, take their rise not far apart in the unbroken

forest of the North, and roll on to the glorious St Lawrence,

which bears them to the. Atlantic Ocean. The time is not flu-

distant when thousands upon thousands will ascend the Ottawa,

for the purpose of viewing its beautiful lakes and picturesque

islands, its grand rapids and sublime cascades, as they now

descend the noble St. Lawrence to behold its glorious scenery.
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The cut which we introduce to our readers is a correct picture

of the Georgian Springs, whose mineral waters are beginning

to attract the attention of the public. It is a beautiful cozy

little spot, but a few rods from the banks ofthe Ottawa. In front

ofa bluffof blue limestone, at the base ofwhich the waters bubble

up, is a beautiful lakelet, nearly a mile long, and about half a mile

wide, which, in a still moonlit night, looks like a large mirror

set in a frame of wooded hills. A creek, navigable for small

boats and canoes, issues from the centre of this beautiful sheet

of water, opposite the Springs, and runs into the Ottawa.

Flocks of deer once resorted to these Springs to slake their

thirst in its saline waters, and crop the green herbs that grew

upon the shores of this lakelet. Pontiac, that brave Indian

warrior and high-minded man, who still lives in the memory

of thousands, no doubt has followed the trail of many a deer to

those Springs, and made them minister to his physical wants.

He was a noble Indian, and the waters of the Ottawa have

borne him and his canoe thousands of miles. What a thrilling

spectacle to see him in his fragile birch descend the foaming

rapids, and shoot into the still waters below ! And yet his

practiced arm and steady eye, assured him of safety. We love

the red man, and would teach our children to respect his race,

which once owned all the Ottawa, and its great watershed.

Before we close this brief article upon the Ottawa and its

beautiful scenes, we would say a few words of the lumbermen.

It is a fact worthy of being recorded, and long retained in

memory, that these hardy and industrious men cheerfully en-

gage in their laborious work, on the principle of total absti-

nence from all intoxicating drinks. This is creditable to both

employer and employee. Once, large quantities of intoxicat-

ing beverages were used in the logging camps upon the Ottawa

and its tributaries ;—but now the cask or the jug is seldom seen

in the timber-forests. They have become a Maine Law unto

ihemselves, and the liquid-poison no longer fires their brains,

weakens their arms, or renders the blow of the axe uncertain

and unprofitable. Such an example among this hardy and

laborious race of men, is worthy of all praise, and ought to be

followed by those in the less toilsome and more fashionable

walks of life.
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TO THE MOTHER OF LITTLE ALICE.

Ami I heard the voice of harpers harping with their hiu

Floating o'er the evening landscape

Come iEolian tones of love
j

Grandly swelling', sweetly blending,

Softly now the strain is ending,

Dying in the vault above.

Hark ! again the chorus rises
;

Richest melody I hear

;

Wafted in harmonious conceit,

Circling vast, the wondrous descant

Falls upon the ravish'd ear.

Fitfully the music echoes
;

Spirit voices hover near,

Singing notes in joyful measure,

Speaking oft of choicest treasure ;

Safely kept from every fear.

Soar aloft on fiith's light pinions,

Weeping mother— stricken one,

Thy beloved hath not perished,

Though to thee most dear and cherish'd,

Jesus gently called her home.

List ! oh mother, voices heavenly

Mingle with seraphic joy.

Babes of earth in purest vesture,

Cleansed from all of sinful nature,

Chant His love without alloy.

There the infant spirits revel

O'er the fields of sacred light,

And with harp and crown of glory,

Rapt they listen to the story,

Glowing with the Saviour's might.

Lovingly the tender Shepherd

Guards and keeps His scattered fold,

Taking oft from earthly pastures

Lambs of fairest form and features,

To enjoy His bliss untold.

Hear the voice of Jesus saying,
11 Suffer her to come to me,

Suffer me to call my chosen,

Look upon my glorious token

Stamping her among the free."
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/ Rising gladly, hor sweet spirit

Felt the times of pain no more;

Lightly did her swift feet follow,

Soaring high o'er surge and billow,

Till they reach'd the eternal shore.

Through the mist of tears and sadness,

Mother lift thy sorrowing eye

—

Now thy heart is torn with anguish,

And thy dearest hopt-s all languish,

Withex'd like this tender tie.

But, around the tomb there cluster

Hopes and joys of heavenly birth,

—

Flow'rets bloom, and springs are gushing,

Soothing tones our griefs are hu?hing,

While we linger yet on earth.

Here the master bids us labor

Waiting our appointed hour,

Till he send a loving message,

Warning us with truest presage,

We must bend to Death's stern power.

Then ascending, shall our footsteps,

Trace the path our lov'd have trod,

Till with them it) blissful mansions

—

Freed from all our mortal passions

—

We shall praise the incarnate God.

Montreal, July 2, 1853 E. H. L.

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER
;
OR, RUMBLES IN THE CANADIAN FOREST.

By Mrs. Traill, Aulhoress of the "Canadian Crusoes," &c.

CHAPTER VIII.

NURSE TELLS LADY MA ItY ABOUT A LITTLE BOY THAT WAS EATEN BY A BEAR IN

THE PROVINCE OF NEW BRUNSWICK— OF A BABY THAT WAS CARRIED AWAY,

BUT TAKEN ALIVE— A WALK IN THE GARDEN—HUMMING BIRDS—CANADIAN

BALSAMS.

" Nurse," said lady Mary, " did you ever hear of any one

being eaten by a wolf or a bear ?

"

" I have heard of such things happening, my dear, in this

country ; but only in lonely, unsettled parts of the country, near

swampland deep woods."

tC Did you ever know of any little boy or girl that was carried

off by a wolf or a bear?" asked the child.
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"No, my lady, not in Canada, though such accidents may

have happened
;

but, when I was a young girl, I went to New
Brunswick ; that you know, my lady, is one ot the British Pro.

vinces on the other side of the St. Lawrence. It lies to the

east of this, and is a cold and rather barren country. There

are many minerals,—such as coal, limestone, and marble,—and

vast forests of pine, with many small lakes and rivers. It re-

sembles Lower Canada in many respects ; but is not so pleasant

as the Province of Upper Canada, neither is it so productive.

Thirty years ago it was not so well cleared or cultivated as it is

now, and the woods were full of wild beasts that dwelt among

the swamps and wild rocky valleys. Bears, wolves, and cat-

amounts abounded, with foxes of several kinds, and many of the

tine furred and smaller species of animals, which were much

sought for on account of their skins. Well, my dear, near the

little village where my aunt and uncle were living, there were

great tracts of unbroken swamps and forests, and, of course,

many of the^wild animals hidden in them. A sad accident hap-

pened a few days before we arrived, which caused much sor-

row and no little fright in the place.

"An old man went out into the woods one morning with his

little grandson to look for the oxen, which had strayed froijn the

clearing. They had not gone many yards from the enclosure,

when they heard a crackling and rustling of the underwood and

dry timbers that strewed the ground. The old man, thinking it

was the cattle that they were looking for, bade the little boy go

forward and drive them on the track; but in a few minutes he

heard a fearful cry from the child, and hurrying forward through

the tangled brushwood, he saw the poor little boy in the deadly

grasp of a huge black bear, who was making off at a heavy trot

with his prey.

" The old man was unarmed, and too feeble to pursue the

dreadful beast. He could only wring his hands and rend his

grey hair in grief and terror ; bat his lamentations would not

restore the child to life. A band of hunters and lumberers,

armed with rifles and knives, turned out to beat the woods, and

were not long in tracking the savage to his retreat in a neighbor-

ing cedar swamp. A few fragments of the child's dress were all

that were found of him ; but the villagers had the satisfaction of
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killing the great she-bear with two half-grown cubs. The magis-

trates of the district gave them a large sum for killing these crea-

tures, and the skins were sold and the money given to the

parents of the little boy ; but no money could console them for

the loss of their beloved child.

" The flesh of the bear is eaten both by Indians and hunters
;

it is like coarse beef. The hams are cured and dried, and by

many thought to be a great dainty."

fj Mrs. Frazer, I would not eat a bit of the ham made from a

wicked, cruel bear that eats little children," said lady Mary.

" I wonder the hunters were not afraid of going into the swamps

where those wild beasts lived. Are there as many bears and

wolves now in those places ?
v

" No, my lady
;
great changes have taken place since that

time. As the country becomes more thickly settled, the woods

disappear. The axe and the fire destroy the places that gave

these wild beasts shelter, and they retieat further back, where

the deer and other creatures on which they principally feed

also abound."

" Nurse, that was a very sa.d story about the poor little boy,"

said lady Mary.

" I also heard of a little child, not more than two years old,

that was with its mother in the harvest field ; she had spread a

shawl on the ground near a tall tree, and laid the child upon it to

sleep or play, when a bear came out of the wood and carried it

off, leaping the fence with the little child in its arms ; but the

mother ran screaming towards the beast, and the reapers pursued

so closely with their pitchforks and reaping-hooks, that Bruin,

who was only a half-giown bear, being hard pressed, made for a

tree ; and as it was not easy to climb it with a babe in his arms,

he quietly laid the little one down at the foot of the tree, and soon

was among the thick branches out of the reach of the enemy. I

dare say baby must have wondered what rough nurse had taken

him up j but he was unhurt, and is very likely alive now, and a

strong fellow, able to hunt and kill bears or wolves himself."

" I am so glad, Nurse, the dear baby was not hugged to death

by that horrid black bear, and I hope he was killed."

« I dare say, my lady, he was shot by some of the men ; for



THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER. 47

they seldom worked near the forest without having a gun with

them in case of seeing deer, or pigeons, or partridges.

"

" I should not like to live in that country, Mrs. Frazer ; for a

bear, or a wolf, or a catamount might eat me."

" I never heard of a Governor's daughter being eaten by a

bear," said Mrs. Frazer, laughing as she noticed the earnest ex-

pression on the face of her little charge.

Unwilling to dwell long on any gloomy subject, which

Mrs. Frazer knew was not good for young minds, she

put on lady Mary's large straw hat and took her into

the garden to look at the flower-beds, and watch the birds

and butterflies ; and soon the child was gaily running from

flower to flower, or watching with childish interest the

insects and birds that were flitting to and fro. At last she

stopped, and holding up her finger to warn Mrs. Frazer not to

come too near, stood in wonder and admiration gazing on some

fluttering object that was hovering over the full-blown honey-

suckles on a trelice near the green-house. Mrs. Frazer now
approached with caution. " Nurse," whispered the child, " look

at that curious moth with a long bill like a bird ; see its beautiful

shining colors. It has a red necklace like mamma's rubies. 0
what a curious creature ! It must be a moth or a butterfly.

What is it ?"

" It is neither a moth nor a butterfly, my dear. It is a hum-
ming bird."

" O, Nurse, a humming bird! a real humming bird ! Pretty

creature !—but it is gone. O ! Nurse, it darts through the air as

swift as an arrow. What was it doing? Looking at the honey-
suckles ? I dare say it thought them very pretty ; or was it

smelling them ? They are very sweet."

" My dear child, it might be doing so ; I don't know. Per-

haps the good God has given to these creatures the same senses

for enjoying sweet scents and bright colors as we have ; but it

was for the honey that this little bird came to visit the open
flowers. The long bill, so fine and slender, is the instrument

that it inserts within the long tubes of the flowers for extracting

the honey. Look at its ruby throat and green and gold feathers."

"What is the whirring noise made with, Nurse; just like the

humming of a top ?" asked the child.
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"The little bird beats the air with its wings, and perhaps

strikes its sides at the same time. This rapid motion is necessary

to sustain its position in the air while sucking the flowers."

" I remember, lady Mary, when I was about your age walk-

ing in the garden. It was a bright September morning, and the

rail-fences and every dry twig of the brush- wood was filled with

the webs of the field-spider. Some, like thick white muslin, lay

upon the grass, and others suspended like great wheels of the

forest lace work, on the threads of which the dew-drops were

threaded like strings of shining pearls. There were some flowers

blooming near, and hovering round them were several ruby-

throated humming birds. The whirring of their wings as they

beat the air sounded like the humming of a big spinning-wheel,

and I thought as I gazed upon them, and then upon the beauti-

ful lace webs that hung among the bushes, that they must have

been the work of these curious creatures, and that they had

hung them up to catch flies, and had strung the bright dew-drops

there to entice them, so little did I know of the nature of these

birds ; but my father told me a great deal about them, and read

me some very pretty things about humming birds ; and one day,

lady Mary, I will shew you a stuffed one that a friend gave me,

with its tiny nest and little eggs not bigger than peas."

Lady Mary was much delighted at the idea of seeing the

little nest and eggs, and Mrs. Frazer said, " There is a wild

flower* that is known to the Canadians by the name of the

humming-flower, on account of the fondness which those birds

evince for it.

"This plant grows on the moist banks of creeks. It is very

beautiful, of a bright orange scarlet color. The stalks and

stem of the plant are almost transparent ; some call it speck-

led jewels,' for the bright blossoms are spotted with dark purple

and some * Touch-me-not.' "

" That is a droll name, Nurse," said lady Mary. Doe.s it

prick one's fingers like a thistle ?"

"No, my lady, but when the seed-pods are nearly ripe, if

you touch them, they spring open, and curl into little rings, and

the seed drops out."
u Nurse, when you see any of these curious flowers, will you

shew them to me ?"

* Noli mi tongere—Canadian balsam.
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Mrs. Frazer said they would soon be in bloom, and she

would bring her some, and afterwards shew her the singular

way in which the pods burst. " But, my dear," said she, " the

gardener will shew you the same thing in the green-house. As

soon as the seed-pods ol the balsams in the pots begin to har-

den, if touched, they will spring and curl, and drop the seeds

like the wild_plant, for they belong to the same family."

When lady Mary returned to the school-room, her governess

read to her some interesting accounts of the habits of the hum-

ming-bird.

Possibly my young readers may not have heard or read much

about the humming-bird, and as all must at times have seen

this curious little creature, I think they will not be sorry to

learn what lady Mary's governess read to her respecting the

humming-bird.

This lively little feathered gem—for in its hues it unites

the brightness of the emerald, the richness of the ruby, and the

lustre of the topaz—numbers more than one hundred species.

It is the smallest, and at the same time the most brilliant of all

the American birds. Its head-quarters may be said to be among

the glowing flowers and luxurious fruits of the torrid zone and

the tropics. But one species, the ruby-throated, is widely dif-

fused, and is a summer visitor all over North America, even

within the frozen circle, where, for a brief space of time, it

revels in the ardent heat of the short-lived summer of the

North. Like the cuckoo, she follows the summer wherever

she flies.

The ruby-throated humming-bird, Trochilus rubus, is the

only species that is known in Canada. With us it builds and
breeds, and then returns to sunnier skies and warmer airs.

The length of the humming-bird is only three inches and a half,

and four and a quarter in extent, from one tip of the wing to the

other. When on the wing, the bird has the form of a cross, the

wings forming no curve, though the tail is depressed during the

time that it is poised in the act ofsucking the honey of tue flower.

The tongue is long and slender ; the bill long and straight ; the

legs are very short, so that the feet are hardly visible when on

the wing. They are seldom seen walking, but rest on the

slender sprigs when tired. The flight is so rapid that it seems
without effort. The humming-sound produced is by the wing
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in the act of keeping itself balanced while feeding in this posi-

tion. They resemble the hawkmoth, which also keeps up a

constant vibratory motion with its wing. This little creature

is of a temper as fierce and fiery as its plumes, often attacking

birds of treble its size ; but it seems very little disturbed by the

near approach of the human species, often entering open win-

dows, hovering around the flowers in the flower-stand, and

even has been bold enough to approach the vase on the table,

and insert its bill among the flowers, quite fearless of those

persons who sat in the room. Sometimes these beautiful crea-

tures have suffered themselves to be captured by the hand.

When caged, they soon become reconciled to confinement,

taking honey and syrup from flowers, or a cup, when held in

the hand.

'* The nest of the ruby-throated humming.bird is usually built

on a mossy branch. At first sight, it looks like a tuft of grey

lichens, but, when closely examined, shews both care and skill

in its construction, the outer wall being of fine bluish lichens

cemented together, and the interior lined with the silken threads

of the milk-weed, the velvety down of the tall mullien, or the

brown hair-like filaments of the fern. These, or similar soft

downy materials, form the bed of the tiny young ones. The

eggs are white, two in number, and about the size of a pea,

only oblong in shape. The parents hatch their eggs in about

ten days, and, in a week, the little ones are able to fly, though

the old birds continue to supply them with honey for some time

longer.

"The Mexican Indians give the name of the Sunbeam to the

humming-bird, either in reference to its bright plumage, or its

love of sunshine.

" The young of the humming-bird does not attain its gay

plumage till the second year. The male is the finest color

—

the ruby necklace being confined to the old male bird. The
green and coppery lustre of the feathers are also finer in the

male bird."

Lady Mary was much pleased with all she heard about the

humming-bird, and, as she only saw these birds on bright

cloudless days, she said the Indians were right to give them

the n.ime of the « Sunbeam."

(Tj be Continued.)
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THE MAGISTRATE SMUGGLER—A LESSON FOR WIVES.

A gentleman holding a high official position in the courts oflaw

in Paris, during the long vacation, went, in company with his

wife, on a tour of pleasure in Belgium. After having travelled

through this interesting country, they were returning home by

the railway, the husband with his mind quite at rest, like a man,

blessed with an untroubled conscience, while the lady felt that

uncomfortable sensation which arises from the recollection of

some imprudence, or a dread of some approaching danger.

When they were near the frontier, the lady could no longer res-

train her uneasiness. Leaning toward her husband, she whispered

to him:

—

w I have lace in my portmanteau—take and conceal it, that it

may not be seized."

11 What ! as a smuggler !" exclaimed the husband, with a voice

between astonishment and affright.

"It is beautiful Malines lace, and has cost a great deal,"

replied the lady. " We are now quite near the custom-house
j

hasten and conceal it."

" It is impossible ; I cannot do it," said the gentleman.

" On the contrary, it is very easy," was the reply. " The

lace would fit in the bottom of your hat."

" But do you recollect," rejoined the gentleman, " the position

I occupy V9

"But recollect," said the wife, "that there is not an instant

to be lost, and this lace has cost me 1,500 francs."

During the conversation, the train rapidly approached the

dreaded station. Imagine the consternation of the worthy magis-

trate, who had been always in the habit ofconsidering things with

calm and slow deliberation, thus unexpectedly placed in a posi-

tion so embarrassing and so critical. Overcome and perplexed

by his difficulties, and losing all presence of mind, he allowed his

wife to put the lace in his hat, and, having placed it on his head,

he forced it down almost to his ears, and resigned himself to his

fate.

At the station the travellers were invited to come out of the

carriage, and to walk into the room where the custom-house

agents were assembled. The gentleman concealed his uneasiness

as best he could, and handed his passport with an air of assumed

indifference.
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When his position as a judge became known, the officials of

the custom-house immediately hastened to tender their respects,

and declared they considered it quite unnecessary to examine the

luggage labeled with the name of one who occupied such a high

and important situation in the state.

Never had the magistrate more sincerely valued the respect

attached to his position ; and if a secret remorse for a moment
disturbed his mind, at least he breathed more freely when he

recollected the danger was passed, and that the violation of the

revenue laws he had committed would escape discovery.

With this comfortable assurance, and while a severe examina-

tion was passing on the property ofthe other passengers, the head

of the custom-house and the commander of the local gendarmerie,

having heard of the arrival of so distinguished a person, came to

offer him their respects. Nothing could be more gracious than

their manner. To their profound salutation the judge responded

by immediately raising his hat with the utmost politeness. Could

he do less? But, alas ! in this polite obeisance, so rapid and so

involuntary, he had forgotten the contents of his hat. He had

scarcely raised it from his head, when a cloud of lace rushed out,

covering him from head to foot, as with a large marriage-veil.

What language can describe the confusion of the detected

smuggler, the despair of his wife, the amusement of the specta-

tors, or the astonishment of the custom-house officers, at this

scene ? The offence was too public to be overlooked.

WT
ith many expressions of regret on the part of the authorities,

the magistrate was detained till the matter should be investigated.

After a short delay, he was allowed to resume his journey to

Paris j and we can easily believe that the adventure formed a sub-

ject for much gossip and amusement in that gay capital.

A city miss, newly installed as the wife of a farmer, was one

day called upon by a neighbor of the same profession, who, in

the absence of her husband, asked her for the loan of his plough

for a short time. " I am sure you would be accommodated/' was

the reply, " it Mr. Stone was only at home— 1 do not know,

though, where he keeps his plough
;

but," she added, evidently

zealous to serve, " there is the cart in the yard—could'nt you

plough with that till Mr. Stone gets back ?"
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LEGEND OP THE PYRENEES.

HE mists of a dark evening settled over

the village of Xarinos, and the mournful

sound of the rising wind swayed the

forest, and whistled through the crevices

of the old Church belfry, mingling its

shrill blast with the last tones of the

vesper bell.

It was an antique little village spread

out just at the foot of one of the passes of the

Pyrenees. Stretching far above and beyond

it, those lofty way-marks of the Creator's

power stood, like so many stern warriors grimly

peering into the thickening gloom, and soon

the last faint rays of twilight subsided into darkness.

It was early in the autumn of 1497, but the blasts

began already to make wild work in the dense

forests, and hurry up the leaves, and light boughs

into whirls, and gallopades down the steep precipices, for

which those mountains are remarkable. Often, too, at

this season ot the year, sudden storms swept over the moun-

tains, and spent a portion of their fury upon the little ham-

lets which hugged the warm sunny slopes at their base. At

such time the rumbling hoarseness of the storm, or the rapid

reverberations of the electric discharges announced its pro-

gress, and man and beast sought shelter and safety. Skilled

to understand the variations of temperature, the simple in-

habitants were natural barometers ; the old, especially, seldom

failed to predict the approach of a storm with certainty.

On this particular evening the villagers hastened to make all

safe, while Baptiste, the inn-keeper, stood in the door of his

house observing the weather previous to shutting up. He was

about to fasten the door, when a person clad in a pilgrim's garb

requested entertainment for the night. The landlord welcomed

him with much cordiality, for there was something about the

stranger, weather-beaten though he appeared, that was won-

derfully interesting.

A pair of expressive eyes, irradiated a remarkably handsome

countenance, and it was easy to perceive that the stranger, though
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young, was accustomed to travelling, for after giving his orders in

an easy decided tone, he settled himself before the cheerful fire

which blazed merrily upon the hearth.

Every now and then, shadows of intense thought and ill-re-

pressed anxiety overcast his countenance, and an observer might

have remarked a mixture of tenderness struggling to find utterance,

and giving a softness to his voice whenever he spoke to the land-

lord, who was busy directing the arrangements for the comfort of

the new comer.

Suddenly the threatened storm came down upon the village,

bending the trees, and rocking many a frail cottage in its fury.

The contention of the elements did not in the least move the

stranger, who only drew his seat nearer his host, and commenced

some inquiries into the state of the village and the number of its

inhabitants.

Casting a glance of wonder upon his guest as if endeavouring

to recall some thought from the dim past or striving to account

for some impression that affected his mind, Baptiste hastened to

answer, with the ready garrulity of one who had grown old

in the important position of chief news-retailer to the whole

village.

He had fully embarked in his favorite topic, and warming

with his subject, was speaking of the beautiful situation of Xa-

rinos, its pleasant streets shaded with trees, and its church one of

the oldest in that part of the country, when Dame Catharina, his

wife, entered, and taking out her netting, prepared to engage in

the conversation. Her heart always warmed towards strangers,

and she liked well to glean from them accounts of other coun-

tries.

The traveller rose, and involuntarily moved forward a step or

two, while gracefully bowing, to give her a seat j but she did not

observe the sudden flush that spread over his cheek, nor the

moisture that suffused his dark eyes, when she thanked him,

in a voice peculiarly pleasant, and politely accepted his offer.

" The wind rises high to-night ; this is a fearful storm ; it will

uproot some trees I fancy," said Baptiste, going to the win-

dow.
" As I live there is the sound of wheels! who can be out in

such a tempest? Quick, Catharina ! light the lantern, while I

put on my coat, I am sure a carriage approaches."
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The loud bark of the trusty mastiff announced the approach

of some one, and in a moment after the outer court was assailed

by a succession of impatient knocks, and Baptiste summoning his

servant, hurried out to assist the benighted travellers.

Some moments elapsed ere the landlord appeared at the door.

He was considerably agitated, and called out to his wife to have

the fire replenished, and some hot water made ready at once,

"for the Senora Irene is out here," said he, " apparently

dead, and I know not how we are to get her safely into the

house."

At these words the stranger started up, and rushed without cap

or mantle out into the darkness. Following Baptiste, he pushed

into the group around the carriage, which had been placed under

cover, and seeing a lady supported by an old gentleman, who wag

nearly frantic with grief, said, " why is this ? the lady will die

for want of care," and carefully and skilfully covering her with

shawls, he lifted her, and gently bore her into the house.

Placing her on a couch in the sitting room, he applied himself to

restore her to consciousness, chafing her hands, while other means

were in preparation. He watched her with an expression of the

strongest interest, and parting back her splendid hair, which was

unbound and fell upon her shoulders like the veil of night around

the pale beauty of the moon, he bent over her to listen for her

breath, and seemed to whisper something in her ear.

Leaving the agitated group in the sitting room of the inn, we
will introduce the reader to the inhabitants of the village, and

make him acquainted with some incidents that have a bearing

upon our little narrative.

The poor but honest inhabitants of that region toiled daily in

the spots of fertile soil found on the slopes of the mountain. In

the lower aclivities the grape with its luscious clusters, and many
other fruits and grains, rewarded their care ; but among the high-

er mountain passes the soil was less fertile, and the peasantry who
happily had few wants, were often pressed with care and over-

burdened with sorrow. Still, with native cheerfulness and love

of music and dancing, they managed to while away the evening

hours. The gay castanet, or the more soul-enchanting guitar, was
touched by skilful hands, and drinking in the witchery of their na-

tional melodies, the Spanish villager felt too happy to borrow trou-

ble for the morrow.
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The inhabitants of Xarinos, like other people of their class and

times, did not aspire to anything out of the ordinary course of

things. Their fathers had tenanted the same little cots before

them, worshipped in the same little chapel, and one after another

had been laid asleep under the shade of the church-yard, to

which spot the villagers often resorted to water the flowers, and

train the vines they had planted around the humble abodes of their

beloved dead.

These simple people had indeed heard the matter of the earth's

revolution upon her axis, and her constant globular shape hinted,

by a learned gentleman, who came to visit Father Miguel, the

parish priest; but they laughed among themselves at such absurd

notions as they called them. Circumstances, however, soon gave

them a few new ideas.

About five years previous to this time, the son of the inn-keep-

er, Baptiste, became so infected with the enthusiastic notion of

the western route to the Indies, whispers of which had reached

this little hamlet, ihat he fairly turned his back upon his native

hills, and hurried on to the capital to learn more of this project

and see something of the world.

In vain did his sorrowful mother entreat him to be contented at

home, and promise him her interest with the fair Margueretta :

he only answered—" Let me go, 1 shall return rich and learned,

and then you will be proud of your Henri, and rejoice in his

prosperity."

Henri Baptiste was quite young to speak so sagely ; but he

was a thinker, and one of " Nature's noblemen." His frame

was powerful, his manner expressive of the feelings of his heart,

and his countenance was of that intellectual cast that carries with

it a conviction of superiority. He was beloved and respected for

his good qualities, and possessed many warm friends. More than

one maiden had felt honored as his partner in the dance, or ex-

perienced a thrill of delight when his rich voice, blending with

the guitar, sung the songs of the crusaders, or melted into the

pathos of the sweet serenade.

More than one cheek grew pale, when it became known that

he was about to leave ; but most of all, nursed the lovely Irene

in the recesses of her own heart, a pain and a sorrow that threat-

ened from that very fact to tear her soul asunder.
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She was the daughter of Senor Honorus, the proprietor of the

lands surrounding the village, and was looked upon by the vil-

lagers as the impersonation of goodness, she was so gentle and

beautiful, and withal so kind and friendly. The children knew

her voice, and waited for her smile, as she went to and from the

chapel, or assisted at the fetes and rejoicings of her father's ten-

antry. The sick and the aged blessed her thoughtful attentions,

and remembered her in their prayers.

Her father had reared her with the utmost tenderness, and

given her all the advantages that her station demanded ; but a

taste for knowledge led her fo inquire with attention into many

questions then considered too abstruse for women ; and in listen-

ing to her father's conversation with friends or strangers, who

occasionally stopped at the Chateau of Alcira, as the family man.

sion was called, she had gleaned much information on many of

the leading topics then agitating the great world.

Often while listening to the glowing accounts of the wonders

of the capital, she longed to leave her retirement and see for her-

self; but love to her widowed parent, who depended on her for

company and comfort, effectually silenced all repinings, and hush-

ed her emotions.

The quiet of her life was however varied by a journey to ono

of the seaport towns not far distant. Pressing business requir-

ing her father's presence, he urged her to hasten her prepara-

tions and accompany him. It was during this visit that she

became acquainted with Columbus, the Italian, who was just then

endeavoring to obtain volunteers to man his small fleet which

was destined to discover the New World.

Montreal, July 26, 1853.

(To be continued.)

[For tat u Maple Uaf.»

MEMORY.
[ORIGINAL.]

How oft a9 mem'ry'8 page I turn,

And trace her tints fo fair,

O'er bygone joys I fondly yearn ;

While bitter thoughts within me buiflj

And life seems full of caie.
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With magic speed, before my eye,

Stands youth, in fair array
;

The pulse with joy seems bounding'high,

Till, like a shadow passing by,

It vanishes away.

Then comes a time of deeper thought,

Twilight is hov'ring near,

The soul itssadder tint has caught,

A thousand fancies quickly wrought,

Mingle with hope and fear.

Hope, like the sun, with fitful gleam,

Breaks through the clouds of fear;

Now, like the murm'ring of a dream,

And now a rushing mighty stream,

The voice of love I hear,

Its tones are soft, and yet with dread,

They fall upon my ear,

For ah ! how quickly are they sped,

How sadly mingle with the dead,

The hopes to life most dear.

Youth, like the morn, glides swiftly past,

And twilight's deeper hue,

Blends with the night, gloomy and vast,

With trailing shadows broad e'ercast,

Obscuring all the view.

But hark ! a matin song I hear,

A star beams forth on high,

A gentle voice, my heart to cheer,

Whispers, "poor soul dispel thy fear,

A better day is nigh !

A day of pure unclouded light,

Whose sun will never wane,

Where with new rapture and delight,

Sing angels in their spotless white,

Through Love's unending reign."

Now, mem'ry's page I cease to trace,

And with new hopes begin,

To run a higher—nobler race,

Strong in my glorious leader's grace,

Immortal joys to win.

Edla.

Montreal, July 25th, 1853.



LOSING ONE'S TEMPER. 59

LOSING ONE'S TEMPER.

I was sitting in my room one morning, feeling all out of

sorts" about something or other, when an orphan child, whom

I had living with me, came in with a broken tumbler in her

hand, and said, while heryoung face was pale, and her little lip

quivered

—

" See, Mrs. Graham ! I went to take this tumbler from the

dresser to get Anna a drink of water, and I let it fall."

I was in a fretful humour before the child came in, and her

appearance, with the broken tumbler in her hand, did not tend

to help me to a better state of mind. She was suffering a good

deal of pain in consequence of the accident, and needed a kind

word to quiet the disturbed beatings of her heart. But she had

come to me in an unfortunate moment.

"You are a careless little girl !" said I, severely, taking the

fragments of glass from her trembling hands. " A very care-

less little girl, and I am displeased with you."

1 said no more ; but my countenance expressed even strong-

er rebuke than my words. The child lingered near me for a

few moments, and then shrunk away from the room. I was
sorry in a moment, that I had permitted myself to speak un-

kindly to the little girl ; for there was no need of my doing so ;

and, moreover, she had taken my words, as I could see, deeply

to heart. I had made her unhappy without a cause. The break-

ing of the tumbler was an accident likely to happen to any one,

and the child evidently felt bad enough about what occurred,

without having any displeasure added thereto.

If I was unhappy before Jane entered the room, I was
still more unhappy after she retired. I blamed myself, and
pitied the child ; but this did not in the least mend the mat-
ter.

In about half an hour Jane came up very quietly, with Wil-
lie, my dear little, curly-haired, angel-faced boy in her arms.
He had fallen asleep, and she had, with her utmost strength

carried him up stairs. She did not lift her eyes to mine as she'

entered, but went, with her burden, to the low bed that was in

the room, where she laid him tenderly, and then sat down with
her face turned partly away from me, and with a fan kept off the
flies and cooled his moist skin.
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Enough of Jane's countenance was visible to enable me to

perceive that its expression was sad. And it was an unkind

word from my lips that had brought this cloud over her young

face

!

" So much for permitting myself to fall into a fretful mood,"

said I, mentally. " In future i must be more watchful over my
etate of mind. I have no right to make others suffer from my
own unhappy temper."

Jane continued to sit by Willie and fan him j and every now

and then I could hear a very low sigh come up, as if involunta-

rily, from her bosom. Faint as the sound was, it smote upon

my ear, and added to my uncomfortable frame of mind.

A friend called, and I went down into the parlour, and sat

conversing there for an hour. But all the while there was a

weight upon my feelings. I tried, but in vain, to be cheerful.

I whs too distinctly aware of the fact, that an individual—and

that a motherless little girl—was unhappy through my unkind-

ness ; and the consciousness was like a heavy hand upon my
bosom.

"This is all a weakness," I said to myself, after my friend

had left, making an effort to throw off the uncomfortable feeling.

But it was of no avail. Even if the new train of thought,

awakened by conversation with my friend, had lifted me above

the state of mind in which I was when she came, the sight of

Jane's sober face, as she passed me on the stairs, would have

depressed my feelings again.

In order both to relieve my own and the child's feelings, I

thought I would refer to the broken tumbler, and tell her not to

grieve herself about it, as its loss was of no consequence what-

ever. But this would have been to make an acknowledgment

to her that I had been in the wrong, and an instinctive feeling

of pride remonstrated against that.

" Ah, me !" I sighed. "Why did I permit myself to speak

80 unguardedly ? How small are the causes that sometimes

destroy our peace ! How much of good or evil is there in a

single word !"

Some who read this may think that I was very weak to let a

hastily uttered censure against a careless child trouble me.

What are a child's feelings ?
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I have been a child ; and, as a child, have been blamed se.

verely by those whom I desired to please, and felt that unkind

words fell heavier and more painfully sometimes than blows. I

could, therefore, understand the nature of Jane's feelings, and

sympathise with her to a certain extent.

All through the day, Jane moved about more quietly than

usual. When I spoke to her about anything,—which I did in a

kinder voice than I ordinarily used,—she would look into my
face with an earnestness that rebuked me.

Towards evening I sent her down stairs for a pitcher of cool

water. She went quickly, and soon returned with the pitcher

of water, and a tumbler, on a waiter. She was coming towards

me, evidently using more than ordinary caution, when her foot

tripped against something, and she stumbled forward. It was

in vain that she tried to save the pitcher. Its balance was lost,

and it fell over and was broken to pieces at my feet, the water

dashing upon the skirt of my dress.

The poor child became instantly as pale as ashes, and the

frightened look she gave me I shall not soon forget. She tried

to speak, and say that it was an accident, but her tongue was

paralyzed for the moment, and she found no utterance.

The lesson I had received in the morning, served me for

purposes of self-control now, and I said, instantly, in a mild

voice

—

" Never mind, Jane ; I know you could'nt help it. I must tack

down that loose edge of the carpet. I came near tripping there

myself to-day. Go and get a floor-cloth and wipe up the

water as quickly as you can, while I gather up the broken

pieces."

The colour came back instantly to Jane's Face. She gave

me a grateful look, and then ran quickly away, to do as I had di-

rected her. When she came back, she blamed herself for not

having been more careful, expressed sorrow for the accident,

and promised over and over again that she would be more
guarded in future.

The contrast between both our feelings now and what they

were in the morning, was very great. I felt happier for having

acted justly and with due self-control ; and my little girl, though

troubled on account of the accident, had not tho extra burden of

my displeasure to bear.
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" Better, far better," said T to myself, as I sat and reflected

upon the incidents just related

—

u better, far better is it, in all

our relations in life, to maintain a calm exterior, and on no ac-

count to speak harshly to those who are below us. Angry

words make double wounds. They hurt those to whom they

are addressed, while they leave a sting behind them. Above

all, should we guard against a moody temper. Whenever we

permit anything to fret our minds, we are not in a state to ex-

ercise due self-control, and if temptation comes, then we are

sure to fall."

—

Selected,

SCALLOP BORDER IN BRODERIE ANGLAIBE.

Materials,—Thick French muslin, and W. Evans & Co.'sembroi-

dery cotton, No. 30.

This edging is very well adapted for trimming articles of dress for

ladies and children. It has the further merit,—to amateurs,—of be-

ing very easily done. The full size being given, any length of pat-

tern may be drawn from it. Tack it on a strip of toile cire, and work

the edge first, inclose button-hole stitch ; then the flower, beginning

with the centre which must be cut out, and the row edges sewed

over in overcast, before the other pieces are cut away.

All the blacjc portions of the engraving are to be cut out.

When we have practiced good actions a while, they become

easy ; and when they are easy, we begin to take pleasure in

them ; when they please us, we do them frequently, and by fre-

quency of acts they grow into a habit.
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THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

SELECTED.

True Piety is the touchstone of the heart. There is a magic in it that

opens the sealed fountains of the soul,—that wakens scintillations in every

ray of its holy light, and that calls forth life, and beauty, and harmony

from even the marble heart that is shrunk in a miser's breast. Let him *• who

scoffs at piety and heaven," who ridicules the holy name of Jesus, and bows

to the dark idol that his own imagination has created,— let such an one enter

the tabernacle of the Almighty, where His worship is set up in the hearti

and kindled by the rays of His everlasting love; where forms are forgotten,

and fashion has no sway ; where the souls of the worshippers become trans-

parent, and ho will feel a cord in his own soul thrilled by the magic touch
;

a chord that may have lain senseless, but not dead—that needs but a con-

stant breath to yield undying melody:

Oh, if heaven be much fairer than the earth, how glorious indeed must it

be ! If we love better thero than here, how tenderly indeed must we love !

If its joys greatly surpass in richness the joys of earth, who on earth can es-

timate the happiness prepared for us there! It is blessed, indeed, to know
that not only will every evil of the present life be excluded ; but that every

joy and beauty will be a thousand. fold more exquisite, and a thousand.fold

augmented in heaven.

There is nothing purer than honesty,—nothing sweeter than charity,—no-

thing warmer than love,—nothing richer than wisdom,—nothing brighter

than virtue,—and nothing more steadfast than faith. These united in one

mind, form the purest, the sweetest, the warmest, the richest, the brightest,

and the most steadfast happiness.

The Great Salt Lake of Utah is situated in a fine open country.

Recent surveys made by the United Stales Government have resulted in

bringing many interesting features to light in regard to that region. The

lake is an object of great curiosity. The water is about one-third salt,

yielding that amount on boiling. Its density is considerably greater than that

of the Dead Sea. One can hardly get his whole body below the surface.

In a sitting position, the head and shoulders will remain above the water,

such is the strength of the brine, and in coming to the shore, the body is

covered with an incrustation of salt in fine crystals. The most surprising

thing about it, is the fact, thai during the summer season the lake throws on

shore abundance of salt, while in the winter season it throws up glaubersalt

in large quantities. The scientific must judge ot the reason for this as well

as tell what becomes of the enormous quantities of fresh water which are

poured into it by three or four rivers, Jordan, Bear, and Wiber, as there is

no risible outlet.

A domestic newly engaged, presented to his master one morning a pair of

boots, of which the leg of one was much longer than the other. " How
comes it, Patrick, that these boots are not of the s*me length V* i( I raly

don't know, sir ; but what bothers me the most, is, that the pair down itairs

are in the same fix I"
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RECIPES.

Iced Fruit.—Take five bunches of currants on the stalk, dip them in

well beaten whites of eggs, lay them or a sieve, and sift white sugar over

them, and set them in a warm place to dry.

Currant Iced Water.—Press the juice from ripe currants, strain it, and

put a pound of sugar to each pint of juice. Put it into bottles, cork and

eeal it, and keep it in a cool place. When wanted, mix it with ice water for

a drink

Superior Ginger Beer.—Ten pounds of sugar. Nine ounces of lemon

juice. Half pound of honey. Eleven ounces bruised ginger root. Nine

gallons of water. Three pints of yeast. Boil the ginger half an hour in a

gallon and a half of water, then add the rest of the water, and the other

ingredients, and 6train it when cold, add the white of one egg beaten, and

half an ounce of essence of lemon. Let it stand four duys, then bottle it,

and it will keep good for many months.

EDITORIAL.

We have been looking into our Editor's drawer for sundry items that

ought to have been deposited there in due order ; and that reminds us to ask

our kind contributors to send us some conundrums, or questions to puzzle

the younger portion of our readers.

We like to keep our drawer pretty well supplied with original contribu-

lions, so that our poor editorial brain may not be too much tasked this warm
weather.

We should be much pleased to hear from our valued correspondent R. A.

P. of Cobourg, aid also J C. G. of Toronto, and tru-t that the pages of the

Map'e Le'if will show that the agreeable acquaintance already commenced

still progresses. "The Governor's Daughter" increases in interest; we
wonder how Mrs. Traill manages to weave so much useul information into

her descriptions. We are assured that the young readers of our magazine

are greatly delighted with her fascinating pictures of Canadian natural

his'ory.

We thank our unknown contributor for the sketch of the Ottawa, inserted

in this number. We like it very much, and hope it may be the beginning of

a teries of articles upon Canadian scenery from the same source.

Our city in quite lively, notwithstanding the heat. Great numbers are

constantly arriving from the States : the hotels are so full that many cannot

be accommodated, and are obliged to proceed directly to Quebec. The

merchants too are kept very busy, for the strangers like to take back cu-

riosities in that line from here. We are very willing to give the city up to

them, while we steal away a few days to the country, to breathe an atmos-

phere, lees impregnated with dust, and hear other music than the rumbling

sounds of carriage wheels!

Errata —In July number, in lines headed " Twilight Musings," fourth

line from bottum, for »' toil for wrong," read * toil or wrong."
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Sketch of the Pall of the Aztec Empire, with the Destruction of Mexico.

(Continued.)

Every thing they saw excited equally their astonishment and

admiration. The public works were remarkable for their strength

and skill of design. The magnificent gardens, which stretched for

miles round the base of the hill, exhibiting every variety of plant

and shrub, fruit and flower, in such perfection, as the highest

natural advantages, joined to the greatest industry and taste, could

produce. An extensive collection of animals and birds, were

added to the floral interest of these beautiful pleasure grounds. -

where nothing seemed wanting to constitute an earthly paradise.

The markets were filled with wares of all descriptions of native

manufacture, besides the rich and abundant produce of the fertile

valley. The object, however, that excited the greatest attention,

was the great temple of Teocalli, a pyramidal structure, nearly

100 feet high, and measuring 300 feet square at the base. Within

this building were- two figures—one the war-god of the Aztecs,

before whose shrine the Spaniards saw " three human hearts

smoking and almost palpitating as if recently lorn from their vic-

tims the other deity, in like manner, was gratified by the offer-

ing of five human hearts. Such a sight was well calculated to

arouse the religious zeal of Cortes, who believed himself com-

missioned to extirpate this abominable idolatry, and place the cross

upon the walls of Mexico. A mind like his could not long brook

inaction
;

already he resolved a daring but hazardous project, to

further his views of conquest, when an event occurred that facili-

tated his plans. Cortes had left a small garrison at Vera Cruz,

under Escalante ; two of the Spanish soldiers, belonging to this

detachment, had been treacherously murdered by one of the neigh-

boring chiefs in command under Montezuma. Cortes made use

of this—charging Montezuma as having instigated the crime.

The accusation was indignantly denied ; and in proof of his inno.

cence, Montezuma instantly summoned the offenders to his pre-

sence. Cortes pretended to discredit his assertions, and urged

as the only means of satisfaction, his removal from his own

palace to the Spanish quarters. The proposal was received with

astonishment and indignation ; but finding remonstrance in vain,

and wanting courage and confidence enough to have recourse at

once to arms, Montezuma, in an evil hour, gave an unwilling
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consent. Every mark of honor and respect was still paid to him.

The shadow of power remained, but the substance was gone.

Every step of the Spanish guard, as the patrol paced before the

gates, told him too surely he was a prisoner ; without a blow he

had relinquished his freedom, conquered not by the strong arms of

force, but by the coward terrors of a weak, superstitious mind.

Montezuma had yet a greater indignity to endure before his spirit

was finally subdued. On the arrival of the party implicated in

the death of the Spanish soldiers, the decision of the case being

lett to Cortes, he sentenced the chief and his accomplices to be

burnt alive ; and on the ground that they had accused Montezu-

ma as the author of the crime, he caused him to be put in fetters

;

remaining in the apartment till his orders were obeyed. It was

not, however, his intention that this punishment should be of long

continuance. Accordingly, after the execution of the criminals,

Cortes entered the chamber of Montezuma, and kneeling down,

unclasped the fetters, pretending deeply to regret the painful ne-

cessity imposed on him.

Cortes seemed now to have advanced successfully in his

scheme. Montezuma nominally, Cortes virtually, governed the

vast region of Mexico; but his mind was ill at ease. Could he

expect a whole nation calmly to submit to the usurped dominion

of a handful of strangers? They had been taken by surprise;

would they not awake from their lethargy, and one day call him

to a severe account for his proceedings ? His fears were not

groundless. A most formidable conspiracy was organized, which

nearly proved fatal to his enterprise; but a Providence, they did

not always acknowledge, watched over the Spaniards. Timely

warning was given, and Cort6s, by an exercise of that active

oolicy for which he was so remarkable, got the ringleaders into

his power, and thus broke up a most dangerous confederation,

and secured his present authority. One of Cortes' first efforts

was to establish the Christian worship ; and to this purpose was

devoted one of the idol temples which was cleansed and purified

for the occasion. The Spaniards rejoiced in this as a token of

the favor of heaven, and considered it as the first fruits of many

such victories of the cross. They could not foresee the long and

fearful contests that were to take place before the idols were de-

throned and the Aztec worship abolished.
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Meanwhile the rising fortunes of Cories were threatened by

new dangers ; and he found the Aztecs were not the only en-

emies he must prepare himself to meet. It must not be forgot-

ten, that Velasquez, the Governor of Cuba, the originator of the

expedition, had long viewed Cortes with no friendly eye ; and

when the tidings of his success and marvellous discoveries reach-

ed him, his jealousy was raised to the highest pitch, and he im-

mediately fitted out an armament, consisting of 900 men, well

supplied with ammunition, and stores of all kinds. The com.

mand was given to Narvaez, who accordingly set sail for the coast

of Mexico, where he landed in April, 1520, with the intention

of compelling Cortes to relinquish his unauthorized pre-eminence

and submit to his dictation. It was not long before tidings of the

arrival of Narvaez were communicated to Cortes. He prepared

immediately, with his usual energy, to meet his rival, and bring the

question to a speedy decision. Cortes could ill afford to divide

his little force ; but to withdraw his whole detachment from

Mexico, was at once to lose all he had gained, and forego the hope

of future conquest. He therefore left 140 men under Alvarado,

in Mexico, and attended by 70 soldiers, set out to encounter his

new opponent. They met in the plain of the Tiera Caliente
;

and while a short distance still intervened, night came ; Cortes at

once resolved to attack the enemy under cover of the darkness,

trusting to its friendly shade to conceal the real weakness of his

force. The result exceeded his most sanguine expectations ;

Narvaez was wounded and taken prisoner at an early stage of the

engagement ; and Cortes found no difficulty in engaging the Span-

ish soldiers, who had commenced the campaign under a leader

who neither secured their respect nor affection, to iransfer their

services to himself, and embark with him in an adventure he failed

not to depict in rich and glowing colors. The reinforcements

thus received were a most seasonable aid, for Cortes soon found

his most strenuous efforts necessary to meet a new emergency.

Alvarado wrote from Mexico, giving no flattering intelligence
;

he said the Aztecs were beginning to manifest much dissatisfac-

tion
;
they had made several hostile attempts against the Span-

iards ; in short, the presence of Cortes in Mexico was absolutely

necessary. When he arrived, it was only to find every thing in

the utmost confusion, and the Spanish quarters in a state of siege.

The Spaniards had certainly given some provocation, and the
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Mexicans »vere not slow to retaliate. For some time a stupid

sullenness pervaded all their communications, they brought no

provisions to the camp, shut up the markets, and sought every

means of petty annoyance. But by and by matters assumed a

more threatening appearance ; passion gave way to active hostili-

ties, and mustering hosts prepared to pour down upon the Spaniards

with all the fury. of long pent-up resentment, and with one mighty

effort sweep the invaders from the earth, and revenge at once the

insults offered to their temporal and spiritual dominion. For

several days a fierce contest continued. The Spainiards were de-

fended by the building which they had contrived to fortify, and

behind which was posted their artillery, which, though insignifi-

cant in itself, served to spread terror and devastation through the

crowded columns of the enemy ; but as fast as the murderous

fire scattered and destroyed one advancing line, another rushed

on to take its place ; and though thousands daily perished in the

struggle, the numbers of the assailants seemed in no degree di-

minished. At this juncture, Cortes entreated the interposition of

Montezuma with the Mexicans, in behalf of the Spaniards, and

after some persuasion induced him to comply. The Indian

Monarch, attended by a guard of Spaniards, ascended the cen-

tral turret, and appeared before his astonished people, not as in

former times, to lead them on to battle, or to urge them to deeds

of daring ; but with a spirit, subdued by suffering, and queiled

by superstitious terrors, weakly to entreat them to lay down

their arms, assuring them the Spaniards were his friends and

guests, and promising if only peace were restored, and the city

more tranquil, the strangers would depart, and all would be well.

At the sound of the voice of their Emperor,—once so fondly loved,

so reverentially regarded,—the tumultuous multitude paused, as if

by one consent ; a death-like stillness reigned, many prostrated

themselves before him, others bent the knee; but no sooner was

the import of his words understood, than all the gentler emotions

gave way to those of redoubled rage and excitement ; a cloud of

stones and arrows were aimed at the unfortunate Emperor, who

fell wounded and senseless to the ground. Montezuma was borne

to his quarters—every assistance tendered him ; but he refused to

avail himself of medical aid, and did not long survive this dread-

ful day, in which he had irretrievably lost the confidence and af-

fections of his people. From the time of Montezuma's appeal
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to the people to that of his death, the city continued one scene

of fierce internal war. The Aztecs manifested a courage and

resolution which surprised the Spaniards, who had counted too

Becurely upon their tame submission
;

they were utterly reckless

of life, and fought with the desperation of men who had no choice

but in victory or death. Meantime the situation of the Spaniards

was becoming daily more and more critical ; destitute of provi-

sions, worn out by continual contest, only varied by an equally

anxious watch, dispirited by the loss of companions they could

not well spare, and in danger of being cut off from all hope of

escape, Cortes saw he must at once quit the capital, if he hoped

to save the remnant of his broken troops. He therefore com-

municated his resolution to his adherents, and prepared to put it

into execution. It was with a heavy heart, the leaders of the

expedition—who had entered Mexico in all the triumph of re-

cent victory, and the pride of conscious strength, flushed with the

hope of a rich easy conquest, which would speedily terminate

their dangers and their toils—silently gave the necessary orders

for a secret and sudden flight, scarcely daring to hope they might

escape safe and unharmed from the hosts of enemies that encom-

passed them. Manifold, indeed, were the dangers that awaited

them, when in the dead of night, they stole noiselessly from

the ancient palaces where so many a melancholy scene had been

witnessed. The very treasure they had accumulated,—the rich

munificent gifts of Montezuma—the plunder of the temples and

treasure houses of Mexico, furnished only a new cause of anxiety.

The officers and soldiers endeavored to secure what they could

on their persons, winding gold chains round their waists and arms,

wearing collars and ornaments, &c, of the same precious metal,

little thinking how near their race was run, and this costly array

would deck a captive or a corpse. The city of Mexico was
traversed by various canals, which were usually crossed by

bridges ; but during the recent warfare these bridges had all been

removed. The Spaniards aware of this, had prepared a move-

able bridge, which they succeeded in placing over the first gap,

and thus crossed it in safety ; but while the troops were filing

over, the alarm was given, the Indians rose in arms, and com-

pletely hemmed in the struggling Spaniards, who found, to their

dismay, the bridge upon which their safety seemed to depend,

stuck fast in the mud, and could, by no means, be dislodged.
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Two wide ditches must yet be crossed, before the way of escape

could be reached. The Mexicans poured in on all sides
; bodies of

arrows and other missiles, unhorsed and dragged down many an

unfortunate soldier, who, if he escaped the stroke of the axe, it

was but to be reserved for a still more dreadful doom. It was a

fearful scene
;

discipline was at an end ; it was to each a death

struggle, and but lor the severe apprenticeship the Spaniards had

already undergone, they could not have survived it.

It was a feeble remnant of his gallant troops that Cortes view-

ed with weeping eyes, when, as the day dawned, he halted at a

little village, scarcely daring to realise the dreadful truth. Not

above one-third of the number who had issued from the Spanish

quarters, were now alive ; the treasure baggage, ammunition—all

were gone. If it is the evidence of a great mind to design and

achieve great actions, it is no less so, when misfortune is borne

with courage, and disappointment met with fortitude : to follow

out a purpose through every discouragement, to prosecute it through

every difficulty, to adhere to it calmly and unwaveringly through

every fluctuation, shows a fertility of resource, a wisdom and

strength that may truly be called great. Such did this emergency

prove Cortes to be.

( To be Continued.')

A FRAGMENT.

[ORIGINAL.]

Love ! what love I ?

Love I not all things fair ?

—

The deep blue sky
;

The flower gemm'd earth
;

The fragrant summer air

;

The voice of sinless mirth ;

—

Love I not these 1

Love ! what love I ?

Love I not all things bright 1—
The flashing eye ;

The sparkling star's pure ray ;

The gorgeous noon-day light;

The moon on her high way ;

—

Love I not these ?
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Love ! what love I ?

Love 1 not all things true 1—
The heartfelt sigh ;

The gentle glance of friend ;

The love for ever new ;

The trust that knowB no end ;

—

Love I not these ?

Love ! what love I ?

Love I not all that's holy 1—
The earnest cry,

For strength to soar away

From earthly part, and lowly,

To realms of endless day ;

—

Love I not this 1

Love ! what love I ?

The fair, the bright, the true,—

•

All these love I

;

All that is holy love,

And so I long to view

Their native home abnve,

M The land of Peace."

Montreal, July 1853. Edla.

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER
; OR, RAMBLES IN THE CANADIAN FOREST.

By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of the "Canadian Crusoes," &c.

CHAP. IX.

AURORA BOREALISJ OR, NORTHERN LIGHTS—MOST FREQUENTLY SEEN

IN NORTHERN CLIMATES—CALLED MERRY DANCERS.—ROSE TINTS

—TINT-LIKE APPEARANCE.—LADY MARY FRIGHTENED.

One evening just as Mrs. Frazer was preparing to undress

lady Mary, Miss Campbell, her governess, came into the nur-

sery, and taking the little girl by the hand, led her to an open

balcony and bade her look out on the sky towards the North,

where a low dark arch, surmounted by an irregular border, like

a silver fringe, was visible. For some moments lady Mary
stood looking on this singular appearance ; at length, she said,

" Is it a rainbow, Miss Campbell ?—but where is the sun that

you told me shone into the drops of rain to make the pretty co-

lors ?"

* It is not a rainbow, my dear—the sun has long been set."

" Can the moon make rainbows at night ?" asked the little

girl.
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" The moon is not shining. The moon does sometimes, but

very rarely, make what is called a lunar rainbow. Luna was

the ancient name for the moon ; but the arch you now see, is

neither caused by the light of the sun or of the moon. It is by

something that is called electricity. It is a very rare and sub-

tle fluid that exists in nature. Some bodies have more, some

less. I cannot explain it to you now so that you could under-

stand it—you are too young yet
;

but, when you are older, you

will be able to comprehend many things that are strange to you,

and that you will have noticed during childhood.

" This beautiful appearance that you now see is known by

the name of Aurora Borealis, or Northern Lights. The word

Aurora means dawn,, and Borealis northern. You know, my
dear, what is meant by the word dawn. It is the light that is

seen in the sky before the sun rises."

Lady Mary nodded, and said,

" Miss Campbell, I did once see the sun rise,— it was when I

was ill and could not sleep, and nurse lifted me in her arms out

of bed and took me to the window. The sky was all a bright

golden color, with streaks of rosy red, and nurse said, ' It is

dawn ; the sun will soon rise.' And I saw the beautiful sun

rise from behind the trees and hills. He came up so gloriously

—larger than when we see him in the middle of the sky, and I

could look at him without hurting my eyes."

u Sunrise is indeed a glorious sight, my dear ; but He who

made the sun is more glorious stiil. Do you remember what

we read yesterday in the psalms ?

—

c The Heavens declare the glory of God, and the firmament

shovveth his handy work.'

« One day telleth another, and one night certifieth another.
v

6 There is neither speech nor language where their voice is

not heard.'

« In man hath he set a tabernacle for the sun, which cometh

forth as a bridegroom from his chamber, and rejoiceth as a giant

to run his course.'

« The Northern Lights, lady Mary, are frequently visible in

Canada, but are most brilliant in those cold regions which are

nearer the North Pole, where they serve to give light, during the

dark season, to those dismal countries from which the sun is so

many months absent. The light of the Aurora Borealis is soft
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and beautiful, so that any object can be distinctly seen
;
though

in these cold countries there are few human beings to be bene,

fited by this beautiful provision of nature."

** The wild beasts and herds must be glad of the pretty lights,"

said the child thoughtfully ; for lady Mary's young heart was al-

ways rejoiced when she thought that God's gifts could be shared

by the beasts of the field and the fowls of the air, as well as by

mankind.

" Look now, my dear," said Miss Campbell—directing the

attention of her pupil to the horizon—" what a change has

taken place whilst we have been speaking. See the arch is

sending up long shafts of light. Now they divide and shift from

side to side, gliding along among the darker portions of vapour,

like moving pillars."

" Ah ! There, there they go !" cried the little girl, clapping

her hands with delight. " See, nurse, how the pretty lights

chase each other and dance about. Up they go ! higher and

higher ! How pretty they look. But now they are gone.

They are fading away. I am so sorry," said the child despond-

ingly, for a sudden cessation had taken place in the motion of

the heavens.

" We will go in for a few minutes, my dear," said her gover-

ness, " and then look out again. Great changes take place

sometimes in the course of a few minutes.

16 In the North of England and Ireland, 1 have heard that

these lights are commonly called the Merry Dancers."
M That is a nice name for them," said lady Mary.

" Foolish people, my dear, who do not know the natural cause

for the appearance of these lights, fancy that they are only seen

when war and troubles are about to break out. ' But this idea

is a very ignorant one. Were it the case, some of the cold

countries of the world, where the sky is illumined night after

night by the Aurora Borealis, would be one continual scene of

misery.

u I have seen, in this country, a succession of these lights for

four or five nights at a time. In England, where this sight is

not so frequent, the common people are frightened by it, instead

of regarding it as something beautiful and worthy of admiration.

This same electricity, for I cannot find any simpler name for it,
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is a very wonderful agent in nature, and exists in various bodies,

perhaps in all created things. It is this that shoots across the

sky in the form of lightning, and that causes the thunder to be

heard,— it is in the air we breathe it causes whirlwinds, and
waterspouts, and earthquakes, and volcanoes,—'it makes one

substance attract another.

" There is a bit of amber; if I rub it on the table, it will

become warm to the touch. Now, I will take a bit of thread,

and hold near it. See the thread moves towards the amber

—

now it clings to it. Sealing wax, and many other substances,

when heated, have this property. Some bodies give out flashes

and sparks by being rubbed. If you stroke a black cat briskly

in the dark, you will see faint flashes of light come from her fur
;

and on very cold nights in the winter season, flannels that are

worn next the skin, crackle and give out sparks when taken off

and shaken."

These things astonished lady Mary. She tried the experi-

ment with the amber and thread, and was much amused by

seeing the thread attracted ; and wanted to see the sparks from

the cat's back, only there happened unfortunately to be no black

cat or kitten in Government House. Mrs. Frazer, however
?

promised to procure a beautiful black kitten for her, that she

might enjoy the singular sight of the electric sparks from its

coat. And lady Mary then wished that winter were corne,

that she might see the sparks from the flannel petticoat, and hear

the sounds-

" Let us now go and look out again at the sky," said Miss

Campbell, and Lady Mary skipped joyfully through the French

window to the balcony ; but ran back and flinging her arms

about her nurse, cried out in accents of alarm, " Nurse, nurse,

the sky is all angry, together ! Oh, Miss Campbell, what shall

we do ?"

"There is no cause for fear, my dear child, do not be frighten,

ed. There is nothing to harm us."

During the short time that they had been absent, a great and

remarkable change had taken place in the appearance of the

sky. The electric fluid had diffused itself over the face of the

whole heavens ; the pale colour of the streamers had changed to

bright rose, pale violet, and greenish yellow. At the zenith, or
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that part more immediately over head, a vast ring of deep indigo

was presented to the eye ; from this, swept down, as it were, a

flowing curtain of rosy light, which wavered and moved incessantly

as if agitated by a gentle breeze, though a perfect stillness

reigned thronghout the air. The child's young heart was awed

by this sublime spectacle ; it seemed to her as if it were indeed

the great throne of the Great Creator of the world that she

gazed upon ; and she veiled her face in her nurse's arms, and

trembled exceedingly, even as the children of Israel when the

fire of Mount Sinai, was revealed, and they feared to behold the

glory of the most High God.

After a while, lady Mary, encouraged by the cheerful voice

of her governess and nurse, ventured to look up and to watch

the silver stars shining dimly as from beneath a veil, and she

whispered to herself the words that her governess had before

repeated to her,*' The Heavens declare the glory of God, and the

firmament sheweth his handy work. ; '

After a little while, Mrs. Frazer thought it better to put lady

Mary to bed, as she had been up much longer than usual, and

Miss Campbell was afraid lest the excitement should make her

ill ; but the child did not soon fall asleep, for her thoughts were

full of the strange and glorious things that she had seen that night.

Notk.—A singular splendid exhibition of Aurora Borealis was visible in the month
of August, 1839, in August, 1851, and again on the 21st of February, 1852. The
colours were rosy red, varied with other prismatic colours.

But the mo3t singular feature was the ring-like circle from which the broad
streams of light seemed to flow down in a curtain that seemed to reach from heaven
to earth. In looking upwards the sky had the appearance ofa tent narrowed to a small
circle at the top, which seemed to be the centre of illimitable space.
Though we listened with great attention, none of the crackling sounds that some

northern travellers have declared to accompany the Aurora Borealis could be heard
;

neither did any one experience any of the disagreeable bodily sensations that are
often feit during thunder storms. The atmosphere was unusually calm, and in two of
the three instances warm and agreeable.
The authoress was induced to make this phenomenon the subject of the present

chapter, as the appearance of the Northern lights is so frequently seen in this country

;

and therefore she felt the little work would be incomplete without its being noticed.
More scientific matters might have been introduced, but it is difficult to simplify
subjects which have puzzled wise men to the comprehension of young children.

The hours of a wise man are lengthened by his ideas, as those

of a fool are by his passions. The time of the one is long,

because he does not know what to do with it ; so is that of the

other, because he distinguishes every moment of it with useful or

amusing thoughts
; or, in other words, because the one is always

wishing it away, and the other is always enjoying it.

—

Addison,
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FUNERAL HYMN FOR A

BY MRS. MOODIE.

Our brother is sleeping
;

But why should we mourn

That dust unto dust

His cold ashes return ?

Our sorrows are mortal

;

His sorrows are o'er
;

The pangs of disease

Can afflict him no more.

He early was called

From this valley of tears

;

A Christian in knowledge,

An infant in years.

His sun has gone down
In the dew of his morn,

And the hearts of his kindred

With anguish are torn.

Their thoughts dwell in darkness—
The worm and the shroud

;

But his spirit has burst

Like a beam from the cloud.

His exit was gladness,

His parting was sweet

;

He went forth rejoicing,

His Saviour to meet.

He has pass'd the dark valley

Our blessed Lord trod,

Conducted by saints

To the presence of God !

Then let us rejoice,

Though as mortals we mourn,

That dust unto dust

His cold ashes return.

Conscience must be kept in Exercise.—He who would

keep his conscience awake, must be careful to keep it stirring ; for

long disuse of anything made for action, will, in time, take away

the very use of it : as I have read of one who, for a disguise, kept

one of his eyes for a long time covered, when he took off the

covering he found his eye indeed where it was, but his sight was

gone.

—

Dr. South.

[For the Maple Leaf.

CHILD,
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[Written for the Maple Leaf.

LEGEND OF THE PYRENEES.

(continued.)

HERE is a tinge of enthusiasm and rest-

less ambition coloring the annals of Eu-

rope during the period immediately pre-

ceding and following the year 1492.

—

Mind sent out its long tendrils in every

rL> direction as if to clasp some unknown but

lofty support. Events tended to encour-

age a spirit of investigation. Old theories

were crumbling before the force of strong rea-

soning, and men no longer endeavored to re-

concile ancient absurdities with truths that were

daily becoming more established. Philosophers

lered on the wonders of nature, the secret causes

of the harmony which they saw everywhere prevail-

ing in the Creator's works, and tried to understand

the motions of the heavenly bodies. Everything

pointed forward. The northmen, lords of the sea, sailed far

and wide, and rumor said they had penetrated to lands far be-

yond Iceland.

Christopher Columbus lived in this semi-scientific and chiv-

alrous age. Warm Italian blood coursed through his veins.

Imagination lent her charms to elevate a devotion and a purity of

character imbibed from the grandeur of his religious conceptions,

and the excellence of his education. Enthusiasm spread a glow

of attraction over all his undertakings. His mind was capable of

designing and accomplishing great things. His whole soul was

enlisted in investigation. The noble generosity and courage of

the sailor were united, in his character, with perseverance and

decision. His voice was peculiarly pleasing, and his eloquence

contagious. No wonder that his Spanish auditors, true to their

love of the wonderful and mysterious, responded to his ardor, as

he depicted his belief in the existence of lands beyond the western

seas. He was a welcome guest at the Castle, where the Lady

Irene and her father visited ; and many a pleasant tale did he re-

late of the countries which he had visited, and the adventures he
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had encountered. His hopes were raised as news of a victorious

onset by the army, then besieging Granada, proclaimed the hour

of victory near—the hour when, he felt sure, his royal mistress

would fully attend to his cause.

Hours flew quickly to Irene, varied by conversation and amuse-

ment, and enlivened by accounts of the bravery of the army, and

the wonders collected within the famed Alhambra. Seated in

her boudoir one evening, at the close of a grand entertainment

given in honor of her father's visit, she leaned her head upon her

hand and sighed, almost unconsciously, as she thought of the

many happy scenes she had witnessed, and felt how soon she

should be far away.

" And Henri— will he ever return ?" she murmured ;
" will he

really remember his promise ? Ah ! he little knows how gladly

I would give my fortune to assist him,—but that may not be ;"

and her cheek grew pale, and large tears gathered in her eyes.

It was a lovely winter's night, in that mild climate. The

moonlight flooded hill and vale, and silvered castle and tower

and humble cottage, in and around the ancient city of Valencia,

and resting upon the sea, danced upon every rolling wave, and

quivered 'mid the restless surf on the beach.

A beauteous picture was that fair young girl, attired in the

graceful costume of her times, and looking so meek and lovely

as she raised her eyes devoutly to heaven, as if imploring help to

overcome the anxieties that were wearing fearfully upon her

heart, and then knelt humbly to her evening prayer. Scarcely

had she finished, ere, stealing upon the air, came a sweet strain

of music. Nearer and more distinct grew the sound, till just op-

posite the window of her room the musician appeared to hesi-

tate
;
then, trembling at first, as if choking back some grief, a rich,

manly voice sung the following lines, to a masterly instrumental

accompaniment :

—

f Star of my life arise !

The moon amid the skies

Along her pathway flics.

The evening wanes apace,

Deign now to show thy face,

Oh lady, full of grace.



LEGEND OF THE PYRENEES. 79

Thronging in dreamy train,

I see, beyond the main,

Realms wave in golden grain.

With an advent'rous band,

I leave my native land,

To seek a foreign strand.

I strike these notes to thee,

Ere far upon the sea

The waves my music be.

My lule this farewell breathes,

Beneath the rustling trees,

While mournful sighs the breeze.

Oh lady, life and joy

Seem but an idle toy ;

Earth's hopes but base alloy.

To thee I fondly turn,

One glance of love to earn

The noblest arts I'd learn.

Yet far upon my way,

Lighting a joyous ray,

Thy truth shall be my stay.

Mid scenes of strife or war,

My hand shall never mar

My ladv's colors fair.

A long, a last farewell,

My thoughts with sorrow swell,

As sad this tale I tell."

Every word of the song struck upon that young listener's heart

;

its mournfully pleasing notes all died upon her ear before she

awoke to consciousness ; then hurrying to her lattice, she tried

to catch a glimpse of the singer. She felt sure no one could sing

so sweetly but Henri Baplisle, who left Xarinos some months

previous to her own departure.

" Oh, why did he not stay longer," she said, " that I might

know where he is going, and into what danger he is running. If

my father only knew his worth as I do, he surely would not doom

me to sorrow."

Thus soliloquised the young girl, and her innocent heart betrayed

its interest in the wanderer. Henri had indeed become a wan-
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derer, but a strong purpose bent his steps. He loved the Senora

Irene
; but he knew that a great distance in rank and education

separated them, and he had formed the resolution to win both,

ere he urged his love before her father. Choosing his time, he

declared his affection to Irene with manly ardor, and then said :

u 1 dare not ask you to return it now. I would not have you dis-

please your honored father. But if I am spared to return, you

shall see me more worthy of you. Only say that you wish me
success—that you will think of me sometimes with kindness."

These were part of the words he poured forth in the intensity of

his feelings ; and his beaming, hopeful looks, spoke far more than

his words. Their effect upon Irene was wonderful. She grew

pale as statue—another moment and she would have fainted, but

Henri bore her to a seat, and remained respectfully standing at a

little distance. At length the color returned to her cheek and

lips, and tears fell upon her clasped hands. In alarm at her dis-

tress, Henri exclaimed, "Do not mind what I have said, dear

lady. I shall soon be far away, and you will forget my temerity."

" Oh, Henri," and her tears fell faster, and her voice trembled,

" where are you goin,> ? What would you do ?—my heart w ill

surely break with this new sorrow." And it did seem as if her

frail frame would be prostrated with this outburst of anguish.

She felt the hopelessness of her future most keenly ; and it

was not until she had summoned her utmost strength that she

could govern her heart, and listen to Henri's words of respect-

ful tenderness, while he gradually unfolded his plans.

" I go, dear lady, to earn a name, to travel in foreign lands,

to apply myself to study ; and something tells me I shall be suc-

cessful. I am young, and have a heart to toil ; for your sake I

will study early and late— I will brave the dangers of the deep,

and gain wealth as well as fame. Give me a token of regard,

something you have looked upon, and I will bear it with me to

my latest breath."

Unclasping a small and exquisitely wrought cross from a

chain which she wore, she placed it in his hand, saying,

" Let this remind you of the faith of the cross, and may it

prove an incentive to the noble path you have marked out for

yourself. You shall have my earnest prayers, for I can never

forget you—never." More she essayed to say, but her emotion
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overcame her
; and Henri, fearing to trust himself longer, lest he

should speak more than he ought, cast one lingering look upon his

beloved, raised her hand to his lips, then bounded quickly away.

Thus matters stood between these two, when Henri left his na-

tive village. Too generous and delicately alive to honorable prin-

ciple, he would not take any measures to secure Irene without

her father's approbation. He felt sure he could become her

equal ; but untd that was effected, he was too scrupulous to do

more than declare his feelings, leaving her free to act her plea-

sure.

Nothing more Mad Irene heard from Henri since the interview

just related, which took place early the preceding summer. What
was her surprise when she recognized his voice, and understood

the deep emotion that breathed in every line of his thrilling seren-

ade. She did not know that she had been often near him—that

he had looked upon her, surrounded, as she had been, by many

admirers, and had marked her dignity and loveliness. He had,

it seems, bent his steps to this city at once, and invested a share

of his little fortune in securing the services of a private tutor, who,

it turned out, was a particular friend of Columbus; an J his im-

provement was so rapid, his mind so eagerly drank in knowledge,

that Columbus early fixed upon him as one who would form a

great addition to his force in his intended expedition, and had en-

gaged to confer upon him an honorable post, if he would join the

fleet he hoped to persuade government to fit out for him ; and as a

further inducement, promised to assist him in his studies, particu-

larly in nautical and scientific subjects, in which that great man

excelled.

Time sped, and still the SenorHonorus and his daughter lin-

gered in Valencia, amid the festivities of that festive-loving city.

A fresh impulse had been given to amusement, and rejoicing in

honor' of the grand victory of Granada ; old and young felt

the solemnity and glory of the event which had rescued that

beautiful city from the dominion of the Moor. Irene cared not

for amusement, but she was patriotic, and imbued with fervent

piety ; so that with full heart she joined in the thanksgivings

that everywhere filled the churches with devout worshippers.

Returning one day from church, the crowd pressed so closely

around her, that she was carried beyond her faithful attendant.
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Greatly alarmed, she endeavoured to return to the place where

they separated, but her efforts were vain ; the crowd in-

creased, and she was forced far up the street in a contrary di-

rection. Her position was trying. She looked around in dis-

tress, and drawing her mantilla more closely, she lifted her veil

to recognise, if possible, her locality ; but she had turned into

a narrow street, and quite lost her way. To add to her dismay,

she saw a pair of horses, which had broken loose from some car-

riage, rushing down the narrow street ; and the wild creatures

would certainly have dashed her in pieces, had not a strong arm

drawn her instantly upon some steps which were near. Rising

quickly, while a flush of maidenly timidity overspread her coun-

tenance, she turned to thank her unknown preserver, who, bow-

ing low, lifted his plumed cap with graceful dignity, displaying the

handsome features of her devoted Henri. Here was a surprise
;

but in another moment Irene felt the blood recede from her heart,

a deep pallor blanched her cheek, and she would have fallen, had

not Henri, with the most respectful tenderness, supported her

down the steps and along the street, until she had in a measure

overcome her agitation. " Dear lady," said Henri, "refuse not

my attendance until I see you in safety ; forbid me not the un-

speakable happiness of hearing you speak once more."

Thus urged, Irene, with womanly politeness, accepted his prof-

fered arm, and explained the reason of her wandering so far from

her abode ; while Henri could ill conceal the joy that filled his

heart at the fortunate occurrence which had given him this plea-

sure.

" Oh, Senoia," said he, " light of my life, I have so longed to

see and speak to you once more, ere 1 bid you farewell, perhaps

forever ! I do not wish to make you miserable, but oh ! promise

me to wait a few years, until I may claim you ; if I return not in

three years, then forget me, and bestow this hand upon another."

Thus talking, Henri speedily conducted Irene back to her

father, who, nearly frantic at her long slay, received her in

safety, with many thanks to her preserver, and kind invitation

to rest awhile from his fatigue. Henri remained a short time,

and so interesting was his conversation, and so happy was the

good Senor Honorus to .-ee a familiar face, that he would not

allow Henri to depart until he had promised to call again.
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The flush of victory had not faded from the noble brows of the

King and Queen of Spain,—the laurels of their brave soldiers,

gathered with so much toil and perseverance beneath the walls of

Granada, were still fresh and glistening in the glorious light of the

Moorish victories,— the stately grandeur that invested the Court

of Ferdinand and Isabella outvied itself to lend a finishing touch

to the magnificence of their triumphal entry into the last Spanish

stronghold of the conquered followers of Mahomet. Filled with •

emotions of proud loyalty to their sovereigns, and exalted rever-

ence to the banner of the Cross, mounted on richly caprisoned

steeds, or defiling in measured order, the splendid Spanish army,

in solemn array, swelling high the glorious anthem, the TeDeum,

entered the gates of Granada.

Montreal, 1853.

{To be Continued.)

EXTRACr FROM FINCH'S BOUNDARIES OF EMPIRES.

The Queen of England is now sovereign over one continent,

a hundred peninsulas, five hundred promontories, a thousand

lakes, two thousand rivers, and ten thousand islands. She waves

her hand, and five hundred thousand warriors march to battle to

conquer or die. She bends her head, and at the signal a thous-

and ships of war, and a hundred thousand sailors perform her

bidding on the ocean. She walks upon the earth, and one

hundred and twenty millions of human beings feel the slightest

pressure of her foot. Come, all ye conquerors, and kneel before

the Queen of England, and acknowledge the superior extent of

her dependent provinces, her subjugated kingdoms, and her van-

quished empires. The Assyrian empire was not so wealthy.

The Roman empire was not so populous. The Persian empire

was not so extensive. The Arabian empire was not so power-

ful. The Carthaginian empire was not so much dreaded. The
Spanish empire was not so widely diffused. We have overrun a

greater extent of country than Attila, that scourge of Gaul, ever

ruled ! We have subdued more empires and dethroned more
kings than Alexander of Macedon! We have conquered more
nations than Napoleon in the plenitude ot his power ever sub-

dued ! We have acquired a larger extent of territory than Tam-
erlane the Tartar ever spurred his horse's hoof across. This is

indeed a proud boast, and should stimulate us to good actions.
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A MOTHER'S INFLUENCE.

u There come the children from school," said Aunt Mary,

looking from the window. " Just see that Clarence ! he'll have

Henry in the gutter. I never saw just such another boy
;
why

can't he come quietly along like other children 1 There, now,

he must stop to throw stones at the pigs. That boy will give

you the heart-ache yet, Anna."

Mrs. Hartley made no reply, but laid aside her work quietly,

and left the room to see that their dinner was ready. In a few

minutes the street-door was thrown open, and the children came

bounding in full of life, and noisy as they could be.

" Where is your coat, Clarence ?" she asked in a pleasant

tone, looking her oldest boy in the face.

" O, I forgot !" he replied cheerfully ; and turning quickly,

he ran down stairs, and lifting his coat from where, in his

thoughtlessness, he had thrown it upon the floor, hung it up in

its proper place, and then sprang up the stairs.

" Isn't dinner ready yet ?" he said with fretful impatience

his whole manner changing suddenly. " I'm hungry."

" It will be ready in a few minutes, Clarence."

" I want it now. I'm hungry."

" Did you ever hear ol the man," said Mrs. Hartley, in a

voice that showed no disturbance of mind, " who wanted the

sun to rise an hour before its time ?"

" No, mother. Tell me about it, won't you ?"

All impatience had vanished from the boy's face.

" There was a man who had to go upon a journey ; the stage

coach was to call for him at sunrise. More than an hour be-

fore it was time for the sun to be up, the man was all ready to

go, and for the whole of that hour he walked the floor impa-

tiently, grumbling at the sun because he did not rise. 4 I'm all

ready, and I want to be going,' he said. ' It's lime the sun was

up long ago.' Don't you think he was a very foolish man ?"

Clarence laughed, and said he thought the man was very

foolish indeed.

" Do you think he was more toolish than you were just now

tor grumbling because dinner wasn't ready V
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Clarence laughed again, and said he did not know. Just then

Hannah, the cook, brought in the waiter with the children's

dinner upon it. Clarence sprang for a chair, and drew it has-

tily and noisily to the table.

" Try and see if you can't do that more orderly, my dear,"

his mother said in a quiet voice, looking at him, as she spoke,

with a steady eye.

The boy removed his chair, and then replaced it gently.

" That is much better my son."

And thus she corrected his disorderly habits, quieted his im-

patient temper, and checked his rudeness, without showing any

disturbance. This she had to do daily. At almost everj meal

she found it necessary to repress his rude impatience. It was

line upon line, and precept upon precept. But she never tired,

and rarely permitted herself to show that she was disturbed, no

matter how deeply grieved she was at times over the wild and

reckless spirit of her boy.

On the next day she was not very well ; her head ached

badly all the morning. Hearing the children in the passage

when they came in from school at noon, she was rising from

the bed where she had lain down, to attend to them, and give

them their dinners, when Aunt Mary said—" Don't get up,

Anna ; I will see to the children."

It was rarely that Mrs. Hartley let any one do for them what

she could do herself, for no one else could manage the unhappy

temper of Clarence ; but so violent was the pain in her head,

that she let Aunt Mary go, and sank back upon the pillow from

which she had arisen. A good deal of noise and confusion con-

tinued to reach her ears, from the moment the children camie

in. At length a loud cry and passionate words from Clarence

caused her to rise up quickly, and go over to the dining room,

All was confusion there, and Aunt Mary out of humour, and

scolding prodigiously. Clarence was standing up at the table,

looking defiance at her, on account of some interference with

his strong self-will. The moment he saw his mother, his coun-

tenance changed, and a look of confusion took the place of anger.

" Come over to my room, Clarence," she said in a low voice
;

there was sadness in its tones, that made him feel sorry that he

had given vent so freely to his ill-temper.
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" What was the matter, my son ?" Mrs. Hartley asked as

soon as they were alone, taking Clarence by the hand, and

looking steadily at him.

" Aunt Mary wouldn't help me when I asked her."

" Why not ?"

" She would help Henry first."

" No doubt she had a reason for it. Do you know her rea-

son ?"

" She said he was youngest." Clarence pouted out his lips,

and spoke in a very disagreeable tone.

" Don't you think that was a very good reason ?"

" I've as good a right to be helped first as he has."

" Let us see if that is so. You and Marien and Henry came

in from school, all hungry, and anxious for your dinners. Ma-

rien is oldest— she, one would suppose, from the fact that she is

oldest, would be better able to feel for her brothers, and be wil-

ling to see their wants supplied before her own. You are older

than Henry, and should feel for him in the same way. No
doubt this was Aunt Mary's reason for helping Henry first.

Had she helped Marien ?"

i( No, ma'am."
" Did Marien complain ?"

" No, ma'am."

" No one complained but my unhappy Clarence. Do you

know why you complained ? I can tell you, as I have often

told you before ; it is because you indulge in very selfish feel-

ings. All who do so, make themselves miserable. If, instead

of wanting Aunt Mary to help you first, you had, from a love of

your little brother, been willing to see him first attended to, you

would have enjoyed a real pleasure. If you had said— * Aunt

Mary, help Harry first,' I am sure Henry would have said in-

stantly— ' No, Aunt Mary, help brother Clarence first.' How
pleasant this would have been ! how happy would all of us

have felt at thus seeing two little brothers generously prefer-

ring one another !"

There wa9 an unusual degree of tenderness, even sadness, in

the voice of his mother, that affected Clarence ; but lie strug-

gled with his feeling?. When, however, she resumed, and said
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—" I have felt quite sick all the morning
;
my head has ached

badly—so badly, that I have had to lie down. I always give

you your dinners when you come home, and try to make you

comfortable. To-day I let Aunt Mary do it, because I felt so

sick ; but I am sorry that I did not get up, sick as I was, and do

it myself ; then I might have prevented this unhappy outbreak

of my boy's unruly temper, that has made not only my head

ache ten times as badly as it did, but my heart ache also."

Clarence burst into tears, and throwing his arms around his

mother's neck, wept bitterly.

u I will try and be good, dear mother," he said. (l
I do try

sometimes, but it seems that I can't."

" You must always try, my dear son. Now dry up your

tears, and go out and get your dinner. Or, ifyou would rather

I should go with you, I will do so."

" No, dear mother," replied the boy, affectionately ;
" you

are sick
;
you must not go. I will be good."

Clarence kissed his mother again, and then returned quietly

to the dining-room.

" Naughty boy !" said Aunt Mary as he entered, looking

sternly at him.

A bitter retort came instantly to the tongue of Clarence, but

he checked himself with a strong effort, and took his place at

the table. Instead of soothing the quick-tempered boy, Aunt

Mary chafed him by her words and manner during the whole

meal; and it was only the image of his mother's tearful face,

and the remembrance that she was sick, that restrained an out-

break of his passionate temper.

When Clarence left the table, he returned to his mother's

room, and laid his head upon the pillow where hers was rest-

ing.

" I love you, mother," he said, affectionately ;
" you are

good. But 1 hate Aunt Mary."

" O no, Clarence
;
you must not say that you hate Aunt

Mary, for Aunt Mary is very kind to you. You mustn't hate

anybody."

" She isn't kind to me, mother. She calls me a bad boy, and

says everything to make me angry when I want to be good."
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" Think, my son, if there is not some reason for Aunt.Mary

calling you a bad boy. You know yourself that you act very

naughtily sometimes, and provoke Aunt Mary a great deal."

u But she said I was a naughty boy when I went out just now,

and I was sorry for what I had done, and wanted to be good."

" Aunt Mary didn't know that you were sorry I am sure.

When she called you ' naughty boy,' what did you say ?"

" I was going to say ' You're a fool !' but I didn't. I tried

hard not to let my tongue say the bad words, though it wanted

to do it."

" Why did you try not to say them ?"

" Because it would have been wrong, and would have made

you feel sorry ; and I love you."' Again the repentant boy

kissed her. His eyes were full of tears, and so were the eyes

of his mother.

While talking over this incident with her husband, Mrs. Hart-

ley said—" Were not all these impressions so light, I should feel

encouraged. The boy has warm and tender feelings, but I fear

that his passionate temper and selfishness will, like evil weeds,

completely check their growth."

" The case. is bad enough, Anna, but not so bad, I hope, as

you fear. These good affections are never active in vain.

They impress the mind with an indelible impression. In after

years the remembrance of them will give strength to good de-

sires and intentions. Amid all his irregularities and wander-

ings from good, in after-life, the thoughts of his mother will re.

store the feelings he had to-day, and draw him back from evil

with cords of love that cannot be broken. In most instances

where men abandon themselves finally to evil courses, it will

be found that the impressions made in childhood were not of the

right kind ; that the mother's influence was not what it should

have been. For myself, I am sure that a different mother

would have made me a different man. When a boy, I was too

much like Clarence ; but the tenderness with which my mother

always treated me, and the unimpassioned but earnest manner

in which she reproved and corrected my faults, subdued my un-

ruly temper. When I became restless or impatient, she al-

ways had a book to read to me, or a story to tell, or had some

device to save me from myself. My father was neither harsh
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nor indulgent towards me : 1 cherish his memory with respect

and love ; !>ut 1 have different feelings when I think of rny mo*

ther. I o
r
ten feel, even now, as if she were near me—as if her

cheek were laid to mine. My father would place his hand upon

my head caressingly, but my mother would lay her cheek against

mine. I did not expect my father to do more— i do not know

that I would have loved him had he done more ; for him it was

a natural expression of affection ; but no act is too tender for a

mother. Her kiss upon my cheek, her warm embrace, are all

felt now ; and the older I grow, the more holy seem the influ

ences that surrounded me in childhood.

—

Selected.

TBE SEASONS.

(FROM THE GERMAN.)

Hay and corn, and buds and flowers,

Snow and ice, and fruit and wino

—

Suns and Seasons, sleets and showers.

Bring in turn these fruits divine.

Spring hluws, Summer glows,

Autumn reaps, Winter keeps.

Spring prepares, Summer provides,

Autumn hoards, and Winter hides.

Come, then, friends, their praises sound,

Summer, Autumn, Winter, Spring.

As they run their yearly round,

Each in turn with gladness sing-

Time drops blessings as he flies

—

Time makes ripe, and Time makes wise.

<% Heard a little incident to-day, which struck us as a very gra-

phic illustration of the hurry with which surgical operations are

sometimes resorted to. A brave officer, who had been wounded

with a musket-ball, in or near his knee, was stretched upon

the dissecting table of a surgeon, who, with an assistant, began

to cut and probe in that region of his anatomy. After a while

the 1 subject ' said :
—

' Don't cut me up in that style, doctor !

What are you torturing me in that cruel way for?' * We are

looking after the ball,' replied the senior operator.

* Why didn't you say so, then, before ?' asked the indignant

patient. 4 I've got the ball in my pocket !' said he, putting his

hand in his waistcoat, and taking it out. < I took it out myself/

he added ; didn't I mention it to you? I meant to V*
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AUTHENTIC ANECDOTES OP THE LATE SIR EDWARD PAKENHAM.

On the night before Sir Edward set sail with the fatal expedi-

tion to New Orleans, during the American war, he was present

at a farewell dinner party given on the occasion by his friend, and

late tutor at College, the Archdeacon of , one regarded

by him not only with sincere friendship, but in whose opinion he

placed implicit confidence. Cork, at that time, was the great

depot both of the army and navy, and it was from that beautiful

harbor, the Cove, Sir Edward was to set sail for the shores of

America. The elegant and spacious suite of rooms were filled

with officers of both services. The conversation was carried on

with great spirit, and swiftly passed the hours as the guests emu-

lated each other in the happy interchange of ideas, or listened to

the flowing and easy language of their intellectual host. But it

did not escape the latter, that under the mask ofgayety, the hand-

some features of Sir Edward wore, at times, a shade of gloom

—

anon, that would disperse, and his lively sallies carried with them

irresistible merriment. The eye, however, which for years had

watched his course, and exulted in his increasing career of fame,

detected with a feeling of almost paternal solicitude, that the heart

usually so light and joyous had some secret care weighing upon it.

The guests were departing, but Sir Edward still lingered at the head

of the great staircase, as though loth to quit so congenial a scene
;

advancing towards his reverend tutor, he extended his hand in si-

lence ; his friend, with suppressed emotion, clasped it in his own.

" Farewell, Sir Edward ; I trust you will soon return with an addi-

tional crown of laurels from your expedition." " No, my friend,"

said Sir Edward, placing his hand upon his breast, " I shall

never return from the shores of America j" and all felt impressed,

from the tenor of his words, that there was a strange dash of

prophecy contained in them. Too soon was this self-prophecy

fulfilled. The first intelligence conveyed to many and loving

hearts, who anxiously awaited news of the expedition, was the

most painful one, that Sir Edward had met his death in attacking

a fortification at New Orleans, mortally wounded by a ball from

a Kentucky rifleman. His death caused a fearful blank to a

large circle of admiring friends, and among others, to the late

lamentedjDuke of Wellington, his brother-in-law. He was one
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of the very few he ever admitted on terms of intimacy, and he

entertained towards him the regard and affection of a brother.

He died performing his duty as a brave man and a soldier.

General Jackson had ordered a breastwork to be thrown up

for the protection of his sharp-shooters, formed of all the cotton

bales that could be collected in New Orleans, and under cover

of which the Kentucky riflemen were enabled to commit fearful

havoc among the English troops,—springing from their place of

retreat, and again disappearing after taking deadly aim at their

exposed foe. Sir Edward, the officer commanding the expedi-

tion, fearlessly advanced, sword in hand, leading on his gallant

regiment to the storming of the breastwork. A rifle ball, aimed

by the hand of a Kentucky rifleman, penetrated his breast, and

the wound proved to be mortal.

His last words were, " The day is lost, and my prophecy is

fulfilled." The spot where he fell is now marked by two trees

on the field of battle.

Another and equally interesting anecdote recurs to me, relat-

ing to the same distinguished officer. Possessing a warm and

generous temperament, he was as a young man impatient of con-

trol, high-spirited and passionate. Some misunderstanding hav-

ing arisen between him 'and his commanding officer, when in the

— Regiment, he addressed a letter to him on the subject of dis-

pute. Before he dispatched it, however, he sought an inter-

view with the same friend and tutor, the Archdeacon of—

.

When that excellent and faithful friend entered the library, he

found Sir Edward pacing up and down the apartment with hur-

ried steps, and evidently in a state of mental agitation. Pro-

ducing the letter, he handed it to his friend. " Look at that,

Sir. Read it." He did so ; then taking his pen and quietly

dipping it in the ink, he proceeded deliberately to score out sev-

eral passages which he considered obnoxious. Sir Edward,
with ill suppressed rage, watched his proceedings, and when he

handed him the letter with the remark, " Corrected, Edward,"
nearly suffocated with passion, he rushed from the apartment,

and abrupily quitting the house, did not again makB his appear-

ance for several days. At the expiration of that time he called

again, and his fine countenance lighted up with joyous emotion,

he cordially and frankly expressed his gratitude for the well-
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timed corrections made in that letter by his friend. Had the

original been forwarded to his commanding officer, he must have

left the arm}, and England have been deprived of the services

of a gallant and noble soldier.

C. Hayward.
Ravenscourt, August, 1853.

THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.

[SELECTED.]

Oh ! who can say that religion is the heavy chain that fetters us to gloom

and everlasting sadness ; that in chastening the pleasures of earth, it offers

no substantial good in return ? True piety, opening the heart by its sweet,

refreshing influence, causes us to enjoy every earthly blessing with a z< st

the heart in which the love of God is not an inmate, will seek in vain to

know. It is piety that strengthens, purifies affection. Piety that looks on

happiness vouchsafed us here, as harbingers of a 6tate where felicity will be

eternal. Piety that, in lifting up the grateful soul to God, heightens our

joys, and renders that pure and lasting which would otherwise be evanes.

ceMand fleeting. Piety, whose soft and mildly.burning torch continues to

enlighten life long, long after the lustre of worldly pleasures has passed

away.

One ol the greatest errors in education at the present time, is the desire

and ambition, at single lessons, to teach complex truths, whole systems,

doctrines, theorems, which years of analysis are scarcely sufficient to unfold
;

instead of commencing with simple elements, and then rising by gradations

to combined results.

These minds consist of various powers and faculties, by which they are

adapted to the various necessities, relations, and duties of life. Some of

them were given for self-preservation. The object of these is, ourselves,

our own existence, our own sustenance, our own exemption from pain, and

protection against danger and loss. Other powers are social in their na-

ture ; such as the celestial zone of affection, that binds brothers and sisters

into one. We have also moral and religious sentiments, which may bo

exalted into a solemn feeling of duty towards man and towards God. It is

the responsible part of the teacher'o duty to superintend the growth of these

manifold powers—to repress some, to cherish others, and to fashion the whole

into beauty and loveliness as they grow. A child should be saved from

being so selfish as to disregard the rights of others, or, on the other hand,

from being a spendthrift of his own. He should be saved from being so

proud as to disdain the world, or so vain as to go through the world be-

seeching everybody to praise him. He should be guarded alike against being

so devoted to his own family as to be deaf and deaJ to all social claims, and

again&t being to social as to run to iho ends of the earth to bestow the buun.



THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE. 93

ty for which his own family and neighborhood are suffering. So educato

the child that when he becomes a man all his faculties shall have a relative

and proportionate activity, instead of being nervously excitable on one side

of his nature, and palsy-stricken on the other.

Speed of the Magnetic Current.—A long experience in the Coast

Survey, with some d>fterent linus of telegraph, establishes the fact, that the

velocity of the galvanic current is about fifteen thousand four hundred

miles per second. The time of transit between Boston and Bangor was re-

cently measured, and the result was, that the lime occupied in the trans,

mission was one hundred and sixtieth of a second, and that the velocity of

the galvanic current was at the rate of sixteen thousand miles per second,

which is about six hundred miles per second more than the average of other

experiments.

The best water for plants is rain ; not a quart of it should ever be wasted.

Hard water is injurious—mineral waters are often so ; river water is next to

rain in value, if it be soft ± but even that ought not to be used cooler than

the air of the house. Pond water is next to river water, if there be nothing

noxious flowing into it. The best plan for those who keep plants is, to con.

duct rain water into a tank or tub inside of the house, and thus always keep

a supply on hand.

iEtua, tbe far-famed burning mountain of Sicily, is divided, in relation to

temperature, into three distinct districts or regions. They have distinct cli-

mates corresponding with'the gradations of ascent, and divided into the

torrid, tbe temperate, and the frigid. The mountain has, however, been di-

vided according to other differences, and thus we have described to us the

fertile region, the woody region, and the barren region. The fertile region

extends fifteen miles from the city of Catana, whence the traveller usually

commences his journey, and from which part the ascent commences. Tho
surface of this region is reckoned at upwards of 220 square leagues. It

abounds in pastures, orchards, and fruit trees ; and there the vine flourishes.

The next advance is the woody region. It is estimated at from 71 to 80

miles in circumference, with a surface of about 40 or 50 square leagues,

forming a girdle round the mountain of vivid green, composed of oaks,

birches, and other trees, in a soil of vegetable earth. The climate here is

most agreeably mild, and every breeze is filled with delicious odors.

M Do you believe in forerunners V asked a nervous lady of Deacon J.
41 Yes ma'am," replied the Deacon, " I've seen them !" " Bless me !" ex-

claimed the lady, « do tell." M Yes," continued the Deacon, fixing hie

eyes with a solemn stare on a dark corner of the room, 4< J see one now ."'

«* Mercy ! mercy on me I" shrieked the lady ;
" where !" " There I there »'»

said the Deacon, pointing to where his eyes were directed. '* That cat,

ma'am, may be called a forerunner, for she runs on all fours !"

Witty Reply.—Walter Scott does not seem to have been the fool at

school which some have stated. Once a boy in the same class was asked

by the " dominie," what part of speech with was. M A noun, sir," said the

boy. *' You young blockhead," cried the pedagogue, ** what example can
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you give of such a thing ?" 44 1 can tell you, sir," interrupted Scott; ** you

know there's a verse in Ihe Bible which says, 4 they bound Sampson with

withs: "

RECIPES.

Green Corn can be preserved by simply turning back the husk, all but

the last thin layer, and then hanging it in the sun or in a very warm room.

When it is to be used, boil it till soft, and then cut it off the cob and mix it

with butter. The summer sweet corn is the proper kind.

Another mode is to parboil sweet corn, cut it from the cobs, and dry it in

the sun. Then store it in a dry, cool place, in a bag.

Green Corn Patties.—Twelve ears of sweet corn grated. One tea-

spoonful of salt, and one of pepper. One egg beaten into two tablespoonsful

uf flour. Mix, make into small cakes, and fry brown in butter or sweet

lard.

CHARADE.
Where the banners wave on the well-fought field,

And the warrior sleeps on his dinted shield ;

Where helmet and lance in disorder lie,

'Midst the proudest of earth's brave chivalry,

My " First" dims the glory of victory.

Where the banner of peace is wide unfurled,

O'er man's purest life, the domestic world
;

In the humblest cot, in the princely hall,

When the board is spread—awaits your call,

My 44 Second"—a beverage pleasant to all.

These two together, with shrewdness composed,

Will give you my 44 Whole," completely disclosed.

In woman's fair face beauty fades away,

And I am the cause of its early decay.

Then maidens, dear maidens, beware the re-lay .'

Oscar.
Montreal, August, 1853.

EDITORIAL.

We have had Gome intensely warm weather during the month. Strangers

from the States continue to visit the city in large numbers, and distribute

themselves, by railroad or steamboat, throughout the country. The moun-

tains and islands, the rivers and lakes of Canada, find warm admirers in

foreigners ;— people from the vicinity of Catskill, or Trenton Falls, or

the White Mountains, acknowledge that this country rivals the States in the

variety and loveliness of its scenery.
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The distressing epidemic prevailing in New Orleans, has sent a large

number of its inhabitants north, to escape t he ravages of the disease. The

yellow fever equals the cholera in horror. When it prevails in its aggravated

form, it terminates life in a few hours. Owing to the marshy

state of the ground, the dead are not interred there as they are with

us. The graves are on the top of the ground, surrounded bv railings. In

the old French burying ground, particularly, the number of splendid monu-

ments and tombs is surprising. The surface of the ground around the graves

is like a beautiful flower garden. Around the sides of the burying ground,

and in the cemetery, a high wall of brick is built. It is strong and deep,

consisting of compartments six or eight feet deep and about the same

in height, arranged regularly one above the other, from the surface of the

ground to the top of the wall, which is, as near as we can remember, about

a story and a half high. These divisions are open on the inside of the ceme-

tery, and when a coffin has been slipped into the aperture, it is closed up by

masons; if the relatives of the deceased are able to afford it, a fine mar-

ble slab, bearing the name of the deceased, is placed at the mouth of this

oven.shaped tomb. Hundreds thus lie in solemn order, one above another,

in this city of the dead, giving, in their silent abode, an imposing lesson on

the fleeting nature of earthly life. What a desjlate scene will New Orleans

present to those who have fled from its distress and calamity, when they

return in October, and look around for familiar faces, or seek to put the

languid wheels of business in motion ! Much sympathy has been felt for

the sufferers from this fever. Aid has been promptly contributed by New
York and other cities, who owe so much to New Orleans enterprise and

wealth.

We must apologise to our readers for sending this number to them without

the usual illustrations. The travelling mania seems to have infected our

engraver, whose absence from the city prevented us from supplying any

cuts. The publisher promises to procure some fine ones for next month,

and thus compensate somewhat for the deficiency.

This number contains a large proportion of original articles. We are

sure the " Sketch of the Aztec Empire," from the pen of our accomplished

friend, Mrs. E. T. Renaud, will be read with interest. Mrs. Traill continues

to instruct "Lady Maryland through her the readers of the "Maple
Leaf," in the wonders of our northern latitude.

" Oscar's" communication was welcomed with pleasure. We hope he

will be induced to send us some more charades. Our young readers will

guess his charade, we think.

We thank our friend of the " Ottawa Citizen," and other friends of the

press, for their kind notices of the ,f Maple Leaf."

44 The Casket" is a beautiful magazine for children, published in Buffalo.

The editor enquired 44 how many dollars " five shillings sterling is. We
answer, the value at par is one dollar twenty-one cents and two. thirds of a

cent. He refers to the subscription price of the 4C Maple Leaf," which is

five shillings Halifax Currency, equal to $1.
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WHO CAN TELL M E ?-A SONG.

WORDS BY PETER PARLEY. MUSIC BY E. L. WHITE.

0-0
-8 f

r.

Who can tell me,
Who chii tell me,

Whence the morning dawn comes peeping

Whence the shadowy eve comes creeping

Whence the senile dew comes weeping .'

Who can tell me,
Who can tell me?

II.

Who can tell me,
Who can tell me,

Whence 'he Kunming'* mddyflaah,

Whence the thunder with its » rush,

Whence the sho\v« r with its flash?

Who can tell me,
Who can tell me ?

HI.

Who can tell me,
Who pan tell'me,

Where the passing zephyr goes,

Where the hr< aih oi d\ inj> rose,

Where the river, as it flows ?

Who can tell inc.

Who can tell me ?

IV.

Who can tell me,
Who can tell me,

Where the sunbeam makes its bed,
Where the echo lays its head,

Where the shadow's couch is spread I

Who can tell me,
Who can tell me 1
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Skebh of the Fall of the Aztec Empire, with the Destruction of Mexico.

(Concluded.)

IKLDING to

the present ne-

cessity of the case, he prepared to lead

his discomfited followers across the great

plain, hoping to find a shelter within the

friendly walls of Tlasca-

la
;

but, before they

reached Tlas-

cala, another

encounter was before them. They were within a

short distance of their place of refuge, when, on

reaching the valley of Otompan, they beheld an im-

mense army stretched out across the plain, evidently determined

to dispute their passage. It seemed impossible that the little

band of Cortes could stand for an hour against the vast array.

Every soldier must have felt his last hour was come. The
Spaniards fought with the energy of despair ; and the victory of

Otompan was to the few, and not to the many. By a dexterous

manoeuvre, Cortes killed the young chief at an early period in

the action. A panic seized the whole Indian army, who fled

in wild disorder, overthrowing and trampling in their haste

numbers of their own adherents.

Within a few days, Cortes entered Tiascala, where he was

kindly received, and his jaded followers found that rest and re-

freshment they so greatly needed. For some time after their

arrival in Tiascala, Cortes was laid on a bed of sickness, the

consequence of extraordinary fatigue and long sustained anxi-

ety of mind. During this season of repose, he matured his

plans for again taking the field, determined nothing should in-

duce him to abandon his grand enterprise. It required much
persuasion, and an appeal to all a soldier's feelings of honor

and ambition, to induce his companions heartily to co-operate

in his schemes. Many were for returning to Vera Cruz, and

from thence to the islands. Cortes gave free permission to as

many as wished it, to return, saying, " he felt stronger in the
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service of a few brave spirits, than if surrounded by a host of

the false or faint-hearted." Such was the effect of his harangue,

that not one forsook him, but all pledged themselves to stand

by him to the last. Cortes now established his head-quarters

at Tepeaca, a town at no great distance from Tlascala, situated

in a fruitful country, favorable for the support of an army. From

thence he undertook various expeditions against the neighbor-

ing States, who favored the Mexican Government, in which he

was invariably successful, and once more restored the renown

of the Spanish army. By the directions of Cortes, eight brig-

antines were built at Tlascala, in such a manner that they

could be taken to pieces, carried on the shoulders of the In-

dians across the plain, and launched on the Lake of Tezcuco.

This conception, bold as it appeared, was actually accomplished,

the fleet constructed and borne across mountain and forest be-

fore it reached the waters of Tezcuco. Fortunately, at this

period, Cortes' diminished band was reinforced by several com-

panies of adventurers. It mattered not with what intention

they arrived on the shores of Mexico, the authorities of Vera

Cruz seized ships and crew, pressed them into the service of

their general, and dispatched them to head-quarters ; and such

was the generous behavior, and the affable demeanor of Cortes,

that many who entered his service unwillingly, became his

warmest partizans. Cortes was well aware, in his second

visit to the capital, he had a very different monarch to encoun-

ter than the generous, but weak and superstitious Montezuma.

The brother and successor of this Emperor, Cuitalma, died,

after a reign of four months. He was succeeded by his nephew,

Guatemozin. He is described as " valiant, and so terrible,

that his followers trembled in his presence." Against such a

leader, Cortes prepared to measure his strength, and to lead

his little band of Spaniards, which amounted, including all the

reinforcements, to scarcely 600 men, against the united power

of the Aztec Empire. True, the allies of Cortes were numer-

ous, amounting to many thousands, and from them he received

essential aid.

It was the latter end of May, 1521, Cortes and his allied

forces, after a long and somewhat perilous march, appeared

before the ^ates of Mexico. A close siege of nearly three

months followed, during which the sufferings of the besiegers
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fell little short of those of the besieged. A daily, and often

nightly combat was sustained with equal obstinacy and des-

peration by Spaniards and Aztecs. The former resolved never

to quit their post until Mexico acknowledged allegiance to

Spain, and was completely humbled in the dust. The Aztecs

fought for freedom, honor, and their sacred rights—for all that

makes life dear. Guatemozin made the most active prepara-

tions for the defence of the capital ;—every house was a for-

tress—every inhabitant a warrior. The city was well gar-

risoned with provisions—the lake teemed with barks and

canoes, which, though they could not
v
stand before the Spanish

brigantines, were of great service in bringing in succors from

the neighboring Province. Guatemozin exhibited great ability

in the direction of his forces. Possessed of undoubted courage

and presence of mind, he was ever on the alert to take advan-

tage of any accident favorable to his cause. The chief of the

Aztecs certainly claims much of our admiration and sympathy,

as with a calm heroism, not excelled in any, age, he summoned

all his powers to repel the invaders, or perish in the attempt.

He would listen to no terms of capitulation, however favorable ;

would enter into no treaty with the enemies of his country
;

and when his people were perishing by thousands around him,

in all the horrors of famine, he still maintained the same un-

daunted bearing. At the commencement of the siege, Cortes

divided his force into three detachments, commanded by Alva-

rado, Sandoval, and himself. To these officers he assigned a

particular locality in the suburbs of the city, at some little dis-

tance from each other, directing them step by step to make

their way into the heart of the city, where, eventually, he in-

tended the whole force to meet.

To force an entrance was matter of great difficulty. Every

inch of ground was fiercely disputed, and not unfrequently would

they lose in the night the labor of the day. Cortes, finding little

progress was made, resolved to level all before him, and not to

advance one step farther than he had completely cleared the

ground, filled up ditches and canals, and left a wide and open

space suitable for the effective manoeuvres of the army. During

the siege, the Spaniards met with some severe checks. At one

time Cortes himself was in the most imminent peril. In one

of the many assaults, the Aztecs appeared to give way, and of-
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fered a feeble resistance, flying in all directions. They were

vigorously pursued by the Spaniards, who followed them far into

the heart of the city, when suddenly the Aztecs turned and com-

menced a fierce attack upon the troops, who saw too clearly their

error. They were hemmed in on all sides; their position was

most critical. Cortes was suddenly seized by six warriors, who

endeavored to draw him on board their boat. Being wounded,

he could make but a feeble resistance ; a moment more, and he

would have been beyond the reach of aid ; but his work was not

yet accomplished. Timely succor was sent. Christoval de

Oba, seeing his General's danger, threw himself upon the Aztecs.

He was immediately supported by other two, and by their means

Cortes was extricated from his perilous situation. Not long

after this crisis, Cortes was alarmed by the defection of an im-

mense number of his allies. Guatemozin found means to act upon

their superstitious fear, by spreading through the camp a report

of a direct revelation from heaven, in which it was declared that

the great war-god, affected by the late sacrifices, was about to

descend, and in less than eight days deliver their enemies into

their hands ; but as the appointed time passed on, and the suc-

cesses of the Spaniards were only more apparent, the allies re-

covered their panic and returned to the camp. By the 13th of

August the troops had gained the market place. The citizens

were suffering the last extremity of want ; the houses were filled

with the dead and dying ; the streets lined with unburied corpses.

Renewed efforts were made by Guatemozin ; but without eflect.

At length a surmise gained ground that he had taken refuge in

one of the Mexican vessels on the lake. A strict watch was

kept, and shortly after, this valiant but unfortunate Prince was

taken prisoner and led before the conqueror. No sooner did the

tidings spread that their Prince was taken, than all resistance

ceased, and Cortes remained undisputed master of Mexico. The

day after the surrender, the great body of the people, by the per-

mission of Cortes, left the city and wandered forth in search of

a new home. The first care of Cortes was devoted to clearing

the city from the various impurities which threatened to pro-

duce a pestilence. The heaps of dead which lay mouldering in

the streets were consigned to the earth, and numerous fires kept

burning night and day. It is supposed between one and two

hundred thousand persons must have perished in the siege.
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The Spanish commander ordered a day to be set apart for

solemn thanksgiving and public rejoicing, in honor of the great

victory achieved under the banner of the Cross. Thus fell the

mighty Empire of the Aztecs. In the short space of two centu-

ries it had risen from an insignificant territory, with a cluster of

wretched huts, to take its place as mistress of the Western World.

In the days of its prosperity it had held the language of another

city :—" I sit a queen, and am no widow, and shall see no sor-

row ;" and well might the lamentation poured over the mystic

Babylon apply to the prostrate Mexico :

—

(t Alas ! alas ! that

great city, that mighty city, for in one hour is thy judgment

come. The merchandise of gold and silver and precious stones,

and of pearls, and cf silver and scarlet, and all manner of ves-

sels of ivory and of most precious woods, and the fruits that

thy soul lusted after, are departed from thee. Alas! alas ! that

great city, that was clothed in fine linen and purple and scarlet,

and decked with gold and precious stones and pearls, for in one

hour so great riches is come to nought. What city was like this

great city ?"

[For the Maple Leal.

ORIGINAL.

Away to the glad, green fields, away

From the city dusty and dim,

With its walls of brick, and skies of gray,

And its ceaseless, deafening din.

Away to the glad, green fields, away,

And drink in the sweet-scented air;

And joying to see the hills so gay

—

Throw away to the winds each care.

Away to the glad, green fields, away,

And ramble o'er hill and in vale
;

And cull the brightest roses to-day,

For the cheeks so haggard and pale,

Away to the glad, green fields, away,

For the sun seetn'd never so bright

—

Nor the sky so blue, as in the ray

Of this beautiful morning light.

Away to the glad, green fields, away,

Let your heart swell with new delight

—

And revel 'mid flow'rets while you may,

For 'twill only too soon be night.
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Away to the glad, green fields, away,

Let the rocks echo back your song—

And forget, in the joy you feel to-day,

That you e'er knew sorrow or wrong.

Away to the glad, green fields, away,

Who would choose to live penl-up here

—

If they might only be free to stray

By the woodland rivulets clear ?

Away to the glad, green fields, away,

For my spirit weary has grown

Of fickle fashion's trammeling sway,

And the noise of the bustling town.

I long for a home in some still glade,

With a few choice friends at my side-

Where sunlight glances bright through the shade,

And moonbeams dance on waters wide ;—

Where darkness and grief might never come,

And age might not steal upon youth

—

And the crowning joy of that sweet home

Should be holy, unwavering truth.

But such happiness for me is not

—

On earth, it may never be giv'n;

To toil and hope while here is my lot,

Rest and joy may be mine in heav'n.

Edla.

Montreal, September, 1853.

THE MOTHER AND BOY.

" Tom, let that alone !" exclaimed a mother, petulantly, to a

boy seven years old, who was playing with a tassel that hung

from one of the window-blinds, to the imminent danger of its

destruction.

The boy did not seem to hear, but kept on fingering the tassel.

" Let that alone, I tell you ! Must I speak a hundred times 1

Why don't you mind at once ?"

The child slowly relinquished his hold of the tassel, and com-

menced running his hand up and down the Venetian blind.

'* There ! there ! Do for gracious sake let those blinds

alone. Go away from the window this moment, and try and

keep your hands off* things. I declare you are the most trying

child I ever saw."
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Tom left the window, and threw himself at full length into the

cradle, where he commenced rocking himself with a force and

rapidity that made everything crack again.

" Get out of that cradle ! What do you mean ? The child

really seems possessed !" And the mother caught him by the

arm, and jerked him from the cradle.

Tom said nothing, but, with the most imperturbable air in the

world, walked twice around the room, and then pushing a chair

up before the dressing bureau, took therefrom a bottle of hair

lustre, and pouring the palm of his little hand full of the liquid,

commenced rubbing it upon his head. Twice had this operation

been performed, and Tom was pulling open a drawer to get the

hair-brush, when the odour of the oily compound reached the

nostrils of the boy's mother, who was sitting with her back to-

ward him. Turning quickly, she saw what was going on.

11 You !" fell angry from her lips, as she dropped the baby

in the cradle. " Isn't it too much !" she continued, as she

swept across the room to where Tom was standing before the

bureau dressing-glass.

" There, sir !" and the child's ear rang with the box he re-

ceived. " There, sir !" and the box was repeated. " Haven't

I told you a hundred times not to touch that hair-oil ? Just see

what a spot of grease you've made on the carpet ! Look at your

hands !"

Tom looked at his hands, and seeing them full of oil, clapped

them quickly down upon his jacket, and tried to rub them clean.

" There ! Stop ! stop ! Now see your new jacket that you

put on this morning. Grease from top to bottom ! Isn't it too

bad ! I am in despair !" And the mother let her hands fall by

her side, and her body drop into a chair.

" It's no use to try," she continued ;
" I'll give up. Just see

that jacket ! It's totally ruined ; and that carpet too. Was
there ever such a trying boy ! Go down stairs this instant,

and te"ll Jane to come up here,"

Tom had reason to know that his mother was not in a mood
to be trifled with, so he went off briskly and called Jane, who
was directed to get some fuller's earth, and put upon the carpet

where oil had been spilt.

Not at all liking the atmosphere of his mother's room, Tom
being once in the kitchen, felt no inclination to return. Ilis
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first work there, after delivering his message to Jane, was to

commence turning the coffee-mill.

" Tommy," said the cook, mildly, yet firmly, " you know I've

told you that it was wrong to touch the coffee-mill. See here,

on the floor, where you have scattered the coffee about, and now

I must get a broom and sweep it up. If you do so, I can't let

you come down here."

The boy stood and looked at the cook seriously, while she

got the broom and swept up the dirt he had made.

" It's all clean again now," said the cook, pleasantly. *' And

you won't do so any more, will you ?"

« No, I won't touch the coffee-mill." And as Tom said this,

he sidled up to the knife-box that stood upon the dre*ser, and

made a dive into it with his hand.

£c O no, no, no, Tommy ! that won't do either," said the cook.

" The knives have all been cleaned, and they are to go on the

table to eat with."

" Then what can I play with, Margaret ?" asked the child,

as he left the dresser. " I want something to play with."

The cook thought a moment, and then went to a closet, and

brought out a little basket filled with clothes-pins. As she held

them in her hand, she said—" Tommy, if you will be careful

not to break any of these, nor scatter them about, you may have

them to pjay with. But remember, now, that as soon as you

begin to throw them around the room, I will put them up again."

" O no, I won't throw them about," said the little fellow, with

brightening eyes, as he reached out for the basket of pins.

In a little while he had a circle formed on the table, which

he called his fort ; and inside of this he had men, cannon, sen-

tr\ boxes, and other things that were suggested to his fancy.

" Where's Thomas ?" asked his mother, about the time he

had become fairly interested in his fort.

" I left him down in the kitchen," replied Jane.

" Go down and tell him to come up here instantly."

Down went Jane.

" Come along up stairs to your mother," said she.

" No I won't," replic 1 the boy.

" Very well, mister ! Yon can do as you like ;
but your mo-

ther sent for you."
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" Tell mother I am playing here so good. I'm imt in any

mischief. Am I, Margaret ?"

" No, Tommy ; but your mother has sent for you, and you had

better go."

" I don't want to go."

" Just as you like," said Jane, indifferently, as she left the

kitchen, and went up stairs.

" Where's Thomas ?" was the question w ;th which she was

met on returning to the chamber.

" He won't come, ma'am."
" Go and tell him that if he doesn't come up to me instantly,

I will put on his night clothes, and shut him up in the closet."

The threat of the closet was generally uttered ten times

where it was executed once ; it made but little impression upon

the child, who was all absorbed in his fort.

Jane returned. In a few minutes afterward, the quick, an-

gry voice of the mother was heard ringing down the stairway.

" Tom ! come up here this instant
!"

"I'm not troubling anything, mother."

" Come up, I say !"

" Margaret says I may play with the clothes-pins. I'm

only building a fort with them."
" Do you hear me ?"

" Mother !"

" Tom ! if you don't come to me this instant, I'll almost skin

you. Margaret, take the clothes-pins away. Pretty play-

things, indeed, for you to give a boy like him ! No wonder I

have to get a dozen new ones every two or three months."

Margaret now spoke.

" Tommy, you must go up to your mother."

She now took the clothes-pins, and commenced putting them

into the basket where they belonged. Her words and action

had a more instant effect than all the mother's storm of passion.

The boy left the kitchen in tears, and went slowly up stairs.

" Why didn't you come when I called you ? Say !"

The mother seized her little boy by the arm the moment he

came in reach of her, and dragged rather than led him up stairs,

uttering such exclamations as these by the way :

" I never saw such a child ! You might as well talk to the

wind! I'm in despair ! I'll give up! Humph! clothes-pins
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indeed ! Pretty playthings to give a child ! Everything goes

to wreck and ruin ! There !"

And as the last words were uttered, Tommy was thrust into

his mother's room with a force that nearly threw him prostrate.

" Now take off your clothes, sir."

" What for, mother ? I haven't done anything ! I didn't

hurt the clothes-pins. Margaret said I might play with them."
t( D'ye hear 1 Take off your clothes, 1 say !"

"I didn't do anything, mother."

" A word more, and I'll box your ears until they ring for a

month. Take off them clothes, I say ! I'll teach you to come

when I send for you ! I'll let you know whether I am to be

minded or not !"

Tommy slowly disrobed himself, while his mother, fretted to

the point of resolution, eyed him with unrelenting aspect. The

jacket and trousers were removed, and his night-clothes put on

in their stead, Tommy all the while protesting tearfully that he

had done nothing.

" Will you hush ?" was all the satisfaction he received for his

protestations.

'* Now, Jane, take him up stairs to bed ; he's got to lie there

all the afternoon."

It was then four, and the sun did not set until near eight

o'clock. Up stairs the poor child had to go, and then his mo-

ther found some quiet. Her babe slept soundly in the cradle,

undisturbed by Tommy's racket, and she enjoyed a new novel

to the extent of almost entirely forgetting her lonely boy shutup

in the chamber above.

" Where's Tommy?" asked a friend, who dropped in about

six o'clock.

" In bed," said the mother, with a sigh.

" What's the matter ? Is he sick ?"

<l O no. I almost wish he were."

li What a strange wish ! Why do you wish so ?"

" O, because he is like a little angel when he is sick—as

good as he can bo. I had to send him to bed as a punishment

for disobedience. He is a hard child to manage. I think I

never saw one just like him
;

but, you know, obedience is every-

thing. It is our duty to require a strict regard to this in our

children."
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" Certainly. If they do not obey their parents as children,

they will not obey the laws as men."
M That is precisely the view I take ; and I make it a point to

require implicit obedience in my boy. This is my duty as a pa.

rent ; but I find it hard work."

" It is hard, doubtless. Still we must persevere, and in pa-

tience possess our souls."

" To be patient with a boy like mine is a hard task. Some-

times I feel as if I should go wild," said the mother.

44 But under the influence of such a feeling," remarked the

friend, u what we say makes little or no impression. A calmly-

uttered word, in which there is an expression of interest in and

sympathy for the child, does more than the sternest commands.

This I have long since discovered. I never scold my children
;

scolding does no good, but harm. My oldest boy is restless, ex-

citable, and impulsive. If I were not to provide him with the

means of employing himself, or in other ways divert him, his

hands would be on everything in the house, and both he and I

made unhappy."
M But how can you interest him ?"

44 In various ways. Sometimes I read to him ; sometimes I

set him to doing things, by way of assisting me. I take him out

when I can, and let him go with the girls when I send them on

errands. I provide him with playthings that are suited to his

age. In a word, I try to keep bim in my mind
;
and, therefore,

find it not very difficult to meet his varying states. I never

thrust him aside, and say 1 am too busy to attend to him, when

he comes with a request. If I cannot grant it, I try not to say
4 no,' for that word comes too coldly upon the eager desire of an

ardent-minded boy."

" But how can you help saying 4 no,' if the request is one

you cannot grant ?"

44 Sometimes I ask if something else wili not do as well; and

sometimes I endeavour to create a new interest in his mind.

There are various ways in which it may be done, that readily

suggest themselves to those desirous for the good of their chil-

dren. It is affection that inspires thought. The love of chil-

dren always brings a quick intelligence touching their good."

Much more was said, not needful here to repeat. When the

friend went away, Tommy's mother, whose heart convicted her
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of wrong to her little boy, went up to the room where she had

sent him to spend four or five lonely hours as a punishment for

what was, in reality, her own fault, and not his. Three hours

of the weary time had already passed. She did not remember
to have heard a sound from him since she drove him away with

angry words. In fact, she had been too deeply interested in

the new book she was reading to have heard any noise that was
not of an extraordinary character.

At the door of the chamber she stood and listened for a mo-
ment. All was silent within. The mother's heartbeat with a

heavy motion. On entering, she found the order of the room

undisturbed—not even a chair was out of place. Tommy was

asleep on the bed. As his mother bent over him, she saw that

tears were upon his cheeks and eyelids, and that the pillow was

wet. A choking sigh struggled up from her bosom ; she felt a

rebuking consciousness of having wronged her child. She laid

her hand upon his red cheek, but drew it back instantly ; it

was hot with fever. She caught up his hand ; it was also in a

burning glow. Alarm took the place of grief, for having

wronged her boy. She tried to awaken him, but he only

moaned and muttered. The excitement had brought on a fever.

When the father came home, and laid his hand upon the hot

cheek of his sleeping boy, he uttered an exclamation of alarm,

and started offinstantly for a physician. All night the wretched

mother watched by her sick child, unable, from fear and self,

reproaches, to sleep. When the morning broke, and Thomas

looked up into her face with a gleam of trusting affection, his

fever was gone, and his pulse was calm. The mother laid her

cheek thankfully against that of her boy, and prayed to Heaven

for strength to bear with him, and wisdom to guide her feet

aright ; and as she did so, in the silence of her overflowing

heart, the boy threw his arms around her neck, and kissing

her, said

—

K Mother, I do love you !"

That tears came gushing over the mother's face is no cause

of wonder, nor that she returned, half wildly, the embrace and

kiss of her child.

Let us hope that, in her future conduct towards her ardent,

restless boy, she may be able to control herself; for then she

will not find it hard to bring him under subjection to what is

right.

—

Selected.
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LINES.

[ORIGINAL.]

The carlh is bright and beautiful,

Yet shadows o'er it come,

Which whisper to the toiling sou!,

'« Thi9 world is not thy home
;

Seek thou some strong, enduring slay,

Timo paeseth rapidly away."

Though life may boast its frequent joys,

Yet griefs are never dearth,

There's ever something which alloys

The happiness of earth ;

Pleasures entice us but to gain

Fresh powers wherewith to cause us pain.

One, and one only, joy we find

Which sadness cannot quell

—

Which soothes the woes of human kind

—

Lights up the captive's cell

;

Dispels the clouds with sorrows rife,

Meet foretaste of eternal life.

It sheds a ray of hallowed light

Upon the wanderer's way

—

Illumes the darkness, quenches night

In the full blaze of day :

'Tis the meek hope, since Adam fell,

In Him, **. who doelh all things well."

Learn then upon his word to lean

In confidence and trust

;

His faithful promises remain

The bulwark of the just;

Death and the grave but vainly seek

To injure those He deigns to keep.

Montreal, Sept. 8, 1853

INSTRUCTION OP THE DEAF IN GERMANY.

On onr way back we stopped at the Institution for the Deaf

;

for by the new method of teaching they are no longer dumb. It

is a handsome building in the gardens skirting the city. We

Per solus.



110 INSTRUCTION OF THE DEAF IN GERMANY.

applied, and on learning that we were strangers, tliey gave us

permission to enter. On finding we were Americans, the in-

structress spoke of Dr. Howe, who had visited the institution a

year or two before, and was much pleased to find that we were

acquainted with him. She took us into a room where about

fifteen small children were assembled, and addressing one of the

girls, said in a distinct tone, " These gentlemen are from Ameri-

ca ; the deaf children there speak with their fingers. Canst thou

speak so?" To which the child answered distinctly, but with

some effort, " No, we speak with our mouths." She then

spoke to several others with the same success. One of the boys

in particular, articulated with astonishing success. It was inter-

esting to watch their countenances, which were alive with eager

attention, and see the apparent efforts they made to articulate the

words. They spoke in a monotonous tone, slowly and deliberate-

ly ; but their voices had a strange sepulchral sound at first un-

pleasant to the ear. I put one or two questions to a little boy,

which he answered readily, and, as I was a foreigner, this was

the best test that could be given of the method. We conversed

afterwards with the director, who received us kindly, atai ap.

pointed a day for us to come and witness the system more fully.

He spoke of Dr. Howe and Horace Mann, and seemed to take a

great interest in the introduction of his system into America.

We went again at the time appointed, and as their drawing

teacher was there, we had an opportunity of looking over the

sketches, which were excellent. The director showed us the

manner of teaching them with a looking-glass, in which they

were shown the different positions of the organs of the mouth,

and afterwards made to feel the vibrations of the throat and

breast produced by the sound. He took one of the youngest

scholars, covered her eyes, and placing her hand upon his throat,

articulated the sound of A. She followed him, making the

sound louder or softer as he did. All the consonants were made

distinctly by placing her hand before his mouth. Their exer-

cises in reading, speaking with one another, and writing from

dictation, succeeded perfectly. He treated them all like his own

children, and sought, by jesting and playing, to make the exer-

cises appear as sport. They call him father, and appear to be

much attached to him. This institution is in Frankfort-on-the-

Maine.

—

Bayard Taylor's "Views A-foot" in Europe.
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TEE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER ; OR RUMBLES IK THE CANADIAN FOREST.

By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of the "Canadian Ciusoes," «S:c.

CHAPTER X.

STRAWBERRIES—CANADIAN WILD FRUITS —WILD RASPBERRIES—THE HUNTER

AND THE LOST CHILD—CRANBERRIES—CRANBERRY MARSHES—NUTS.

NE day lady Mary's nurse brought her a small

Indian basket, filled with ripe red strawberries.

" Nurse, where did you get these

nice strawberries?" said the little girl

f^jfa peeping beneath the fresh leaves with

which they were covered.

" I bought them from a little Indian squaw in

'oft the street ; she had brought them from a wood-

ed meadow, some miles off, my dear. They

are very fine ; see they are as large as those

that the gardener sent in yesterday from the forc-

ing house, and these are wild ones that have grown without any

pains having been bestowed upon them."

"I did not think, nurse, that wild strawberries could have been

so fine as these
;
may I taste them V Mrs. Frazer said she

might. "These are not so large, so red, or so sweet as some

that 1 have gathered when I lived at home with my father," said

the nurse ; " I have seen acres and acres of strawberries as large

as the early scarlet, that are sold so high in the market, on the

Rice Lake Plains. When the farmers have ploughed a fallow on

the Rice Lake Plains, the following summer it will be covered

with a crop of the finest strawberries. I have gathered pails

full day after day ;
these, however, have been partly cultivated

by the plough breaking up the sod ; but they seem as if sown by

the hand of nature. These fruits, and many sorts of flowers,

appear on the new soil that were never seen there before. After

a fallow has been chopped, and logged, and burnt, if it be left

for a few years, trees, and shrubs, and plants will cover it, unlike

those that grew there before."

" That is curious," said the child. " Does God sow the seeds

in the new ground ?"

"My lady, no doubt it is from Him that they come ; for He
openeth his hand and filleth all things living with plenteousness.

My father, who thought a great deal on these subjects, said, that
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the seeds of many plants may fall upon the earth, and yet none

of them take root till the soil be favorable for their growth. It

may be, that these seeds had lain for years, preserved in the earth,

till the time came that the forest was cleared away, and the sun,

and air, and rains, caused them to spring up. Or the earth may
still bring forth the herb of the field, after its kind, as in the day

of the creation ; but whether it be so or not, we must bless the

Lord for his goodness, and for the blessings that he givelh us at

all times."

" Are there many sorts of wild fruits fit to eat, nurse, in this

country ? Please will you tell me all you know?"
" There are so many, lady Mary, that 1 am afraid I shall weary

you before I have told all of them."

" Nurse, I shall not be tired, for I like to hear about fruits and

flowers very much, and my dear mamma likes you to tell me all

that you know about the plants and trees, and the birds and beasts

of Canada."

" Besides the different sorts of strawberries, there are wild cur-

rants, both black and red, and many kinds of wild gooseberries,"

said Mrs. Frazer ;
" some grow on wastes by the road side, in dry

soil, others in swamps. A great many of the gooseberries are

covered with thorns, not on the wood, but on the berries them-

selves."

" I would not eat those disagreeable thorny gooseberries, they

would prick my tongue," said the little girl.

" They cannot be eaten without first being scalded. The set-

tlers' wives contrive to make good pies and preserves with them,

by scalding the fruit, and then rubbing it between coarse linen

cloths; I have heard them called thornberry pies, and 1 think it

was a very good name for them.

" When emigrants first come to Canada, and clear in the back-

woods, they have little time to make nice fruit gardens for them-

selves, and they are glad to gather the wild berries that grow in

the woods and swamps to make tarts and preserves of; so they

do not even despise the thorny gooseberries, or the wild black

currants. Some swamp gooseberries, however, are quite smooth,

of a dark red color, but small, and they are very nice when ripe.

The blossoms of the wild currants are very beautiful, of a pale

yellowish green, and hang down in long, graceful branches ; the

fruit is harsh, but makes wholesome preserves. But there ave
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liiorny currants, as well as thorny gooseberries; these have long,

wsak, trailing branches, the berries are small, covered with stiff

bristles, and of a pale red color. They are not wholesome ; I

have seen people made very ill by eating them, and 1 have heard

even of their dying in consequence of doing so."

" I am sure, nurse, I will not eat those wild currants," said

lady iViaryj " 1 am glad you have told me about their being

poisonous."

"This sort is not often met with, my dear ; and these berries,

though they are not good for man, doubtless give nourishment

to some of the wild creatures that seek their food from God, and

we have enough dainties, and to spare, without them.

" One of the most common, and also the most useful to us,

among the wild fruits, is the red raspberry. It grows up in

abundance all over the country, by the roadside, in the half-open-

ed woods, on upturned roots, in old neglected clearings ; there is

no place so wild but it will grow, wherever its roots can find a

crevice. With maple-sugar, the farmers' wives need never lack

a tart, or a dish of fruit and cream. The poor Irish emigrants'

children go out and gather tin pails full, and carry to the towns

and villages to sell. The birds too live upon the fruits, and fly-

ing away with it to distant places, help to sow the seed. A great

many small animals eat the ripe raspberry, and even the raccoon

and the great black bears come in for their share."

"The black bears ! O, Nurse ! O, Mrs. Frazer !" ex-

claimed lady Mary in great astonishment. " What ! do bi<:

bears eat raspberries ?"

f Yes, indeed, my lady, they do. Bears are fond of all ripe

fruits. The bear resembles the hog in his tastes very closely

;

both will eat flesh in their wild state, and grain, and fruit, and

roots. There is a small red berry in the woods that is known
by the name of the bear-berry,' which they say the young
bears are particularly fond of."

" I should be afraid of going to gather raspberries, nurse, for

fear of the bears coming to eat them too."

" The hunters know that the bears are partial to this fruit,

and often seek them in large thickets, where they <*row.

A young gentleman, lady Mary, once went out shooting

* Arbutui, uvftwrfii, bear-berry, kinnikinnick, Doc. Mon.
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game ; it was somewhere in the Province of New Brunswick,

I believe. It was in the month of July, the weather was very

warm, and there were plenty of wild berries ripe. He had

been out for many hours, and at last found himself on the banks

of a creek. The bridge that he had been used to cross was

gone ; it had been swept away by the heavy rains in the spring.

Passing on a little higher up, he saw an old clearance full of

bushes, and knowing that wild animals were often to be met

with in such spots, he determined to cross over and try his luck

for a bear, or a raccoon, or a young fawn. Not far from the spot,

he saw a large fallen, swamp elm tree, which made a capital

bridge. Just as he was preparing to cross, he heard the sound

of footsteps on the dry crackling sticks, and saw a movement

among the raspberry bushes ; his finger was on the lock of his

rifle in an instant, for he thought it must have been a bear or a

deer, but just as he was about to fire he saw a small, thin, brown

hand, all red and stained from the juice of the ripe berries, put

up to reach down a branch of the fruit ; his very heart leaped

within him with fright, for in another moment he would have

shot the poor little child, that with pale, sunburned face, was

looking at him from between the raspberry bushes. It was a

little girl, about as old as you are, lady Mary. She was without

hat or shoes, and her clothes were all in tatters ; her hands and

neck were quite brown and sunburned. She seemed frightened

at first, and would have hid herself had not the stranger called

out gently to her to stay, and not to be afraid ; and then he hur-

ried over the log-bridge to her, and asked her who she was,

and where she lived. And she said, " she did not live anywhere,

for she was lost." She could not tell how many days, but

she thought she had been seven nights out in the woods. She

had been sent to take some dinner to her father who was at

work in the forest, and had missed the path and gone on a cattle

track, and did not find out her mistake till it was too late ; and

then she became frightened and tried to get back, but only lost

herself deeper in the woods. The first night she wrapped her gown

about her head, and lay down beneath the shelter of a great up-

turned root. She had eaten but little of the food in the basket

that day, and made it last her nearly two days ; after that was gone,

she chewed some leaves ; and when she found herself in the rasp-

berry clearing, she got berries of several kinds, nnd plenty of water
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to drink from the creek. One night she said she was awakened by

a heavy tramping near her, and looking up into the moonlight, she

saw two great black beasts, which she thought were her father's

oxen, and so she sat up and called " Buck," « Bright," for that was

was what the oxen's names were—"Buck," "Bright;" but they

had no bells, and so she thought they must haye been two

black dogs, for they stood quite upright and looked at her, but

went away.

These animals must have been bears, but the child did not

know that, and she felt no fear—for she said, she said her pray-

ers every night before she lay down to sleep, and she knew that

God would take care of her both sleeping and waking.*

" And did the hunter take her home?" asked lady Mary, who

was much interested in the story.

"Yes, my dear, he did. Finding that the poor little gill was

very weak, the young man took her on his back, and so loaded,

he managed with some difficulty to make his way back,—fortu-

nately, he happened to have a little wine in a flask, and a bit of dry

biscuit in his knapsack, and this greatly revived the little creature,

sometimes she ran by his side holding by his coat and talking to

him, and seemed quite happy and cheerful, bidding her friend not

to be afraid if they had to pass another night in the wood ; but

just as the sun was setting, they came out of the dark forest into

an open clearing.

"It was not the child's home, but a farm belonging to a miller

who knew her father, and had been out in search of her lor se.

veral days, and he and his wife were very glad when they saw

the lost child, and gladly shewed her preserver the way ; and they

were rejoiced indeed, when the poor little girl was restored quite

safe and well to her sorrowing parents."

" Nurse," said lady Mary, " I am so glad the good hunter

found the little girl. I must tell my own dear mamma that nice

story. How sorry my mamma and papa would be to lose me
in the woods."

The nurse smiled, and said, " My dear child, there is no fear

of such an accident happening to you. You are not exposed to

the same dangers and trials as the children of poor emigrants;

* The facts of this story I met with many years ago in a Provincial paper. They
afterwards appeared in a Canadian Sketch in Chambers' Journal, with other inter-
esting particulars written by me in 1838.
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therefore, you must be the more grateful to God, and do all that

you can to serve and please Him, and when you are able be kind

and good to those who are not as well off as you are."

61 Are there any other wild fruits, nurse," asked the child,

i( besides raspberries, and strawberries, and currants, and goose-

berries ?:"

U Yes, my dear, a great many more. There are wild plums,

—

these we can preserve, and when the trees are planted in gardens

and taken care of, the fruit is very good to eat. The wild cher-

ries are not very nice ; but the bark of the black cherry is good

for agues and low fevers. The choke-cherry is very beautiful to

loos at, but hurts the throat, closing it up, if many are eaten, and

making it quite sore. The huckleberry is a sweet dark blue ber-

ry, that grows on a very delicate low shrub, the blossoms are very

pretty, pale pink or greenish white bells, the fruit is very whole-

some, it grows on light dry ground, on those parts ol the country

that are called plains in Canada. The settlers' children go out

in parties, and gather great quantities either to eat or to dry tor

winter use. These berries are a great blessing to every one, be-

sides forming an abundant food for the broods of young quails and

partridges ; the squirrels of every kind eat them. There are

blackberries too, lady Mary, some people call them thimble

berries."

"Nurse, I have heard mamma talk about blackberries that grow

in the English hedges."

** The Canadian blackberries are not so sweet, 1 have heard my
father say, as those that grow at home ; but they are very rich and

nice tasted, neither do they grow so high. Then, there are high

bush cranberries, and low bush cranberries. The first grow on

a tall bush, and the fruit has a very fine appearance, hanging in

large branches of bright scarlet among the dark green leaves ; but

they are very, very sour, and it takes a great deal of sugar to

sweeten them. The low cranberries grow on a slender trailing

plant, the blossom is very pretty, and the fruit is about the size of

a common gooseberry ; it is of a dark purplish red, very smooth

and shining ; the seeds are very small, and lie in the white pulp

within the skin ; it is not nice till it is cooked with sugar.

M There is a large cranberry marsh somewhere to the back of

Kingston, where vast quantities of these berries grow. I heard a

young gentleman say that he passed over this marsh when he
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was hunting, it was while the snow was on the ground, and the

red juice dyed the snow crimson, as he trod upon them. The

Indians go every year to a small lake called Buckhorn Lake, many-

Mi iles up the river Otonabee in the upper province, and gather

cranberries ; these they sell to the settlers in the towns and villages,

or trade them away lor pork and flour and clothes. The cran-

berries when spread out upon a dry floor, will keep flesh and good

for a long time. 1 have been told that great quantities of cran-

berries are brought to England from Russia, Norway, and Lap-

land, in barrels or large earthen jars, filled with water. It is

a plant that lives in a cold climate. 1 will boil some cranberries

with sugar, that you may taste them
;
they are thought to be very

wholesome."

Lady Mary said she would like .o have some of the seed in

her own garden.

" The cranberry requires a particular kind of soil that would

not be easy to find in our garden, my dear; and as the cranberry

marshes are often covered with water in the spring, I suppose

they need a damp cool soil, near lakes or rivers, perhaps sand too

may be good for them ; but we can plant some berries, and water

them well ; in a light soil they may grow and bear fruit, but I am
not sure that they will do so.

" Besides these fruits there are many others that are little used

by men, but are of great service as food to the birds and small

animals. There are many kinds of nuts too,—filberts with rough

prickly husks, and walnuts, butternuts, and hickory nuts; these

last are large trees, the nuts of which are very nice to eat, and

the wood very fine for cabinet work and for firewood, and the

bark is used for dying.

" Now, my dear, 1 think you must be quite tired with hearing

so much about Canadian fruits."

Lady Mary said she was glad to hear that there were so many
good things in Canada ; for she heard a lady say to her mamma
that it was an ugly country, and that there was nothing good or

pretty in it.

" There is something good and pretty to be found everywhere,

my dear child, if people will but open their eyes to see it, and
their hearts to enjoy the good things that God has so mercifully

spread abroad for us, and for all his creatures to enjoy."

(To be continued.)
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A HYMN.

Heart, overcome with sadness,

Turn not thy gaze within

;

No beam of light and gladness

Darts through the gloom of sin.

The waves of sorrow, rushing

From secret founts of woe,

Flow o'er thy spirit, gushing,

And lay thy fond hopes low.

The surges and the billows,

God's messengers of wrath,

Roll on in crested furrows,

And overwhelm thy path.

The voice of justice, ringing

From Sinai's awful bounds,

Speaks not to man, the sinning,

Of hope's reviving sounds.

Look thou beyond the present

;

See looming from afar,

Dimming night's silver crescent,

A beauteous vesper star.

O'er hill and vale its glory

A soft'ned radiance sheds,

Gilding a wondrous story,

While God in manhood treads.

Behold the u Man of Sorrows ;

"

List to his dying groan ;

—

Faith rises now, and borrows

New life from every moan.

0 soul ! amid thy sadness,

Depress'd with sin's dark reign,

When joy, and peace, and gladness

Seem like some distant train j

When human pow'r seems fruitless

To check the plague within,

—

Look thou to Him, who, stainless,

Bore all the weight of sin.

In humble love adoring,

Bend meekly at His feet

;

Thy guilt and woe imploring

The "Great High Priest" to meet.
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Then joyfully thy spirit

An anthem shall prolong.

Praising His matchless merit

In ever rapt'rous song.

Mighty shall be His power

;

The banner of the Cross

Shall wave on ev'ry tower

—

In every mountain pass

In vale, o'er lake and river,

And shadowing ev'ry land,

Till swells the shout for ever,

Of earth's redeemed band.

Montreal, Sept., 1853.

[For the Maple Leaf.

EARTH'S VISIBLE RECORDS.

HAT are they ? By whose hand were

they written ? How readest thou ?

Let us pause for the response to these

questionings, so varied, and full of in-

terest. This broad and beautiful earth

beareth on its face, as upon a limitless

tablet, traces of the past
;
when, with

a mighty impress, records were made
which Time himself with all his sub.

tie arts has not been able to erase. These records were

made long ages since, when the world was yet young and im-

pressible. When the mighty work of creation was ended, the

" six day's" work concluded
;
then, when

" Its first pure praises rang,

And morning stars together sang,"

then began the writing. On every mountain and hill top, in

every secluded glen and valley, on the broad plain, in the mighty

forest, by the laughing brook, on the peaceful lake, in the spray

of the ceaseless cataract, on the mighty river, and most of all,

on the restless waves of the glorious old ocean, and in the

deep blue sky above us, were the records made. Do we still

ask their import ? The voice of the wintry tempest as it rages

through the desolate forest, the surgings of the mighty ocean

as its waves break upon the lonely shore, and the eternal thun-
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derings of Niagara ns it rushes on and on, in its ceaseless

whirl ; all these give us the interpretation of many of these

mysterious characters. We cannot fail to read. Power—vast,

incomprehensible, and changeless ! Yet, the records are not

here alone. If we but patiently look our eyes shall be glad-

dened and our hearts made to rejoice as we read. On the

sunny slope of yonder green hill-side, where the grass waves

in beauty, and the flowret lifts up its head in modest loveliness,

if we will bend down and gaze carefully, v, e shall find traces of

this writing. True, the characters are not so startling in their

boldness as those already noticed ; if we carry our heads loftily,

we shall doubtless overlook them : yet, when seen, they amply

reward for the labor of searching them out. Do we need to

be told their signification 7 Is not Love as plainly seen here

as Power in the former instances ? Yes, go where we may,

journeying over this world of ours, we read everywhere the

same lesson, engraved indelibly on the flinty rock, and traced

in gentler characters on the flowery plain
;
yet, everywhere the

same. The commingling ofthe two elements, Power and Love
;

—the Power lovely in its condescension,—the Love powerful

in its out-goings ; and both sublimely beautiful, bearing the im-

press of a mighty hand.

Hast thou not beheld them ? Have thine eyes till now been

" holden," that thou hast not read these records ? Art thou

saying in thy heart, "I look upward to the sky, and downward

into old ocean's depths, and abroad over the face of the green

earth ; but I see nought of what thou affirmest. I have gazed

upon the fair face of nature in all her various moods, yet, I have

seen nought but the green grass and the gay flower, the lofty

trees and the blue waters." Dost thou still inquire, " show

me these records ?" Is there then indeed a " veil" over thine

eyes, that thou seest not ? I may not hope to remove it. It is

for thyself alone to lift the veil—to send out thy spirit-messen-

gers through the length and breadth of this fair domain—to

search for that which may be to thee hidden ; but which, when

found, will reward thy search as never sight of gold rewarded

the toiling miner.

Earth's records ! Again may we ask, " where are they ?"

Nay, rather let (is ask, i{ whore are they not ?" Is there a
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spot so desolate within the bounds of space that no traces of

Power and Love are there seen ? Believe it not. Every-

where are the visible tokens of the presence of an invisible but

mighty Power, and as truly of an over-present, all-pervading

Love. Question it who may, believe it wo must. What our

eyes havo seen, our ears heard, and most of all, what our hearts

have felt, Chat we know, that we believe ; and no reasoning can

obscure our knowledge, or darken our belief

Yet, though these records are everywhere visible, by how few

are they read ? Vain man is too intent on his mad pursuit of

empty fame to 6top and heed the writing, though it bears the im-

press of his Maker's hand. He must rend the glowing charac-

ters written in the light of the flaming volcano, or in the open-

ing abyss of the earthquake ; but for the common and more fa-

miliar sentences which are everywhere scattered around his

pathway, he ha© no eyes. The book of nature is, to very many,

a sealed volume, as truly as the book of Revelation. And it

seems to me, that no one who rightly reads the one, can disre-

gard or fail to understand the other. Both were written by the

same hand, both teach us the same glorious lesson,—that

Power and Love are indissolubly connected in the great and

glorious Being whom we call God !

Sarah JE. Haight.
Springfield, Ohio, August, 1853.

RAPIDES DES CHATS.

The Rapides de$ Chats are situated at the Eastern extremity

of a magnificent lake, of the same name, which is in fact an ex-

tension of the river Ottawa. The shores of the lake Des Chats

are woody and generally flat to the northward, with a pebbly or

rocky beach ; to the southward they are higher, sometimes at-

taining an elevation of 80 or 100 feet. In extreme length it

is- fifteen miles, and in mean breath about one ; but its northern

.shore Is deeply indented by several sweeping bays, by which

extensive points are formed, sometimes contracting the lake to

a width of scarcely a mile, while in others it is three. The
surface of the waters is prettily studded with occasional islands*

richly wooded, and so situated as to diversify most agreeably

the^ natural beauties of the soft, sweet scenery of the lake,
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The calms of the Ottawa are peculiarly glassy and beautiful,

and its waters are much esteemed for their softness. Between

Government Island and the north shore dash, in swift and vio-

lent eddies, the Rapides des Chats. These rapids are three

miles long, and pass amidst a labyrinth of varied islands, until

the waters are suddenly precipitated over the falls of the Chats,

which are from sixteen to twenty feet in height. There are

fifteen or sixteen falls on a curved line across the river, regu-

larly divided by woody islands, over one of which is effected a

portage, in passing from the top to the bottom of the falU.

—

Selected.

[Written for the Maple Leaf.

LEGEND OF THE PYRENEES.

(continued.)

ONG had the Moor looked out from the

minarets and towers of Granada, upon a .

country beautiful in hill, and valley, and

fertile plain. Towering towards the skies

the snowy peaks of the Sierra Nevada

formed a barrier on the eastern side, from

whence cool breezes swept over the city,

and dispelled the languor arising from the exces-

sive heats of summer. In front, walls of immense

strength and solid masonry protected it, and be-

yond these spread out in gentle undulations for

many miles, lay the luxuriant tract of country

called the vega, blooming in all the beauty which high

cultivation, rich soil, and blandness of climate could

produce. Within the city rose magnificent mosques,

stately towers, citadels, and arcades; fountains spar-

kled in gardens, whose perfumes regaled the senses ; the golden

orange, the deep red of the pomegranate, the varied colorings of

the grape and the olive, added beauty to the enchanting villas,

whose fanciful and graceful forms of architecture seemed to point

only to enjoyment here, and a paradis* of bloom and beauty

hereafter.
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For eight centuries had Saracen power held her own in the

beauteous vales and among the bold mountains of Southern Spain.

Opulence, high civilization, chivalric generosity and valor, char-

acterised the Spanish Arabs. Many were the brave exploits of

both Christian and Moslem, celebrated in song and narrative in

the noble halls of their palaces, or among the cots of their moun-

taineers.

The genius of Mohammedanism displayed her happiest features

in Spain. But, long continued prosperity, under the influence of

institutions whose fundamental principles were based upon the

idea of outward grandeur and splendor in style of living, and

which elevated before the multitude as the highest consideration,

*a heaven of voluptuous ease, could not do otherwise than deterio*

rate the national stamina, and produce as it did, at length, a race
1

of men unfit to cope with the iron veterans in the Christian

camp.

Viewing from afar the land of their ancestors,—a land of fer-

tility and beauty,— with a long line of sea coast, and flourishing ci-

ties, still overshadowed by the crescent, and resounding with the

monotonous tones of devotion to the w false prophet j" the Span-

ish sovereigns, inspired with zeal, projected a crusade against the

usurpers of their country, to subdue the fair cities of the Moslems

to the Christian rule.

The Spaniard of those times was a brave soldier, inured to toil

and danger, on the battle field, or in single combat, or on the are-

na of the magnificent tilt and tourney,—he shrank not from fa-

tigue, and disdained to complain of pain. In the service of his

sovereign, and devoted to the lady of his choice, he courted ad-

venture and braved peril. But there was a higher sentiment,—

a

shading of character,—an infusion of devotion which vivified the

Spanish imagination, and seemed to infuse magic endurance into

his frame, and burning zeal into his spirit. It was the drapery of

religion floating over his head, or glittering aloft in the form of a

cross, or falling on his ravished ears in the sublime chants and

anthems of his faith, that filled his mind with an ambition of o

higher order than that of mere chivalry, making him willing to

spill his heart's blood to share in the glory of restoring Christianity

to its ancient seat in Granada.

Counting upon the intense loyalty of their subjects, the Spanish
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sovereigns proclaimed their determination to plant there the sym-

bol of Christianity. Party jealousy was forgotten, old feuds were

buried, while responsive emotions of loyalty and devotion to the

crusade, swelled every breast throughout the land, and an im-

mense army was kept in the field which proceeded from one con-

quest to another, until the gates of Granada gave way, and

Spain was reclaimed from the Moslem sway. The land, purged

from the lifeless forms of Mohammedan belief, received the

tokens of a better worship ; and the pious heart of Spain's de-

voted Queen beat with new fervor and joy as she beheld the en-

signs of her beloved faith raised where false religion had so long

held sway.

The crusade thus happily terminated, the sovereigns turned

their attention to political economy, and disbanding their army
y

held court from place to place, redressing wrongs, and issuing

new forms of polity in accordance with their enlightened views-

of propriety.

Columbus, no longer able to repress his ardor, now appeared at

court to urge his project before his royal mistress. His enthusi-

asm touched Isabella, though failing to meet an answering re-

sponse from Ferdinand, whose cooler temperament could not at

once appreciate a plan which seemed so chimerical. She imme-

diately, and with great exertion, raised funds for the expedition

from her private resources ; for jewels and crowns faded in hep

viow, in comparison with the grandeur of this enterprise,—an en-

enterprise which, unknown to her, was to perpetuate her name,

enwreathed with golden laurels to the latest ages.

At last all was nearly ready for the expedition, and Columbus

with overwhelming emotions, received authority to set om on his

perilous but long wished voyage of discovery.

Montreal, Sept., 1853.

(To be continued.)

<*£§§St^§g38§^

CHARADE.
Dost over think, love, of that shady retrcaf,

Its dear tufts of pansies for true lovers nice?,

Dost think of the time, when the pale queen's light,

Had burnished with silver the deep shades of night

:

All nature was hushed, save the musical air,

Which ardently played with thy tresses so fair.
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There was love in thy eyes; and where may we seek

For hues lhat could rival the blush on thy cheek ?

We parted, and promised to meet soon again

;

You said that my presence would freeycu from pain :

We spoke not of love ;—yet your language was mixed

With my ,(
first," and the little word " do " prefixed.

Dost think of the lime, love,—'twas late in the eve,

—

You asked me to supper, before I would leave
;

Accepted, of course,—and the table was spread,

I conducted you forth—set you down at the head :

There were dishes of , but a cuisine I'm not,

And therefore, as excellent throw in the lot ;

Yet, one dish I'll mention, or rather a cup,

Of which we both frequently took little sups ;

To the taste most delicious, of flavor mild,

JTis drunk by the oldest,—'tis sipped by the child,

In color it varies ;—you said you were loth

My " second" to want. Herb of celestial growth.

Seek for my Whole" 'mid the realms of air

:

Ye need search not the earth,—not there ! not there !

But away—away—and far upon high,

*Mtf the glittering hosts of tho deep blue sky,

—

Where Hesperus leadeth her starry train ;

Where the Pleiads shine,—where Charles' Wain

And Orion beams— in the deep profound

Of unbounded space, I'm surely found.

I sweep through realms that rejoice in the light,

Of our own bright Sun ; and anon, my flight

Is through chaos deep, where ihe light of day,

Had hitherto shed not a single ray
;

Then guess if you can ; I'm a wonderful ranger,

And " T. McG." calls? me M Illustrious Stranger."

Oscar.

Montreal, Sept. 21st, 1853.

Solution to Charade in the September number, " Corset "-{Corse)'U(tea).

St. Lawrence Hall, Aug. 27th, 1853.

Dear Editor,— A modest, quiet individual, of another clime, ventures

in an idle hour, to address the Editor of the Maple Leaf ; for the reading of

a single number found on my table, tins won, for its unpretending self, a true

and lasting friend. If, then, any stray thoughts here penned, in way of ac-

knowledgment of its merits, with a word or two of your delightful city

meets approval, I shall be well paid for my scribbling ; if otherwise, in kind-

ness forgive the. liberty.

Judging from specimens of Canadian literature scattered about the neigh-

boring States, I acknowledge my surprise, nfter perusing the last number of
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the Maple Leaf, and turning to the first page, to find it published in Mon-
treal. I had always supposed there were few female writers in Cana.

da. We hear of Mrs. Moodie, who now and then cheers us, and occa-

sionally see an original piece from the pen of some lady,—like a rainbow

of promise it tells of bright times coming; but yet, I would ask, where are

your musing, reflecting, literary Canadian ladies 7 Your city claims very

many intelligent looking young ladies. Do you not receive contributions

from them for your paper 7 1 venture to guess talent worth having lies

buried under the r modest retiring exterior. Can't you call it out by a

challenge, or other means'? and by thus encouraging them, claim many li-

terary gems, with beauty of person and beauty of mind. Your beautiful

ecenery affords themes for poetry and song, to charm and delight the mul-

titude. The rapids inspired Tom Moore ; why not now the young and

gifted of your land to think and write, as beautifully and truthfully as he

did 7 Talk of "sunny Italy" if you will, I doubt if there nature has done

more, or if a more charming view meets the eye, than the one just behind

your mountain, where the Ottawa is seen in the distance, and a country, the

beauties ol which must be seen, to be appreciated. The drive tuo on the

banks of the St. Lawrence, as far as Lachine, strikes one dumb with admi-

ration. Oh ! for the pen of a ready writer that I might paint scenes like

these ;
grand enough, methinks, to inspire the dullest heart with music,

poetry and love. With a heart full to overflowing, I viewed and admired
;

but my pen fails to tell you how much I enjoyed it. For the first time in

my life, I have ventured thus near the North Pole. Always dreading every-

thing of a cold nature, I have denied myself a far greater treat, than I ever

dreamed was in store for me. I decided this year, to shake off the chilling

feeling I had for Canada, and realise the beauties of a sail among the " thou,

eand Islands," a dance on the foaming rapids, as well as a peep at the

strange and curious in and about Montieal—somewhat dreading, it is true,

the "shady side" of a first meeting with the icicles and more icy hearts,

said to belong to countries like this. Ere the ordeal of an introduction was

over, I began to know sometling of the " sunny side" of friendship and

love. My first impressions of Canada are fast giving way to the hearty

welcome offered me, and I fully believe if we were only a little better ac
quainted, the feeling cherished by one nation for the other, would be laid

aside, and mutual friendship succeed mutual dislike.

We Yankees, as you call everybody from the American cities (though

not properly do all answer the title)9 seem to throng your streets, in the sum-

mer months, not only in parties, but regiments of pleasure-seekers, filling

your public houses to the rafters, and well nigh hanging out of the windows.

This exposure might place the white beavers worn by the gentlemen in the

way of getting a shower bath to smooth the nap, if rain falls often in such

torrents as yesterday j but we have learned to appreciate good fare, if it is to

be had, if otherwise, to be contented with anything offering ; know too, some-

thing of the use of elbows, and the motto <s each one for himself." I find

your citizens are not any more particular in regard to etiquette in a crowd

than their more verdant neighbors, and are quit8 as wide awake to money



128 CORRESPONDENCE—EDITORIAL.

.making* securing .comforts, and even luxuries, for themselves. I doubt
f

though, if your business men spend as freely or enjoy life half as well. !

notice your quiet way of living without much excitement or bustle, and

wonder to myself, if I could move on thus quietly from day to day. I am
told, though, that this is a dull season, and I am not right, in supposing you

.always so quiet.

Tho country so charming,—a city so delightful, ought to boast of more

.places of amusement, more musical talent, that concert givers might feel

encouraged to visit you.

But I am spinning my yarn to an unpardonable length, and leave you in

your etillnow, with every good wish for your Maple Leaf. If I could write

anything to interest its readers, one acceptable article, or coax up a few new
ideas for its bene6t, I should be glad, and as preeumptuous may be, as poor

Oliver Twist, end " aek for more."

Tho now bridgo will bring you ao near to us, I hope, as to enable me to

-repeat my visit in winter. Then I may know something of your amusc^

ments, so exhilarating and conducive to health. I shall enjoy day dreams

of this, and in imagination bo often with you. I must send this " with all

its imperfections on its head," since I have written with several chattering

magpies enjoying themselves about my table, and you would wonder that I

h.ivc not copied some of their conversation. J,

EDITORIAL.
This number contains a letter from a 6tranger, who expresses hie lively

ideas in that kind of " freo and easy" style, peculiar to tho southerner. We
wore much amused at the curious fancy ho seems to have in regard to our

climate, and hope ho will not suffer from a visit hero in summer, though

Montreal may bo some ten or fifteen degrees nearer the ?« North Pole" than

his home. Wo thank him for his friendship for the Maple Leaf, and inform

him that it already numbers several contributors among the ladies; writers

whoso names are known among up, as having for years contributed by

means of their pens to tho instruction and amusement of the Canadian pub-

lic. We wish, if possible, to disabuse hie mind of tho idea, that our Mon.

treal ladies are not *• reflecting" and musing" too. The last they are

certainly, as many a tide of richest Vermillion sweeping over their fair cheeks

and brows betoken, which ho might have observed, unless his mind was

wandering to some attraction in his native land. Wo like his hint, how-
ever, and tako tho opportunity of asking our lady readers if they will not re.

spond to it through tho columns of tho Maple Leaf.

Our number of Correspondents increases. Wo havo been obliged to leave

out eomo interesting matter for want of space.

*• Lines'* from u Porsolus" were read with much pleasure. We trust he

will favor us with somo moro of his thoughts for tho nest number.

m JE. S. O." will appear in tho October number. Wo shall be happy to

/hoar from him again.

The Charado for this number, by Oscar, is beautiful and ingenious. We
advise him to dip his pen again for the roadcrs of our magazine, and pro-

mise, on their behalf, an oiForf to find an answer to this one.
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LEGEND OP THE PYRENEES.

(CONTINUED.)

AKING a position on some

stand point in the lapse of

time, the present for in-

stance, climbing it may be

one of the peaks that dot

the western Conti-

nent, and

looking

over the vast scene, the human mind is bewildered

at the sight, and lost in wonder at the thought, of the youthful

fame and splendor that already cluster around America. In

1492 all was yet in the future. Then no trace of ocean

highway was visible, by the dim light that twinkled across

the waste of waters, and investigation folding her wings es-

sayed not to pierce the uncertain West. Around the limit*

less expanse which stretched beyond Spain, popular descrip-

tion had gathered vague forms. Superstition peopled the

caverns of the deep with genii, and wandering gnomes,

who held wild dances among the coral rocks, or rose on the

waves in magic circles, hovering phantom-like in the wake

of vessels that dared to venture near their domains. To
enter these unknown seas with frail barks, to brave the spirits

of the deep, and the revel of the winds and waves, uncertain of

the distance to be accomplished, argued great courage and hope

of success. Few embarked with Columbus comprehending

the greatness of the scheme ; they went, because life had few

charms for them ; or because they were pressed into service.

Conjecture exhausted itself in trying to account for the foolish

plan, as people deemed the project, and Columbus needed all

his faith to bear up under the ridicule and incredulity which

assailed him. Henri Baptiste stood by him in all his emergen-

cies, and it was with peculiar interest that he looked upon

this noble minded youth, and his offer to share the perils of the

voyage.
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The humble port of Palos, on the Atlantic coast, was the one
from which they were to sail. Preparations hastened to a
close, at last all were ready, and the little band repaired to

the Church, that they might leave fortified by symptthy and
prayer.

The three little vessels rode quietly in the harbor, rocked

gently on the rising swell; little dreamed the idle gazers on
their humble equipments of the figure they were to make in

the annals of the world. The moment came when anchors

were weighed, sails unfurled, and the barks sped away.
Columbus, whose heart was too full of prophetic hope to

allow him to falter, directed their course with a steady voice,

while the mariners now fairly embarked upon this uncertain

enterprise, and overawed by the strangeness of their situation,

yielded to his influence. Every sail was set, a propitious wind

hurried them on ; and ere the evening star lighted the ocean,

the adventurers bade adieu to Spain. What thoughts were
theirs !—how sublime was their mission !

How desolate must the ocean have appeared—how narrowed

their hold upon the world, as with solemn hearts and voices, those

lonely sailors sang their evening song, and from vessel to vessel

resounded the answering watch-word ; while sinking over the

billows fell the veil of night.

Columbus paced the deck of the foremost barque,—the mo-

ment was too intensely fraught with emotions of sublimity to ad-

mit of sleep. He had launched upon the unknown ocean, and

was steering away from land. No human power could aid him,

—no human heart could assume the responsibility that rested on

him,—how could he deep with the gushings of that enthusiastic

spirit heaving his whole frame ? Now he looked out on the sil-

vered furrow ploughed by his vessel, and saw in her wake the

lights of the sister vessels, glimmering and dancing, ignis fatuus-

like—apt illustration of the uncertainty of his success. Again he

cast his eye upon the glorious host of the stars
;
they shone upon

the water, as upon the land ; sentinels they seemed, beacons scat-

tered in the grand concave, to remind of that Power who never

slumbered or slept; and then to calm his mind he stood by the

binnacle light, and watching the needle, called out the passing

bells as the night wore on.
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Among the adventurers was one, who, gathering up the thread

of pleasant associations, ventured to weave a few golden colors

into his web of life, and vary their bright hues with shades of

purple and violet ; for in those times, as now, "telegraphic com-
munications" were kept up between hearts, and no insulator

had been discovered to retain the subtle fluid which cupid de-

lighted to spread far and wide. No sleep pressed Henri's eye-

lids during that first momentous night. He would scarcely

leave the deck of the little Caravel a moment, out watched the

wind, while the sailors tacked and steered, aiming at the distant

light in the foremost vessel, where they knew wakeful eyes were
guiding their course.

If a spot can be conceived where the idea of vastness and

human nothingness in the midst of such overwhelming extent,

fully takes hold of the mind, it must be amid the sands of the

pathless desert, or when tossing in a small vessel on the mountain

billows of the ocean. A watch on the quarter-deck of a noble

merchant vessel is another thing
;

yet, even there, at midnight, the

sturdy sailor gladly cheats the monotonous hour of its weariness,

by spinning the yarn of wonderful incident, or picturing loved

scenes and memories to his mind. Thoughts of the danger of

the enterprise occupied Henri's mind for a long time, the uncer-

tainty that hung over it fired him with resolution, and left ample

space for pictures of a sanguine character. Gradually, however,

as the vessels glided prosperously onward, Henri's feelings lost

their anxious tone, and turned with fervor to the distant moun-

tains and sunny vallies of his native Navarre, to the home of his

childhood, and the villagers, in whose merry vintage songs he had

often joined. New thoughts had struggled up into light, within

his yearning bosom, since those careless days. He felt that he

could never sing those songs as he once did ; he had caught

glimpses ot the higher, inner life ; he had learned that immortal

mind cannot be satisfied with the circumscribed routine of mere

physical enjoyment. Imagination bathed that home landscape

in golden splendor, and filled that native air with sweetest har-

mony ; and as the home of his beloved rose vividly before him^

the currents round his heart thickened, then quickly receded like

the ebbing tide, leaving bare and stranded, for a moment, the

hopes of his life. It was only for an instant that he suffered
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, era ruling into every avenue of his heart,

wave after wave of lcvj emircleJ and buoytd up his spirit

• «••••*
The little fleet proceeded direct'y from Palos to the Canary

Islands, from whence Columbus intended to sail westward.

Tiere they remained while one of their vessels was repairing
;

luxuriating in all the delightful accompaniments of that soft cli-

mate, and lingering with peculiar tenderness at those out-posts of

life and society, on the borders of an unknown wilderness of

waters. The repairs were soon completed, and laying in a sup.

ply of fruits and fresh water, they steered away. As the Peak

of Teneriffe and the lofty heights of Ferro faded from their view,

they were overwhelmed with their desolate situation, and gave

themselves up to mournful forebodings, from which Columbus,

with all his tact and versatility in devising expedients, could

scarcely rouse them.

Days succeeded nights, and nights followed days, for weeks,

and still the vessels held on their westward route, wafted by the

propitious Trade winds, which blow in a direct line from the

Canaries. The sailors were kept in constant excitement by the

novelties they encountered. The curious variation of the mag-

netic needle filled them with astonishment. Columbus looked

wit'i wonder upon this phenomenon, and passed many an hour

in meditating upon the probable reason.

The mild breeze that gently urg^d them on, alarmed the sailors

from its unvarying sameness
;
they fancied that they could never

return in the face of a breeze that blew ever towards the west.

Flocks of birds alighted on the ships, sure indications, as they

thought, of land, and then every eye was strained to catch the first

indications of the wished-for shore. Now a floating piece of

carved wood reassuied them, or distant piles of vapor, mirage*

like, deceived them into the hope that a magnificent city was

near. In the latitude of the tropics, the air is so clear, that ob-

jects can be discerned at a great distance, and this beautiful se-

renity and freshness of the atmosphere kept them in happy ex-

pectation. These expectations were destined to be fully met.

The grand repose of primeval forests was about to be invaded
;

the voice of civilization was soon to disturb the fainter sounds of

savage life. The curtain wag about to be rolled back and disclose
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the beauteous western world, with all its wonderful variety of

scenery and climate. Land did indeed lie before them. "Land !

land !" was the joyful chorus on every tongue.

Brightly beamed the morning sun upon the wooded shores and

flowery summit* of that lovely island, which reposed in the soli-

tude of the ocean, like a gem of variegated colors dropped from

the hand of Omnipotence. The little ships anchored before ir,

while the joyful adventurers stepped gratefully on shore. Those

ships transported, it may be, leaves from the Tree of Life, germs

of future glory, which the All Wise would spread over the west-

ern world, until, in ages to come, light and knowledge and truth

should meet and embrace on the Pacific shore, and the east and

west, the north and south, be illuminated with celestial light.,••*••*
It was a gala day in the Spanish capital. The church bells

rung forth a merry peal, the streets were thronged with cheerful

multitudes in their holiday garb, while the inspiriting notes of

martial music lent a bewitching loveliness to their steps. From

balcony and tower and lordl) ca3tle, floated gay-colored flags

and banners. The fair and beautiful crowded the windows and

porticos, and eagerly tried to catch a glimpse of the splendid

procession which wa3 passing through the principal streets. Con-

spicuous in front rode Ferdinand, whose nodding plumes were

lifted with profound gallantry to the ladies
;
by his side rode the

Queen of Castile, the idolised Isabella, her serene beauty partly

concealed by a superb veil, which was fastened upon a jewelled

tiara, and fell back in graceful folds round her royal person. As
the cavalcade came in view, the crowd perceived the majestic

form of Columbus, with a select retinue, near the king and queen,

and bursting forth into ecstasy they raised the rejoicing shout,

" Ferdinand and Isabella forever I"

It was a happy day to Isabella ; she regarded herself as a stew-

ard of Heaven's bounty, and felt that she ought to honor God
with the most magnificent exhibitions of joy. It was a proud

day to her, for she commemorated the discovery of a new world !

That morning the court celebrated high thanksgivings for the

prosperity of the little armament that sailed away from Palos

amid so many trials, and now the king and queen, with the no-

bility and principal inhabitants, were on their way to honor the

event in feast and tournament. Many feats were performed by
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bold Cavaliers, anxious to gain a glance of approbation from the

fair beholders
;
many a lance had been broken, and many a

rider unhorsed in the broad arena where they fought mimic bat-

tles. On a raised platform, the queen reclined, beneath a gor-

geous canopy, surrounded by her ladies. A young man, of in-

teresting appearance, advanced and knelt reverently at her feet,

while a noble and beautiful lady threw over his shoulders an

embroidered scarf, and presented to him a sealed packet. Henri,

for it was he, gracefully kissed her hand, while he poured forth

his thanks for the gift bestowed.

Columbu3 had represented Henri's constancy and services

during the voyage, his resolute adherence to the squadron when

one of the vessels deserted, and his subsequent bravery when

another was wrecked. Isabella was so pleased with this history,

that she resolved to signalise the day by conferring upon him the

honor of knighthood, and presenting him with a small estate,

which had just reverted to the crown, by the death of the last

heir. He had realised a large share in the golden favors of the

savage chieftain on the Island of Hispaniola, a sufficiency to en-

able him to improve this estate, which was situated in the fertile

province of Valencia, not far from the sea. He was not destined,

however, to attain the summit of happiness at once, or even to

revisit at this time his Irene. His country had claims upon his

devotion and energy, in prosecuting the series of discoveries that

promised to open to Spain the wealth of the Indies, and an em-

pire whose greatness should overshadow all other European pow-

ers. So, repressing his ardor, he despatched a letter to the lady

Irene, detailing his fortunes, and remained with the courtly cir-

cles of Barcelona, while the monarchs matured their negotiations

with Portugal, and arranged the outfit for a second voyage of dis-

covery. Longingly as he turned his eyes toward his home, he

felt that it did not become the patriot to falter in the service of

such sovereigns, or the Christian to seek his own ease, when

such men as Columbus called upon him to aid in spreading the

light of the gospel among the heathen ; for the great aim, the

great motive that sustained Columbus, was the hope of being the

means of illuminating the pagan multitudes that he should find

peopling the vast regions of the Western World. Still there were

times, when the irrepressible longings of the heart, the desire for

companionship, would assert their sway, when the beauty and
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splendor of the court contrasted painfully with his isolation of

spirit, and he felt alone, though surrounded by all that could im-

prove his mind and charm his senses.

The spirit i* free in the midst of a crowd,

Sweet voice?, lov'd voices, oft murmur aloud,

They tell of the absent, the cherish'd, the few,

Of joys in the future, of hopes bright and true.

Montreal, October, 1853.

(To be continued.')

TO THE PARENTS OF CAROLINE W.

Weep not for your little darling,

Though her tender ppirit's fled,

Though the cold damp earth's the pillow

That supports her infant head
;

Soft she slumbers,

Far from pain, and grief, and dread.

True it is, that she hath tasted,

** 'Tis a bitter thing to die ;"

How her little form was wasted

!

Touching was her mournful cry

;

But her spirit

Soar'd to dwell with God on high.

When with agonized feeling,

Round her dying form ye drew

;

Had heav'n's light, your eyes unsealing,

Then presented to your view,

Guardian Angela

—

As from heav'n they downward flew.

Had ye seen them bear her spirit,

To the portals of the skies ;

There made welcome to inherit

Joy that never, never dies
;

Would ye murmur ?

No ! but gaze with glad surprise.

Let not grief o'erspread your faces,

Say " Our Father though thou hast

Borne her from our fond embraces,

May we meet in heaven at last

And together,

Sing our woes and sufPrings past."

E. S. 0.
St. Andrews, C.E.
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(Written for the Maple Lear.

TO NOVEMBER.
BY PERSOLU8.

Chill and surly as thou art, yet I love thee, November ; thou

season of the " sere and yellow leaf." The young but seldom

wish for thy coming ; for thou wearest not an aspect promotive

of pleasurable recreations, and thy gloomy and lowering skies

accord not with the sunny hopes and towering aspirations of the

springtide of life ; and yet, though young, I love thee. I love

thee for thy ever shifting clouds, which now are piled together

in solid grandeur, and anon dispersed, in drifting flakes, sweep

through the aerial vault. I love thee for thy fitlul gales that rise

like the fretful sleeper's dreams—there is the rush of the tempest,

'tis but for a moment, and all is quietness and peace. Oh, I love

those chilling blasts, which in mournful cadence make musical

the solitary forest. And I have heard, Oh joy, the low wild

moanings of thy viewless winds which flit across the dreary

heath. The beaming month of May comes to us rejoicing in its

sprouting buds and opening blossoms, and her gentle \iolets peep

from the verges of their chill beds of snow—the last and fading

relicts of departed winter's power. We hear the humm'u gs of

the busy bee ; the grove is vocal with the early songster's warb-

lings ; and the summer months succeeding shed around us the rich

fragrance of maturing fruits and flowers, and all the earth appears

to revel in the calm and cloudless skies of June. And yet,

November, I love thee far the best
;
thy season lulleth not to for-

getfulness ; for in thy whirling vapors I mark the evidences of

wild excitement and of powerful emotion ; and I love thee because

that 1, so unlike the noblest or the meanest sons of time, have

found in thee a sympathising friend—a loved companion ; thou

art my natal month, and dear as a mother thou art indeed to me.

Thou imagest my life, nay, more, thy frequent and fitful changes,

thy decaying leaves which nestle in my path, teach me that life

is fleeting ; from the midst of thy general gloom and despondency

thou leadest me to drink, yea, to bathe my weary limbs in that

river of life, whose waters are pure as crystal, and whose streams

make glad the city of our God ; and when troubled with the ills

of life, to seek for shelter where it only may be found, even with

Him who is " as the shadow of a great rock in a weary land."

Montreal, 1853.
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THE GOVERNOR'S LAUGHTER ; OR RAMBLES IN THE CANADIAN FOIST.

By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of the 11 Canadian Ciusoe*," &c.

CHAPTER XI.

GARTER-SNAKES—RATTLE-SNAKES—ANECDOTE OF A LITTLE BOY

—

FISHERMAN AND SNAKE— SNAKE CHARMERS— SPIDERS.

URSE, I have been so much frightened
;

I was walking in ihe meadow, and a big

snake,—so big I am sure," and lady Mary-

held out her arms as wide as she could,

—

" came from under a tuft of grass. His

tongue was like a scarlet thread, and had

two sharp points; and do you know that

he raised his wicked head and hissed at

me, and I ran away, I was so much

afraid of him. I think, Mrs. Frazer, it

must have been a rattle- snake. Only

feel how hard my heart beats;" and the

little girl took her Nurse's hand and laid it

on her heart.

" What color was the snake, my dear?"

asked her Nurse.

"It was green and black; all checkered over; and it was

very large, and spread its mouth very wide, and showed its red

tongue. It would have killed me, if it had bitten me ; would

it not, Nurse]"

" It would not have harmed you, my lady, or, even if it had

bitten you, it would not have killed you. The checkered green

snake of Canada is not poisonous. It was as much afraid of

jou as you of it, I make no doubt."

"Do you think it was a rattle-snake, Nurse?"

"No, my dear; there are none of that sort of snake in Lower

Canada, and very few below Toronto. The winters are too

cold for them. There are plenty in the western part of the

Province, where the summers are warmer and the winters

milder. The rattle-snake is a dangerous creature, and its bite

causes death, unless the wound be burned or cut out. The In-

dians apply different sorts of herbs to the wound. They have

several plants, known by the names of rattle-snake root, rattle-
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snake weed, and snake-root. It is a good thing that the rattle-

snake gives warning of its approach before it strikes the traveller

with its deadly fangs. Some people think that the rattle is a

mark of fear, and that it would not wound people, if it were not

afraid that they were coming near to hurt it.

" I will tell you a story, lady Mary, about a brave little boy.

He went out nutting one day with another boy about his own
age, and while they were in the grove gathering nuts, a large

black snake that was in a low tree dropped down and suddenly

coiled itself round the throat of his companion. The child's

screams were dreadful; his eyes were starting from his head

with pain and terror. The other, regardless of the danger, opened

a clasp-knife that he had in his pocket, and, seizing the snake

near the head, cut it apart, and so saved his friend's life, who
was well nigh strangled by the tight folds of the reptile, which

was one of a very venomous species, the bite ot which generally

proved fatal."

" That was a very brave little fellow," said lady Mary. " You

do not think it was cruel, Nurse, to kill the snake ? " she added,

looking up in Mrs. Frazer's face.

«' No, lady Mary ; it was to save a fellow creature from a

painful death, and we are taught by God's word that the soul of

man is precious in the sight of his Creator. We shou!4 be cruel

were we wantonly to inflict pain upon the very least of God's

creatures ; but to kill them in self-defence, or for necessary

food, is not cruel, for when God made Adam, he gave him do-

minion or power over the beasts of the field and the fowU of the

air, and every creeping thing. It was an act of great courage

and humanity in the little boy who periled his own life to save

that of his helples3 comrade, especially as he was not naturally

a child of much courage, and was very much afraid of snakes
;

but love for his friend overcame all thought of his own personal

danger.*

" The large garter-snake—that which you saw, my dear—is

comparatively harmless. It lives on toads and frogs, and robs

the nests of young birds and the eggs also. Its long forked tongue

• A fact that was related to me by an old gentleman from the State of Ver-

mont, as an instance of impulsive feeling overcoming natural timidity.
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enables it to catch insects of different kinds. It will even eat fish,

and for that purpose frequents the water as well as the black

snake.

" 1 heard a gentleman relate a circumstance to my father once3

that surprised me a good deal. He said that he was fishing one

day in a river near his own house, and that being tired he had

seated himself on a log or fallen tree, where his basket of fish

also stood ; that a large garter-snake came up the log and took a

small fish out of his basket, which it speedily swallowed. The

gentleman seeing the snake so bold as not to mind his presence,

took a small rock-bass by the tail and held it towards him, half

in joke, when, to his great surprise, the snake glided towards

him and took the fish out of his hand, sliding away with its prize

to a hole beneath the log, where it began by slow degrees to

swallow it, stretching its mouth and the skin of its neck to a

great extent, till, after a long while, it was fairly gorged, and then

slid down into its hole, leaving its neck and head only to be

6een."

« I should have been so frightened, Nurse, if I had been the

gentleman when the snake came to take the fish," said lady

Mary.

" The gentleman was well aware of the nature of the reptile,

and knew that it would not bite him. I have read of snakes of

the most poisonous kinds being tamed and taught all manner of

tricks. There are in India and in Egypt, people that are called

snake-charmers, who will contrive to extract the fangs that con-

tain the venom, from the cobra capella or hooded snake
;
they

then become quite harmless. These snakes are very fond of

music, and will come out of the leather bag or basket, that their

master carries them in, and dance and run up his arms, twining

about his neck, and even entering his mouth, "when he plays on

a sort of flute. They do not tell people that the poison teeth

have been extracted, so that it is thought to be the music that

keeps the snake from biting. The snake has a power of charm-
ing birds and small an+mals by fixing its eye steadily upon them,
when the little creatures become paralyzed by fear, either stand
quite still, or come nearer and nearer to their cruel, enemy, till

they are within his reach. The cat has the same^power, and
can, by this art, draw birds to her, and also mice. These little
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creatures seem unable to resist the temptation of approaching her,

and even when driven away, will return from a distance to the

same spot, seeking, instead of shunning, the danger which is cer-

tain to prove fatal to them in i he end.

" Some writers assert, that all wild animals have this power in

the eye, especially those of the cat tribe, as the lion and tiger,

leopard and panther. Before they spring upon their prey, the

eye is always steadily fixed, the back lowered, the neck stretched

out, and the tail waved from side to side ; if the eye is averted,

they lose the animal, and do not make the spring."

" Are there any other kinds of snakes in Canada, Nurse," ask-

ed lady Mary, " besides the garter snake V'

" Yes, my dear, several. The black snake, which is the most

deadly, next to the rattle snake, it is sometimes called the puff

addef, as it inflates the skin of the head and neck when angry.

The copper-bellied snake is also poisonous. There is a small snake,

of a deep grass green color, that is sometimes seen in the fields

and open copse-woods, I do not think it is dangerous, I never

heard of its biting any one. The stare-worm is also harmless. I

am not sure whether the black snakes that live in the water are the

same as the puff or black adder. It is a great blessing, my dear,

that these deadly snakes are so rare and do so little harm to man.

1 believe that they would never harm him, were they let alone
j

but if trodden upon, they cannot tell that it was accident, and so

put forth the weapons that God has armed them with in self-

defence. The Indians in the north-west eat snakes, afier cutting

off their heads, I have been told. The cat also eats snakes, leav-

ing the head ; she will also catch and eat frogs, which is a thing

I have witnessed myself, so I know it to be true.* One day a

snake fixed itself on a little girl's arm, and wound itself around

if ; the mother of the child was too much terrified to tear the dead-

)v creature off, but filled the air with cries
;
just then a cat came

out ot the house, and quick as lightning sprung; upon the snake,

and fastened on its neck, which caused the reptile to uncoil its

folds, and it fell to the earth in the grasp of the cat; thus the

child's life was saved and the snake ki.led. Thus you see, my

dear, that God provided a saviour for this little one when no help

• 1 8dw w iiu I giown kiU-n eat h live gre«!ii hog, wlncu she h(Bl caught

and brought into the parlor, playing wilh it like a mouse.



THE GOVEHNOR'S DAUGHTER. 141

was nigh
;
perhaps the child cried to Him for aid, and He heard

her, and saved her by means of the cat."

Lady Mary was much interested in all that Mrs. Frazer had

told her ; she remembered having heard some one say, that the

snake would swallow her own young ones, and she asked her

nurse if it were true, and if they laid eggs.

" The snake will swallow her young ones," said Mrs. Frazer

;

« 1 have seen the garter snake open her mouth and let the little

ones run into it when danger was nigh ; the snake also lays eggs,

I have seen and handled them often
;
they are not covered with

a hard brittle shell, like that of a hen, but a sort of whitish yellow

skin, like leather; they are about the size of a black-bird's egg,

long in shape, some are rounder and larger. They are laid in

some warm place, where the heat of the sun and of the earth

hatches them ; but though the mother does not brood over them

as a hen does over her eggs, she seems to lake great care of them,

and defends them from their many enemies, by hiding them out

of si<;ht, in the singular manner I have just told you. This love

of offspring, my dear child, has been wisely given to all mothers,

from the human mother down to the very lowest of the insect

tribe. The fiercest beast of prey loves its young, and provides

both food and shelter for them; forgets its savage nature to play

with and caress them. Even the spider, which is a d!sigreeable

insect, fierce and unloving to its felrwvs, displays the tenderest

care, and the greatest wisdom in providing a safe retreat for them :

the finest silken cradle she spins, in which to wrap the eggs, and

leaves it in some warm spot, where she covers them from danger
;

some glue a leaf down and overlap it, to fecure it from being

agitated by winds, or discovered by birds. There is a curious

spider, commonly known as (he nursing spider, which carries her

sack of eggs with her, wherever she goes ; and when the young

ones come out they cluster on her back, and so travel with her;

when a little older, they attach themselves to the old one by-

threads, and run after her in a train."

Lady Mary laughed, and said she should like to see the funny

little spiders all tied to their mother, trotting along behind her.

" If you go into the meadow, my dear," said Mrs Frazer,

" you will see on the larger stones some pretty shining little cases

quite round, they look like grey satin."
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« Nurse, 1 know what they are," said lady Mary ;
" last year I

was playing in the green meadow, and I found a piece of granite

with several of these little satin cases ; I called them silk-pies,

for they looked like tiny mince-pies. I tried to pick one off, but

it stuck so hard that I could not, so I asked the gardener to lend

me his knife, and then 1 raised the crust, it had a little rim under

the top, and I slipped the knife in, and what do you think 1 saw?

The pie was full of tiny black shining spiders, and they ran out,

such a number of them, I could not count them, they ran so fast.

I was sorry I opened the crust, for it was a cold, cold day, and

the little spiders must have been frozen coming out of their warm
house, that was glued down so tight."

" They are able to bear a great deal of cold, all insects are

;

and even when frozen hard, so that they will break to bits if any

one tries to bend them, yet when spring comes again to warm
them, they revive and are as full of life as ever. Caterpillars

thus frozen will become butterflies in due time. Spiders, and

many other creatures, lie torpid during the winter, and then revive

in the same way that dormice, bears and marmots do."

"Nurse, please ill ^ou tell me something about tortoise," said

lady Mary, " and ' Mrs. Frazer was obliged to at-

tend to other thin^ jld not hear any more that day.

mm*
The Origin of " Pai "—The origin of Mr. Poole's

comedy of Paul Pry is aps generally known. Its con-

struction was su 'vuthor in the following manner.

An old lady, Itvii g in a narrow street, had passed so much ot

her time in watching the affairs of her neighbours, that she

acquired the power of distinguishing the sound of every knocker

within hearing. She fell ill and was confined to her bed.

Unable to observe in person what was going on without, she

stationed her maid at the window as a substitute for the per-

formance of that duty.—" Betty, what are you thinking about ?

Don't you hear a double knock at No. 9 ? who is it ?"—« The
first-floor lodger, ma'am."—" Betty, Betty, I declare I must

give you warning
;
why don't you tell me what that knock is

at No. 54 ?"—" Why, Lor ma'am, it is only the baker with

pies."—"Pies, Betty, what can they want with pies at 54?
they had pies yesterday."
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NATURAL BRIDGES.

The mountain chains of America are distinguished from those

of Europe by perpendicular rents or crevices, which form very

narrow vales of immense depth. Those which occur in the

Andes are covered below with vegetation, while their naked

and barren heads soar upwards to the skies. The crevices of

Chota and Cutaco are nearly a mile deep. These tremendous

gullies oppose fearful obstacles to travellers, and the task of

crossing them is one of great toil and danger. Travellers

usually perform their journeys sitting in chairs fastened to the

backs of men called cargueros or carriers. These porters are

mulattoes, and sometimes whites, of great bodily strength, and

they climb along the face of precipices bearing very heavy

loads.

But sometimes these crevices are crossed by natural bridges

which seem to be peculiar to the new world. Those of Iconozo,
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or Pandi, in New Grenada, are very remarkable: they have

lately been described by Baron Gros, from whose account the

following particulars are selected.

This valley of Iconozo, or ofPandi, is situated twelve or fifteen

leagues to the north-east of Bogota. It derives its name from

two Indian villages situated near the chasm, which is crossed

by the Natural Bridges, and through which roils the torrent of

Summa-Paz. The nearest village to the bridges is Mercadillo :

from this a descent of some five and twenty minutes brings the

visitor to the bottom of the ravine through the thick woods which

hang on the slope of the mountain. Before ascending the op-

posite side, his eye here catches sight of a small wooden

bridge constructed after the fashion of the country by flinging

trunks of trees from brink to brink, and covering them across

with branches, supporting a floor of earth and flint stones about

a foot in depth. A slender balustrade placed on each side of

the bridge, at first excites some surprise ; for on arriving at

Mercadillo the traveller has crossed many impetuous torrents,

by bridges of the same description scarcely three teet in width,

spanning their chasms where the rocks upon which they rest

rise many feet abcve the level of the rapids
;

yet, not the

slightest lateral protection is afforded in any other case. The

tread of the mule communicates to those long rafters an oscil-

lation which occasions some alarm ; and the more so because

the path is so narrow, that in bestriding the animal, a plummet

dropped from the foot of the rider, would reach the water without

touching the edges of the bridge. The necessity for the balus-

trade is soon apparent, and although the thick brushwood en-

cumbering the precipice at first completely conceals the gulf;

yet, when the traveller stands on the centre of the bridge he sees

through its tangled foliage an abyss of immense depth, from

which arises a deadened sound like that of some torrent flowing

leagues away. A bluish reflected light, and long lines ofdirty

white foam slowly sailing down the stream, and disappearing

under the bridge, give evidence of a deep black water, flowing

between those close and narrow walls. A stone flung into the

gulf is answered by a screaming noise, and when the eye is ac-

customed to the obscurity of the chasm, thousands of birds are

seen in rapid flight above the waters, uttering cries like



NATURAL BRIDGES. 145

those of the monstrous bats so common in the equinoctial

regions.

This imposing spectacle presents itself to the traveller as he

looks eastward, or up the stream. Underneath the wooden

bridge, and at the perpendicular level of its edge, rocks ofabout

sixty feet in thickness, and which are the continuation of those

forming the sides of the abyss, fill up the cleft from side to side

at intervals, and constitute three distinct Natural Bridges. One

of these is formed of an enormous block of freestone, of nearly

a cubical form, which has fallen from the upper strata, or has

been torn, perhaps, out ofthat in which it is found, and rests sus-

pended in the narrowing of the fissure. It forms, as it were,

the key-stone of an arch between the projections of the rocky

walls which are inclined towards each other at this place. On
each side is a ledge or sort of cornice of several feet in width.

It is by a small path on the right, pierced at the head of the

wooden bridge, at the side of Mercadillo, that the visitor may
descend on the inclined plane forming the upper part of the

thickness of this bridge. There are two other bridges equally

accessible, over which a pedestrian might cross from one bank

to the other if the wooden bridge did not exist. That imme-

diately below the wooden bridge is also formed by masses of

freestone, extending from either bank to meet in the centre.

Thus, there are three stone bridges in the cleft : the first, lowest,

and principal one being that beneath which the torrent flows at

a vast depth ; the second formed over the first by the great free-

stone block stretching from side to side ; the third between that

block and the wooden bridge ; and if we add the latter, too,

which is the continuation of a highway, there are four bridges

over the gulf ofPandi, one rising above the other, and any one

of which might serve for its passage in the absence of the

others.

The total perpendicular height from the level of the water to

that of the wooden bridge, was found to be two hundred and

sixty-two feet ; the depth of water underneath the bridges about

seventeen feet. The cleft itself is about a league in length, and

its mean width from thirty to thirty-five feet. According to Hum-
boldt, there are two different kinds of sandstone in the crevice,

the one hard and compact, and the other soft and slaty ; he sup-
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poses the crevice to have been formed by an earthquake, which

tore away the softer stone while the harder resisted the violence

of the shock ; and the blocks of stone falling into the crevices

became suddenly fixed against its sides, thus forming the Natu-

ral Bridges in question.

A beautiful natural arch crosses the Cedar Creek in Rock-

bridge county, near Fincastle, in the higher district of Virginia.

The rock, which is of pure limestone, is tinted with various

shades of grey and brown. The chasm is about ninety feet

wide, and the walls two hundred and thirty feet high : these are

covered here and there with trees and shrubs, which also over-

hang from the top, and numerous gay flowers adorn the dazzling

steeps. The bridge is ofsuch solidity that loaded waggons can

pass over it.

A recent writer, describing a visit to this bridge, says :
—" It

was now early in July ; the trees were in their brightest and

thickest foliage ; and the tall beeches under the arch contrasted

their verdure with the grey rock, and received the gilding ofthe

sunshine, as it slanted into the ravine, glittering in the drip from

the arch, and in the splashing and tumbling waters of Cedar

Creek, which ran by our feet. Swallows were flying about

under the arch. What others of their tribe can boast of such

a home ?"

—

Selected.

[For the Maple Leaf.

THE SEASONS IN CANADA.

THE FALL.

The Autumn in Canada—or, as it is here beautifully and poet-

ically expressed, the Fall—has a loveliness peculiar to it, which

we in vain seek for in other climes. Many indeed prefer this

season here to Spring, speaking as the latter does of hope and

the halcyon days of Summer. One reason may be, that often

when chilled by the equinoctial gales and blasts, and already in

imagination the long winter has set in, again we are gladdened

by soft balmy airs, and Summer seems to smile once more upon

us, rendered more delightful by the late dreariness. The ex-

quisite clearness of the atmosphere, the grand serenity in the

gorgeous tinted woods, rich even in the very signs of change

and decay, insensibly sheds a feeling of calmness, not regret,
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over those who witness it. The skies so rich in golden sun-

sets, or that softened tinge bespeaking the Indian Summer, and

the kind delay, and clinging to us of balmy days, even in No-

vember, make the Canadian Autumn a season of rare and deep

enjoyment. It is as the lingering of some beloved one, on

whose pale brow death has set his seal, yet, the spirit in wing-

ing its way heavenward, would by its own ineffable serenity,

shed peace on the mournful beings so soon to be bereaved of

that which to them formed earth's brightest, purest joy. The
fiat has gone forth

;
they know it ; but as they gaze on those

eyes already irradiated with heavenly visions, however after-

wards human sorrow may triumph, at present it is stilled un-

der the peace-shedding influences of the departing one.

Nature, in all thy seasons so wrought with sweet blendings of

future hope, how should our hearts cling to thy softening in-

fluences. A word on the joyousness of the Autumnal foliage,

surpassing all a painter or poet could imagine ; indeed the for-

mer would be laughed at, did he venture to introduce tints of so

brilliant a hue in his forest scenery. Description fails me, as 1

would attempt to portray the innumerable shades, from the

deepest copper to the brightest scarlet, the darkest orange to

the most brilliant yellow, with varied tints of vivid green, giv-

ing the mighty forests the air of one gigantic flower garden

My first introduction to the giant woods on this continent was

at this season of the year, and how well I recall the sensations

of that hour. Standing in the solitude of one of these primeval

forests, an indescribable feeling of awe steals over the spirit,

which communes with past ages. Gazing jat the mighty ar-

ray of stately columns, proudly erect, you feel the storms which

have passed over them, and see them as erect in the sweeping

hurricane. The sheddings of ages have fallen on the soft floor

beneath your tread. Broken trees lie scattered on the ground,

or with their wattle trunks uprooted, others throw their gaunt

bleached limbs high in the air, some broken by the hurricane,

others smouldering away or riven by the lightning's flash, some
covered with fungi and rare and beautiful mosses, astonishing

you by the space they cover when fallen. The height of those

forest kings could not otherwise be comprehended. All is still,

save the tapping of the woodpecker. Such a scene creates a
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solemn influence over the heart, standing in the dim hallowed

light of nature's cathedral as it came fresh from the hand of its

Divine architect.

G. Hayyvard.

Raven's Court, near Port Hope,

October, 1853.

To my Dear Sister Mary, in England, on the Morning of her Birthday.

Hail! u> l!:e day that bringeth back again

Thy much loved recollection, sister cherished !

' Tis not indeed, that other days paBe over roe,

Forgetful ofthyeelf,—since such I've never known ;

But this, a day, of more than usual interest,

In my heart's calendar is marked ;
—

'tis one of noie !

Thy happy birthday !—and I wish thee joy !

—

I'll pledge thee here, my own beloved Mary,

In tankard rich and rare !—The wine shall be

The generous gushing streams of love !—the toast !—
Thine everlasting happiness ! . . . . For ibee,

This morn and e'en last night I craved,

At God's high altar, " Bless her ! gracious Heaven !

" Replenish her with piety and Virtue's draughts !

—

41 Oh ! may she prove a pattern to our band,

—

" A prop to our dear parents !—and beloved

" Of Thine exalted Son !— . . . When she, unarmed

" And terror-stricken, at Thy bar shall stand,

—

M O God ! be merciful !—and welcome her

,( Into Thine arms of love,— then deck her brow

" With jewels bright,—and let her wear a crown !"

Thus have I ceased not for four long year?,

That time had written 'twixt our last embrace,

Tho' not between our hearts ;—and so I'll pray.

Things have much altered,— many a rela'ive,

Ay ! many a chosen friend hath ope'd the tomb,

Since last we met ; and we have tears affectionate

To their sweet mem'ries dropped !—still, plenty more

Are fleeting fast, and hearts will ere long ache !

Nay, all are hastening home ! . . . Howc'er, the Star

Of Heaven beams kindly yet,—and will, I hope,

Bless thee, and amile on this thy natal day !!

!

William.
Montreal, 4th Augmf, 1853.
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Mousquetaire Cuff in Muslin Embroidery.

Materials— French Muslin, and Messrs. W. Evans &
Co.'s Royal Embroidery Cotton, No. 60.

This is one of the newest Parisian patterns for a Mousque-

taire sleeve, which is worn, more than any other style, in morn-

ing dress. The sleeve itself is a full plain bishop, with a narrow

band at the wrist, and to this the cuff is attached. It falls back

over the arm. It is particularly becoming to a small hand, be-

sides being both more elegant and more suitable for morning

wear than the mandarin and pagoda sleeves which leave the

entire arm, up to the elbow, unprotected.

The design must be enlarged to the size required, exactly to

fit the wrist. It should be fastened by double gold buttons.

It is worked almost entirely in raised button-hole stitch, the

centres of the flowers, and the clusters of eyelet-holes only being

pierced with a stiletto. The holes in the border are pierced, and

worked round in button-hole stitch. The flowers in satin-stitch.

Our readers will, we think, be pleased with the novel and

beautiful design which is now submitted to their apprecia.

tion.
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[For the Maple Leaf.

A DAY'S FISHING

HERE are few youths, from twelve and

upwards, who do not discover their ambi-

tion to possess a gun, or a fishing-rod.

The love of sport seems inherent in

youthful humanity, and is developed at a

very tender age. From this fact, 1 am
inclined to think that the poet spoke only

prose when he talked of "teaching the

young idea how to shoot" Indeed, I think he

would have added, " how to fish," could he have

introduced the three words without marring his

metre. But, for my own part, I never could

re the gun ;—the exercise is so excessive, the

fruits generally so very small, and the sport altogether

of a very dubious character. Just think of walking

all day for a couple of brace of skeleton birds, called

woodcocks. The bare idea is enough to make one yawn. I

can see much more substantial sport in stepping into a poultry

yard and c ' bagging" a pair of serviceable shanghaes. Oh no,

give me the rod, and a clear running stream for real sport.

You will have discovered, dear reader, that I am an enthusiast

in Isaac Walton's " noble science." Well, I am,—but unfortu-

nately, I am also a very unlucky disciple ; whether the fault lies

in the stupidity of the fish, or in my own bungling, I don't know

;

but I never yet committed very serious inroads upon the finny

tribe. In fact, entre nous^ I am rather twitted on this score, and

frequently bantered on my ill luck. It has even been asserted

that all my fish could be weighed on the little finger ! Now, the

worst of all is, I am obliged to acknowledge the truth of this.

What can be the reason that the water is always too high or

too low—the weather too cold, or not cold enough—the season

too advanced, or too early? Ill luck all of it
;

yet, all these mis-

fortunes don't dispirit me. On the contrary, and fishermen will

understand me when I say it, an unsuccessful day only increases

my anxiety to tost the truth of the old saw, " better luck next
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time." If we could all stick as determinedly to disagreeable du-

ties, as we can to agreeable amusements, we might accomplish

some grand end.

From these preliminary remarks, you may perceive, that the

prospect of a day's trout fishing, amid the wild scenery ofWind-

sor and Compton, was very acceptable to your humble servant.

For several days I had feasted on this prospect, and made hearty

breakfasts on imaginary trout. I was to be accompanied by two

friends, one a stranger to our wild Canada, who had come all

the way across the Atlantic to see us and our notions, and to

get plenty of fishing and shooting. I was glad of this—I could

show him what real fishing was, and I determined to put my
best foot foremost. Our friend had a superb " get-up" of tackle

;

a trout rod tapering to a shadow,—a line of the most airy, yet,

strong material,—and flies of every color, size, and brilliancy.

Indeed, the whole of the ornithological kingdom had been taxed,

and its whole brilliancy centred in his fishing hook. My own
tackle, though not consisting of a "pole, pack string, rusty hook,

and bait of red flannel," was immeasurably inferior to this old

country outfit, but perhaps, was better suited to brave the rough-

ness of a Canadian backwoods stream.

A drive of six miles brought us to the mouth of the brook, in

whose pleasant waters were placed our piscatorial hopes. Its

waters, just before entering the St. Francis, tumble down a

chasm of rocks in miniature grandeur. To an admirer of na-

ture, and especially of nature in the shape of falling water, their

appearance that day would have been highly imposing ; to us,

whose sympathies were directed rather to animated nature,

the immense volume of water which tumbled down the rocks

was horribly suggestive of an overflowing river, and no fish.

And, to be sure, there had been a fortnight's previous rain

which we had entirely overlooked. We remembered that only

after we had come six miles. This was an unexpected misfor-

tune, so we called a council of war. An old gentleman, who
lived in the neighborhood, told us very decidedly that it was

needless to attempt fishing while the water was so high. I felt

the truth of the oracle, and the senior of our party, who didn't

seem very eager, probably on account of a recent attack of

rheumatism, advised us to defer our trip till next week ; but
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H , with a keen appetite for sport, would go on ; he re-

membered having caught trout in the old country, in swollen

streams, and why not in Canada ? So on we went.

Did you ever walk through a newly opened backwoods road

after heavy rains ? I can give my experience in two words

—

avoid them. The road we now found ourselves scrambling over

was a newly opened outlet to some settlements in the interior.

The settlers, however, must have reached their settlements in

a very unsettled condition. Just imagine a narrow strip ofopen-

ing in the dense forest,—full of holes, ruts, snags, stumps, stones,

and mosquitos—during the dog days, and without a breath of

air ! Well, we had to walk some miles through this, and now
and then caught a peep of the brook, rushing far beyond its

proper limits. Soon the sound of running water became " beau-

tifully less," and we began to wish for a soda water fountain, or

some such oasis in the desert. There is something cooling in the

sight even of running water ; so that when we lost all sight or

sound of the brook, we felt very much oppressed with the heat,

and the frequent use of a handkerchief told that we were in the

" melting mood."

As we had now walked several miles without coming to the

fishing grounds, we felt undecided what to do. None of us knew

the locality, and whether we were walking parallel with, or at

right angles from the brook, was a problem which, with all our

knowledge of mathematics, we couldn't solve. H having

sagely remarked that this wasn't fishing, and both of us agree-

ing with him,—a very unusual thing,—M proposed to make

a vigorous push for the brook, through the woods. H dis-

sented, no doubt frightened by the thick and rugged nature of a

Canadian soft wood forest ; but he had to follow ; so in we all

went, and commenced a sort of scramble, half on all fours,

through bushes, over logs and fallen hemlocks. Every one

knows that walking in a thick wood implies walking in an ec-

centric course. We offered no exception to the general rule,

notwithstanding the pocket compass, of which H discov-

ered himself possessed, but which, the bearings of the brook

not having been previously ascertained, was of very little use.

II ,
however, trusted more to it, than to his own, or our sa-

gacity ;
and this division in the camp did not tend much to
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straighten our course. At last we came to a spot that fairly

tried our tempers. It was a hemlock swamp, full of holes,

rotten logs, covered with slippery moss, fallen hemlocks, al-

ways too high to get over, and too low to scramble under, thick

bushes, and regiments of mosquitos. The picture is certainly

not very inviting, but not being poetical, it bears no flights of

imagination. We got very slowly through this swamp, and it

was only after an hour's walking that we came in sight of the

water. We had next to search for a place free from bushes,

from which to cast our lines. This involved a second tramp.

At length, with the discomfort of wet feet, we «rained a small

rock, and prepared our tackle. H 's first scientific cast was

rather unfortunate. The rock upon which we all stood was ra-

ther small, and M ,
being immediately behind, and also in

the act of " throwing in," the two lines caught and forthwith

resolved themselves into a series of twists and knots, not un-

like a dilapidated spider's web. Here was a fine chance for

me to get the first fish, so I waited patiently for that premoni-

tory symptom—a nibble. " You may call spirits from the

vasty deep, but will they come ?" I am sure our bait was very

enticing and varied, yet, no trout seemed inclined to meet us

half way. In vain we changed the bait,—in vain we offered

flies of every hue and brilliancy, all calculated to allure the most

fishy gourmand,—in vain we stood under a hot sun, every now
and then asking each other the eager question, " have you had

a bite yet ?" We gave up at last, and winding up our lines,

turned homewards.

The day was beginning to wane, and we had the disagree-

able necessity before us, of walking through the same labyrinth

in order to reach the road ; so we started in rather a sulky mood

than otherwise. This temper was not improved, when we
found the wood thicker and more impassible than where we
had passed in the morning. To step upon a fallen tree, green

with age, was synonymous with a thumping fall, while the

foot had to be planted with great care lest it might suddenly dis-

appear a yard or two out of sight. The heat too, was intense

—that damp muggy heat, which, with the concomitant of mos-

quitos, is terribly oppressive. Tumbling seemed the order of

the day. H fell and tore his coat, while M injured
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his nose and his beauty in the same moment. We walked, I

think, about an hour,— it seemed four,—and still without hit-

ting the road. The sun was going down, darkness was com-

ing on, and the prospect of a night's bivouac in such a pleasant

camping ground was anything but cheering. This hastened

our steps, and ofcourse increased our tumbles in an equal ratio.

H brightened up so much as to be the first to descry the

road. 1 don't remember whether we exhibited our joy in three

such cheers as only Britons can give, yet, I think I could have

found vent for my joy in any expressive manner.

All our troubles suddenly vanished, and we felt so glad to

have got out of the woods that the absence of fish was forgotten.

We arrived home about 9 o'clock, and after a refreshing bath,

sat down to an excellent supper ; and while engaged in discus-

sing its merits, we individually declared that we would never

again venture into a soft wood forest.

Montreal, 13th Oct., 1853. A. T. C.

SLEEPS,

IN CHRIST'S FEAR, FAITH, AND LOVE.
MY SISTER JANE.

M There had whispered a voice ; t'was the voice of her God,

—

I love thee—I love thee—past under the rod.*'—Mrs. Sigoubney.

"And they shall walk with me hi white, for Ihey are worthy."—Promise.

Speak to me, sister,—as when last

Thou whieperedst in my ear,

When time on rapid wing sped past

And pointed to thy bier.

I hear thee not ; doth the cold grave

Deny thee words to name ?

Can the dull earth injustice crave

More than ihy wearv frame 1

?

Oh no ! for now I hear thy voice

In swelling tones of joy
;

'Tis murmuring, Rejoice ! rejoice !
—

Oh bliss without alloy.

In unison with golden harps

Struck by seraphic hands,

Melodiously thy voice imparls

A song of other lands,
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A cheerful song of glorious bliss,

The product of the Tree;

A deep-toned song of thankfulness

To Him who died for thee.

I see thee in thy robes of white,

Once crimson like mine own,

By Him made pure,—bathed in that light

Which radiates round the throne

1 see thee in thy bright attire,

Thou—a lost sinner—found

And in thy hands thou bear'st the Lyre,

The harp of solemn sound

Thy face is calm,—of light, a ray

Sleeps on thy placid brow;

Thou smil st upon me, eall'gt away

From this bleak world below.

Sister,

—

vre mourn, but not as those

To whom no hope is given
;

Thy bliss is perfected, and glows

With matchless joyi in Heayen.

Montreal, October, 1853. Pirbolus.

FRANKFORT CEMETERY.

The dead house, where corpses are placed in the hope of re-

suscitation, is an appendage to cemeteries found only in Ger-

many. We were shown into a narrow chamber, on each side

of which were six cells, into which one could distinctly see, by

means of a large plate of glass. In each of these is a bier for

the body, directly above which hangs a cord, having on the end

ten thimbles, which are put upon the fingers of the corpse, so

that the slightest motion strikes a bell in the watchman's room.

Lamps are lighted, and in winter the rooms are warmed. In

the watchman's chamber stands a clock with a dial-plate of

twenty-four hours, and opposite every hour is a little plate,

which can only be moved two minutes before it strikes. Ifthen

the watchman has slept or neglected his duty at that time, he

cannot move it afterwards, and the neglect is seen by the super-

intendent. In such a case he is severely fined, and for the

second or third offence, dismissed. There are other rooms ad-

joining, containing beds, baths, galvanic battery, &c, never-
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theless, they say there has been no resuscitation during the fif-

teen years it has been established.

We afterwards went to the end of the cemetery to see the

bas-reliefs of Thorswalden, in the vault of the Bethmann family.

They are three in number, representing the death of a son of

the- present banker, Moritz von Bethmann, who was drowned

in the Arno about fourteen years ago. The middle one repre-

sents the youth drooping in his chair, the beautiful Greek An-

gel of death standing at his back, with one arm over his shoul-

der, while his younger brother is sustaining him and receiving

the wreath that falls from his hand. The young woman who is

there, told us of Thorswalden's visit to Frankfort, about three

years ago. She described him as a beautiful and venerable old

man, wit& long white locks hanging over his shoulders, still vi-

gorous and active for his years.

The cemetery contains many other monuments—with the ex-

ception of one or two by Launitz, and an exquisite Death An-

gel, in sandstone, from a 'young Frankfort sculptor—they are

not remarkable. The common tomb-stone is a white wooden

cross ;
opposite the entrance is a perfect forest of them, invo-

luntarily reminding one of a company of ghosts, with out-

stretched arms. These contain the names of the deceased with

mottoes, some of which are beautiful and touching, as for in-

stance :— Through darkness into light :" " Weep not for her

;

she is not dead but sleepeth :" « Slumber sweet !" &c. The

graves are neatly bordered with grass and planted with flowers,

and many of the crosses have withered wreaths hanging upon

them. In summer it is a beautiful place ; in fact the very name

of cemetery in German—-" Friedhof" or, * Court of Peace"—

takes away the idea of death. The beautiful figure of the youth

with his inverted torch makes one think of the grave only as a

place of repose.—Extract from J. Bayard Taylor's Works.

THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.
[SELECTED.]

The setting of a'great hope is like the setting of the sun,—the brightness

of our lite is gone/ Shadows of evening fall around us ; the world seems but

a dim reflection, itself a broader shadow. We look forward into the coming

lonely night. The soul withdraws into itself. Then stars arise, and the

night is holy.
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How often the phantoms of joy regale us, and dance before us,—golden-
winged, angel-faced, heart-warming,—and make an Elysium in which the

dreaming soul bathes and feels translated to another existence, and then

sudden as night or a cloud—a word, a. step, a thought, a memory will chaee

them away.

Light is transmitted in all directions in straight lines, and traverses about

192,500 miles in a second of time. The color of bodies is due to the ab-

sorption of light. A body that absorbs all the rays will appear black, while

one that reflects them will seem white ; but some substances absorb some of

the rays and reflect others. A yellow surface reflects the yellow rays, and

absorbs the others; a blue surface reflects the blue ; a scarlet surface ab-

sorbs all the rays except the red. Light is the cause of color in animals,

plants, and minerals ; but what becomes of the light that is absorbed by

bodies is not known : it may possibly be latent or hidden, the same as color

or heat, and enter into combination with them; for it is evident that light

may be extracted from some bodies without any change being produced, as

in pyrophori, or substances which absorb light, and emit it again when

carried back into a dark place.

The yearly income of one firm in San Francisco, arising from ground-

rents alone, is the large sum of $250,000. In no part of the world can a

better position be found for witnessing what effect the (: infernal thirst for

gold" has upon poor humanity, than in this city. Fine specimens of our

kind may every day be seen, fretting themselves to death to add to their stock

of yellow metal, which is as much needed to further their happiness, or add

to their comfort, as water would be to make a fire burn,—just as if people

were born for no other purpose than to make themselves the meanest slaves

in striving to possess quantities of gold, which, when got, appear to cost

more anxiety to keep, than it did to amass it.- -Extract from a Letter writ,

ten in California.

Casco Bay.—Few sheets of water compare for lomantic and beautiful

scenery with Casco Bay, an arm of which makes the harbor of Portland. Its

surface is broken up with more than three hundred islands, scattered irregu-

larly, so as to prcs-nt to the tourist who may be drifting over its summer

wave, an ever varying series of enchanting views. Now his boat glides

safely along under some rocky shore, so near that one may seize the down-

stooping forest branches and swing himself upon the jutting points,—anon

some tranquil inlet open*, revealing the fisherman's snug cottage, with its

grassy slope, fruit trees, and sheltering wood in the rear, and his trimly

painted skiff curtseying in the waves in some protecting nook. Again the

scene assumes more wild and primitive features, craggy ledges, grown gray

in opposing the gale and billow; bold promontories surmounted by trees of

gigantic proportions, above which, high in the blue empyrean, perchance sails

the bold eagle
;
long reaches of glimmering sand-beach, upon which the

weary waves, journeying in from the broad sea, throw themselves as if glad

to find a resting place ; and then there are forest, embowered coves, and

grassy openings. In short, the adventurer may sail on for days amidst ever

varying, but always interesting scenes.
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Reply to Charade by Oscar, in October Number.

Ah ! well do I remember,

Not many years agone,

One bright night in September

I wandered,—not alone
;

A manly voice beside mr,

Enchained my list'ning ear

—

Sure harm could ne'er betide me
With that strong heart so near.

We gazed into the moonlight,

And watched the floating cloud,

And thought how soon the midnight

Would come with pall and shroud.

We parted—Oh ! 'twas sad to part,

Though hope with fear was mix'd

;

My parting words, devoid of art,

Were 44 come," with 44 do" prefix'd.

And oft do I bethink me
Of that sweet summer ev'n

When I asked you to 44 Tea,"

'Neath the blue arch of heav'n.

The zephyrs soft were dancing

In the boughs of the glade,

And a strange light came glancing

Through the deepening shade.

We arose from our feasting,

But wandered not far,

When, our vision arresting,

Blazed a wonderful star

;

Like a ball ofpfire it gleamed

Amid the starry host
;

Sun-like, radiant it seemed,

Wand'ring like some spirit lost

;

On its trackless course it sped,

Trailing rays of wondrous light;

Till, through far off space it fled,

Vanishing from mortal sight.

As our steps we homeward turned,

Thought we of some minds of light,

That with brightest lustre burned,

But to sink in deeper night.
41 Cometf'.hke their genius shone

As they ran their wayward way,
Till, like m Comets," left alone,

Downward sank, and sank for aye.

Montreal, October, 1853. Edla,
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THE CRACKER FOR OSCAR'S NUT.

Oscar, what a sly fellow you are,

To write eo
4
pathetically,

About meeting clandestinely

With " blushes," " fair tresses," and eyes on a par

;

If you didn't feel happy it would be queer,

When "blushes" said u do come again Oscar, dear."

M Love thinks" of the time when, u late in the eve,"

Yoa rather more openly,

And very romantically,

Took some supper before you took leave !

Now come, Oscar, between you and me,

Wasn't the celestial herb ynu sipped, green tea 1

As you directed, I looked to the *ky,

And in the deep profundity,

Of vast immensity,

I twigged the comet,—not " all in my eye,"

—

A celestial long-tailed swaggering '« ranger,"

In short, good Tom M'Ginn's, illustrious stranger."

Montreal, Oct. 1853. A. T. C.

. CHARADE.

See'st thou that form supremely fair

—

That lofty brow— the raven hair

In curling ringlets wound ?

Mark'st thou that eye, whose gentle light,

Dispels the deepest shades of night?

—

It rises on thy rapturous sight,

And now my " First" you have found.

Simple sign of magic power,

Who can estimate thy dower ?—
Who thy worth portray ?

Far as the heaving billows roll

Thy mute voice cheers the weary soul,

—

Points the youou mind, perfection's goal,

My " Second" leads the way.

Hast thou in gloom ;md sadness wept

—

Thy chamber paced when others slept,

And wished for opening day ?

In absence hast thou friends—although

Thy thoughts wee present—yet, how slow

The postboy's wheels—they come—and lo !

My 4< Whole''1 thy joys display.

Montreal, November, 1853. Oscar ,
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ENIGMA.
I am a word of 11 letters.

My 1, 2 3, 4, 5, a very useful aaimal,
M

6, 5, 8, a color.

" 5, 7, 6, part of the human body.

" 11, 7, 9,6, the ladies' pride.

" 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, is a root,

And my whole is a root.

Montreal, Sept. 15, 1853. P. R. Mc.

The following account of the depth at which the ocean haf been sounded

will give some idea of the vast valleys that exist in its bed. The sounding

was performed in the Atlantic in 36° 49' S. lat., 36° 6' E. long., in a

voyage of the British ship Herald, from Rio Janeiro to the Cape of Good

Hope. The depth at which bottom was reached was 7,706 fathoms, or

12,412 yards, being nearly eight miles. The highest mountains on the sur-

face of the globe do not exceed five miles, and the highest peaks of the Sierra

Nevada are not more than 4,660 yards, so that the bed of th& ocean has

depths which far surpass the elevation of the highest points on its surface.

The time required for this immense length of line to run out was about nine

hours and a half.

EDITORIAL.
14 Oscar " will see that we have kept our promise We insert two answers

to his Charade in the October number, which were sent from different

sources, and differ widely in their manner of solving it.

This number contains Mrs. Traill's eleventh chapter of " The Governor's

Daughter," &c, in which she relates some curious things of the reptiles of

Canada. " Lady Mary's Nursa " is a perfect treasure, a woman of practical

information, and quite an observer of matters and things.

Poetry from Chambly has been received. Mrs. Hayward, our valued cor-

respondent, proposes to send a series of original articles on the Seasons in

Canada. The first appears in this number. The charming autumn weather

which she describes so beautifully continues to shed its softening influence

around our city, and almost cheats us into the belief that the storm-clouds

have passed away to the North. The heavy shades piled up with gayer

colors, blending and fading away in the sunset of our autumnal evenings,

harmonize finely with the indescribable feelings which come, as if wafted to

us on the heart-touching tones of its mournful winds, or the soothing music

of its sighing breeze. The season is in unison, too, with refined and puri

fying emotions
;

suggestive, it is true, of decay and mortality, Jet shadowing

forth in a comforting manner the great doctrine of resurrectional beauty and

glory, for the spiritual as well as the natural world.

liMSMtiCSMi'

Publisher's Notice.—In answer to various inquiries, the Publisher begs

to say, that all moneys sent by Mail, if the letter containing the same is

marked " Money," will be at the Publisher'* risk.
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THE IGNIS FATUUS;
OB, WILL-O'-THE WISP.

In marshy and boggy places a light is sometimes seen to hover

over the ground by night, appearing from a distance like a taper

gleaming from some cottage window. The light is not stationary,

and should any incautious traveller approach it, it moves before

him, and thus leads him into bogs and marshes, where he is in

danger of perishing.

This appearance is called Ignis.fatuus, or vain, or wild fire*

It is also called Will-o'-tke Wisp and Jack-6'-Lantern i
by the

country people, these being the names of a malignant spirit to

whom the appearance was formerly attributed. Of late years

the cause seems to have been well ascertained to be the lighting

up of an inflammable gas produced by decaying animal and

vegetable matter in bogs, marshes, and stagnant pools. It is

found that when damp soils are drained and cultivated the Will-

o'-the-Wisp disappears. Such has been the case with the ex-

tensive bogs and marshes which formerly occupied a large por-

tion of the counties of Northampton, Huntingdon, Cambridge,

Lincoln, Norfolk, and Suffolk.

In crossing the wild moors near the place where the counties

of Northumberland and Cumberland join, the Will-o'-the-Wisp
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has often been seen. Two gentlemen were once riding over

these moors, when they were surprised, about ten o'clock at

night, by the sudden appearance of a light within fifteen yards of

the road side. It was about the size of the hand, of an oval

well-defined shape, and was more like a bright white cloud than

a flame. It was seen in a very wet place where peat-moss had

b«en dug out, leaving what are called " peat-pots," which soon

fill with water and nourish various plants, which in their turn are

changed into peat. The light was about three feet from the

ground, and hovered for a time over the peat-pots, then moved

to the distance of about fifty yards, and suddenly went out.

Mr. J. Allies has described an ignis fatuus which he saw on

the night of the 31st December, 1839, in Worcestershire, in two

meadows and a stubble field. He noticed it for about half an

hour, at a distance of from one to two hundred yards. "Some-

times it was only like a flash in the pan on the ground ; at other

times it rose up several feet, and fell to the earth and became ex-

tinguished ; and many times it proceeded horizontally from fifty to

one hundred yards, with an undulating motion like the flight of

the laughing woodpecker, and about as rapid ; and once or twice

it proceeded with considerable rapidity in a straight line upon or

close to the ground. The light of these ignes fatui was very

clear and strong, much bluer than that of a candle, and very

like that of an electric spark, and three or four of them looked

larger and as bright as the star Sirius ; of course they look dim

when seen in ground fogs, but there was not any fog on the night

in question ; there was, however, a muddy closeness in the at-

mosphere, and at the same time a considerable breeze from the

south- west. Those Will-o'-the-Wisps which shot horizontally,

proceeded before the wind towards the north-east."

A few years ago, Major Blesson of Berlin, in order to deter-

mine the cause of the ignis fatuus, made some experiments in a

valley in the forest of Gubitz, in the Newmark, where this meteor

was frequently seen. The valley cuts deeply into compact loam,

and is marshy on its lower part. The water of the marsh con-

tains iron, and is covered with a shining crust. During the day,

bubbles of air were seen rising from it, and at night, bluish pur-

ple flames were observed shooting from and playing over its sur-

|ac£. On visiting the spot by night, the flames retired as Major

Bftesaon advanced; the motion of the air driving the burning gas
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before him. On remaining perfectly still, the flames returned,

and he attempted to li^ht a piece of paper by them ; but the cur-

rent of air produced by his breath kept the flames at too great a

distance. On turning away his head, however, and holding up

a screen of cloth, he was able to set fire to a narrow strip of

paper. He also succeeded in putting out the flame by driving it

before him to a part of the ground where no gas was produced,

then applying the flame of a torch to the surface whence the gas

bubbles issued, a kind of explosion was heard over eight or nine

square feet of the surface of the marsh ; a red light was seen
5

which diminished to a blue flame about three feet high. This

continued to burn with the unsteady motion observed in the

YVill-o'-the-Wisp. As the morning approached all the flames

became pale, and seemed to approach nearer and nearer to the

earth, till they at last faded from the sight. Major Blesson thinks

that when once the thin stieam of inflammable air is set on fire,

it continues to burn by day as well as by night, but the light is

so pale that it cannot be seen by day. He also thinks it proba.

ble, that the fires which sometimes break out in forests are caused

by ignes fatui.

The same observer has also made experiments on the ignis

fatuus in other places. At Malapane, in Upper Silesia, he passed

several nights in a forest where this meteor was to be seen. He
succeeded in extinguishing and inflaming the gas, but could not

set fire to paper or thin shavings of wood by its means. In the

Konski forest, in Poland, the flame appeared of a darker hue
than usual, and on attempting to ignite paper and wood, they be-

came covered with a viscous moisture. On another occasion, he
succeeded in lighting up the ignis fatuus by throwing fireworks

from a distance into marshy ground. He visited by night the

summit of the Porta Westphalia, near Minden ; the meteor was
not visible, but on firing off a rocket a number of small red flames

were observed below, which soon went out, but appeared again

on firing another rocket.

It appears then, from these and other experiments made by
scientific men, that the ignis fatuus is frequently caused by an in-

flammable gas, formed in stagnant pools by the decay of vegeta-

ble matter. The appearance of this meteor has been accounted
for in various other ways, but none of them appear to be so satis-

factory as the above.

—

Selected.
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LINES
SUGGESTED ON READING " LINES BY PERSOLUS," IN NOVEMBER

NUMBER OF THE " MAPLE LEAF."

Oh, yes ! believe it brother,

Thy sister speaks to thee

—

The grave claims but the casket)

Her soul is with the free ;

—

Freed from all earthly passions,

Freed from all grief and care,

An angel now in heaven,

She breathes untainted air.

Yet, dream not she forgets thee,

As, with the sinless throng,

She chants to heav'nly music,

The new immortal song.

Down from the jewel'd bulwarks,

Of that blest world on high,

She looks on all thy actions,

With an angel-sister's eye.

And, oh ! if, from those mansions,

Sweet messengers of love,

Are sent to guide our footsteps,

And point our souls above,

—

How gladly her pure spirit

Flics from the portals bright,

To hover o'er thy pathway,

In sorrow's gloomy night.

Tread softly, brother—softly,

An angel, near thee now,

Watches each wav'ring purpose,

Each shadow on thy brow
;

Notes well each noble struggle,

Each battle for the right.

Stirs up thy soul to duty,

And girds thee for the fight.

Ah ! well may'st thou look upward,

From the fading hopes of earth,

To that bright realm above thee,

Where endless joys have birth ;—
There, with that angel-sister,

'Tis thine to dwell for aye,

And join with her in praising

The Light, the Truth, the Way."

Montreal, November, 1853. Edla.
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THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER; OR RAMBLES IN THE CANADIAN FOREST.

By Mrs. Traill, Authoress of the (1 Canadian Crusoes," &c.

THE LAST CHAPTER.

" Nurse, the beautiful flowers are all gone, and the bright

leaves are falling. I do not love the Fall ; I see no flowers

now," said Lady Mary. u Winter will soon be here again."

*' I thought last year, my Lady, that you wished the snow

and sleighing would last all the year, that you might go out

with the merry bells on the horse."

" Oh, yes, Nurse ; but I did not know how many pretty

birds and flowers I should see, and now I am sorry that they

are all gone."

" See, Lady Mary, here are yet a few flowers that my little

French girl has picked for you on the side of the mountain."

" Oh, dear Nurse, these are very pretty ; do tell me their

names ?"

" This branch of starry lilac flowers, that looks so delicate

and light, are Asters—that is a word that means star-like.

They are also known as Michaelmas daisies. These grow on

light dry ground ; so do the white shrubby Asters those,

with the little white stars all clustered round the stalks with

crimson tipped—or they grow near water on gravelly banks."

"I like them, Nurse. There are such crowds of flowers

on the little branches. See, they are weighed down with

them."

"These large dark purple Asters grow in large bushes on
dry wastes by the corners of fences, and on stony uncultivated

fields. These are the latest, and, with the large sky-blue

flowers, grow by still waters, near mill-dams, and in swampy
places. They are not so elegant, though larger and brighter

than the first I showed you."

" Yes, Mrs. Frazer, I like the lilac ones the best. These
blue ones are more like China Asters in the garden—they are
very stiff. But here is another sweet blue flower, please tell

me what it is ?"

" This is the fringed Gentian, my Lady. It is one of the lates t

and most beautiful of all the Fall flowers. See here are some
with one large blue fringed bell, not more than four inches high

;

and here are others with many flowers, three and four feet
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high. This dark-blue Gentian is the last flower of the year.

I know of none later. It is the finest in colour and shape of

any of these pretty flowers."

" There is a pretty shining looking flower that smells v^ry

sweet, Nurse. Do you know what it is ?"

" Yes, Lady Mary, it is the latest Everlasting—a pale straw

colour. It is called Neglected Everlasting, because it grows

on dry wastes by roadsides, among thistles and weeds ; but I

love it, for it is like a faithful friend,—it never changee,—and

you may make wreaths of it that will never fade."

" Nurse, I will get you to ask the little French flower girl to

bring me a basket full of these nice flowers, that I may make

a garland for my doll's hat."

" You can also make little mats of these flowers."

" That will be very nice, Nurse. I will make a mat for my
doll, and a carpet;" and the little Lady sat down on a low

stool, and began to pick the flowers to pieces in her lap. She.

was busily engaged with her flowers when the servant came to

say her Mamma wanted to see her.

When Mrs. Frazer again saw her little charge, she was in a

great state of excitement. She threw her arms about her

Nurse's neck, and said, " Oh, dear Nurse, I am going away
from Canada. My dear Papa and Mamma are going back to

England, and I am to go, and we are all going. I am so glad ;"

but the tears stood in Mrs. Frazer's eyes, and she turned away

to hide them.

" Nurse, you are to go too, Mamma said so, and we shall

be so happy."

" Dear Lady Mary, I cannot leave Canada," replied Mrs.

Frazer, " even to go with you ;" and she kissed the fair child's

forehead, while the tears fell fast over her face.

w Dear Nurse, why can you not go with me ?** asked Lady

Mary.
w I have a young son, my dear, and 1 could not go away and

leave him, for he is very dear to me, and when I am old and

feeble he will take me to his own home and take care of me.

When his dear father died he promised as he stood by his

death bed that he would never forsake me, and I cannot leave

him."
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"Then, Mrs. Frazer, I shall be very sorry lo leave Canada,

for I shall have no one to tell me about beavers, and squirrels,

and Indians, and flowers, and birds, when you are gone."

" You will see many things in England, my dear, to please

you, and you will find more things to amuse you there than

here, and your Governess and new Nurse will be able to tell

you about every object which you see ; but I shall never forget

you, and always love you, and pray for your happiness."

" And I will not forget you, my kind dear Nurse," said the

child, as she threw herself into her Nurse's arms, and fondly

caressed her.

There was so much to do, and so many things to attend to,

before the Governor's departure, that Lady Mary had no time

to hear any more stories, nor ask any more questions about

the natural history of Canada, though there were many things

yet that Mrs. Frazer could have told her, I have no doubt.

Lady Mary did not forget to have all her Indian toys, and

dried plants and seeds of Canadian wild flowers, packed up

and her flying squirrel was also given in charge to Campbell

the footman, with a good store of hickory nuts, and Indian corn

and wild nuts and seeds, for his food.

Mrs. Frazer was presented with a handsome reward for her

attendance and instruction, and when she was called to take

leave of the Governor and his Lady, they gave her a

packet, which, on opening, she found contained a government

deed for a fine lot of land in a fertile township in Upper Canada.

It was with tears and blessings that this excellent woman
took leave of the Governor's family, and above all of her

beloved charge, Lady Mary.

Anecdote of Haydn.—Every real lover of music must be

pleased with Haydn's expressions to Reynolds, the painter, when
shown the picture ofMrs. Billinston, the celebrated singer. "Yes,"

said he, " it's like, very like ; but you've made a sad mistake !"

" How ?" " You've made her listening to the angels ; you

should have made the angels listening to her."

Education.—Dr. Franklin, in speaking of education, says, "If

a man empties his purse into his head, no one can take it from

him,"



168 AN AFTERNOON AT LEISURE,

AN AFTERNOON AT LEI SD RE.

BY PERSOLUS.

I have just escaped from the weary counting-house. What a

glorious renovator is the clear light of day, as it strikes around

me, undimmed by dusty and curtained windows : how refresh-

ing the breeze ! But if you would estimate its value aright, come

and sit with me in a close office, and for long hours pore over

extended accounts current, concentrating all thought and atten-

tion on the double columns of implacable figures ; follow it for a

few days only, and then what saith the breezes ? Oh, how

gratefully they fan the fevered brow, and wipe from the coun-

tenance every evidence of trying thought
;
they give strength

and vigor to your footsteps, and are fraught with life and health.

Do you not feel that the weary physical frame is undergoing a

complete renewal ? Your head has ceased to throb—the stiff

features of the man of business are relaxing and assume a

smile—not, however, like the smile you wore a few minutes ago

in the counting-house, for it was confined to the lip,—and this is

frank and open, and each feature in your countenance seems to

vie with the other in producing it. This is a feeling smile, and

evidenced thus :—The little boy who would play at your office

window, and " not otherwise or elsewhere," is no longer an an-

noying little brat ; he is a fine, hearty, playful little fellow, and

you pat him kindly on the head. The ragged, pale, thin-faced

little girl who pleads so earnestly for alms, even a single cop-

per,—what of her ? Is her importunity the mere brawlings of a

worthless beggar ? or do you recognise in her faint voice, the

earnest pleadings of the

M Homeless child of want and woe ?"

If not, where did the change come from ? Need I say more
;

is there not healing in the breeze ?

But I am for the Mountain ; not the hoary Alp or towering Ap-

penine of distant lands, which my neighbors have visited and

cease not to rave about in all conceivable manner of extrava-

ganza stanzas, but the Mountain at the door, our own green-

crested mount, Mount Royal. I am wending my way through

the grove which shrouds its base, or rather robes it to its

summit in a garb of fairest foliage; about midway the ground is
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gently undulating, and the grove so void of underbrush, that a

childish fancy strikes me very forcibly,—it seems as if the

scene were laid in merry Sherwood Forest, and it does not re-

quire a very great stretch of imagination to people the place

with the bold Robin and his merrymen. Oh yes, although

only in miniature, yet here are the openings,—the pleasant

glades, the jagged jutting rock, and ancestral trees. How
strange that the great battle of life, wearing and trying though

it be, yet ever fails to eradicate even the earliest impressions of

childhood
;
slight little incidents of my earliest years appear to

be more deeply rooted in my memory than perhaps very impor-

tant occurrences of yesterday.

But I must hasten, for the sun is declining, already the sha-

dows are slowly stealing up the breast of the mountain—its base

is wrapt in gloom o'ershadowed—but the bluff, towards which

I am hastening, is still refulgent with the golden rays of the set.

ting sun. That old tree, which I thought looked so bare and de-

solate, as it stood forth upon the bare cliff, appears now as if

chased in purest gold. Let me rest for a moment on this pro-

jecting granite, while I stay myself up securely by the trunk of

this little sapling which clings so closely to its rugged bed be-

low me, and a little to the right I observe a monumental co-

lumn, in honor of whom I know not, as I did not notice it until

now—its location is very beautiful, and I am glad it is there, for

when most satisfied with the beauty of earth, then do I most

distinctly hear the whisperings of the cold grey stone. I like to

look down at it standing so quietly amid the sighing branches

of the grove,

Where weeps the birch with silver bark,
And long dishevelled hair.

Again facing the mountain's brow, clinging here to a pro-

jecting root and there to a slight twig, I clamber upwards, and
now I have attained the summit ; I gaze with strong emotion

upon the glowing prospect, but I use no superlatives, because

I cannot use them ; under like circumstances I have ever failed

adequately to give expression to thought ; 1 cannot give life to

my words—without emotion they are useless. Neither need I

attempt, by language, to cleave my way through the wilderness

ofjoyous thought in which I am lost to all save self and Deity.

I attempt, for I can but aUempt a description of the prospect.



170 AN AFTERNOON AT LEISURE.

Here have we indeed

A blending of all beauties, streams and dell*;
Fruits, foliage, crag, wood, cornfield, mountain, river,
And chiefiess castles breathing stern farewells
From grey but leafy walls where ruin greenly dwells.

Looking southward, the foaming rapid of the " Long Sault"

is visible ; and following the river in its course, my eye rests

upon St. Helen's Island, stemming the waters with its green

banks. Here is a magazine for the safe keeping of that danger-

ous article, gunpowder. There i-s also an armory, in which

are stowed away all manner of implements of war. What a

pity that the pointed steel is necessary as the safeguard of a

nation's liberty. Let us hope that the time is not far distant

when contending forces shall cease to be—when our peace

shall be firm and lasting, because secured through the Prince

of Peace.

Between St. Helen's Island and the Island of Montreal, the

rushing waters of the St. Lawrence pass, forming the Current

St. Marie. Eastward, I observe the apex of a mountain

wreathed in the brilliant sunset ; this is the famous and fashion*

able Belceil, signifying, I believe, a fine view, or, perhaps more

literally, a good eye, and then stretching away till they are lost

in the distance, appear the green hills of Vermont. Turning

westward, I mark the river Ottawa, its shores studded with

little villages, prominent among which is that of St. Annes, cele-

brated by the facile pen ofTom Moore, in the popular " Cana-

dian Boat Song." Turning slightly to the north, the glittering

spires of a parish church display themselves. This is the vil-

lage of St. Eustache, on the Riviere du Chene. Other vil-

lages appear, and are plainly indicated by the tin covered spires

of their churches. Confining my view, I have the Little River,

a branch of the Ottawa, and which again subdivided, washes

the shores of the fertile Isle Jesu. Before me are the happy

homesteads of the rugged tillers of the soil, a class of people

whom, as a class, I most respect, for I have mingled with the

homespun grey, and have been well content to occupy a rustic

stool in the kitchen, not because I am, or would be, what is

commonly styled a sentimentalist, but because I found a satis-

fying enjoyment in their affectionate and simple pastimes,—be-

cause I liked to look up into the open honest face, and there,

in characters the plainest and most unmistakable, read man.



AN AFTERNOON AT LEISURE. 171

Immediately below me, on the slope of the mountain, lies the

Mount Royal Cemetery, a most beautiful location ;— its sunny

slopes, its pleasant vales and murmuring streams, with rustic

bridges thrown across;—fit, indeed, is the place for the dead

we loved. From where I stand, the proud columns or expen-

sive tablets in honor of titled wealth are visible ; and by their

side appears the rude post which marks the last resting place

of one unknown to wealth and fame,—and whose virtues, if he

had any, sleep with him unlettered, or living, live only in the

memory of former associates. Thus let my epitaph be

written,

—

" For what are crowns and sceptres, power and fame,
And plaudits echoed by a nation's breath,

A noble ancestry and mighty name,
When summoned to thy presence-chamber, Death?

What are the hatchment and the banner brave,
The buckler, helm and spear suspended high ?

Ask loud the question!—catechise the grave!
Dust ! darkness I silence !—This is the reply !"

The sun is set, and yet the ceaseless hum of rumbling wheels

in the busy city are distinctly heard ; and hark, from the tower

of St. George's Chapel, steal in upon my ear, the mellow

tones of the vesper bell. Often do I shudder and start with fear

when I hear the first solemn, warning tone of the church bell
;

but, eventually, those low deep notes which agitate, become

soft and musical,—and in the sweetly chiming cadences, I hear

a still small voice, inviting me to

* * * * Snatch the brief reprieve from earth,
And pass—a guest—to heaven.

The shades of evening are gathering and conceal the plea-

sant landscape, yet even more beautiful is the picture disclosed.

The mists are languidly creeping o'er the vale, the sounds of

busy life become less distinct, and I hear only the murmuring

of the waters, as even in darkness they hurry onward ; the

stately queen of night draped in fleecy clouds is journeying up-

wards, and now the whole

* * * * Floor of Heaven
Is thick inlaid with patins of bright gold.

The busy bee on humming wing has passed chanting its way

hiveward ; I too, yet pensively, retrace my steps, and lest I be

uncourteous through forgetfulness, dear reader (if I have one)

good night.

Montreal, November, 1853.
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WHAT SENT ONE HUSBAND TO CALIFORNIA.

Mr. Warren left his counting-room at the hour of one, to go

home to dinner. He sauntered leisurely along, for he knew by

long experience that dinner never waited for him. As he turned

the last corner, he ran into the arms of a man who was advanc-

ing at a rapid pace. Each stopping to adjust a hat, after such a

collision, instantly recognized the other as an old acquaintance.

« Why, Harry, is it you ?"

" 'Pon my word, Charley ! where did you drop down from V
" From the clouds, as I always do," said Charles Morton.

" You, Warren, are creeping along as usual. It's an age since

I met you. How goes the world with you ?"

" After a fashion," said Warren ;
" sometimes well and some-

times ill. I am quite a family man now, you know,—wife and

four children."

"Ah, indeed ! No, I did not know that ; I have quite lost track

of you since we were in Virginia together."

" Come, it is just our dinner hour," said Mr. Warren ;
" come

home with me, and let us have a talk about old times."

« With all my heart,'' said Morton ;
11 1 want to see the wife

and children, too. Has the wife the laughing black eyes and

silken ringlets you married in imagination long ago, Harry ?
"

« Not exactly," said Warren, without returning very heartily

his friend's smile. " My wife was pretty once, though
j

she,

was very pretty when I married her, but she is a feeble woman
;

she has seen a great deal of illness since then, and it has changed

her somewhat."

By this time Mr. Warren reached his own door, and, with

some secret misgivings, turned the key, and invited his friend

into his small, but comfortably furnished house. Glad he was

indeed, to meet him
;

but, if the truth must be told, he would

have been quite as well pleased if it had been after dinner. He
would have felt easier could he have prepared the lady of the

house to receive- his guest. For his part, he would have killed

the fatted calf, with great rejoicing; but to set wife, children,

house and table, in a hospitable tune, required more time than

he could now command.
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" Sit down," said he, ushering Morton into the best parlor.

u Take the rocking-chair, Charley ; you have not forgotten your

old tricks, of always claiming the rocking-chair, have you ?

Stop,—a little dust on it." Out came his pocket-handkerchief,

and wiped off, not a little, but a great deal of dust. " Never

mind," said he ; " make yourself quite at home, while I go and

hunt up the folks, will you ?"

Mr. Warren thought it prudent to close the parlor doors after

him, that all unnecessary communication with the rest of the

house might be cut off. His first visit was to the kitchen, to

ascertain which way the wind blew there. If Betty, the old

family servant and maid-of-all-work, was in good humor, he had

little to fear. No one could better meet an exigency, when she

had a mind to the work. He opened the door gently. " Well,

Betty," said he, in a conciliatory tone, "what have you got nice

for us to-day 1"

She seemed to understand, as if by instinct, her importance,

and was just cross enough to make a bad use of it.

« Got ! why the veal-steaks, to be sure, you sent home ; I

don't see what else we could have."

" Have you anything for dessert ?" was asked, in the same

gentle tone.

" I s'pose there is a pie somewhere."

" Well, Betty, I wish you would get up a dish of ham and

eggs, if you can. We are to have a gentleman to dine with us,

and the dinner is rather small."

Betty looked like a thunder-cloud. « You'll have to want a

good while, I guess, then ; the fire is all out."

«' Put on some charcoal," said Mr. Warren ;
" here, I'll get

it, while you cut the ham. Now, do give us one of your nice

dishes, Betty
;
nobody can cook ham and eggs quite like you>

when you have a mind to. Where is Mrs. Warren ?"

"In her chamber, I s'pose," said Betty, sulkily, adding, in an

under tone, not exactly intended to reach her master's ear,

—

" where she always is."

He did hear it, however, and with a foreboding heart he went
to his wife's chamber.

The room was partially darkened, and on the bed, in loose

sick gown, with dishevelled hair, lay Mrs. Warren. Her hand
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rested on a bottle of camphor, and on the stand at her side was

an ominous bowl of water, with wet cloths in it.

" Juliette, my love, are you ill V?

u 111 ! what a question to ask ! I told you half a dozen times,

this morning, 1 had one of my headaches ; that's just all you mind

about me !"

" I am sorry, but I really thought, Juliette, it would pass off.

Shall not you feel able to come down to dinner ?"

"No, I am sure 1 never shall want anything to eat again ; it

seems as if these head-aches would kill me."
*' Where are the children ?"

"I don't know, I am sure;|I can't look after them when I

am sick ! If Betty can't do that, she had better not try to do

anything."

" I wish you would make an effort, Juliette, and come down
to dinner ; I have an old friend to dine with us,—Charles Morton,

of whom you have so often heard me speak. He has come on

purpose to see my wife and children."

" Dear me ! how could you bring company home to-day, when

you knew I was sick ? I don't believe I could hold my head up,

if I were to try !" and, closing her eyes, she pressed both hands

on her temples.

Mr Warren said no more ; he would not urge the matter.

He made up his mind to dine without her
;
and, with a sigh, he

slowly returned to the parlor. Had he spoken out his honest

feelings, he would have said, " What a misfortune it is for a young

man to have an ailing wife ! My servants rule, my children are

neglected, my house is in disorder, my wife does not like it be-

cause I do not make a fuss over her all the time, and something

is the matter continually ; if it is not one thing, it is another,

—

and I am weary of it
!"

He found his friend still in the arm-chair, busily reading a

scrap-book which was on the table. Fun danced in his eyes and

twitched at the corners of his mouth ; and as soon as he caught

sight of Warren, he burst into a merry peal of laughter. Warren

could not resist and he laughed full five minutes before he knew

what the joke was. It was only something in the scrap-book

which brought to remembrance an old scrape they had together,

—

but the laugh worked like a charm with him. His family troubles
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eemed to vanish before it, like mists in the morning. A more

manly courage was aroused in him ; he was a better and a

stronger man.

"By George, Charley," said he, something like the Harry

Warren of other days, " it does one good to hear your old horse-

laugh again !" An animated conversation ensued, and it was

some time before Mr. Warren remembered that they had not yet

dined.

" We are not going to starve you out, Charley," said he, " but

my wife is not able to be about to day, and our cook, I see, is

taking her own time. Excuse me a moment, and I will go and

stir her up, by way of remembrance."

Much to his delight, the bell rang. He was saved the trial of

bearding the lion twice in his den. As he was going to the dining-

room with his friend, a troop of ill-dressed and noisy children

pushed by them, and hurried in great disorder to their seats.

Mr. Morton spoke to them, but they hung their heads. He was

somewhat embarrassed. He felt that he ought to take some notice

of them, and yet it seemed as if it would spare his friend's feelings

not to notice them. He took hold of the wrong horn of the

dilemma.

" Which of them looks like the mother, Harry ?"

"The boy nearest you, I think," was the short reply
;
then,

as if obliged to add, by way of apology, u I am very sorry that

Mrs. Warren cannot come down to-day, but she has one of her

bad headaches."

" She is a-coming," said one of the children ;
" she says she

s'poses she must."

Morton pretended not to hear this speech. He saw that some-

thing was wrong in his friend's domestic life. Had he, then,

married unfortunately'? "I shall be sorry for him, if he has,"

thought Morton; "he deserves a good wife; a better- hearted

fellow never breathed."

Warren's sunshine was fast vanishing, though his dinner, it is

but justice to Betty we should say, was well cooked
;
yet his

table needed the lady. No clean napkins were there ; no nice

salters and shining spoons graced it; no order and elegance of

serving made it attractive. Betty had no eye for the fancy-work.

But the food was good, and there was an abundance of it ; and
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the gentlemen would have enjoyed it, if the children had not been

so troublesome.

When dinner was about half over, Mrs. Warren made her

appearance. Walking in languidly, she took her seat at the head

of the table. She still wore her loose gown, over which she had

thrown a shawl. Her hair was still uncombed. Her eyes were

dull and heavy in their expression, and her eyebrows were

elevated. She looked as if she felt miserable. " Ah, Juliette,"

said Mr. Warren, slightly coloring, "I did not know that you

would feel able to come down. Let me introduce you to my old

friend, Mr. Morton."

Mrs. Warren bowed.

" You have been suffering with a head-ache to-day, my friend

tells me," said Mr. Morton.

"Yes, I suffer nearly all the time," was the reply; "if it is

not one thing, it is another. I am almost discouraged."

(i O, no, Juliette, it is some time since you have had a bad

turn," said her husband.

« Only last week,'* was her short reply. " Your memory is

not very good on this point. I believe you think I can help

being sick."

Mr. Warren tried to laugh off this thrust ; but there was no

heart in it. All sociality vanished with Mrs. Warren's presence,

and all peace, too ; for the children acted worse than ever. Mr.

Morton suffered for his friend, and was much relieved when they

were again by themselves in the parlor. He could have forgiven

the want of glossy ringlets and laughing eyes, but he could not for-

give the want of good humor, in Harry Warren's wife. He felt

as if his friend had been taken in ; he pitied him ; and firmer than

ever was his determination to run no such hazards himself.

So much of Mr. Warren's day had been occupied with his

friend, that it was quite late before he was able to leave his store.

He went home weary in body and mind. How much he needed

to have things comfortable and cheerful around him there ! But,

much as he loved his family, he found neither rest nor pleasure

at home. Work for them he would, like a dog, from morning

to night; but, when the day's toil was over, there were no

home attractions for him. This night, it would have been a

comfort to him, could he have just thrown himself down on the
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sofa and taken his book ; but he knew well enough this would

not answer. He knew that his wife had been watching to hear

his steps, and would feel hurt if he did not go up to her at once.

So, with a sigh, he went into the dusky chamber. As he ex-

pected, his wife was on the bed.

" Do you feel any better, Juliette ?"

"Better!—no! It seems as if I should go crazy. Those

children will kill me. Do, pray, Mr. Warren, send them off to

bed, or hold my head, or do something. I thought you never

would come home."

The air of the sick-room, perfumed as it was with camphor

and ammonia, oppressed the weary man. He said he would go

and send the children to bed.

This was more easily said than done ; the children were tired

and cross, and full of wants, and Betty would not help him in

the least. Patience and perseverance, however, got the last little

urchin into his nest. " Now go to sleep, boys," said he ;
" your

mother is sick to-night, and I must not hear a word from you."

" Seems to me, mother is always sick," said Henry.

M Then, Master Henry, it is your duty always to keep still

remember that, will you ?''

It was after eight o'clock before Mr. Warren had a chance to

eat any supper.. He went to the dining-room. His tea had stood

until it was quite cold ; his toast was cold, and a dim lamp cast

a jaundiced light over his uninviting repast. He, however, was

used to such things
5
indeed, he hardly expected anything different.

The meal over, he drew his evening paper from his pocket and

read it, feeling all the time like a culprit. He knew that he was

expected in that oppressive chamber, and that the minutes of his

delay were counted. After nine it was, the clock was on the

point of striking ten, when he reentered it. Camphor and

ammonia were as strong as ever, and the head-ache, too, to all

appearance.

W Can I do anything for you, Juliette ?"

" Do anything ! I might die, for all anybody would do for

me. What made you come up at all ?"

st You know very well, Juliette, I had to put the children to

bed, to get them out of your way
;
and, tired as I was, I never
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got a mouthful of supper until almost nine o'clock. I have done

the best I could."

He said this in a tone which showed that he was both irritated

and hurt. Once, Mrs. Warren would have been much grieved,

and would have sought earnestly to heal the wound which she

made ; but being sick so much was fast making her selfish. It

was only of self she thought.

"I wish you would not complain of me," said she, bursting

into, tears ;
" I have as much as I can bear, without being found

fault with."

"I was not finding fault with you, Juliette ; but a man can't

do more than he can do."

Juliette continued to sob ; her husband was silent. When, at

length, they slept, it was with chilled affections and heavy hearts,

and their slumbers were neither sweet nor refreshing.

Several years passed, and Mrs. Warren's health did not im-

prove. She seemed to have made up her mind that she must

suffer, and that people ought to pity her, and not expect her to do

anything. The sunshine that had once been about her, vanished
;

she spoke at all times in a dis tressed tone of voice ; a doleful ex-

pression became habitual with her. She made no exertion which

she could avoid; she shirked every care which could be avoided.

Mr. Warren and Betty must see to things. Now, Betty was no

housekeeper ; she could do hard work, but not head work. She

did not understand economy. She used up what she had, without

thinking of to-morrow. It was not her business to be bothering

as to how the two ends should meet. Such management at home,

together with the increasing wants of a family, required a good

income. Mr. Warren's business gave him a comfortable living,

but it was not quite equal to filling up flour-barrels which had a

hole in the bottom. He began to' run behind, and to become

discouraged. He got into debt, and then, going on from bad to

worse, he became completely disheartened. His family was a

drag on him. He could not tell his wife of his troubles,—if he

did, she only cried, and said, " she was sure she could not help

it ; she did all she could, when her health was so poor. She

thought lie might have more feeling for her than to complain."

He, therefore, formed his own plans in silence.

One October morning, Mrs. Warren awoke with one of her sick
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head-aches. Finding this to be the case, she went to sleep again,

and it was very late before she awoke the second time. Dressing

herself at her leisure, she went to the dining-room. Some cold

breakfast stood waiting for her, which she partook of alone,

—

neither husband nor children were there. At dinner she met her

children, but not her husband; he had not returned. This pro-

voked her a little. " Ke stays/' thought she, " just on purpose

because I am ill. I'll keep out of his way, I guess, for one while."

With this generous resolve, she took to her darkened chamber, her

camphor and ammonia (which she knew to be particularly un-

pleasant to him,) and her bandages and ice- water. Tea-time

came, but not Mr. Warren. The children had their supper, and

went to bed. Eight, nine, ten o'clock struck. Mrs. Warren

sprang from her bed and called Betty. " Betty, where can Mr.

Warren be?" Here it is ten o'clock, and he has not come yet."

u I declare, Miss Warren, I don't know what can have be-

come of him. There, now, I do remember. 'Twan't but yester-

day he paid me up all my wages, and paid a quarter in advance,

because, he said, he had the money by him, and might not have

it by and by. Then, says he, * Betty,' says he, 4 if I should not

be at home one of these nights, you need not be frightened. I

have got to go off on some business, and may not get back. You
need not keep the doors open after ten for me. I won't tell Miss

Warren,' says he ;
' she '11 worry.' Them's the very words he

said. Now, I '11 bet that's where he has gone ; and. we may as

well lock up and go to bed. He won't be here to-night."

More in anger than sorrow, Mrs. Warren consented to this

arrangement, and went back to her solitary chamber. Seldom

thinking of any one but herself, she settled it in her mind that

Mr. Warren had chosen this particular time to attend to his busi-

ness for no other reason than to get rid of one of her headaches.

She lay awake until midnight, brooding over his supposed un-

kindness. She really hoped that he would come, try his door,

and find it fast, that she might have the satisfaction of hearing

him go elsewhere to seek lodgings ; for she had fully determined

not to let him in. Twelve o'clock struck in the old church

steeple ; no sound but the heavy tread of the watchman was
heard. She then gave him up, and « nursing her wrath to keep
it warm," at length fell asleep.

(To be continued.)
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BLINDNESS.

While turning over the columns of the Literary World we
were much interested in a poem which appears there, taken

from the New Orleans Delta.

The imagery of this poem on Blindness is very graphic, and

its mournful passionate numbers reveal the sorrow of a great

mind, while struggling with desolation, and buffeting the rolling

surges on an ocean of despair. We transcribe the editorial

note, together with the author's explanation and the poem,

which will give the subject complete to our readers :

—

" From the New Orleans Delta we select this noble poem, by one of its

editors, Joseph Brenan, Esq., with the introductory note which explains its

origin. Mr. Brenan is one of " the escaped" from the late painful calamity

in that great metropolis of the South ; and has many friends, literary and per-

sonal, who will be pleased to learn that the light of day still shines for one

who knows how to use it so well."

[Note Preliminary.—The following poem is an attempt to give the first

impressions and restless feelings of a man of ordinary intelligence, who has

been suddenly struck blind by sickness or accident. I know not how suc-

cessful I may have been in the treatment of the theme, but I did not take it

up without some very bitter experience—as I have been little better than

blind myself for over three long months. In fact, I was utterly without sight

for some weeks. I attribute my blindness entirely to the vigorous skill of the

physician who' attended me in yellow fever, and who by the judicious use of

medicine, enabled me to produce the following stanzas; which, if not good,

are, at all events, the best 1 can write—though my Helicon is nothing less

than unadulterated quinine !

As I have alluded to my loss of sight, which resulted from over-doses of a

subtle and powerful poison, I may be allowed to mention how I regained it.

I am indebted for my recovery—which, though not yet complete, is, in my

estimation, almost a miracle of medicine—to Dr. Hunt, of this city, whose

name is too high and bright upon the roll ot science to gain additional lu9tre

from any praise of mine. To him, under God, I owe that I can now hold a

pen ; to him I dedicate these lines, as it may afford him some pleasure to

know how deep was the gloom which darkened all the prison from which

his wonderful skill released me.]

i.

The golden shores of sunshine round me spreading,

Refuse a boon of light

;

And fast my shattered soul is death.ward heading,

Wrecked on a sea of night

!

There is no angry tempeBt flapping sun-ward

Its black wings through the air

;

The ruin, in a calm, is hurried onward

Through channels of despair !
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II.

Around me is a Darkness, omnipresent,

With boundless horror grim,

Descending from the zenith, ever crescent,

To the horizon's rim ;

The golden stars, all charred and blackened by it,

Are swept out, one by one ;

My world is left, as if at Joshua's fiat

—

A moonless Ajalon !

in.

How long, O Lord ! I cry, in bitter anguish,

Must I be doomed alone

—

A chained and blinded Samson—thus to languish,

In exile from the sun ?

Or must I hope for evermore surrender,

And turn mine eyes on high,

To find, instead of brave and azure splendor,

A black curse on the sky ?

IV.

Alas ! as time sees gathering round me deeper

The universal cloud,

I feel like some wild horror-stricken sleeper,

Who wakens in a shroud !

Like some poor wretch who closed his eyes at morning

Against the growing day,

And finds himself, without a prayer or warning,

A tenant of the clay !

v.

Farewell, farewell, spice-islands of my childhood,

Where I have lingered long

—

Farewell the glories of the vale and wildwood,

The laughter and the song !

Farewell the sunny pleasures you inherit,

For I am drifting forth ;

My helm deserted by my Guardian Spirit,

My prow unto the North !

VI.

Come nearer to me Soother of my sorrow,

And place your hand in mine
;

That my o'er-darkened soul shall, haply, borrow

A little light from thine

;

That, bearing all which fortune has commanded,

Until my tortures end,

The Crusoe-land on which I may be stranded

Shall have, at least, a friend !
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And read aloud some wisdom giving volume

—

The work of olden hours—

In which the stately thoughts rise like a column

Crowned with Corinthian flowers

—

In which the epic Greek moves solemn sounding,

With hexametric sweep ;

And every line has some fine pulses, bounding

With passion, grand and deep !

VIII.

Its rythmas call up the sublime Auroral

Of the Hellenic name

—

When monarchs snatched the scholar's wreath of laurel,

As guerdon of their fame.

It brings you down a vista of proud faces,

To see, amid the trees,

Aspasia, blushing fond, as she embraces

Her stately Pericles

!

IX.

So, haply listening to that fiery speaker,

Whose fanaies overflow,

Like Chian wine within a slender beaker,

Which trembles to the glow

—

You say, while catching visions wild and Vatic,

Which wing their way abroad

Amid an atmosphere of sense Socratic

—

" 'Tis Plato or a god I"

x.

Or read to me once more that burning ballad,

Compact of passionate fire,

Which bright-eyed Sappho, fond, and fierce, and pallid,

Swept from her sounding lyre

—

That larger utterance of a glorious woman
The Palmyrene preserved,*

To show how like a frantic god's, the human

Spirit is subtly nerved !

XI.

Or rather read how Ajax prayed, when round him

Were corpses cold and stark,

And plotting deities had closely bound him

In vapors, dim and dark

—

Read how he prayed to Jove, with eager passion,

To sweep away the night—
That he might meet his fate in hero fashion,

And perish in the light

!

* I allude to Sappho's burning love-poem—a portion of which has been preserved
by Longinus. Most English renders are familiar with it, in Addison's translation.



BLINDNESS—WE WERE TOO POOR TO PAY. 183

XII.

Since then, a greater hero fought and perished,

Within a silent room ;

And, as our Goethe felt that all he cherished

Was sinking into gloom

—

As, o'er his features stole the fatal pallor,

He looked above and cried—

In echo of that prayer of Grecian valor—

" More light, O Lord !" and died !t

XIII.

That cry is mine, my friend 1 but uttered vainly

—

The ear ofHeav'n is deaf!

And I may persevere in prayer, insanely,

And win no true relief !

Close up the books— for grim and ghastly darkness

Has settled over all

—

My soul rs wrapped for evermore in starkness,

Within this funeral pall !

XIV.

Farewell, once more, spice-islands of my childhood

Where I have lingered long !

Farewell the glories of the vale and wildwood

—

The laughter and the song !

Farewell the sunny pleasures you inherit

—

For I am drifting forth ;

My helm deserted by my Guardian Spirit,

My prow unto the North !

Joseph Brenan.

New Orleans, October 6th.

"WE WERE TOO POOR TO tkV

Yes, it was a lovely spot—that village graveyard ! such a one,

I fancy, as inspired the " Elegy in a country church-yard."

There was less pomp and show than in our city burial places, but

what of that—as Jeremy Taylor says, " We cannot deceive God

and nature, for a coffin is a coffin, though it be covered with a

sumptuous pall." So a grave is a grave, though it be piled over

with sculptured marble.

Then that little girl ! How her image comes up before me

—

t The dying words of Goethe were—." More light ! More light !»—the sublimest
death-utterance I am acquainted with.
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bending over her brother's grave. 1 marked her when we en-

tered, and was soon drawn towards the spot where she was kneel,

ing. I approached cautiously—there was something so sacred in

the picture of a child weeping at a new made grave, that I feared

my presence might break the rapture of her mournful musings. I

know not how long I might have stood, apparently reading the

rude gravestones, had not the child raised her eyes and timidly

said

—

" Our little Willie sleeps here. We's too poor to get a tomb-

stone ; we and the angels know where he lies, and mother says

that's enough."

« Are you not afraid to be here alone V} 1 asked.

" 0, no ; mother is sick and couldn't come, so she said I must

come and see if the violets were in bloom yet."

* How old was your brother'?" I asked, feeling interested in

the little girl.

« He was only seven years old ; and he was so good, and had

such beautiful eyes, but he couldn't see a bit
!"

« Indeed! Was he blind?"

" You see he was sick a long time
;
yet his eyes were blue and

bright, as the blue skies with stars in 'em, and we did not know

that he was getting blind, till one day I brought him a pretty rose,

and he asked,

" Is it a white rose, Dora ?"

« Can't you see it, darlingV asked mother.

" No, I can't see anything. I wish you would open the win-

dow, it is so dark."

" Then we knew that poor little Willie was blind j but he

lived a long time after that, and used to put his dear little hand on

our faces, to feel if we were crying, and tell us not to cry, for he

could see God and Heaven, and angels. " Then never mind,

mother and Dora," he'd say,' « I'll see you too, when you go

away from this dark place."

<s So one day he closed his eyes and fell asleep, and mother

said he was asleep in Jesus. Then we brought him here and

buried him ; and though we're too poor to get a tombstone, yet

we can plant flowers on his little grave, and nobody'll trouble

them, I know, when they learn that our little Willie sleeps here.' 1
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THE SEASONS IN CANADA.

THE WINTER.

ROBABLY before this meets the eye of

the readers ©f the Maple Leaf, Nature will

have put on her winding-sheet ofsnow ;

or, if not on the border of the great

lakes, yet in the " back country," the

woods will have assumed their winter

garb. Farewell to the gorgeously tinted

woods; farewell to the soft haze of the Indian

summer, fading quickly as do all things bright.

In their stead come the chilling blasts, the

icy touch of the dreaded winter. Instinctively

we shrink from his approach, curtailing so many highly prized

pleasures. But yet we must not feel despondingly ;—many are

the bright spots in store for us, even in a Canadian winter.

To many, the recreation of sleighing affords intense delight ;

—

the merry music of the bells—the gay trappings of horses and

sleighs—the buoyancy the clear bright atmosphere gives to

those who can defy the cold, makes sleighing time one of most

pleasurable excitement. To others, the fireside holds out still

greater charms, with its in-door enjoyments—enjoyments

heightened by the very dreariness of the aspect without. Yet,

though generally speaking there is great monotony in the win-

ter landscape, I have seen it arrayed in surpassing loveliness,

when the trees, laden with hoar frost or snow, sparkled in the

sun. I recall to mind one most singular and beautiful winter

scene, which, I think, has not occurred more than three times

in this part of Canada for some years—a frozen rain storm

—

the effect of which, though magical in beauty, was so disastrous

both to shrubbery and forest, I should be sorry to have occur

again. As we witnessed it, combined with the varied and

picturesque scenery of Rice Lake, where each island forms a

separate gem of beauty, it was, indeed, a scene not to be for-

gotten. The rain commenced early in the morning, and con-

tinued throughout the day, freezing as it fell, every drop forming

an icicle. Soon, the more delicate trees, particularly the

graceful boughs of the silver birch, showed symptoms of suffer-
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ing under the rapidly accumulating pressure. I looked with

a jealous eye on ray t wo favorites, near our poroii, and, at last,

as the only means of saving them from destruction, or, at least,

from disfigurement, the boughs were beaten from time to time

with a long cedar pole, to relieve them from the icy weight

which must otherwise have broken them. Not the smallest

blade of the last autumn's grass peering through the snow, but

formed a nucleus covered with ice an inch in diameter. All

Nature seemed suddenly converted into an immense glass

house. The tops of large pines were broken off, crushed under

their glassy weight, rendering it dangerous for travellers in the

forest, or in the neighborhood of trees. Night came on, but

the storm continued unabated. With an anxious heart I looked

forth at dawn at our favorite trees. Still all was glass, and

many a branch I had heretofore rejoiced in, had fallen under

the accumulated pressure. We were engaged that morning to

drive to Peterboro. The storm had ceased, but it seemed

hardly safe to venture under the overhanging boughs in the

forest road, only just completed on the other side of the Lake,

If the sun would but break out, his ardent beams would soon

thaw the icicled foliage, and the danger would be past. Sud-

denly, as with the magic touch of some mighty necromancer,

the crystal boughs were illumined by his rays, changing the

scene to one of dazzling and bewildering beauty. Every one

of the countless frozen raindrops on tree and spray, was trans-

formed into a diamond. The far-famed Koh-i-noor would have

been at a discount ; Aladdin's palace must have hid its dimin-

ished head. The ice-laden boughs shone with meteoric splen-

dor in their drapery of diamonds. It was, indeed, a scene of

enchantment and fairyland. But quickly the diamonds were

disappearing, and a shout from the lake announced the arrival

of our friends, and we hastened to join the cavalcade. The

sleighs, with their merry musical bells, the happy faces of the

party—the very horses seeming to share in the excitement as

they bounded along over the sparkling snow—all denoted plea-

sure. Oh ! happy faces, where are ye now ? We were glad

to seek shelter under the robes, in crossing the lake, to avoid

the keen air sweeping across it. Ah ! how did our hearts beat

with joy as we gazed on one sweet face, radiant with happiness,

beside us.
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" Yes, sweetly didst thou nestle there—a thing of holy love*,

Till soul shone out thy pleasant face, like sunshine from above.

We loved thee well—how tenderly, God only knows ; but thou

Art clasped unto the heart of One, who loves thee better now."

Another,
" His mother's hope and joy,—
He sleeps upon Australia's shore."

Ah ! what would life be, could we know the future awaiting

us here, so mercifully concealed from us.

After crossing the lake, and proceeding a short distance on

the newly graded road to Peterboro, we drove through some

particularly pretty and sheltered woodland, abounding in maple,

beech, oak and pine ;
and, on reaching the new bridge, built

at considerable expense, and forming a handsome feature on

the Otonabee, we plunged into a forest track only, the timber

of which was principally of the majestic and graceful hemlock.

In its youth it is one of the most elegant evergreens we have
;

and, in old age, it is rivalled by none of the forest monarchs, luxu-

riating in its moss-grown territory, it seems to breathe an atmos-

phere of solemnity and solitude, bidding defiance to the penetrat-

ing rays of the cloudless sun. Our road was wide enough for

only one sleigh to pass between the trees, which, spreading their

well-clad and massive boughs across the path, we, at times,

appeared to be entering a very cave of evergreens, now and

then emerging from the solemn gloom, to be dazzled for a mo-

ment by the bright sunlight, or an occasional peep, through the

noble colonnade of trees, at a clearance or homestead revealing

itself beyond. The only fear we had, was that of meeting a

sleigh, or timber being drawn out, in which case we should

have been puzzled how to pass. After leaving the hemlock

regions, we passed some excellent farms and comfortable home-

steads, and came to a novel and pretty piece of road, through

a tamarack (larch) wood. Again, the scenery changed to

totally different woodland. Clumps and single trees of most

picturesque beauty of the beautiful balsam fir, with its stately

conical form, the lower branches sweeping the earth, and its

spiral summit pointing to the sky, as if to remind us of Him
who had shed such rich beauties, with unsparing hand, for the

enjoyment of those but too apt to enjoy the gifts, forgetful of the

Giver. C. Hayward.
Ravenscourt, Nov,, 1853.
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[Written for the Maple Leal.

LEGEND OF THE PYRENEES.
(CONCLUDED.)

The history of the world shows great eras distinguished by-

remarkable events. Wonders have succeeded wonders from the

earliest ages to the present day, revealing, even to the casual ob-

server, the presence of an over-ruling Providence. Far amid the

vanishing scenery of the past, bright lights have beamed, and

their diffusive radiance has reached through space. Thus,

streaking the evening sky of time, and blending with the gorgeous

sunset of these days fail rays of glory from the beauteous bounds

of Paradise, from Zion's holy summit, and from Bethlehem's

humble cradle
;
crossing these, come pencils of light from many a

monument of heroism erected along the boundaries of centuries,

foremost among which, in moral splendor, stand out those records

of noble perseverance erected by Columbus on the shores of a

new world.

The time of ignorance is, indeed, passing away, and the period

has arrived, when the self-denial, the zeal, and the enthusiasm of

those who lead the way in improving the world will be appre-

ciated. Could that illustrious navigator, who planned the voyage

of discovery, arise from his repose and look around upon the con.

tinent which he introduced to civilization, he would be over -

whelmed with the magnificent result of his conceptions, and

might feel that earth never beheld a greater hero, or saw more

exalted heroism, than that which fired his eye, and inspired his

mind to toil in the wilderness and explore the Western World.

Keeping near his commander, Henri went forth with the fleet

whose sails whitened the harbor of Cadiz. The song of the

sailors sounded cheerfully as they heaved the anchors, and pro-

phetic of good fortune was the joyous response from the «rowd

who watched the second departure of Columbus. Well equipped

and manned, the Spanish squadron set sail for the New World.

All hearts beat high with expectation. Friends parted hope-

fully. Adventure-loving cavaliers who had served in the wars,

and to whom excitement and change had become necessary,

greedy speculators, pale students, and devout priests, made up

the company that embarked for the distant land of promise.

Pre-eminent among the concourse stood Columbus, contrasting
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with deep emotion the difference in his prospects since his first

voyage, and looking reverently to heaven while blessing the good

hand that led to success.

Henri became quite an expert sailor. Every day he might be

seen on deck taking observations, reckoning distances, ascertain-

ing the sun's altitude, and watching the heaving of the log.

Sometimes a shark showed its hideous form near the ships,

shoals of porpoises careered and gamboled in the calm days

that overtook them, and the passengers amused themselves in

trying to catch some of the many fish that swam far down in the

clear depths of the ocean. Slight storms varied the monotonous

calmness of the tropical latitude in which they sailed, but no

adventure of importance occurred to Henri, whose time was oc-

cupied mostly in study. He won the heart of one of the eccle-

siastics, who accompanied the fleet for the purpose of establish-

ing a church in the new settlement, and read with him the best

authors. Anticipating the day when he should return to his na-

tive land, he eagerly bent every energy to self-improvement. At
last the fleet entered the beautiful Columbian Archipelago, and

all was in motion on board the ships. Fairy.land could not ex-

ceed the luxuriant beauty that met the eyes of the adventurers

as they looked out upon the loity summits of the mountains

clothed in verdure, or viewed the various trees and fruits with

which the valleys and shores of the islands were covered. The

spot was selected for an infant city, and all engaged with alacrity

in its erection. Henri, however, soon left with a select party to

explore the interior, and ascertain whether gold could be found

on the island. Taking with them a compass, firearms, and some

trinkets for the Indians, they set out. After toiling through ma-

jestic forests, cutting their way through the dense growth of

plants and shrubs with which the fertile soil teemed, crossing

rivers and plains, they at length came in sight of the lofty moun-

tains. The party remained some days exploring the vicinity,

and collected several specimens of gold from the sands of a large

river that flowed at their base. Henri carried with him the

necessary instruments for making topographical delineations of

the face of the country near the supposed gold region. While

employed in making some calculations, he lingered a few mo-

ments behind his party, and his dismay was great to find, on
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finishing, that they had passed beyond him, and he was left alone

in the midst of the awful solitude of that wild spot, with moun-

tains frowning on one side, and vast forests on the other. In

vain he called ; the solemn echoes of h'13 own voice awoke the

stillness of the scene, and the chattering of monkeys, and the cry

of parrots, were the only answers he obtained.

He set forward in the direction which he supposed his com-

rades had taken, but no trace of them could he see. After wan-

dering some time in vain, he arrived on the banks of a fine

stream, and then fatigue compelled him to rest for the night.

The next day he examined the banks of the river, and was much

surprised to see lumps of pure gold mingled with the soil, and in

the sand he picked up several large pieces superior to any yet

found. This discovery rendered him doubly anxious to rejoin

his party. He fired off several shots, hoping to hear from them
;

but the painful conviction that they had carelessly deserted him,

and left him to die in the wild forest, forced itself upon his mind.

Hope, however, buoyed him up. He searched the sands far-

ther, and gathered more specimens to show Columbus, in case

he was ever so fortunate as to return. He was very successful,

but could not cumber himself with many, as it was quite uncer-

tain whether he ever regained the fort. He did, however, reach

the colony, after enduring almost incredible hardships. After

wandering twenty days, he arrived at a spot which he re-

cognized as one which the party occupied when they went out.

From that point he easily retraced his steps, until he came in

sight of the settlement, and presented himself to Columbus as

one restored almost from the dead. * * *

At last the wanderer returned to his native shore, the self-

banished pressed his native soil, and breathed his native air.

Henri honorably released from foreign service, hastened to

Spain. Fortune had been propitious, he returned with wealth

and distinction. His reception at Court was flattering, the

world was decked in roseate tints to his excited fancy, and

everything conspired to rejoice bis heart.

His first care was to hasten to Valencia, to ascertain the state

of his affairs, and order some repairs in the fine old mansion,

where he hoped to bring his beloved Irene. He compelled

himself to look over accounts, and listen to his tenants and ser-
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vants from a sense of justice ; but no sooner were these du-

ties discharged, than, giving some general directions for the

present, he hastened to his parents, and, as has been seen, time

and foreign exposure had so altered their son, that they did

not recognize in the man, the features of the youthful Henri.

Not so the lady Irene, when returning consciousness showed

her the strangeness of her position.

" Father," she exclaimed, " where am I ? I fancied I heard

his voice ! Oh, one week more my father,—send me not from

you yet, let my deliverance from the terrible banditti be an oc-

casion of joy."

Tears trembled in the doting father's eyes, while he answer-

ed, " My dear child you shall not hear from Don Lucien again,

only be happy, and smile upon your father, and he will ask no

more,—you shall be left to your own choice." At this juncture

a stir was made, and a shout was heard in the adjoining room
;

catching its import as the words Henri ! Henri ! were pro-

nounced joyfully, the lady Irene raised herself quickly, but just

as Henri entered the room, she fell back in a swoon, joy was

too much for the heart, that had hoped and watched for years.

Reserve was at an end, Henri rushed forward, and received her

form in his arms, exclaiming, " She is mine, she is mine"—and

she was his. Ere another moon waned, the pale flower of Xa-

rinos, glowing with returning health and happiness, stood at

the altar with Don Henri Baptiste. Great was the rejoicing

among the villagers, and great was the feasting, and merry-

making in honor of the happy event. The mansion in Valen-

cia was repaired, and furnished in a style suited to the fortune

and taste of its possessors, and thither, Senor Honorus followed

his idolized daughter, who delighted to soothe his declining

years. There too, Henri drew rotnd his hospitable board the

intelligent and accomplished, who could appreciate his charac-

ter, and derive pleasure from his society.

The village of Xarinos still retains many of its legendary

characteristics, it still nestles along the side of the mountain,

and its white cottages peep forth amid bowers of grape vines,

or orchards of olive trees j but it never saw a nobler expression

of manhood than Henri, or looked upon a lovelier bride than

the lady Irene.

Montreal, 1 853.
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REPLY TO CHARADE Blf OSCAR IN NOVEMBER NUMBER.

" Love" is the magic link that binds

Our human hearts together,

Constant, when fann'd by summer winds,

And firm in wintry weather.

And " Letters," who can speak their worlh,
Save those from lov'd ones parted ?

There's but one better boon on earth,

—

To gladden the sad-hearted.

And when those letters breathe of joy,

And own love's golden fetters,

We gladly hail the swift post-boy,

Who brings us our " Love-Letters."

Montreal, November, 1853. Edla.

ENIGMA.
Four letters I always contain,

And can also be spell with but two

;

With the pocket I'm coupled with pain,

But agree with your head. Is that true?

A. T. C.

The solution to the "Enigma" in November number, is "Horse-radish."

EDITORIAL.

We thank our Correspondents for the promptness with which they have

sent their contributions. Several articles are lying by us, which we have

not room to insert. The increasing number of contributions is encouraging

in every way. We trust as the holidays are approaching, the number of

our subscribers will increase. The Publisher is prepared to furnish sets

complete of the 1st, 2nd, and 3rd volumes, which, when bound, will form

a cheap and suitable holiday gift.

How many pleasant days have gladdened us during the Fall. Now, old

Boreas struggles to throw off all melting influences. He will soon break

away from them, and give us in real earnest, what we have had a taste

of so far, and we shall hear him blustering by in a genuine snow storm,

rattling windows, whistling through crevices, and altogether making a

thorough stir. God help the poor and homeless, for the pelting storm and

howling wind pour on them in unmitigated fury. No friendly blaze casts its

cheerful light athwart their gloom
;
they gather their scanty garments

around them, and crouch clown in despair. But hark ! what mean those

sweet cadences that float on the distant air? They rise grandly and joy-

fully
;
angels sing " peace on earth, good will to men ;" symphony and chorus

proclaim Hie praise, who came to bind up the broken hearted, to succor

the poor and needy. May the Christmas bells ring joyous peals for thc

readers of the Maple Leaf, and call them to extend blessings to others, for

such joy, like waves of sound, radiates in wide circles.

11 Musings nt Eventide" is in typo, and will appear in our next.
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AN NIB'S NEW YEAR'S GIFT.

A MM A, said

little Annie
Preseott, « you

know how many presents 1 always

have. I always get one on my birth-

day, anil every Christmas and New
Year's I am sure to

have something pretty
;

besides a great

many at other

times. I soon get tired of them, and do not care so

much for them, as if 1 did not have so many."

" That is true, Annie," said her mother, " but what made you

think of it now? "

M Why, mamma, I was going to ask you to let me have the

money which that work-box would cost instead of the box,

which you promised me for New Year's."

" Surely, dear Annie, you have not tired of that rosewood work-

box before you have it, and you have wished for it so long !

"

" No, mamma, but I do so wish for the money, and if you will

let me choose, I would prefer it to the box.'
5

" But what can you want of the money? "

" If you will take me to walk mamma, I will tell you."

" Well, Annie, as you have been thoughtful and obedient for

the last week, I will grant your request, so go and ask Lucy

to put on your- things, and I will accompany you."

Annie was soon ready, and running down to the parlour,

waited impatiently for her mother.

" Oh, mamma !
" said she, as soon as her mother appeared,

" how glad I am that you are going with me."

''Well, my daughter, I must know where you wish to take

me, and what use you can desire to make of that money."

N Well, mamma, I was at the Sunday School yesterday, you

know, and our teacher was late in coming, and the girls were

talking about what nice Christmas presents they had, and what

they hoped they should have on New Year's. They all seemed

very happy excepting one little girl, not as old as I, who sat by

herself at one end of the seat. She looked very sad, and no one
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said anything to her, but some of the girls looked scornfully at her

old clothes, and whispered to each other about her. She was
dressed very meanly, in an old thin dress, and she had very poor
shoes. She looked so unhappy, that I thought I would speak

to her and try to comfort her, so I asked her if she had a pleasant

Christmas, and whether she had a nice present. I was sorry

as soon as I asked this, for she burst into tears, and told me
that she never had one in her life. I tried to comfort her, but

just then our teacher came, and 1 could not talk any more with

her. As soon as school was out, I started for home, and saw just

before me the same girl. She was running along shivering with

cold ; I did not overtake her,- but I saw which corner sh6 turned

and saw her go into an old house, down an alley. I have been

thinking about her all day, and I want you to go with me to see

her, for I know she must be a good girl, she always behaves so

well at Sunday school. I want you to see what she needs, and

let me have that money, and get her a New Year's gift, instead of

having the work-box."

" My dear Annie," said Mrs. P., " I am glad that you are

not selfish, but feel for the sufferings of others ; I will go with

you to see this little girl, and if she seems worthy, you may do as

you wish about giving her the present ; I doubt not it will make

you far happier, than to have the box yourself, for the Bible

says 6 It is more blessed to give than to receive.' "

t( Thank you, mamma," said Annie ;
" and now we are almost

there; I saw her go into that cellar door ; shall you be afraid to go

down there ?
"

" No, my dear, if poor people live here, surely we may visit

them."

We will now leeve Annie and her mother at the door, and

take our readers into a dark under-ground room, and introduce

them to little Nelly Collins and her sick mother. Jt is some time

before Annie and Mrs. P. arrived. Poor Mrs. Collins is very

ill, and Nelly is silting by her, and talking in a very earnest, sor-

rowful tone.

" But, deaiest mother, it is hard not to envy those who have

enough to eat, and plenty of clothes to keep them warm?"

« It may be hard, Nelly," replied her mother, " but we must

try, for our Father in Heaven has told us, that it is wicked to

envy."
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" Mamma," said Nelly, " is it really true that we have a Father

in Heaven?"
" My dear child, have I not often told you about the great and

good God, who is our Father, who made us, and keeps us alive

from day to day ?" •

" Yes, mamma, but when I get to thinking about his being our

Father, it does seem strange, that he should let us suffer so much,

when he might, if he is so great and powerful as you say, at once

supply all our wants I am sure
;
my own dear papa, who died

so long ago, even before I can remember, but of whom you and

sister Mary have told me so much, I am sure he never would

have let so much sorrow come upon us, if he could have helped

it."

" My dearest Nelly," said Mrs. Collins, •* you are a very

young child, only eight years old, and cannot understand all that

is said to you, and Satan has taken advantage of your ignorance,

and put these wicked thoughts into your heart. Let me tell you

about God, our kind Heavenly Father. He loves us, and cares

for us, and though we are very poor and often have nothing to

eat, and no fire to keep us warm, still God sends us many bless-

ings, and has promised to take care of us while we live, and that

if we love Him, and try to serve Him, by and by he will take us

to a beautiful and happy home in Heaven. Ought we not to be

willing to live here a little time, even if we have to suffer many

things, if we shall then go to live for ever in a glorious bright

home in heaven ?
"

* Yes, mamma, and I always feel so when you talk to me
;

but when I sit still and think how miserable we are, and how
much pain you suffer, and how hard sister Mary has to work,

it makes me so unhappy ; and to-day, I felt so more than ever,

and so I spoke out my thoughts, which I never did before."

" What makes you feel so more to-day? we have bread in the

house, and a kind gentleman has sent us a load of wood 5 I am
sure we ought to be very grateful to God, who has provided these

things for us."

" Well, mamma, I went yesterday to the Sunday school, and

before our teacher came, the girls were talking about the fine

things they had at Christmas, and what they expected to have

for New Year's gifts. They all had nice new dresses, warm
worsted ones, and fine hats and cloaks, and they looked at my
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old faded cotton dress, and worn out shoes, and moved away
from me, as if they thought I would hurt them. Indeed, dearest

mamma, I would much rather not go again to the Sunday school,

it mnkes me so unhappy. I ihought how I never had a Christ-

mas or New Year's present in my whole life, and I remembered
that my dress, mean as it was, was better than sister Mary's,

and then I felt as if I must cry ; but I would not let them see

me cry, so I sat still as far from them as I could, and thought

many things."

" Did all the girls look scornfully at you, my poor^elly ?"
" No, not all mother, for one girl,—she is a new scholar—and

the prettiest, and best dressed one in the class, looked as if she

pitied me, and came up to me and asked me how I spent my
Christmas, and if I had any nice present. I could not keep from

crying then, mamma, and when I told her 1 neper had one in

all my life, she looked sad enough to cry too, but the teacher

came then and she did not 6ay anything more. I have thought

a great deal about it yesterday, and to-day, and I hope you are

not angry with me for speaking so."

"No, my dear, [ wish you always to speak freely to me ; but

what are some of the things that you have been thinking of?"

" Well, mamma, I thought how I should love to have a

present—a real New Year's gift; and then I wished that I could

buy one for you and sister Mary ; and I thought that yours should

be a little rose in a pot—because you so love flowers, and cannot

go out of this dark room to see them ; and sister Mary's should

be a good new dress, and then 1 wished for a good dinner on New
Year's day, that we might have enough to eat that day—and

then—and then I thought of so many things that we need, that I

just stopped wishing; and then I remembered how you always

called God our Father in Heaven, and thought it strange, if he

was our Father, that he let us need so many things, when he could

so easily provide for all our wants ; and it puzzled me thinking

about it, and I thought I would speak to you."

" I am glad, Nelly, that you did. It is not very strange that these

thoughts came into your heart, but you must not let them stay there.

God is our Father, and his love is greater than any earthly parent's

can be. He has chosen to make us poor, and to afflict me with

sickness
;
yet I know that he loves me, and that when he sees fit,

he will take me home to my Father's house in heaven. I want

my little Nelly to love, and serve her Heavenly Father, that she
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too may at last be permitted to go to that happy home on high.

All these things that you desire would make us very comforta-

ble ; but though we had them all, and a great many more, they

could not make us happy if we had not God for our Father, and

there will come a time when we shall need none of them—for in

our Father's house, every want shall be supplied, and nothing

shall ever trouble us again."

" I am glad I spoke to you, mamma, about my thoughts; I will

try to get rid of them."

" That is best my daughter. Go, now, and put a little wood

on the fire, and then get you a piece of bread, for you must be

hungry. But stop, Nelly, I think some one is at the door. Will

you go and see ?"

Nelly met Mrs. Prescott and Annie at the door, and brought

them in to see her mother. They had heard the few last words of

Nelly, and Annie was looking very sad.

Mrs. P. made many inquiries of Nelly's mother about their

condition, and she told them that she had been sick for a long time

—that they were too poor to pay a physician ; so she had seen

none; but that now no one could make her well. She said she

did not expect to live long, and did not wish to, only for the sake

of her poor children. She said that her kind husband had died

many years before—when Nelly was a baby, that since then she

had worked and earned bread and clothing for herselfand children

till she was too ill to do so any longer. When Mrs. P. asked

what support she had had since she was sick, she told her that

her daughter Mary, who was twelve years old, had found a place

where they gave her a little money for what she could do—and

this kept them alive;

" I was not always so poor," said she, as she saw Annie's eyes

filling with tears at the sad story ; " I once had a good home, and

while my dear husband lived, we knew nothing of want or suffer-

ing ; but since then my Father in Heaven has taught me many

lessons, and I have learned to look to my home above, for the

happiness which I once tried to find here."

Here little Annie asked if it did not seem hard to lie there and

suffer so much pain.

u Yes," answered she, " it does sometimes ; but then I think

how much my Saviour once suffered for me, and that helps me
to be patient ; and I know that it is for some good, that my Father

afflicts me."
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Mrs. P. then said many comforting things to this poor woman

telling her that God had been most merciful to her, though

she was so ill and poor, for He had given her heavenly things

instead of earthly good. She inquired particularly about their

wants, and giving Mis. Collins some money to use that day, she

told her she would soon come again and see her. After bidding

them good morning, Annie and her mother started for home.

" Oh, mamma," said Annie, as soon as she was in the street,

" how good it seems to breathe this fresh air ! how close it seemed

down there, and how wretched those poor people are W
" I am glad," said Mrs. P., " that you brought me here, for this

is a case of real suffering, and it will be a pleasure to do some-

thing towards relieving it."

" Mamma," said Annie, « did you hear what Nelly said about

God's being their Father, and how earnestly her mother spoke of

him as 1 our Father in Heaven' ?" -

" I did, my dear, and it touched my heart. She is indeed a

happy woman in the midst of all her trials, to have such child-

like confidence in God." •

We need not enter into the particulars of the kindnesses shown

by Mrs. Prescott to this suffering family. In her they found a true

friend, one who helped them to help themselves.

Our young readers will be interested to know that Annie was

as good as her word, and with her mother's advice expended the

five dollars, which her work-box would have cost, in making up

a basket ofuseful things for Nelly and her mother. This contained

among other things, a new dress and some shoes for both Mary

and Nelly, and a beautiful Bible for Nelly, " as a real New Year's

gift;" accompanying this basket, was a pot containing a monthly

rose, with several roses in bloom, and a number of buds. A
plentiful provision for a good dinner, was also sent by Mrs. P.

—

The basket and flower-pot were taken to their humble home,

which already looked brighter, early on New Year's morning, and

left inside the door without any message. But when Nelly in her

almost frantic joy was uncovering the basket, a little slip of paper

fell out, on which was written in a child's hand—" To Nelly, from

her Father in Heaven." Nelly and her mother felt that indeed

God had put it into the heart of some kind friend to remember

them, and while duly grateful to those who had been so generous

to them, they forgot not to thank their M Father in Heaven."
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It is not necessary to say that Annie's joy equalled that of Nel-

ly, and she said many times that New Year's day, that no gift

6he had ever received gave her hall as much happiness as the

one she had bestowed upon this poor family. She never doubted

that " it is more blessed to give than to receive."

S .

Springfield, O.

MUSINGS AT EVENTIDE.
When the soul seeks to hear *********** And the heart listens.—S. T. Coleridge.

How sweet the time—how calm the light,

Is dcep'ning into shades of night;

The shadows creep across my way

—

Above mv head,

Night's pall spread

—

The earth is robed in garb of grey.

Upon the swaying hemlock's bough,

Sits, silently, the noisome crow

—

Hath ceased the Robin's peerless song;—
Through the dark grove,

Like plaint of love,

The mournful zephyr fighs along.

On mountain top—on grassy plain,

On yellow fields of waving grain,

The pearly dews are slowiy shed—
O'er the deep brake,

O'er sleeping lake,

The gathering mists arc dimly spread.

Cut yet, though darkness shroudelh all,

I hear the murmuring waters fall

—

The tinklings of the silver brook :
—

While from afar,

The vesper star

Doth greet me with a pensive look.

Oh ! joyous thought—though darkling even

Shuts out the earth—it opens heaven-

Disclosing scenes for ever bright,

Where troubles cea?e,

And all is peace,

And Faith beholds with undimm'd fight.

Persoi.us.

Vankleck Hill, 1853.
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THE BOSPHORUS.

The conflicts now existing between the Turks and Russians

must be familiar to most readers of this periodical. The locality,

therefore, of which a very distinct and correct representation is

here given, is necessarily invested with peculiar and painful in-

terest. The obtuse point of the angle of an unequal triangle,

which forms the figure of the imperial city of Constantinople,

and which advances toward the East and the shores of Asia,

meets and repels the waves of the Thracian Bosphorus. The

Bosphorus itself, as a great writer further observes, is the wind-

ing channel through which the waters of the Euxine flow with

a rapid and incessant course towards the Mediterranean. The

Straits of the Bosphorus are terminated by the Cyanean Jlocks,

which, according to the description of the poets, had once floated

on the face of ihe waters, and were destined by the gods to pro-

tect the entrance of the Euxine against the eye of profane curi-

osity. We reject the fables which attach to much of the scenery

of this neighborhood, and reject the dismal superstition which

has for ages enveloped the inhabitants generally ; but we must

admire the taste and talent, though rude coraparitively, which

has been displayed along the banks of the Bosphorus. We are

told that from the Oyanean Rocks to the point and harbor of

Byzantium (Constantinople), the winding length of the Bosphorus

extends about sixteen miles, and its most ordinary breadth may
be computed at about one mile and a half, being, however, much

narrower in many places. Anthon, in his Classical Dictionary,

says, " Various reasons have been assigned for the name. The
best is that which makes the appellation refer to the early pas-

sage of agricultural knowledge from East to West (Bong, an

Ox, and xopovg, a Passage)." Nymphius tells us, on the

authority of Accarion, that the Phrygians, desiring to pass the

Thracian Strait, built a vessel on whose prow was the figure of

an ox, calling the strait over which it carried them, Bosphorus,

or the Ox's Passage. The origin ot the name may not be very

certain, but if you will look at the beautiful engraving, you will

agree that it is a great pity that any other than the arts of peace

and civilization should be cultivated there. All must contem-

plate with sorrow the probabilities of the waters of the Bosphorus

being stained with human blood, and made terrible with the



10 THE B0SPH0RUS—WHAT SENT ONE HUSBAND TO CALIFORNIA.

storms ot war,—devastating and destructive war. Many inter-

esting Christian Missions have been established among the Turks,

and have been very successful. It may be hoped that nothing

will arise to blast the prospects of these missions. We hope the

Bosphorus will be a free and unrestricted channel, through which

the Word of God and a true civilization will pass to thousands

and millions of the human race.

WHAT SENT ONE HUSBAND TO CALIFORNIA.

(Concluded from last Number.)

It seemed as if she had but just fallen asleep, when Betty

very unceremoniously burst open her door, and slamming bach

the shutters to let in the gray light ofmorning,—" Miss Warren,"

said she, " do, for gracious, see what this means. Here was

the market-boy a-thumping me up a full hour before time, and

he set down his basket and run like shot ; and I opened it, and

what should I see right on top but this letter for you, from Mr.

Warren ! Something or other is wrong, you may depend

upon it."

Mrs. Warren, trembling with impatience, broke the seal,

and read as follows :

" Dearest Juliette :

(i Don't be frightened, now, into one of your poor turns.

Nothing very dreadful has happened, or is going to happen,

that 1 know of. Read my letter quietly, and take what cannot

be helped as easy as you can.

" My business has been running behindhand for a good

while. Every year I have found myself deeper and deeper in

debt. It wore upon me dreadfully, and I made up my mind at

last that I could not stand it so for a great while. I never

liked to talk to you about it
;
you always seemed to have

troubles enough of your own. The other day, when I was

looking over my accounts, a friend came in to ask me if I would

sell out. He wanted to buy, and offered me a fair price.

' But what shall I do?' said I.
t Go to California, 1 says he ;

'there is a splendid chance for you,—a ship sails next

week.' He said so much that I took his advice. I sold out,

paid up all my debts, paid your house-rent for two years in
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advance, and Betty one quarter ahead. After this was all done,

I had but just enough to fit me out, and fifty dollars over, which

I enclose for you. It will answer for the present. You can

by and by let your housev and go home to your mother, if you

think it best. I have no time to think or plan for you now. I

will write as soon as I can. When you read this, I shall be

far on my way, if we are prospered.

u I love you, Juliette, and my children; and it is for your

sakes, mainly, that I have taken this step. You could none of

you bear poverty. I go in the ship Emily. I will write you

all the particulars by the first opportunity. Keep up a good

heart, now; depend upon it I shall come home a rich man.

Gold is as plenty as blackberries in California, and I am not

ashamed to dig. I have a strong arm and a stout heart. Kiss

the children for me, and tell Betty F won't forget her, if she

will do well by you while I am gone. Believe me that I am
still yours, affectionately,

"Harry Warren."

The reading of this letter, as might be imagined, was fol-

lowed by a fit of hysterics, and shrieks, and floods of tears, and

wringing of hands. At one time, Mrs. Warren would call her

husband the greatest savage living. Then, again, she would

soften down into grief, like that of the children who mourned

over him as over one dead. Between them all and her own

sorrow, Betty had a hard time of it that day. However, she

stood at her post bravely ; with coaxing and scolding, she

managed the children, succeeded in quieting them, and before

night Mrs. Warren was more calm. Betty had such wonderful

stories laid up in some little corner of her brain about the gold

in California, how many people she had heard of who had come

back rich as Crcesus, that Mrs. Warren could not but listen.

Then Betty was so sure that Mr. Warren would make his for-

tune,—he was just the man for it,—that the hysterics finally

had to yield to the golden visions. Still, Mrs. Warren passed

from this state into one of settled melancholy, and continued so

for many \veek9. She took no interest either in her house or

children. She gave money to Betty, and let her do as she

pleased with it. If they had anything to eat, it was all very

well ; and if they had nothing, it was just the same. She

neither went out nor saw any one at home. Her time was
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spent between the sofa and bed. If she tried to divert herself

with anything, it was with very light reading, but generally

even that required more effort than she chose to make. The

children learned to keep out of her way ; she could bear no

noise, she said, and they did not like to be with her. Still she

had been so long inefficient in her family, that she was not

much missed ;
they were accustomed to do without her.

One day Betty came in as usual for money. Mrs. Warren

went to her purse, and, to her utter amazement, found that she

had but one ten.dollar bill left. She handed it to Betty, and,
-

with the empty purse in her hand, she sunk down into a seat.

For the first time it flashed over her that there was a bottom to

her purse
;
and, who was to refill it ? She had been so

absorbed by her own selfish sorrows, that she really had not

before given the subject a thought. She was overwhelmed at

this discovery. What was now to be done ? What should

she do ? Where should she go ? Roused by this stirring

necessity, her mind began to work with vigor. Plan succeeded

plan, and thought thought, in wild confusion. She would go home

to her mother.—She would not go home to her mother. The
children would kill the old folks. But she must go home to her

mother. — No she wouWnt go home to her mother.

A poor, deserted wife, with four children on her hands,

—the shame of it would kill her ; she would beg first.

But, what could she do? Here gaped before her an empty

purse. 11 What can I do? I '11 keep school. — O ! I should

die, shut up in a hot room, with a parcel of children. I could

not live one month and keep school. Then I must fill up my
house with boarders.—What could I do with boarders, sick as

I am all the while ? I hate house-keeping ; I cannot bear

care !" Wide gaped the empty purse still. She flung it down,

and herself, too, on the carpet, and wept like a child. "My
children must have bread, and J must get it for them." Ah !

now those tears fall for them ; the first tears which had fallen

for any one but self. They softened her parching heart, and

refreshed it as summer rain the thirsty earth.

" I will not go home !" said she, rousing herself with a sud-

den energy. H I believe that I can, and I will, support my
family myself. I know it is in me. I will fill my house with
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boarders. I will get a living, and I will set about it before

my last dollar is gone." Back went the clasp of the empty

purse, and its gaping mouth was silenced.

Juliette Harwood had not been like Mrs. Warren. She had

both energy and sweetness of character when Henry Warren

wooed her. The seeds of her future misery, however, had

been carefully sown by her over-indulgent mother. If anything

ailed Juliette, it was a great affair. She was nursed, and

tended, and babied, and never allowed to exert herself at all.

She was brought up to feel that everything must yield to her

poor feelings ; so that when, after her marriage, her health

really became somewhat delicate, she had no resolution to

meet it. As we have seen she became selfish and indifferent.

Another day had now dawned, and the latent energy of Juliette

Harwood must come forth to Juliette Warren. That kind

heart and strong arm, which had so long supported her, had

been taken away. Mow she had no one but herself to depend

upon.

"I will take boarders." This she settled, and with prompt-

ness went immediately about it. For the first time since her

husband's departure, she went out on a week-day. She went

to her husband's friend, Charles Morton. Mr. Morton could

scarcely refrain from expressing his astonishment, when he

heard her proposal. Sad misgivings he had as to its success
;

nevertheless, he promised to aid her. Indeed, he knew then

of two young men who were looking for just such a place. As

they were near by, he offered to go at once and see them.

Mrs. Warren sat down and awaited his return. The young

men accepted the offer, and wished to come the next day.

This was pressing matters hard. Mrs. Warren calculated on

some weeks, at least, for preparation,— she knew she must

get used to effort; but here it was,— she must take the

boarders at their time, or lo?e them. She decided to take

them.

Betty as yet knew not a word about the matter. " Would

she consent to remain," anxiously thought Mrs. Warren, ** to

remain and work so much harder? Then she had had her own

way so long, would she bear a mistress ? If she should go,

how was her place to be supplied ? She had been so long in

the family, she knew everything they had, and where it was
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kept." Mrs. Warren felt her ignorance. She would have to

go to Betty to ask about everything. Indeed, she did not

know what she had. It seemed as if she could not stir hand

or foot without Betty. Yet, if she would go, she must make
up her mind to it ; for here she was,—her boarders were

engaged. More than anything else, she dreaded breaking the

subject to Betty. This was her first trial ; it was a severe one,

and we must not blame her too much, because, woman-like, she

sat down first and had a good cry over it. But crying did not

help it any, and time pressed. So she wound up her resolu-

tion once more, and called Betty.

" Marm ?" said she.

" I want to see you a few minutes, Betty."

" I am busy now ; I '11 come by and by."

" I cannot wait, Betty. I want to see you now."

The very unusual tone of decision in which this was uttered

surprised Betty into instant obedience.

" What do you want of me ? " said she, rather pettishly, as

she entered the parlor.

Mrs. Warren's heart sunk. " I want to talk with you, Betty,

a little about my plans. I 've got to do something to get a

living. My money is all gone. I gave you the last dollar, this

morning."

" The land ! Well, I've been expecting it, this some time.

I s'pose now you will go home to your mother."

" No, I have decided not to go home. I am going to fill my

house up with boarders, and two are coming to-morrow," said

she, making a desperate effort to get the worst out.

" Well, if that an't a pretty piece of work !" said Betty, her

face turning all manner of colors ;
u and you think I am going

to take care of you and the children, and a house-full of

boarders into the bargain, do you ? 1 tell you, Miss Warren,

I won't slave myself to death so, for nobody !"

w I did not think you would," said Mrs. Warren, slowly and

sadly. " I had about made up my mind that you would leave

me, and I should have to get another girl. I will go to the

office now. You will stay, Betty, "long enough to teach her the

way round, won't you ?"

Betty looked thunderstruck ; she could not immediately

speak.
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" And you sick all the time !" said she, at last. " You can't

do nothing. How will you look going down and seeing to

dinner, with one of your headaches, I should like to know ?"

" I expect it will come hard on me, Betty ; but I cannot

help it,—it must be done. I have made up my mind to it.

You will stay with me a fortnight, won't you ? I don't expect

to get any one to fill your place, you have been with us so long ;

—let me see, now, ever since Henry was born ;—you seem

like one of us. Still, I must do the best I can. Do, for my
sake, Betty, try and make it easy for me to break in a new

hand. I will go right out now, and see what I can do."

Mrs. Warren began to tie on her bonnet.

" Well, if this an't pretty times !
" said Betty, her face

becoming redder and redder, while her voice grew husky.

" Do you think, Miss Warren, that I am really a going off to

leave you in such a pickle ? I guess I can work as hard as

you, any day ; and if we can't both of us together get victuals

and drink for the children, why, we '11 give it up. When I am
gone, you can get another gal, if you are a mind to."

So Betty remained, and took hold of her new labors courage-

ously. This was an inexpressible relief to Mrs. Warren.

Indeed, it is somewhat doubtful whether she could have gone
on without her.

Her house filled up rapidly, and unwearied exertions and

care were necessary to keep it in order. After some severe

struggles with her old habits of indolence and indulgence, she

came off conqueror. She found out there was such a thing as

keeping illness confined within its proper sphere,—that is, to

the body, while the mind might go free. She found out that

throbbing temples and disordered nerves could be made to obey,

as well as rule. At those times when, if left to the dictates of

her own poor feelings, she would scarcely have dragged one

foot after another, she found out that she could step about her

day's work, and briskly, too. Every victory gained made her

stronger. Then, in addition to this moral renovation, her

health really improved. She found out there was no doctor

for her like Dr. " Have-to" Her cheeks became ruddy and

her eyes bright, and her mind awoke to cheerfulness and

activity, in the pleasant society which was now about her.

Juliette Warren, in a few months, was very much changed, as
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all would have seen, could they have gone with Betty to her

chamber, when, lor the first time since the day the boarders

came, she carried up a meal to her, and found her on the bed

with her mending basket by her, thimble on, work in hand,

trying between the paroxysms of pain to set a few stitches.

"The land, Miss Warren !" said old Betty, M if I was as sick

as to go to bed, I am sure I would n't sew."

*! O, I must ; I cannot afford time to be sick."

" Well, now, if I shall not give it all up ! What do you think

Mr. Warren would say, to see you now ? I Ml bet he would n't

believe his own eyes."

Mrs. Warren made no reply ; but this remark of Betty's

went like an arrow to her heart. In an instant a gleam of

light shot across the past. As if by a sudden revelation, she

saw at a glance all its mistakes. Days, months, nay, years,

were marshalled before her
;
through all of which she had

been the sick, complaining, inefficient wife and mother. She

was almost overwhelmed ; she had never seen it so before.

Scene after scene crowded upon her mind, in which she had

taxed her husband's patience to the utmost. And what had

she given him in return for all his kindness? Nothing. His

home had been uncomfortable, and his money had been wasted.

Now she could see plainly enough why he left her. Now she

felt how deeply she had wronged him. She longed to throw

herself at his feet, and implore his forgiveness. All her early

love for him revived in its intensity. " O my God ! " she

exclaimed, in a burst of grief, <c spare him, O, spare hirn to

return, that I may make some amends for the injury I have

done him, and that he may know of my penitence and love !

"

For many days after this, Mrs. Warren carried with her an

aching heart. It required a prodigious effort for her to make

exertion, in this state of feeling ; but it must be done. Even

sorrow could not be indulged in selfishly.

She sought some comfort by writing to her husband, stealing

time for this from her sleep. These letters, by the way, never

reached him ; neither did his reach her.

At this time, also, she formed another plan, which was a

comfort to her. S)ie determined to lay by every cent which

she could possibly spare from her earnings, hoping to collect

at least a small sum towards assisting her husband in setting
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up in business, should he come home as poor as he went. This

gave her a new motive for exertion. She gave her whole mind

to her business. Her house was popular; her table was filled

to overflowing ; her affairs were well managed. She was, as

she deserved to be,—for there were not ten ladies in the city

who made more effort,—she was successful. Her children

were put out to the best schools. They improved rapidly in

mind and manners. Henry was a great help to her; he was

a manly little fellow, with his father's kind heart.

Betty continued to rule in the kitchen, though a stout girl

was brought in to serve under her. The boarders always

knew Betty's cooking,—no one else made things taste quite so

well; so she kept on her way, doing her full share of the fret-

ting and scolding, and her full share ofthe work, too. She never

let her mistress go ahead of her ; on her feet she would stand
<{ as long as Miss Warren, she knew," ifshe was tired enough

to drop.

One morning Mrs. Warren was presiding, as usual, at her

cheerful breakfast-table. She looked the personification of

health and neatness. Her soft, glossy hair was brushed back

under an embroidered cap, which was tied with rose-colored

strings, deepening a little the shade of the peach-blossom on

her cheek. A neat morning dress, fitting her trim figure, was

finished off at top by a white collar, which encircled her white

throat, She was handing a cup of coffee, when she heard the

front door open. As her table was full, she set down the cup

to listen. Steps were heard on the stairs. Mr. Morton entered

the dining-room, and a gentleman followed.—A stranger, was

he ? His sun-burnt face was almost concealed by immense

mustaches and whiskers. He was stout and short, and singu-

larly dressed.—A stranger, was he ? Eye met eye and heart

leaped to heart, and with a scream of joy she sprang to meet

her husband. Yes, it was he. There he was, safe and sound,

toils and dangers notwithstanding,—safe in his own home
;

the wife of his early love restored to him ; his children, boys

of whom any man might be proud, shouting around him ; and

there, in the rear, faithful old Betty, wiping her eyes with the

corner of her apron, and crying, because " she did not know

what on airth else to do."
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As we are strangers, it would be polite for us to withdraw,

with the boarders, and leave the family to their well-earned

joy ; but we cannot refrain from stealing, by and by, away from

the children, up stairs with Harry Warren and his wife, into

the old chamber. No camphor and ammonia are there now,

I promise you. They sat down in. the old arm-chair together,

and Juliette told over her story, showing the purse, which,

when empty, with gaping mouth, preached to her so loudly and

fearfully one day, and what effort and toil it cost her to fill it,

and how much good the toil had done her. Then, with trem-

bling voice and bowed head, she lingered on that night of

bitterest sorrow, when Betty gave her the key of the past, and

she saw how, through excessive selfishness, she hao
1

sinned.

She told, too, how her heart had asked for her husband's

forgiveness. Then came the plan she had found comfort in.

With glistening eye and trembling fingers, she snapped open

the purse before him, and showed to him her little treasure of

hoarded gold, hoarded for him alone ; she poured it all out into

his hard, brown hand, while the tears, big tears, rolling down

his swarthy cheeks, dropped upon it. He, weeping over a

little heap of yellow dust, who, in California's mines, had

gathered it by the spade-full ! Yet not California, with all her

golden treasures, could have purchased for the grateful man

what this had given him.

We must not linger over the opening of the old chest,

which was so well freighted with native ore
; enough for

all, Betty included, and enough, we presume, to have set

Mr. Warren up in that very handsome store where last we
saw him.

Juliette Warren is still in comfortable health, an energetic

woman, and a first-rate housekeeper. If ever she finds herself

" running down" as they say, she takes to her old Doctor Have-

to ; and if no necessity is laid upon her for exertion, she lays it

upon herself. Long life and happiness to them and their chil-

dren !

Should there be any wives who have not yet been able to find

out what sent their husbands to California, Juliette's history

may give them a little light on the matter.

—

Selected*
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THE DROPPING WELL.

Spring- water, even that which is the most transparent, gene-

rally contains certain mineral substances, gathered from the soil

through which the water flows. The substances are often so

completely dissolved as to leave the water clear and sparkling,

while they add to its wholesome qualities, and also render it

agreeable to the taste.

It is owing to these mineral substances that many springs

have the property of petrifying objects,—that is, covering them

entirely with a stony crust, which makes them appear as if

changed into stone. Such springs are seen in several parts

of our own country ; but far more strikingly in foreign lands,

in the neighborhood of volcanos. The Dropping Well at

Knaresborough, in Yorkshire, is one of our most noted petri-

fying springs. It rises at the foot of a limestone rock on the

south-west bank of the river Nidd, opposite to the ruins of

Knaresborough Castle. After running about twenty yards to-

wards the river, it spreads itself over the top of a cliff, from

whence it trickles down in a number of places, dropping very

fast, and making a tinkling sound in its fall. The spring is

supposed to send forth twenty gallons of water every minute,

and while in rapid motion, the fine particles in which it
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abounds are carried forward, or very slightly deposited ; but as

it approaches the cliff, or rocky elevation above named, it

meets with a gentle ascent, becomes languid in its pace, and

then deposits abundantly on grass, twigs, stones, &c, a petri-

fying substance which renders them exceedingly beautiful.

The cliff is about thirty feet high, forty-five feet long, and

from thirty to forty broad, having started from the main bank,

upwards of a century ago, leaving a chasm of two or three

yards wide. The water is carried over this chasm by an aque-

duct; but there is sufficient waste to form beautiful petrifac-

tions in the hollow. Small branches of trees, roots of grass

and other objects, are incrusted with spar, and, together with

pillars of the same substance, like stalactites, fringing the

banks, form an interesting sight. The top of the cliff is

covered with plants, flowers, and shrubs, such as ash, elder,

ivy, geranium, wood-anemone, lady's mantle, cowslips, wild

angelica, meadow-sweet, &c. Pieces of moss, birds' nests,

containing eggs, and a variety of other objects, are exhibited

to visitors, as proofs of the petrifying qualities of the water.

The weight of the water is twenty-four grains in a pint heavier

than that of common water. The top of the cliff projects con-

siderably beyond the bottom, and the water is thus thrown to

some distance from the side of the cliff, which is of a concave

form.

—

Selected.

AN EPIC EDE.

11 The damsel is not dead, but sleepeth."—Ora Sxviovr.

Dear though thou wert to me, much more beloved

Than all the other valued gifts bestowed

By the rich hand of free beneficence

Upon my varied lot, yet will not I

Mourn o'er thy early loss, deep though thy worth,

Thy unassuming virtue, thy pure truth,

Thy firm fidelity and constant love

Had wrought themselves into the very core

Of my heart's best affections
j
though thou wert

The child of many hope?, the staff and stay

Of my declining years ; and though thy place,

Now vacant, whether in my home or heart,

Can never more be filled, I wi!l not grieve

As those who have no hope. 'Tis true I thought
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That when my years were wearing to a close,

And health and strength gave way

Before the hand of time, that thy kind arm

Would then sustain me,—and, when Bickness came,

Thy hand would then support my throbbing brow,

And thy sweet voice would pour into my ear

The promises of truth, and guide my thoughts

To mansions glorious, full of light and love,

Beyond the solar walk or milky way.

Though such my aspirations were, and though

My hopes and joys lie buried in thy grave,

Yet will I not resign myself to grief
;

For I have hope, that thou art even now

A seiaph with the choral throng on high ;

And when I backward look upon thy worth,

(And memory loves to trace again the scenes

When thou wert with me), thy unchanging love,

Thy gentle meekness, unpretending faith,

—

Yea, more, thy quiet life and tranquil death

Convinces me, beyond the reach of doubt,

That thou art now a dweller in those realms

Where pain, or care, or sorrow cannot come.

And when 1 stood beside thy open grave,

Saw the cold earth upon thy coffin fall,

And heard the " dust to dust" repeated, then

I felt that even thy faded form would rise

A glorious body, meet for the abode

Of such a pure and sainted soul as thine

;

And further still, when o'er thy silent dust

We placed, with cautioiiB hands, the unsculptured stone—

I then believed, and ever shall believe,

The grave had over thee no victory gained

—

That death had lost tho venom of his sting
;

And I am comforted with thoughts like these :

—

Would that my death may be as calm as thine,

Or rather, that the few remaining days,

Or months, or years of my fast fleeting life

' May be as thine was, tranquil and serene

—

Full of meek piety, and fervid love,

And resignation to the will of heaven ;

—

Would that the staff of Israel's Shepherd King

May stay the parent as it stayed the child,

Even in the dark and shadowy vale of death,

And through the gloomy portals of the "grave.

T. H.

Vankleekhill, August, 1853.
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THE EXILE'S DAUGHTER.

M a rude hut on the banks of the Obi dwelt a

\
lovely child. Her dark blue eyes were full

Bfljjg of expression, and her soft golden

' yyi curls fell round a brow of intellectual

beauty. She was one of those happy

spirits who seem to flit round us, ex-

tracting joy from scenes which an ordinary

character would not notice. Small material

had she for improvement, it is true ; but these

she had thankfully embraced, and consequently

her intelligence far exceeded that of many

more favored children of her age. Her happiest moments were

those which she spent studying the few books which her

father had brought with him into exile. He was of noble

birth, and Franziska had known the tenderest care, until in an

evil hour the Emperor, with Russian despotism, banished her

parents to the wilds of Siberia. Despair overshadowed their

hearts at first, but the sweet flower of their love was stPl left to

them, and bloomed as freshly amid those frozen wastes as when

nurtured in a St. Petersburg conservatory. They lived for their

child. To instruct and train her mind formed the delight of

their evenings. Their home was small, but scrupulously neat.

True refinement of character cannot exist allied to untidiness of

person, where there is power to better one's condition, and ac-

cordingly it often happens that noble exiles engage at once in the

most servile employments rather than suffer the misery of living

in wretchedness
;
indeed, they often become far more expert

than common laborers, since their superior intelligence enables

them to work to advantage.

The situation of the Siberian exile is much more endurable

than it used to be years since. The descendants of former

exile3 have settled in villages, and many of them enjoy consid-

erable comfort; they hunt the wild beasts that roam the forests

and plains, and keep up a brisk trade in furs, dried bear's meat,

reindeer flesh, &c, which they take to Tobolsk, Omsk, and

other cities, and receive in exchange articles that they need.

The hut where Franziska lived was built of pine logs. No
plane or saw shaped them into fair proportions. The trees were
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simply felled, then the branches were lopped off, and the trunks

drawn to the place destined for the house. These were then

placed one above another, and a thatch, or roof, covered the

whole. The bark on the inside was stripped off, and the crevices

between the logs were nicely stuffed with moss to keep out the

wind. A floor of rough boards was daily scrubbed by a little

Siberian maid, and fresh juniper boughs decorated the windows.

In this uncouth place Count Soloski (Franziska's father) dwelt

for several years. The sentence of banishment still hung over

him, but through the intercession of friends at St. Petersburg, his

sentence of labor in the mines had been repealed.

The sunny-hearted Franziska grew with passing years, and at

the time of which I write, had attained her sixteenth year. She

was happy and joyous as the little birds that twittered around

her in the short summer. She trained creeping plants up a

kind of trellis work which her father constructed for her ; tended

her tiny garden with childish eagerness, watching the few plants

that came to maturity with a jealous care ; and gathered pretty

mosses from the rocks, or cones of pine, to ornament the shelf

where her treasures were deposited. In winter she tied on her

long snow-shoes and accompanied her father into the forest, or

walked along cheerfully beside her mother when they visited the

poorer and more desolate people who lived in Stradi, a little vil-

lage near them.

It was winter in Siberia. Unrelenting cold swayed the

sceptre over lake, and river, and plain. Through the tops of the

dwarf pines and sturdy hemlocks, the wild winds made mourn-

ful swelling sounds ; now shrilly whistling, now sweeping over

the country in one grand blast, and again roaring and crackling

by with harmless zeal. Clear lights beamed in the wintry sky,

streams of the richest hues darted up to the zenith, and thence,

swaying and rolling like a vast curtain, faded into space; figures

appeared in the sky moving up and down, or chasing each other

across the horizon like parts of a pursuing army ; the beau-

teous aurora borealis held sway, the roar of elements ceased,

and electricity displayed fantastic shapes, and cast glowing

colors on the white snow sheets that enveloped the earth.

Count Soloski was absent at the Judge's office, in Tobolsk,

and the Countess, with Franziska, anxiously awaiting his return,

sat knitting and conversing near the fire.
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"Dear mother," said Franziska, "when 1 think how much

we have to make us happy even here in this land, I long to do

something for those poor children in Stradi. I can remember

how you used to gather poor children and have them taught.

What merry times we used to have in our pleasant home on

Christmas, and other festivals when we packed baskets for the

poor, and, jumping into our warm sledge, drove away to deliver

them. I remember the English gentleman who visited us and

told me so many anecdotes of his country, and that pious Ameri-

can minister who felt so much interest in everything good. It

is pleasant to have something to remember ; is it not?"

" Oh yes, my dear," replied her mother ; " but you can

realize very little what effect these pleasant memories have

upon your parents. The change from security and luxury to

anxiety and privation such as the most fortunate exile feels, the

longing for home and society, and intellectual food, all wear upon

us. We live too far away from the world ; we feel not the

throbbings of its great heart here ; we cannot sympathise in

great eventsT for before we hear of them they are old."

" It is true, dear mother ; but may we not return home some

time?"

" We have many kind friends who watch our interests. Your

dear grandfather hopes to get a favorable opportunity to repre-

sent our case to Nicholas, and procure our return. Your

father's estates were large, and government will not readily re-

store them ; mine are all you can depend upon when yon are of

age. But we will not talk of this now. The subject is very

painful ; we spent so many happy hours in our home. There,

too, your baby brother, my lovely little Alfred, died, and we laid

him to rest beside my mother in our family tomb ; still I would

not repine, the consolations of the Gospel are neither few nor

small
;
they ever remind me of that glorious land where I hope

to meet the loved and lost, and be united to them forever."

Thus conversing, time passed. The mournful whistlings of the

northern blast suddenly changed to a sort of shriek. The cheek

of the Countess palfad with fear, and Franziska started to her feet,

crying in distress, " My father ! my father !
" Her fears were

happily groundless. In another moment the door opened, and

Count Soloski entered, received into the arms of wife and

daughter.
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"We thought we heard wolves, dear father," exclaimed

Franziska.

" You were mistaken. Wolves do not often venture so far."

He shuddered, as if some dreadful scene was before him, and

then exclaimed, " It is a fearful sight to see a pack of wolves.

I have never recovered from my horror of them, since my poor

cousin Alexis fell a prey to their fury."-

" How was that ?" asked the young girl.

"Years ago I was driving along a lonely road which led

through a forest. Night drew on before we came in sight of

Dnilhis, the place to which we were bound. All at once a pack

of wolves rushed from the borders ot the wood and pursued us.

Our frightened horses needed no spur to urge them forward.

We almost flew over the ground ^ but it was in vain that our

noble steeds strained every nerve, the fierce animals gained

upon us rapidly. My cousin, who was with me, seemed par-

alysedwith fear; our driver held the reins firmly while I attempt-

ed to fire at them, but before I could raise my pistol, a violent

jolt threw cousin Alexis out of the carriage—may I never again

hear such a wail of anguish as burst from his phrensied soul at

that awful moment. The famished wolves rushed upon him, and

for an instant ceased their pursuit. Our horses fled away like

spirits, for well they knew the wolves would be on them again.

—

Death seemed inevitable. The fierce howls of our pursuers

sounded more and more distinctly, and it seemed as if our horses

must soon drop down
;
just then, a sudden turn of the road brought

us almost in contact with a band of troopers from Moscow. They

were fully aware of the danger, though hidden from the foe, and

as soon as the wolves appeared, discharged their loaded carbines

amongst them, and in a moment so many lay bleeding and dy-

ing that the rest of the pack fled with the utmost precipitation.

That was many years ago ; but I shall never forget my sufferings,

or the death struggle and awful end ofmy relative. Such scenes

are more rare in Russia than they used to be when I was young,

still there are districts where it is dangerous to travel unless well

protected, hunger makes these animals so desperate."

"Is it true that our government offers a bounty to those who
kill wolves, as they did in England?"

" I think pot, you know that the Russian Empire is so exten-

sive that it would be difficult to manage such a thing."
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" And yet the Emperor seems anxious to gain more territory, and

even tries to subjugate petty nations."

" That is true," said the count, " he hopes, no doubt, to estab-

lish a splendid empire whose power shall extend from the Arctic

Ocean on the North to the Indian Ocean on the South ; he may
find, however, that there must be bounds to his ambition, and

become convinced at last, that the internal improvement of the

immense territory he already possesses, and the mental and mo-

ral elevation of his people, are nobler objects, and more sublime

in their results, than mere physical prowess, or military dis-

play.

Not many days after this, Count Soloski was called away to

Tobolsk, and Franziska accompanied him. She wore the short

full skirt and fur leggings of the country ; a cap of the richest mar-

tin contrasted finely with the glowing health of her complexion,

and set off her beauty to advantage. They both carried knives

in their girdles, for it was not safe to venture far away from dwel-

lings unarmed. The black bear inhabits the middle and South-

ern parts of Siberia, and is often formidable to the inhabitants,

while farther north in the frozen zone, the white bear maintains

fearful warfare with the animals he meets.

Franziska was a brave girl, but her father's story of the wolves

had impressed her, and she felt a spasm of terror' when she

thought of the bears, but she determined to banish such thoughts,

and give herself up to pleasanter associations. They passed on,

gaily conversing, admiring the glittering snow wreaths which

hung upon the trees by the road side, or remarking the beautiful

colors produced by the sunbeams upon the frozen expanse before

them. The cold was intense, but long exposure to the climate

had accustomed them to its rigors. The latitude of this region is

not essentially different from that of St. Petersburgh. Franziska

remembered how they used to brave that ; and she remarked to

her father that she had read that civilization, numerous large cities,

and dense population in older settled countries cause the air to be

milder than in those which are uncultivated.

Franziska and her father enjoyed the journey exceedingly,

and wondered to find themselves after a few hours in sight of

the distant spires of Tobolsk. They quickened their speed,

however, as a long line of woods yet lay between them and

the city.
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Thev were just emerging from the gloomy depths of this

forest, and congratulating themselves upon their good fortune,

when all at once they heard a hoarse growl, and before they

had time for thought, a large bear suddenly sprang towards

them, and throwing his paws completely around the young girl,

would have torn her in pieces, but her father instantly drew

his knife and plunged it up to the hilt in the huge creature's

side. Giving one fierce howl the beast quitted its hold to turn

upon its assailant ;
wounded, though it was, it rushed upon the

Count, who stooped to raise his fainting child, and it would

have gone hard with him, but for the timely appearance of a

large sledge, in which were several persons. One of them, a

young man of elegant appearance and fine military air, jump-

ed out quickly, and flew to his assistance. They soon dis-

patched the bear, when, turning to Franziska, they assisted her

to rise, and as she appeared weak, the stranger offered to drive

them to Tobolsk, saying that his business was of such a na-

ture that an hour's delay would not make much difference. "I

am going," said he, " to find my uncle, a noble exile, and though

the tidings I bring from fatherland are good, 1 am sure he will

forgive my delay ;" so saying, he carefully lifted the frightened

girl and placing her in the sledge, assisted her father to a

seat beside her, while his attendants surrounding the bear drew

it to the carriage and secured it.

" This is a real adventure," exclaimed the young gentleman,

"not one of your manufactured horrors. Here, in Siberia,

have I rescued a lovely lady and her noble sire, as the Poets

would say j" and bowing low, he continned inthe same strain,

" I claim the skin of the monster as a trophy, 1 will employ

a painter to delineate this scene, especially dwelling upon the

fair form of the rescued."

His spirits were just about to effervesce in a joyous laugh,

when turning to Franziska, whose pale countenance betrayed

the anguish she had suffered, he continued in a more subdued

tone, " Pardon my mirth, dear lady. I am sure it is a serious

thing to be embraced so tightly by that shaggy monster ; do not

be alarmed, we have force enough now to ward off two or three

such." Franziska tried to smile while thanking him for his

kindness, but the rescue was too recent for that, and observing

her feeling he turned to arrange the fur robes around her, and
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soon the whole party, flying over the snow, entered the city,

and at Soloski's request stopped at the principal inn. Having

seated his daughter in the parlor he hastened to the kind stran-

ger in order to pour forth his thanks for the assistance he had

given him. There was something about the young man tha 1

reminded him so much of home that he determined to urge

him to remain awhile, at least, until he could glean tidings

from Russia. He found the young gentleman giving orders to

the attendants to take away his sledge. " I am glad to hear

your decision," said Soloski, " I wish much to see you
;
though

a poor exile, I have not lost my love for home, nor a hearty in-

terest in those who come from my native land. You have ren-

dered me a service for which words cannot express my grati-

tude. May I not know the name of our deliverer that at least

we may remember him him in our prayers ?"

" Do not mention my assistance," replied the young man,

" I should not deserve to live if I could fail to assist any one in

distress, more especially a young and lovely female."

" But cannot I do something to further your plans ? Com-
mand me, if I can."

" I do not know, my dear sir ; I have made this longjourney

to convey news of pardon to my father's cousin, who was ban-

ished for his liberal principles some ten years since."

" Who was this exile ? What was his name?" demanded

the Count in hurried tones, while a deep pallor overspread his

countenance.

" Count Imen Alexis Soloski." Before he could finish the

sentence his companion staggered to a seat, and in another

moment was completely insensible. The youth was shocked

at this effect, and rang the bell violently for help. Restora-

tives were immediately applied, and the sufferer soon breathed

more freely. Looking wildly upon those around him, he mur-

mured :
—" Ah, was it a dream ; shall I never again see home

or kindred?"—then checking himself he closed his eyes and

continued, " Oh, Father in Heaven, Thy will be done—yes,

may I say Thy will be done."

" My dear sir!" exclaimed the stranger, " L am indeed fortu-

nate. That Being who watches over the good and virtuous is

merciful to you, rouse yourself and enjoy the news I bring, news

of pardon and restoration to your home and inheritance."
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Our little sketch wears to a close—we draw a veil over the scene

which took place when Soloski with his daughter, and the young

and noble Imogen Herwaldisch drove up to the humble exile home,

and presented themselves before the astonished countess, and

hasten to say that preparations were soon made for the departure

of this interesting family. Deeply as they had suffered in their

exile, they had not neglected the duties and charities of life, and

now on leaving, the count promised his daughter—who felt much
for the poor with whom they had often divided their little store

—

to send a pious missionary to reside in Stradi, and be his agent

in distributing an annual sum for their benefit."

" Our banishment shall do them good," said he; "perhaps we
were sent here for that wise end, and to be the means of interest-

ing Christians at home to seek the instruction of these desolate

people. No doubt, He who * sees the end from the beginning,'

sends his blessings in ways strange and wonderful to us, for what

would be our few years of trial in this lone region to the amelio-

ration of the condition of hundreds of our fellow beings by means

of our experience ?"

Their friends had provided everything for their comfort, and

they had little to do, except to divide their household effects among

their neighbors, and take their leave.

Franziska's cheeks soon regained their hue of happiness amid

the exciting anticipations of home, and a happier party could not

have been found. The subdued thankfulness and sober sense of

peace felt by the count and his lady, were constantly tinged with

cheerfulness caught from the merry tones and pleasant conversa-

tion of their young relative, who having travelled extensively drew

constantly from his store of information for their amusement ; and

as to Franziska, she was too happy to ask what made up the sum

of her joy—it may be that her young heart even then yielded to

those secret sympathies which entwine themselves around spirits

in unison. It is true that the stranger's eyes never beamed so

brightly as when fixed upon her,—and a stranger to the party might

have detected a peculiar gentleness of voice and kindness of

manner when he addressed her, or endeavored to explain some

of the many useful and instructive topics which formed their sub-

jects of thought during the long journey.

Montreal, Dec, 1853,
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LIFE, LOVE, DEATH—WHAT ARE THEY?

The first is but " a vapor, which appeareth for a little season

and then vanisheth away." We open our eyes on the glorious

sunlight, and revel in the beauteous tints of nature. Suddenly

clouds overshadow us, and anon all is gloom. Then the world,

which had appeared so beautiful, seems dark indeed. But, amid

the clouds and the darkness, shadowy forms of strange beauty

hover around us, and sweet voices greet our ears. Then Love

salutes us
;

soft, starry eyes beam kindly through the darkness
;

the clouds vanish, and again all is bright and joyous.

Thus we journey on, and on,—now in light, and now in

shade,—until at last, just as the rose-hues are gathering in the

horizon of life, Death, like an ever deepening sunset, spreads his

pall over the fresh green boughs, and fragrant blossoms of Love.

Edla.
Montreal, Dec. 29, 1853.

[For the Maple Leaf.

SUNSHINE.

How glorious on the laughing earth

My golden mantle falls
;

How many a lovely thing to birth

My touch, like magic, calls.

I enter not the loneliest spot,

The gloomiest recess,

That, in an instant, teemeth not

With life and loveliness.

There's a wailing sigh in the summer breeze,

As itfsvtreeps o'er the parched-up plain
j

There's a moaning voice through the forest trees,

To tell of the coming rain.

It comes with a crash and a thunder peal,

And a flash from a lurid sky,

Till the broad earth secmeth to rock and reel,

And quiver in agony.

My touch hath scattered the thunder cloud,

And the darksome veil is riven

That hung awhile, like a musky shroud,

O'er the fair blue summer heaven ;



SUNSHINE. 31

And a golden glory again is spread

O'er the glancing forest stems,

And the tears that the vexed storm-spirit shed

Are turned into burning gems.

" Come forth," says the school-boy, " this sweet spring day.

Hark ! heard ye the wild bee's hum 1

The hedges are white with the beautiful May

;

The birds and the butterflies all are at play
;

Come forth to the sunshine, come !
"

The ancient crone, as she spins her thread

In front of her cottage door,

She blesses the equal light that I shed,

Alike upon rich and poor.

The earth is clad with a robe of white

;

The leaves and flowers are dead
5

The birds that sang on the tall tree's height,

From the keen cold blasts have fled
;

But over the pure new-fallen snow

My dazzling light I fling,

And the diamond-mine can never show

A pomp more glittering.

Oh ! many a strange and varied scene

In my daily round I find
;

I kiss the cheek of the sceptred queen,

And the brow of the toiling kind
;

I touch the deep, and the glad waves leap

And laugh in the welcome light,

And the nautilus, frail, spreads its tiny sail,

And glides o'er the foam-bells white.

I summon the hard-worn sons of toil

From the pallet rude and low,

And away to the shuttle, the loom, the soil,

With my earliest beam they go
;

Fondly I rest on the wind-bleached hair,

The labor-roughened hand

;

Earth hath but few bright things to spare

For the poor and the lowly band.

" Oh ! bury me not," saith the dying one,

" In the shade of the church-yard tree ;

Let the broad warm light of the blessed sun

On my grave fall, full and free,

Let the first warm kiss of his morning ray

On my home of silence rest,

And the last faint flush of the dying day,

As he sinks in the crimson West."
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My touch hath lightened the peasant's cot,

The noble's lordly hall

;

No nook or corner I enter not,

A welcomejguest in all.

Many a pleasure, and many'a joy,

May vanish with youth's warm bloom,

But the sunshine gladdens the infant boy,

And brightens the old man's tomb.
R. A. P.

Cobourg, Dec. 28, 1853.

RIDDLE.
Montreal, 9th Dec, 1853.

Perhaps the following Riddle may puzzle the readers of the Maple Leaf.

I give it as it was given to me

"A man coming to Montreal for a supply of whisky with two keg9 of the

size respectively of 5 and 3 gallons, meets another on the road with an eight-

gallon keg filled with the precious article, and requests of him four gallons.

How can these four gallons be measured exactly without a gallon mea-

sure ? "—A. T. C.

Reply to Riddle in December number :—-The adjective «« Empty"(M—T.)

»B§§§iS#8§Sf§a«

EDITORIAL.
The gay holidays are passing rapidly away. The young and happy

strive in vain to detain the fleeting moments ; like golden sunbeams they

will soon fade, and be numbered with the past. Conscientiously and cheer,

fully, with high hopes and high aims, ought we to spend each day, for its last

moment flying from us, carries a record of our conduct to the Court above.

Our city has been unusually lively, and it is to be feared that more fre-

quent devotion has been manifested to Bacchus than to the genius of benevo-

lence, or simple good cheer- It is a sorrowful sight to see the gifted and

noble-minded yielding to temptation, and forgetting the pure enjoyment to

be derived from the society of the excellent and virtuous. The ladies of

iMontreal and of Canada ought to exert themselves more and more to im-

prove society,—to throw around home and social scenes a lovely intellectual

charm, that their husbands and brothers may be less inclined to find happiness

in convivial parties,—an enjoyment which, at the best, cannot be dignified

as a " feast of reason," or a M flow of soul."

We thank " R. A. P." for her sunny poem, and trust she may again

throw out some beams of light for our illumination. We love sunshine all

the more, because deep shadows sometimes steal over our pathway.

«• T. H.," of Vanklcek Hill, will please receive our welcome to a place in

the list of our contributors.

" The Exile's Daughter " was written expressly for this number.

Wc have received a package of beautifully printed cards from DcMon-
tigny & Co., 125 St. Paul Street.



ANNIE GRA.Y, 33

1

[Written for the Maple Leaf.

ANNIE GRAY.

EMORY is ever busy with the past,

and it is well for us that she loves best

to linger on our joys. The year which

has just fled, and which has accomplished

so much in the destinies of the world,

has been an eventful period in the his-

tory of my friend, Annie Gray.

£Ier mother, Mrs. Gray, was a widow, and

early left to provide for the wants of three

little children. She was born to affluence, but

while yet a child, her father lost his fortune in

some unsuccessful speculations, and was only

able to save enough from the general wreck to edu-

cate his daughter. Early in life'she married a young

man, who, while struggling to maintain his little

family, was seized with that dreadful scourge, con-

sumption, and in a short time his weary frame yielded to the

influence of the disease, and he was borne to his last resting

place, leaving stricken hearts to bear the trials of life unaided by

his sympathy and care.

Mrs. Gray's parents had been dead some time, and she knew
that her sole dependence, under God, was upon her own exer-

tions. Still, she did not despair ; she felt a new impulse to

energy and activity as she looked upon her fatherless children.

They lived in a small cottage, upon the banks of the Connec-

ticut, with a neat little garden in the rear. Her eldest daughter,

Annie, was a sweet child of eleven years, but very efficient of

her age, and quite able to assist her mother in caring for the

younger children, and attending to the house and garden. Mrs.

Gray engaged, with a courageous heart, to obtain a livelihood for

herself and children, who looked 1o her for daily bread. She had

been so well educated, that she was able to instruct her chil-

dren, and was, therefore, at no expense for this important part

of family training. She resorted to her needle as the means of

support, and this, with the fruit of her garden, proved barely

enough.
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Mrs. Gray's children were loved by every one. There was a

gentleness and grace in their whole aspect, which won all hearts.

Mrs. Gray was a Christian, and her children were early taught

to fear God and keep his commandments; they knew it was

their duty to be cheerful, and to put their trust in their Heavenly

Father. As they always appeared happy, none knew the strug-

gles in that widow's cottage ; but anxiety and care made great

inroads upon Mrs. Gray's health, while she toiled day and night

to maintain her children. Mrs. Gray was aided in all efforts

by her daughter Annie, who seemed, as she grew up to woman-

hood, to imbibe all her mother's energy, and to possess those ex-

cellencies which impart dignity to the humblest, or shed a lustre

upon the most exalted condition. She assumed the burdens of

life as if they were her highest pleasure, and went cheerfully to

the severest duties, with the sweet consciousness that she was

lightening the cares of her dear mother, and blessing the home

of her sister and brother.

Nearly eight years had elapsed since the death of Mrs. Gray's

husband, and it was with great sorrow that we beheld her foot-

steps verging on the brink of the grave. The scene which I

witnessed at her dying bedside will never be forgotten. Her

children were around her, in an agony of grief that melted the

feelings of all who saw them. The neighbors came in to proffer

kindness, and the pastor was there to offer the consolations of

the Gospel to their breaking hearts. Before her death, she took

her children, one by one, and gave each a mother's dying bless-

ing ; and to Annie she committed the care of Ella and Charles.

Never did Annie appear so beautiful as when she restrained her

own measureless grief to soothe the sorrow of her sister and

brother. It was evident, now that the energetic head of the

family was gone, that their small property would do little towards

their support
;
they determined, therefore, to lease the old home-

stead. Annie hired a small room, and with the aid of her

needle, as her mother had done, she took care of her sister Ella.

Her brother Charles, a bright boy of fourteen, urged on by affec-

tionate motives, entered a country store in the village, deter-

mined in some way to add to his sister's comfort. Hardly a day

passed without Annie seeing her brother, and every Sunday

they spent in her room and at church, cherishing the memories
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of maternal instruction, and strengthening each other in holy

purposes of living.

While Annie was pursuing her daily routine, she was loved

by the son of a rich merchant, Mr. Mertin, who immediately

offered her his hand and fortune. She frankly told him that she

had promised her dying mother, to be a mother to her sister

and brother ; that they were dependent upon her for counsel

and care ; and she would not forsake her trust. Mr. Mertin,

upon hearing this disinterested resolution, immediately proposed

such arrangements that they were all included in the general

provision for happiness.

They now spend the winter in the city, and the summer in

the country, in the midst of old friends, and none of her neigh-

bors envy her happiness, but think Mr. Mertin was fortunate to

win such a prize, although he was worthy, elegant, and wealthy.

I have seldom met a more beautiful illustration of the care Pro-

vidence takes of those who put their trust in Him, than is shown

in this happy family. I have long known my friend Annie

Mertin. and have admired the way in which she has been led

through the paths of simple duty, and along the way of self-

denying labor, to the wealth and influence which virtue only

merits, or can appropriately enjoy.

Genevieve.
Montreal, January 14, 1854.

HAVEN'T THE CHANGE.

It was house-cleaning time, and I had an old woman at work
scrubbing and cleaning paint.

" Polly is going, ma'am," said one of my domestics, as the

twilight began to fall.

" Very well. Tell her that I shall want her to-morrow."
** I think she would like to have her money for to.day's work,"

said the girl.

I took out my purse, and found that I had nothing in it less

than a sovereign.

" How much does she have a day V-

" Two shillings, ma'am."

« I haven't the change this evening, Tell her that I'll pay
for both days to-morrow."
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The girl left the room, and 1 thought no more of Polly for an

hour. Tea-time had come and passed, when one of my domes-
tics, who was rather communicative in her habits, said to me

:

"I don't think, ma'am, old Polly liked your not paying her

this evening.''

" She must be very unreasonable, then," said I, without re-

flection. " I sent her word that 1 had no change. How did

she expect I could pay her ?"

" Some people are queer, you know, Mrs. Graham," remarked

the girl, who had made the communication more for the pleasure

of telling it than anything else.

1 kept thinking over what the girl had said, until other sugges-

tions came into my mind.

" I wish I had sent and got change," said I, as the idea that

Polly might be really in want of money intruded itself. " It

would have been very little trouble."

This was the beginning of a new train of reflection, which did

not make me very happy. To avoid a little trouble, I had sent

the poor woman away, after a hard day's work, without her

money. That she stood in need of it, was evident from the fact

that she had asked for it.

" How very thoughtless in me," said I, as I dwelt longer and

longer on 'the subject.

" What's the matter?" inquired my husband, seeing me look

serious.

« Nothing to be very much troubled at," I replied.

" Yet you are troubled."

" I am, and cannot help it. You will perhaps smile at me,

but small causes sometimes produce much pain. Old Polly has

been at work all day, scrubbing and cleaning. When night

came, she asked for her wages ; and I, instead of taking the

trouble to get the money for her, sent her word that I hadn't the

change. I didn't reflect that a poor old woman who has to go

out to daily work must need her money as soon as it is earned.

I am very sorry."

My husband did not reply for some time. My words appeared

to have made considerable impression on his mind.

" Do you know where Polly lives?" he replied at length.
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"No ; but I will ask the girl." And immediately ringing the

bell, I made inquiries as to where Polly lived ; but no one in the

house knew.

"It cannot be helped now," said my husband, in a tone of

regret. " But I would be more thoughtful in future. The poor

always have need of their money. Their daily labor rarely does

more than supply their daily wants. I can never forget a cir-

cumstance that occurred when I was a boy. My mother was

left a widow when 1 was but nine years old, and she was poor.

It was by the labor of her hands that she obtained shelter and

food for herself and three little ones.

" Once, I remember the occurrence as if it had taken place

yesterday, we were out ot money and food. At breakfast-time

our last morsel was eaten, and we went through the long day

without a mouthful of bread. We all grew very hungry by

night ; but our mother encouraged us to be patient a little

while longer, until she finished the garment she was making,

when she would take that and some other work home to a lady

who would pay her for the work. Then, she said, we should

have a nice supper. At last the work was finished, and I went

with my mother to help carry it home, for she was weak and

sickly, and even a light burden fatigued her. The lady tor

whom she had made the garment was in good circumstances,

and had no want unmet that money could supply. When we
came into her presence, she took the work, and, after glancing

at it carelessly, said,

" 4 It will do very well.'

" My mother lingered
;

perceiving which, the lady said,

rather rudely,

" * You want your money, 1 suppose. How much does the

work come to V
" ' Six shillings,' replied my mother. The lady took out her

purse ;
and, after looking in it, said,

" 4 I haven't the change this evening. Call over anytime,

and you shall have it.'

u And without giving my mother time more earnestly to urge

her request, turned from us and left the room. I never shall

forget the night that followed. My mother's feelings were sensi-

tive and independent. She could not make known her want.
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An hour after our return home, she sat weeping with her chil-

dren around her, when a neighbor came in, and, learning our

situation, supplied the present need."

This relation did not make me feel any the more comfortable.

Anxiously I waited, on the next morning, the arrival of Polly.

As soon as she came I sent for her, and, handing her the money

she had earned on the day before, said,

" I'm sorry I hadn't the change for you last night, Polly. I

hope you didn't want it very badly."

Polly hesitated a little, and then replied,

u Well, ma'am, I did want it very much, or I wouldn't have

asked for if. My poor daughter Hetty is sick, and I wanted to

get her something nice to eat.''

u I'm very sorry," said 1, with sincere regret. " How is

Hetty this morning ?"

"She isn't so well, ma'am. And I feel very anxious about

her."

" Come up to me in half an hour, Polly," said I.

The old woman went down stairs. When she appeared

again, according to my desire, 1 had a basket for her, in which

were some wine, sugar, fruit, and various little matters that 1

thought her daughter would relish, and told her to go at once and

take them to the sick girl. Her expressions of gratitude touched

my feelings deeply. Never since have I omitted, under any

pretence, to pay the poor their wages as soon as earned.

A DISCOVERY.

In a narrow street in Paris, called Rue St. Eloi, stood the

shop of a petty broker. Among the articles for sale was an

old arm-chair, so worn with age, that no one would give forty

cents for it, being all the poor dealer asked. Tired of seeing

so long a useless encumbrance, he resolved to beat it to pieces,

and convert the horsehair to some more profitable purpose.

On proceeding to do this, what were his joy and surprise to

find, concealed in the seat, a roll of paper, in which were wrap-

ped notes of the Bank of France to the amount of 1.150 francs,

or 225 dollars !
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TO EDLA.
****«' Holy be the lay

Which, mourning, soothes the mourner on his way."—Rogers.

In letters, and in studied phrase unskilled,

I cannot gild and polish simple thought

;

Wilt thou not kindly then

Accept, tho' rude, my thanks.

I'm grateful, Edla, and would have thee know
How joyously thy gentle words have stirred,

And woke the fondest hopes

Within my drooping heart.

The brightest orbs that deck the firmament,

When most they glad us with their heavenly light,

Are but the ministers

Of soothing sympathy.

The blooming earth,—yea, the whole universe,

In an accordant song, loudly proclaims

Jehovah's general law

Of our affinity.

Teaching, that he who dries the mourner's tears,

And soothes the parched fever of his heart

With fitly spoken words

Of Him who loveth us,

—

Even he himself shall feel within his soul

The freshing influence of the " tender rain ;
"

He, gently watering,

Himself, shall watered be.

Believe me, Edla,—choice have been thy words,

And for my sake,—that u Angel-sister 93 shall,

In all thy darkest hours,

Brood o'er thee lovingly.

Persolus.
Montreal, 24th Dec, 1853.

Sponge.—Opposite Rhodes is a little island, called Himia. At

the bottom of the sea, sponge is found in greater abundance than

in any other part of the Mediterranean. The inhabitants make

a good living by fishing for this sponge, of which an immense

quantity is bought by the Turks, to be used in their baths. In

this island, no girl is allowed to marry before she has proved

her courage and dexterity by bringing up a certain quantity of

sponge.
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A CHAPTER ABOUT BEES.

A most charming and interesting work concerning " Bees
;

their Habits, Management, and Treatment," has recently been

published in London by G. Roulledge. The author is a clergy-

man, and must have devoted a good deal of time and research

to these sagacious and useful little creatures. Perhaps many of

our readers are bee-keepers, and they would like to know some-

thing of the wonders of the hive-workers in other countries. We
shall give a few extracts from this " book for the country/* be-

lieving that our many friends will thereby be both delighted and

profited. Mr. Wood, the author, has entered with nice dis-

tinctness into the intricacies and mysteries of the bee kingdom.

He thus speaks of " Queen bees and their subjects:"

—

The people thus rapidly coming into existence, where are

its future governors 1 Watch the old queen as the spring ad-

vances, the period when all these changes are at their climax,

and you will be more than ever astonished at the wondrous

phenomena of the bee-mind. See how restlessly she runs about.

Now she seems about to go on laying eggs ; but hurriedly with-

draws without doing so. No wonder she is agitated. She is

about to abdicate ; not about to lay down the cares and glory of

sovereignty, certainly ; but about to quit her established, peace-

able, and quiet kingdom, to go she knows not whither, with a

part of her subjects, exposed to she knows not what accident,

before she may again find herself by her comfortable, regal

warm comb (her fire) side. But she respects the laws of nature,

and obeys them. In those cells which she runs over in so much

agitation, lurks her successor, waiting but for the proper hour to

ascend the throne. How easily she could tear open the cells

and destroy her ! But a power greater than ambition withholds

her. The bees no longer pay her their usual attention. An idea

of divided allegiance seems troubling them. They get as excited

as their queen. Some terrible calamity—civil war, perhaps

—

impends. Oh, no ! the bees are at once too sensible and too

unselfish. They divide—perhaps take leave of each other affec-

tionately—and off goes the first swarm, led by their reluctant but

duty-obeying monarch.

The swarm does not go off at an early period of the day, or
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at a very late one, but generally starts from its parent hive be-

tween ten in the morning to three or four in the afternocn,

although instances have been known of swarms starting as early

as seven in the morning, and as late as five in the afternoon.

This instinct is useful enough to the proprietor who is anxiously

expecting a swarm, as he need not commence his Watch before

seven or eight, and is released about four. It seems rather

strange that the rightful queen should always go off with the

swarm instead of remaining in office and sending the newly

emancipated princess, if she may be so called, to take charge of

the swarm. But so it is, and almost every queen-bee owes her

throne to usurpation, and will in all probability, if she lives long

enough, be dispossessed of it by the same means. She makes a

terrible disturbance, though, before she does set off ; and were

the bees possessed of reason, we might almost think that they

left the hive for the sake of peace and quietness. At all events

the old queen uses her experience to some purpose, for she will

not leave her former kingdom unless the day is a very fine one.

So, gradually, quiet is restored. And then we may see the

nurse-bees once more at work, engaged not only in tending the

ordinary young, but in what may be called the culminating

point of their annual labours, the helping forth into the world

the royal scions, and from which they will supply their own
queenless realm. They accordingly scrape away from one of

the royal cells the wax that has been so lavishly bestowed

upon it. Doubt not but they know which is the right one, that

is to say, where lies the oldest of the young unborn queens.

And here is exhibited another remarkable example of the bee-

provision. The eggs in the royal eells were all laid with an

interval of at least a day between each. Now that they are

coming to maturity accordingly, they come not altogether, but

in due succession, by which means the bees, as we shall see,

have time to know how many of them they shall want, and be

able to provide accordingly, [n due time the royal pupa within

obeys the stirring influences that call upon her to burst her ce-

rement, and she would at once emerge into perfect life, but that

the nurse-bees, who keep watch and ward over her, knowing

what is good for her better than she does herself as yet, imme-
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diately solder over the top of the cell with wax, and keep her

prisoner for about two days. Why ? In order, evidently, that

she may not, like the young bees, be unable to fly when she

emerges from the hive. And that is not left to guess-work.

The bees know accurately when she is prepared, and most

likely, by means of the quality or nature of the sounds she

emits, which to man's grosser ears come in the shape ofa num-

ber of monotonous notes, so rapidly repeated as almost to com-

bine into one continuous sound. At last she comes forth in her

perfect beauty and power. * * * But it is in every sense

a spring season, with its changeable weathers and moods. The

young queen learns—how, we wish some one would tell us

—

that there are other young queens, successors and possible ri-

vals, in the hive. She, too, grows excited, whilst, unlike the

old queen, she knows not what to do between conflicting im-

pulses. She rushes to the cells—she will tear them open—she

will sting the tenants to death—she will—but no ; the cells are

powerfully guarded, it is for the community to determine in a le-

gitimate mode how these vast questions are to be dealt with
;

they warn her away ; they bite her if she resists. She would

even be in danger, but that, in case ofextremity, she is in pos-

session of some magical words (we tell no fairy-tale) that in an

instant render the sentinels motionless. But if, taking advan-

tage of this calm, she again approaches the forbidden ground,

they recover themselves, and, in military phrase, do their duty.

Huber witnessed this most interesting scene more than once.

He describes the young queen at such a time as standing with

her thorax against a comb, and crossing her wings upon her

back, keeping them in motion, but not unfolding them, whilst

she emitted the dread mysterious sounds, which were responded

to by the weaker and hoarser cries of the yet pent-up unborn

queens that she seeks to destroy. And what is it the bees

want her to do, but learn the lesson bequeathed to her by her

predecessor—leave the hive with another colony, and relin-

quish the rights of sovereignty over the parent community in fa-

vor of one of her helpless sisters. And so, at last, she departs,

and a second colony is speedily in course of establishment.

Possibly a third, and yet a fourth, and a fifth, may follow ; the

number of swarms being determined, no doubt, in ordinary cir-
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cumstances, by the number of the bees, and the heat of the hive.

But when the last swarm has departed, and the number of the

inhabitants so lessened that the guards of the royal cells can no

longer preserve their efficiency, the remaining young queens

emerge as they please, two or three at a time, and civil war,

alas ! does at last take place. But what an admirable mode of

making civil war it is. It is the monarchs who fight, and who

are but few in number, and must therefore, soon bring the con-

test to an end ; it is the bee people that look on, quite content

to pay allegiance to the conqueror. Of course no bee-subject

can thus be in danger, by espousing the wrong side, of losing

his property, or his rank, or have his temper exasperated by

defeat and humiliation : the contest affects none ofthese things.

Let us, too, watch the contest. Two young aspirants for the

throne are meeting ;
they rush at each other ; each seizes

with her teeth the antenna? of her rival
;
they cling in mortal

combat so close together that head, belly, and breast are mutu-

ally opposed. But nature has made them aware of the danger

of instant death to both, should they in that position launch at

each other the fatal dart. So they separate by a tacit mutual

consent, and would apparently leave the combat to be determined

at some other time. But that will not do for the bees. They

can stand no shilly-shallying in the matter. They must

and will know who is to be their ruler. Is government to

stand still because the would-be governors are cowards ?

—

Certainly not. So the rivals are again driven together into the

arena, no matter how often the queens seek to evade the mortal

issue, until at last the stronger one seizes the other and inflicts

the death-pang.

Bees' loyalty is no lip loyalty. Dr. Warder once tested this

with cold-blooded cruelty :
—

DEVOTION TO THE QUEEN.

11 Having shaken on the grass all the bees from a hive which

they had only tenanted the day before, he searched for the queen

by stirring amongst them with a stick. Having found and placed

her, with a few attendants, in a box, she^was taken into his par-

lour, where the box being opened, she and her attendants imme-

diately flew to the window, when he clipped off one of her wings,

returned her to the box, and confined her there for above an hour.
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In less than a quarter of an hour the swarm ascertained the loss

of their queen, and, instead of clustering together in one social

mass, they diffused themselves over a space of several feet, were

much agitated, and uttered a piteous sound. An hour afterwards,

they all took flight, and settled upon the hedge where they had

first alighted after leaving the parent stock ; but instead of hang-

ing together like a bunch of grapes, as when the queen was with

them, and as swarms usually hang, they extended themselves

thirty feet along the hedge, in small bunches of forty, fifty, or

more. The queen was now presented to them, when they all

quietly gathered round her, with a joyful hum, and formed one

harmonious cluster. At night the doctor hived them again, and

on the following morning repealed his experiment, to see whether

the bees would rise. The queen being in a mutilated state, and

unable to accompany them, they surrounded her for several hours,

apparently willing to die with her, rather than desert her in dis-

tress. The queen was a second time removed, when they spread

themselves out again, as though searching for her. Her repeated

restoration to them, at different parts of their circle, produced one

uniform result; and these poor, loyal, and loving creatures always

marched and countermarched every way as the queen was laid !

The doctor persevered in these experiments till, after five days

and nights of fasting, they all died of famine, except the queen,

who lived a few hours longer, and then died. The attachment

of the queen to the working-bees appeared to be equally as strong

as their attachment to her
;
though offered honey on several oc-

casions during the period of her separation from them, she con-

stantly refused it, disdaining a life, that was no life to her without

the company of those which she could not have." What did

Burke mean by saying the age of chivalry was gone ? Had he

forgotten the bees.

It seems that some bee- proprietors, after a good deal of expe-

rience, become quite indifferent to the sting :

—

There have been several instances of bees choosing to make

their nests in the roof or tower of a church, and an instance came

very recently under the writer's notice. For several years the

congregation had been considerably annoyed by the presence of

bees during the service, but had made no particular endeavours to

rid themselves of the plague. One summer, however, brought
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with it such an increase of bees that it was deemed necessary to

institute an inquiry ; for the winged intruders came in such num-

bers, and buzzed about so loudly, and frightened the juvenile por-

tion of the congregation to such a degree, that the service could

not proceed with any comfort. After some search a hole was

discovered in the roof of the church, through which the bees were

constantly passing. This was accordingly stopped up, and the

workmen retired congratulating themselves on getting rid of their

winged enemies so easily. They were, however, quite mistaken,

for the bees descended in undiminished numbers. The roof was

again examined, and found to be in such bad repair, that the co-

lony of bees, who had taken up their residence between the roof

and the leads, had found numerous openings, which they had en-

larged for their own purposes. How to eject this formidable band

was now the subject of deep consultation. Sulphur smoke would

not answer, because it would soon pass out through the apertures

in the roof, and besides, there was a very prevalent alarm lest the

church should beset on fire. At last a veteran epiarian was sent

for from the next village. He immediately planted a ladder

against the exterior wall, and examined the stones until he dis-

covered the entrance to the bees' habitation. It was a mere fis-

sure between two stones, where some of the mortar had fallen out,

and the remainder being extracted by the bees for their own con-

venience. After surveying the prospect for some time, he de-

clared that a stone must be taken out before the bees could be dis-

lodged, and immediately began to loosen the stone which had al-

ready been partly deprived of its mortar. The bees, of course,

were highly indignant at such an assault, but the man coolly pro-

ceeded with the work, not heeding their anger in the least. When
the stone had been completely loosened, he laid-by the crowbar,

and deliberately pulled it out with his hands. Out rushed a per-

fect cloud of bees full in his face ; but he quietly laid the stone

down, and contented himself with brushing them off his face until

he had made further investigations. All the spectators took to

flight at the first appearance of the enraged bees ; but their im-

perturbable enemy remained quietly at his post, and after descend-

ing the ladder pulled some eight or ten bees out of his hair, and

remarked that they had not stung him so much as he expected.

It turned out that the man was almost invulnerable to stings ; and
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although several dozen stings or so were in his face they did not

leave the slightest mark, and certainly did not appear to inconve-

nience him in the very smallest degree. He afterwards in the

same cool manner extracted the greater part of the combs, and

the bees taking the hint speedily evacuated the premises. There

was but little honey, but abundance of black worn out combs, and

plenty of young bees in every stage of advancement.

Many of the operations connected with bees require both firm-

ness and delicacy in the operator. The bee-history has the fol-

lowing record, and parallel scenes have occurred within the last

two or three years. Thorley writes :

—

" In or about the year 1717, one of my swarms settling among

the close-twisted branches of some codling-trees, and not to be

got into an hive without more help, my maid-servanl, hired into

the family the Michaelmas before, being in the garden, very offi-

ciously offered her assistance, so far as to hold the hive while I

dislodged the bees, she being little apprehensive of what followed.

" Having never been acquainted with bees, and likewise afraid,

she put a linen cloth over her head and shoulders, concluding that

would be a sufficient guard, and secure her from their swords.

A few of the bees fell into the hive ; some upon the ground ; but

the main body of them upon the cloth which covered her upper

garments.

" No sooner had I taken the hive out of her hands, but, in a

terrible fright and surprise, she cried out the bees had got under

the covering, crowding up towards her breast and face, which im-

mediately put her into a trembling posture. When I perceived

the veil was of no further service, she at last gave me leave to re-

move it. This done, a most affecting spectacle presented itself

to the view of all the company, filling me with the deepest dis-

tress and concern, as I thought myself the unhappy instrument of

drawing her into so great and imminent hazard of her life, which

now so manifestly lay at stake.

" It is not in my power to tell the confusion and distress of

mind I was in, from the awful apprehensions it raised ; and her

dread and terror in such circumstances may reasonably be sup-

posed to be much more. Every moment she was at the point of

retiring with all the bees about her. Vain thought ! to escape by

flight. She might have left the place indeed, but could not the
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company, and the remedy would have been much worse than the

disease. Had she enraged them, all resistance had been vain, and

nothing less than her life would have atoned for the offence. And

now to have had that life (in so much jeopardy) insured, what

would I not have given !

" To prevent, therefore, a flight which must have been attended

with so fatal a consequence, I spared not to urge all the argu-

ments T could think of, and use the most affectionate entreaties,

begging her, with all the earnestness in my power, to stand her

ground, and keep her present posture j in order to which, I had

encouragement to hope, in a little space, for a full discharge from

her disagreeable companions ; on the other hand, assuring her she

had no other chance for her life. I was, through necessity, con-

stantly reasoning with her, or else beseeching and encouraging her.

" I began to search among them for the queen, now got in a

great body upon her breast, about her neck, and up to her chin. I

presently saw her, and immediately seized her, taking her from

the crowd, with some of the commons in company with her, and

put them together into the hive. Here I watched her for some

time, and as I did not observe that she came out, I conceived an

expectation of seeing the whole body quickly abandon their set-

tlement ; but instead of that, I soon observed them, to my greater

sorrow and surprise, gathering closer together without the least

signal for departing. Upon this I immediately reflected, that

either there must be another sovereign, or that the same was re-

turned. 1 directly commenced a second search, and in a short

time, with a most agreeable surprise, found a second or the same
;

she strove, by entering further into the crowd, to escape me,

which 1 was fully determined against ; and apprehending her

without any further ceremony, or the least apology, I re-conducted

her with a great number of the populace into the hive. And now
the melancholy scene began to change, and give way to one infi-

nitely more agreeable and pleasant.

" The bees, presently missing their queen, began to dislodge

and repair to the hive, crowding into it in multitudes, and in the

greatest hurry imaginable. And in the space of two or three mi-

nutes the maid had not a single bee about her, neither had she so

much as one sting, a small number of which would have quickly

stopped her breath.
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u How inexpressible the pleasure which succeeded her past

fears ! What joy appeared in every countenance upon so signal

a deliverance ! and what mutual congratulations were heard ! I

never call to mind the wonderful escape without a secret and very

sensible pleasure. I hope never to see such another sight, though

I triumph in this most noble stand and glorious victory.
1 '

[For the Maple Leal.

FIRELIGHT FANCIES.

In this World of trial and sorrow,

We meet but to love and part,

—

What to-day is a joj',—to-morrow

May rend, with a pang, the heart.

We meet, and I he years of our absence

Are lost in the joy of sight !

—

We forget, in the lov'd one's presence,

The sorrows that mark'd their flight.

Oblivion, with hand of kindness,

Lets lall a veil o'er the strife,

And we gladly cherish the blindness

That sees but the charms of life.

Wc revel in hope and in gladness

Till, swift as night, or a cloud,

The grey-tinted mantle of sadness

Falls o'er our hopes, like a shroud.

Wc arouse from a strange, sweet slumber

—

We wake to part, and to weep,

And to muse with sorrowful wonder,

On the dreamy joys of sleep.

But, thanks to the Glorious Giver,

It need not ever be so,

Beyond Death'#dark, billowy river

We shall hear no plaint of wo.

We shall wander together, fearless,

On that verdant thither shore,

Our eye3 will forever be tearless,

.

We shall meet, to part no more.

Oh ! worth all our sorrow and sighing,

Oh ! worth all our toil and care-
Is the hope that we, after dying,

Shall dwell with our lov'd ones there.

Then, as we climb over life's mountains,

With faith, let us fix our eyes

On the beautiful vales and fountains

Of the land beyond the skies.

Edla.

Montreal, January 18th, 1854.
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ICE BERGS.

Cohesion is that force by which the particles of matter are

held together. That the particles of a Bolid are more closely

bound together than those of a liquid, and the particles of a liquid

than those of a gas, is quite evident, and, consequently, the cohe-

sive force is greater. All substances, or substances with but few

exceptions, may assume any one of the three states already men-

tioned, lipuidity being the intermediate. Heat acts as an anta-

gonist force to cohesion, and hence it is that, as the temperature

is raised, the cohesive power is overcome, and expansion, the ef-

fect of increased temperature, becomes more evident.

That liquids expand most as they approach the boiling point,

and contract most as they are brought nearer to solidification, is

true as a general rule ; but there are some partial exceptions, of

which water is the most remarkable.
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The French, anxious to^have a standard system of measures,

founded upon some natural principle, incapable of change, so

long as matter and its laws exist, have taken water in its greatest

state of condensation, as giving an opportunity of attaining this

desirable object. The unit of weight, called a gramme, is the

weight of a cube of distilled water at its point of greatest conden-

sation, and the centimeter is the length of the side of the cube,

or one hundredth parth of a metre, equal to 39,3702 English

inches.

It would be easy to select many instances of the effects pro-

duced by the contraction of water in freezing ; one or two may

be mentioned. The glass bottles in our bed-rooms are, after se-

vere frosty nights, frequently found broken, and the water con-

verted into ice
;
water-pipes are burst, and great damage is done

to newly constructed buildings, when the mortar, plaster, or

cement contains much water. In nature the same agent is ac-

tive. Rocks are not unfrequently torn asunder, in mountainous

districts, by the freezing of the atmospheric waters which fill the

fissures. The exterior of rocks and soils is crumbled in the same

manner, and made fit for vegetation.

On one fact, however, we must more particularly dwell. Wa-

ter expands by heat, and, to a certain point, contracts by cold.

The coldest portions of the fluid are, therefore, so long as the

cold remains within this limit, in the lower parts. If the con-

traction by cold continued until the water became ice, the lower

parts of the liquid would be first frozen, and when congealed,

scarcely any heat applied at the surface could melt the mass, for

the warm fluid could not descend through the colder parts. To

show that this is the case, Count Rumford made water boil at

the top of a vessel, while the ice at the bottom was not thawed.

Suppose, then, the same law that is thus apparent, had pre-

vailed in our lakes and seas. Each of them would have had a

bed of ice, increasing with the continuance of the cold, till the

whole was frozen. On their surface there could only be such

pools of water as could be produced by the thawing of the sum-

mer sun, and these would be congealed again on the return of

frost. And so the process would advance, till all the water of

these reservoirs became ice. Such a change would be fearful

indeed; how, then, can the evils of it be averted?
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God who enacted the law, to which reference has just been

made, has modified it for our existence and welfare. As cold

increases, water contracts ; but after a certain diminution of tem-

perature, though there is a further increase of cold, so far from

contracting, it actually expands till it reaches the point at which

it becomes ice. The greatest density of water is at forty degrees,

and when at or near this point, it will lie at the bottom with coo-

ler water, or with ice floating above it. The cooling process may

go on at the surface, but water colder than forty degrees cannot

descend to displace water that is warmer. At the bottom of

deep water, ice, therefore, can never be formed. The coldest

water, in approaching the freezing point, rises to the surface
;

there ice is formed, and there it will remain till the air and the

sun restore it to its fluid state. Every winter we have some

proof of this in the ice that floats for a time on our ponds, lakes,

and rivers. What, then, must be the evidence afforded in the

polar regions on which the eye of the poet was fixed when he

said

:

The muse

Then sweeps the howling margin of the main

;

Where, undissolving, from the first of time,

Snows Bwell on snows amazing to the sky
;

And icy mountains, high on mountains piled,

Seen to the shivering sailors, from afar,

Shapeless and white, an atmosphere of clouds.

Projected huge, and horrid o'er the surge,

Alps frown on Alps
;

or, rushing hideous down,

As if old Chaos was again returned,

Wide rend the deep, and shake the solid pole.

Ocean itself no longer can resist

The blinding fury ; but, in all its rage

Of tempest taken by the boundless frost,

Is many a fathom to the bottom chain'd.

Ice-bergs are islands of frozen water, considerably elevated,

generally perpendicular on one side, and sloping gradually down

on the other. They are sometimes two hundred feet in height.

Floating ice has about one-seventh of its thickness above water

;

but ice-bergs are sometimes aground, and therefore show a greater

proportion of their height. They are formed either by the

pressure of large masses of ice upon each other by winds and

currents ; or are detached by their own weight, or the action of
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waves, from the vast glaciers which abound in Greenland and

Spitzbergen. It is to be observed, that sea-water requires a

lower temperature, by three degrees and a half of Fahrenheit, to

freeze, than is necessary for common water. Man often employs

rafts for his safety and convenience, but here the Arctic bear

sometimes takes his stand
;
and, doubtless, to his surprise, is left

to the wide ocean, as the ice-berg melts beneath him. The

masses of ice which have been frozen together, gradually separate

as summer advances, and clear spaces of water are left ; but these

begin again to be frozen over as early as the end of September.

When, then, we look on ice in the water of our own land, or

on representations of it on the mighty deep, let us remember that

here a law operates without which the whole economy of the

material world would be disarranged. Thus as we trace the

operation of natural causes, we find that a knowledge of God's

works, even in the inanimate world, affords new sources of gra-

titude j nor can we sufficiently adore his wisdom and love who

has so amply provided for the existence and comfort of feeling

and thinking beings.

—

Selected.

TWO IN HEAVEN.

"You have two children," said I.

" I have four," was the reply, " two on earth, two in heaven."

Here spoke the mother, still hers, only " gone before." Still

remembered, loved, and cherished, by the hearth, and at the

board ; their places not yet filled ; even though their succes-

sors draw life from the same faithful breast where their dying

heads were pillowed.

w Two in heaven !" Safely housed from storm and tempest,

no sickness there nor drooping head, nor fading eye, nor weary

feet. By the green pastures, tended by the Good Shepherd,

linger the little lambs of the heavenly fold.

" Two in heaven." Earth less attractive, eternity nearer,

invisible cords drawing the maternal soul upwards, " still, small

voices" ever whispering "come !" to the world-weary spirit !

" Two in heaven." Mother of angels ! walk softly—holy eyes

watch thy footsteps—cherub faces bend to listen ! Keep thy spi-

rit free from earth's taint, so shalt thou " go to them, though they

may not return to thee Fanny Fern.
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1MPR0MPTD.

METRICAL REPLIES TO " EDLAV QUESTIONS—" LIFE ! LOVE ! DEATH !

WHAT ARE THEY?"

I.

M We might be happy, but this clay will sink
Its spark immortal."

—

Byron.

Life !
—*Tis a fretful, feverish dream

That plays upon the brow of time

—

A vision shadowy, which seems

Too evanescent for our clime ;

—

A paltry nothing, fraught with pain
j

In strength 'tis weakness,—only vain.

II.

" Oh, if the soul immortal be,
Is not ils love immortal too?"—Hbmans.

Love !—What is it 1 Keen desire,

Memories of sunny youth,

Kindling of ecleetial fire,

Imaged in eternal Truth ;
—

Thoughts which love from earth to roam,

Seeking Heaven, their native home.

hi*

" One struggle more, and I am free."

—

Byron.

Death !—Oh, death, how fearful thou,

Motive power of fear and dread,

Tyrant of the moment, " now,"

Easer of the aching head ;

—

Ruthless cause of bitter teari,

Gentle soother of our fears.

Persolus.

10th January, 1854.

I dwell less on the disappointments of life, and shelter my-

self less amid its deep shadows and funereal glooms, because

my eye is always detecting stray rays of celestial glory that

come treading their way through the dark clouds of earthly so -

row, and my ear often hears the strains of sweet melody that

are wafted from angelic lyres.
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[Written for the Maple Leaf.

THE DYING WIPE.

In a steamboat on the Mississippi River, the saloons and berths

are all above water, and fitted up with every accommodation for

passengers who may require to be on board several days. The

lower deck is generally filled with flat-boatmen, or dealers in wes-

tern produce, who, having disposed oftheir stock, take passage back.

A motley assemblage they make,—smoking, drinking, gambling,

playing the violin, and other amusements follow each other in

rapid succession, or prevail at the same time. Often five or six

hundred persons occupy this deck, which extends the whole

length of the boat, except where the machinery of the engine fills

a space ; and around the glowing furnace faces may be seen

begrimmed with coal dust and marked with passion lines. The
noise and confusion of this part of the boat is horrible, so many
desperadoes are always among them, that the Captain seldom

hazards an interference with their revels.

The flat-boatmen are known to have money,—their rafts of

produce raised on the fertile plains of Indiana and Illinois, meet

with ready purchasers in the southern cities, and the flat-boats

are sold to wood merchants : thus these men turn their faces

homeward with well filled pockets, little dreaming of the keen

eyes that watch them, or the allurements they may meet to draw

them to the gaming table, where they seldom fail to lose much of

the fruits of their hard-earned toil. The love of gaming, like the

passion for intoxicating drinks, excites in its victims a frenzied

fever
;
they rush on madly until certain ruin stares them in the face,

and then they are ready for any deed of desperation. It will be a

happy era for the ignorant and unsuspecting passenger when

wholesome, efficient laws shall oblige steamboat Captains to search

out, and land all gamblers, as soon as detected.

It was in the crowded saloon of a steamboat bound to Cincin-

nati that I first met Henrietta B Her large mournful eyes

attracted my attention at once, and my interest in her was

increased on observing that she was evidently in a deep decline
;

an elderly lady busied herself in arranging some cushions for the

invalid, who looked anxiously around as if expecting some one else.

The variety of faces and characters, which are to be seen in

such a place furnish fine studies for the philosopher, and as I was
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fresh from a devoted attendance on " Stewart" and " Brown," I

thought it a suitable time to apply the principles I had learned.

I soon, therefore, gave causes for the lines of thought and sorrow

that seemed to be traced on that fair young face, and wove quite

a history of blighted hopes and joys to match the touching tones

of her voice, and the deep feeling looking out of her eyes. I

little thought while lost in my reveries, how much my skeleton

history was like life. It wanted only a name and reality. Some

movement made it necessary for me to change my seat, and I,

fortunately for my infant romance, was obliged to take one near

the lady, in time to hear her anxiously inquire of her companion

if she thought Ernest would soon be back ;
" I do not know my

child," said the lady, whom I then observed particularly for the

first time, and noticed the strong resemblance between the two,

except that the elder lady was taller ;
4< I do not know what

detains him, perhaps the baggage ; he surely will not stop long."

The object of this solicitude soon afterwards appeared, and I

understood at ouce the nature of the trial that was breaking the

heart of that young wife. Her husband approached her kindly,

but it was evident that he had first attended to his own taste and

feelings before coming in, as a slight unsteadiness in manner, and

an unnatural glow on his countenance betokened. The hectic

deepened on her cheek, as with the penetration of a fond heart

she discovered his situation, and turning quickly she made room

for him near her, evidently desirous of keeping him from returning

to the charmed circle in the gentlemen's saloon, where he might

be tempted to take the intoxicating glass.

Day after day I came in contact with this little group. I

watched them with a kind of feverish anxiety, for I saw that the

lady's strength failed : soon she was obliged to keep her state-room
;

then she became quite ill, and at last a medical man, who was

among the passengers, advised that she should be removed to a

hammock which had been suspended in the cabin, where she

could get more air, and feel the motion of the boat less.

My sympathy was strongly excited when I learned her history,

as fragments of it were related to me, by her almost heart-broken

mother. Henrietta B was a native of F in Virginia, where

she was reared with all the tenderness and care that affluent cir-

cumstances could afford. Before she completed her eighteenth
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year, she became attached to Ernest B , a young lawyer of pro-

mising character j brilliant in talent, and well cultivated in mind,

he seemed just the one to make her happy. Shortly after their

marriage, the settlement of some important business called him

south. In the gay society of a large southern city, he

was not proof against the insidious advances of a predisposed

taste for excitement. He returned to his bride much altered, and

though she strove to hope for the best, and cheerfully accom-

panied him on a second journey, continued disappointment, and

sorrow in regard to him, seemed to wither her heart ; she faded

rapidly, and her mother hastened to her, hoping yet. to save her

by bringing her back to her native air ; now it seemed evident

that she was going home to die. What a lesson ! thought I, as

1 saw the effects of intemperance in the disappointed hopes of

that young heart. She grew very weak, and seldom spoke

except to her husband, who hung over her in intense anguish,

and when remorse, or sorrow for her whom he had wronged rose

too high, he tried to brace himself to bear his trial by occasional

absences at the u bar" of the boat.

At last, however, it appeared doubtful whether she could live

to reach Cincinnati : her eyes looked like fawn's eyes, so large

and mournful, and followed her husband's every movement, as if

loth to lose sight of him for an instant. They seemed to say,

"Oh ! let my death be your life."

It was the Sabbath ; never shall I forget it,—sounds of shouting

and laughing, mingled with the lively tones of a violin, reached

our ears from the babel of confusion in the lower deck. The

uproar startled her spirit, and disturbed the solemn thoughts that

filled her mind. One ever ready to act and sympathise in a good

cause, ventured down among the noisy revellers, to try and

induce them to be quiet, both for the sake of the day, and the

poor sufferer whose hours seemed so nearly numbered. Then

as the day advanced we gathered round her cot, and sang. Er-

nest B had a rich voice, and he appeared to forget everything

but the holy solemnity of the scene; his deep feeling lent a

pathos to his tones, that went to my heart. We sung of the part-

ing spirit soaring to its eternal home, of faith in that Saviour who

hns lighted the tomb with beams of heavenly glory ; and as the

melody rose and fell round the couch of that dying one, I re-
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ceived impressions and experienced emotions that have never

been effaced 5 and though when we arrived at Louisville, the poor

sick lady was carried on shore, and I saw her no more, I have

no doubt that she was indeed done with earth, and that our songs

and prayers were among the last things of which she had any

consciousness.

Oh ! mournful are the histories of the young and gifted, the

happy and the good, who have suffered, and died victims of

intemperance and its effects ! Mournful ! that is, indeed, too

sweet a word to express the idea,—a rounded, graceful period

to a naked truth, set forth, skeleton-like, without drapery ;—rather,

I should say, bitter, bleeding, despairing histories, written in

ears—baptized in blood.

Montreal, January, 1854-.

THE CHRISTMAS TREE.

A group of happy children stood round a Christmas tree,

And the mother's heart beat joyously her beauteous ones to see;

The boys so brave and noble, with their gladsome air and mien,

And between them, smiling sweetly, an angel form was seen.

The only little daughter, in her innocence how gay,

Had hailed with child-like rapture, the dawn of Christmas day

;

And as she stood among them, with her golden locks so bright,

She well might be mistaken for a form of angel light

!

And others too were gazing down the happy scene above,

Well pleased to mark the gathering of innocence and love

;

But sorrow mingled with their joy, for they knew the fairest there,

Would ne'er again a Christmas day on earth be there to share.

The green boughs of the Christmas tree are sparkling bright and rare,

With pretty gifts and pictures gay, for each to have a share ;

And eagerly are little hands held out to take^the prize,

Of far more worth than costly gems in fairy childhood's eyes.

Save one, and her soft eyes are bent where on his mother's knee,

The holy babe of Bethlehem is sleeping peacefully ;

She sought nor toy, nor trinket, from among the many there,

But the picture of the holy child was in her eyes more fair-

Then from the radiant branches, all joyously she sings,

(An angel form one well might deem, naught wanting but the wings) ;

The kymn by her so cherished, hark ! hark ! the angels sing,

Glory to God the Highest ! and to the heaven-born King !
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What thought thou then, fond mother, as wildly to thy heart,

Thou clasped that lov'd one in thy arms, as thou would'st never part ;

Didst think that e'er another year, of that young cherished life

Had passed away, that she would sing beneath the tree of life %

And Christmas came,—but now no tree lights up the gladsome hall,

A gloom, a deep and fearful gloom, has fallen over all

;

The angel band who hovered o'er the little daughter fair,

Have taken her from her home below, their home above to share !

Gone! gone! the many day-dreams of the future bright and fair,

Which with the fondly loved one, thy mother hoped to share ;

Thy downy bed is vacant, where with untirsd delight,

She watched thee sleeping sweetly, as night succeeded night.

Hushed ! hushed ! the voice whose accents soft like gentle music stole,

As grateful dew from heaven above into the weary soul

;

Still ! still! the fairy step which once did glide around the hearth,

And made the home thy presence blessed, a Paradise on earth I

And wildly throbs the'yearning heart, with sorrow none can tell,

Save those alone, upon whose hearts like anguish hath befell

;

A sorrow, such as he alone, who sent it e'er can still,

A blank no future joy 0n earth can ever, ever fill

!

The angel child has vanished, and in her stead is there,

Brooding above the stricken one, the angel of despair ;

Suggesting fearful, harrowing thoughts of sorrow and of dread,

The past ! the past ! fond mother think, thy darling's with the dead !

Away thou cruel tempter, from the sorely tried
, away,

Yes even through this bitter grief, faith pours a heavenly ray ;

Raising the hope so crushed to rest, upon that better shore,

Where safely dwells that precious one with God for evermore.

Then upwards gaze, earth's sorrowing ones, where sweetly she does rest,

Secure from evil, strife, or woe, upon her Saviour's breast

;

Who to the fold has taken this lamb, so free from sin,

That those she loved on earth so well, may strive to enter in I

C. H.
Ravenscourt, 12th Dec, 1853.

Curiosity of a Spider's Web.—The body of every spider

contains four little masses pierced with a multitude of impercep-

tible holes, each hole permitting the passage of a single thread
;

all the threads to the amount of a thousand to each mass, join

together when they come out. and make the single thread with

which the spider spins his web ; so that what we call a spider's

thread consists of more than four thousand united.

—

Selected.
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CHESTNUT BASKET FOR THE DESSERT TABLE.

Materials.—Half a yard of pink glazed calico ; ditto of

flannel
; 3£ yards of pink satin ribbon, 1^ inches wide ; and

seven reels of Messrs. Waiter Evans and Co.'s Boar Head
crotchet cotton, No. 12. An average worker will use W.
Boulton and Son's crochet-hook, No. 16.

This elegant novelty for the dessert table consists of a square

of crochet, edged with lace, which is afterwards folded into the

form seen in the engraving. It is lined with pink glazed calico

and flannel, (the former being on the outside) ; a knot of pink

ribbon is placed at each corner, and in order to cover the open-

ing in the centre, a double round of flannel, of the proper di-

mensions, is quilted with a similar piece of pink calico, and

tacked so as to form a lid. It is decorated with bows of pink

ribbon, which entirely covers it.
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The inner square of the toilet-cover first given would do well

for this purpose, working it on a foundation of 262 stitches and

with one row of Dc, and one of open square crochet before the

pattern is begun.

The nearest centre is tojbe filled with the initials of the

owner, and should be drawn on checked paper, of n«t more

than 31 squares, and worked in.

For the border which is worked all round.

1st Round,— * 1 dc, 1 ch, miss 1 * repeat all round, without

missing any at the corners.

2nd Round.— * 1 dc, 3 ch, miss 3 * all round, missing only

1, in several stitches at the corners.

Zrd Round.— * 3 dc, (the centre on 1 dc, 6 ch), miss 6, 1 dc,

on dc, 6 ch, * repeat all round.

4>tk Round.— * 3 dc, on 3 dc, 4 ch, miss 4, 5 dc, 4 ch, miss

4, * repeat all round.

hth Round.— * 1 dc, on the centre of 3 dc, 3 ch, miss 3, 3

dc, 3 ch, miss 3, 3 dc, 3 ch, miss 3, * repeat all round.

6th Round.— * 3 dc, over 3 dc, in the 4th row, 4 ch, miss 4,

5 dc, 4 ch, miss 4, * repeat all round.

1th Round.— * 3 dc, over 3 dc, 6 ch, miss 6, 1 dc over the

centre of 5 dc, 6 ch, miss 6, * repeat all round.

Sth Round.— * 5 sc, (coming over 3 dc,and 1 chain on each

side), 4 ch, miss 4, 5 dc, on 3, 4 ch, miss 4.
*

9th Round.— * 3 sc, on the centre of 5 sc, 4 ch, miss 1 s,

and 3 ch, 10 dc, over the 5 dc, and one chain on each side, 4 ch. *

10th Round.— * sc, on centre of 3 sc, 5 ch, miss 4, 1 sc, 5

ch, miss 3, 1 sc, 5 ch, miss 2, 1 sc, 5 ch, miss 3, 1 sc, 5 ch.
*

Cut out the rounds of flannel and calico nearly of the diameter

of the square of crochet, not including the edging. Fold it into

the form seen in the engraving ; then make it up as directed.

I SEE A MAN.
I see a man.

I do not sec his shabby dress,

I see him in his manliness

;

I see his axe ; 1 see his spade

;

I see the man that God has made.
If such a man before you stand,

Give him your heart—give him your hand,
And praise your Maker for such men :

They make this old earth young again.
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NIL DESPERANDUM—NO NEVER 1

Erery cloud has a silvered lining ; and He who wove it knows

when to turn it out. So, after every night, however long or

dark, there shall yet come a golden morning. Your noblest

powers are never developed in prosperity. Any bark may

glide in smooth water with a favoring gale ; but that is a brave,

skilful oarsman, who rows up stream against the current, with

adverse winds, and no cheering voice to wish him " God

speed." Keep your head above the wave ; let neither sullen

despair nor weak vascillation drag you under. Heed not the

poisoned arrow of sneaking treachery that whizzes past you

from the shore. Judas sold himself when he sold his Master

;

and for him there dawned no resurrection morning ! 'Tis glo-

rious to battle on with a brave heart, while cowering pusillani-

mity turns trembling back. Dream not of the word K surren-

der!" When one frail human reed after another breaks, or

bends beneath you, lean on the " Rock of Ages !"

The Great Architect passes you through the furnace but to

purify. The fire may scorch, but it never shall consume you.

He will yet label you " fine gold." The narrow path may be

thorny to your tender feet ; but the " promised land" lies be-

yond ! The clusters of Hope may be seen with the eye of

faith; your hand shall yet grasp them; your eyes revel from

the mountain top, over the green pastures and still waters of

peace. You shall yet unbuckle your dusty armour, while soft

zephyrs shall fan your victor temples. Nil desperandum,

Fanny Fern.

WONDERS OF CHEMISTRY.

Aquafortis and the air we breathe are made of the same

materials. Linen and sugar, and the spirits of wine, are

so much alike in their chemical composition, that an old

shirt can be converted into its own weight in sugar, and

the sugar into spirits of wine. Wine is made of two sub-

stances, one of which is the cause ofalmost all combinations in

burning, and the other will burn with more rapidity than any-

thing in nature. The famous Peruvian bark, so much used to

strengthen the stomach, and the poisonous principle of opium,

are found to consist of the same materials.
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THINGS USEFUL AND AGREEABLE.
[SELECTED.]

The soul has its green fields, and waving woods, and running waters, and

in and beside them can refresh itself with perpetual delight. Without fatigue

it can ascend mountains, and gaze on illimitable scenes of air and earth, or

stray through grassy meadows, and feel no languor from the noontide heat.

A simple glance at the powers of the mind,—its capacities, store-houses of

memory, range of thought, taste, refinement, capabilities of happiness, and

exquisite organization,—affords strong presumptive evidence that it was not

made to perish with the body. So wonderful a structure, animating this

living material organization, connected with all external structures—with

the earth, sun, and stars ;—so Godlike a substance,—united to the great

God, soaring for companionship with angels, capable of loving and adoring

the Supreme Being, could not have been made to sport here awhile, amid an

ocean of mysteries and uncertainties, to be at last flung as a worthless

wreck upon the shores of eternity.

There are some beautiful appearances which frost frequently assumes, to

cheer us, as it were, and give an agreeable exercise to our taste in the absence

of that loveliness which the hand of an indulgent Creator sheds so profusely

over our fields and gardens in the genial months of spring and summer.

Hoar frost is occasioned by the freezing of mist or dew. It forms elegant

and varied foliations on the glass of windows;—this happens when the air

within the room is impregnated with moisture
1

. The coldness of the glass

causes the floating vapor to be condensed on its surface, where it shoots out,

as it freezes into those flowery crystals which excite our admiration.

Damascus is a celebrated City of Asia Minor, frequently mentioned in

the Bible. It is situated about one hundred and thirty-six miles north-east

of Jerusalem, and contains a population of about one hundred and seventy

thousand inhabitants. The situation of the city, in a beautiful valley, well-

watered, and surrounded by orchards, has been celebrated with enthusiasm

by Oriental writers. The city was formerly famous for the manufacture of

sabres, or swords, of a peculiarly fine temper; and the beautiful figured

linens and silks called damasks take their name from this city. It was on

his journey to this city that St. Paul was converted.

The Danube River is the largest in Europe. It rises in the Grand Duchy

of Baden, in Germany, runs through Bavaria, Austria, Hungary, and Turkey,

to the Black Sea, into which it empties by five mouths. Its whole length

is about eighteen hundred miles, and, in its course, it receives the waters of

about sixty rivers.

In Cordova, in Spain, there is a Cathedral which is divided into seventeen

aisles, by rows of marble columns, of which there are seven hundred and

seventy-eight.

Persian painting is so purely mechanical that even those unacquainted

with drawing and coloring will find no difficulty in it. It differs from paint-

ing generally in this particular, that no attempt is made to copy from
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nature ; it is rather a mosaic work of colors, consisting of quaint scrolls

and arabesques, flowers of extraordinary hues and forms, birds of marvel-

lous plumage, and devices which have only their oddity to recommend them.

It does not require, as other kinds of painting do, those delicate touches, and

that softening and blending of color and shade which is considered the beauty

of a flower or landscape drawing generally. Its outlines are all abrupt, its

colors contrast, and not blend with one another, and brilliancy rather than

delicacy is the effect aimed at.

A Waryn Remonstrance.—An Englishman and a German were travelling

together in a diligence, and both smoking. The German did all in his

power to draw his companion into conversation, but to no purpose. At one

moment he would, with superabundant politeness, apologise for drawing his

attention to the fact, that the ashes of his cigar had fallen on his waistcoat,

or a spark was endangering his neckerchief. At length, the Englishman

exclaimed, " Why, my friend, can't you let me alone ? Your coat-tail has

been burning for the last ten minutes, but I didn't bother you about it."

Shadow Buff.—Hang a sheet across one end of the room, and place a

table with a lighted candle upon it, about a yard behind the screen. Choose

" buff" from the party, and place him in front of the screen, with his face

towards it ; then let each of the party pass between the table and the screen

in any way they please, such as on tip-toe, or on their knees j and, as the

shadow of each will be disguised by their gestures, "buff" must endeavor

to name each person as they pa<js behind the screen ; and, if he is successful,

the person first-named correctly becomes " buff," and the game commences

again.

RECIPES.

Boiled Plum Pudding, without Eggs.—Pour over twelve crackers, after

they have been broken, ono quart of milk, let it stand over night ; strain it

through a cullender the next morning, then add a quarter of a pound of suet,

a pound of raisins, half a pound of currants, a little salt, and a tea-cupful of

molasses. Boil it three or four hours. To be eaten with a rich sauce.

Bread and Butter Pudding.—Cut the bread in thin slices, butter them,

and put a layer into a well-buttered dish. Strew currants and raisins, and

citron or sweetmeats over it ; then another layer of bread and fruit, and so

on until the dish is filled. Beat six eggs, with one pint of milk, a little salt,

nutmeg, and a spoonful of rose water ; sweeten it to your taste, and cover it

over with bread. Let it soak an hour or two before baking. Bake one

half hour.

Chopped Hands—The following is an excellent remedy for this great

inconvenience, from which so many suffer at this period of the year :—Two
ounces olive oil, one ounce white wax, one ounce spermaceti, the whole to

be dissolved over the fire until all the ingredients become amalgamated
;

when cool, it is fit for use-
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DISTICH.
Montreal, 27th January, 1854.

Dear Editor,—The subjoined distich was penned in " the golden days of
happy memory, the reign of good Queen Bess ;" indeed they are, I believe,

very generally accredited to Queen Elizabeth herself, who, it appears, per-
petrated the satire or pun upon one of the Mordaunt family ; perhaps it may,
with propriety, fill a corner of the u Leaf."

"The word of denial, and letter of fifty,

Makes a gentleman's name that never was thrifty."

Will any of the juveniles be kind enough to tell me what the gentleman's
name was?

Oscar.

ANSWER TO RIDDLE.

Montreal, 12th January, 1854.

Dear Editor,—In answer to " A.T.C." I beg to state, that I should find

no difficulty in dividing the eight gallons of whisky into equal parts as re-

quired. For his information, I will proceed to explain :—First, fill the three

gal. cask, empty that into the five, fill the three gal. cask once more ; from

that fill up the five (5) ; which when done will leave remaining in the three

gal. cask, one gallon; then empty the contents of the five gallon cask

into the eight gallon cask ; next pour the gallon still remaining in the three

gallon cask into the five ; then fill the three from the larger cask, and from

the three fill into the five, and you have four gallons.

Jeamie.

EDITORIAL.

The articles and selections for this number are quite varied in character,

and will, wo trust, be found interesting. The fact that there are those who
take an interest in our labors, and send contributions for our pages, is cheer,

ing ; and though all of these articles are not inserted, the mental effort is

beneficial to the writers, who should not be discouraged, but write again—

a

second or third trial may be more satisfactory.

We miss our friend Mrs. Traill's pleasing articles for the young, and

gladly receive her assurance that she will try to find some moments from

her literary engagements to devote to the readers of the Maple Leaf.

The Riddle which appeared in the last number, seemed to excite much
attention. We have received a number of answers, and select one of the

shortest for insertion.

The weather has been very severe lately, the mercury fell as low as 26°

below Zero. This intense cold docs not continue many days at a time, or

it would be very trying.

We should like to induce some of our correspondents to give a lucid

explanation of the thermometer, and the principle upon which mercury ii

employed to show the various degrees of heat and cold.
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[Written for the Maple Leaf.

THE FIRST TRIP BY RAILROAD.

BY A CONTRIBUTOR.

H ! Marion, how I wish 1 had told

Cecil 1 could not do it.

" You must not say that dear Helen,

or look so despondingly
;
pray let Mr.

Seymour see you can control your

fears when needful
;
you know how

serious he looked, (I had almost

said sternly) when you said yester-

day you never could travel by rail-

road."

« I know it, Marion, and will

indeed try and behave bravely, how-

ever frightened I may feel ; for

neither the grave look or tone were

lost upon me, when he said, 1 1 trust

if it were necessary for you to travel

by railroad you would have the good

sense to do so without hesitation
;

fear, unless kept in subjection, unfits us for our duties in life,

though 1 make much allowance for your natural timidity, I trust

to see you overcome it.'

"

Marion laughed. " Yes, I overheard that grave unlover-like

lecture, and thought how good you were to take it so humbly."

" Indeed, dear Marion, I only felt how truly he loved me, in

saying that which might have offended. True love shrinks not

from speaking truth to the object beloved, and it was that which

made me accede so readily to his wish, that we should travel by

train to London to-day j but see, it is actually ten o'clock ; one

more hour and the carriage will be here, and arm in arm the

sisters hurried down stairs."

Our readers will perceive by the foregoing dialogue, that

Helen was betrothed to Mr. Seymour ; he was that morning

to meet them at Handsell by the 12 o'clock train. Their

union was to take place the following month, and the sisters

had been paying a farewell visit to friends who had treasured

and loved them from their earliest childhood. Two young
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girls about their own age sprang up to meet them as they

entered the pleasant morning room, perfumed with the odour of

fresh flowers from the open windows, and they stepped out on the

smooth lawn to take a last stroll through the well known and
dearly loved garden.

The house itself was one of those old fashioned country

houses which gives to England that fame for its home happi-

ness, which in vain is sought for in other less lavored

climes. The latticed windows covered with the luxuriant

vine
;
honeysuckle, mignionette, sweet pea, and roses, all united

in filling the air with fragrance, from the lovely garden in which
that old home stood. A winding river threaded its way through

beautifully diversified scenery, of that quiet kind which generally

denotes the agricultural districts of England. Hill and valley,

with rich pasture meadows and patches of woodland, and the

spires of some four or five village churches, pointing heavenward,

all rendered it unmistakably English.

Poor Helen, her heart was full, as they found awaiting them

on their return, the carriage to convey them to the station. In

vain she tried to check the rapidly falling tears, as clasped in the

loving arms of those whom she was leaving, she heard again

and again, " You must never change, dear Helen, but be our

Helen always."

"John, tell Mr. Seymour we say so, said one of her young

friends, as her brother handed the weeping girl into the carriage,

and they drove off."

Helen, in imagination, had conjured up so many horrors attend,

ant on railway travelling, that even the beauty of the bright

spring morning, and the lovely scenery through which they passed,

could not chase away the unusual depression of her naturally

high spirits, and the fear also of paining Mr. Seymour by her fears

added to her discomfort. As they drew near the station, her

sister, and the friend driving them, tried to laugh away her gravity,

but at that moment the shrill whistle of the train was heard, and

her sister laughingly said,

" Pray, Helen, look more composed ; if you gaze about you in

that wild way the passengers will really imagine they are going

to have the pleasure of some liberated lunatic from the Asylum,

which we are now passing, and see who is that stopping out of

the train?"
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Helen looked up
;

fear, dread, all were for the moment forgotten

as her eye rested on the noble, manly bearing of her betrothed,

who was advancing rapidly to meet them.

"This is very good, my dear Helen, you know not how much

gratified I feel
;
my h eart misgave me for a moment, till I saw

your carriage drive up ; I feared I should have my trust in your

strength of mind shaken
;

but, how is this,—such pale cheeks, ah !

and tearful eyes ; this must not be."

And he looked earnestly and anxiously upon her. That loving,

searching look soon brought back the warm blood to the fair face

he gazed on, though she had ventured to give but one hasty

gtance at his.

" I feel better already, now I am with you, and will try and do

my best. Do you not believe me, Cecil ?"

But the bell rings warningly, passengers hurry to their seats,

and before she realizes the fact, Helen finds herself in the dreaded

train. Mr. Seymour is seated between the sisters.

In the compartment, immediately opposite, is a portly, stately

looking old gentleman, apparently too well cased in a sense of his

own dignity and importance, to notice either train or passengers.

In the other remaining compartment are two ladies, with a decided

frigidity of manner, which at once reveals to Helen, she has no

sympathy to expect from them, in return to her startled look as

the train moves on. Poor Helen, no sympathy for you there, or

in the stoical face of the old gentleman, which if any change at

all was discernable in it, only gave token of something very much

approaching to contempt, as at times an irrepressible start of

terror proceeded from the poor girl, to the astonishment of the

stiff lady passengers, and the vexation of Mr. Seymour.

He in vain sought to reassure her, her bowed head prevented

him from knowing the full extent of her terror, yet he felt annoy-

ed at the strange fixed gaze o< her startled countenance, which

certainly looked wilder than he would have approved, and which

was not unlikely from her having entered the train near the

Lunatic Asylum, to create some very unpleasant suspicions with

regard to that establishment. Added to that, Mr. Seymour's mili-

tary appearance, his commanding look, and imperturbable gravity,

as from time to time he gently but decidedly spoke in low tones

to Helen, over whom for the moment he seemed to have a magi-

cal power, added to the uneasiness of the strange ladies.
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But onward, onward speeds the train, and to the relief of

Helen, Mr. Seymour announces they are approaching the termi-

nus. It will soon be over, and as yet she hopes he is uncon-

scious how vividly her face has expressed her inward terror.

She looks for a moment at the stoical old gentleman opposite,

and resolutely determines no outward appearance of alarm

shall again escape her, unless he gives somo; surely then, she

will behave heroically. At that moment the shrill startling

whistle breaks in on her newly formed resolutions, and in uncon-

trollable terror she starts from her seat. In vain Mr. Seymour

insists on reseating her. "0, what is it! what is it ! I see

even those ladies are terrified." Little thinking she herself was

the innocent cause of their alarm, as they shrunk back from her

excited appeal.

But once more the dark speaking eye of her betrothed rested

on her, and under its influence she became calm.

Bitter self-reproach mingled with her regret at having thus

given way to her fears, but all will soon be over. Yes, poor

Helen, the climax is approaching. Slower, slower, the train is

stopping
;

puff, puff, bellows the engine ; another moment you

will breathe freely, and the smile on that bright face will return

to^haseaway the passing frown on the brow of him seated by

thy side.

But, ah ! what is this 1 The old gentleman opposite is looking

fearfully excited. He, so cold, so stoical, on whom neither the

whistle, or engine, or the red flag (sign of caution) seemed to have

any effect. With what a wild, eager look he glances from the

train to the platform they are approaching, renewing (and no

wonder) all the uneasy apprehensions in Poor Helen's mind, who
watches his every look with panting eagerness. A convulsive

movement on the part of the old gentleman—a similar one from

Helen—one more wild, eager gaze he gives at the platform, and

a still more piercing shriek from the steam whistle ; and he flings

himself partly out of the carriage window.

Life or death, thought poor Helen, or, more probably, thought

was swallowed up in amazement and terror. At that moment,

sauve qui peut, was uppermost in her mind, as with reiterated

shrieks she clung to the tails of his coat which had not yet

disappeared through the window ; in vain, with one hand, he used

his utmost efforts to release his unfortunate coat,—she clung to it
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with the despairing grasp of a drowning man. Shrinking into

the farthest corner, the strange ladies set up a simultaneous shriek

at this new vagary of the supposed lunatic, whilst Mr. Seymour,

between indignation and yet laughter at the absurdity of the

scene, could only by main force prevent the terrified girl from

springing out of the window, when at last the old gentleman had

effected his escape, bearing in his torn coat unmistakable marks

of the conflict.

At that moment the door was unfastened, and alighting, Mr.

Seymour carried the sisters into the hotel, while he went in search

of the carriage their fond mother was to send to convey them to

her house at Richmond. He gave no answer to Helen's thank-

ful expressions of escape from the evils which she imagined

awaited them had they not at that moment left the train, but she

attributed his silence to the anxiety he felt about their fellow-

passengers who might not have been thus rescued, and great was

her surprise, when on being left alone with her sister, the latter

gave way to uncontrollable laughter. But how much more was

she horrified, when Marion was at last able to tell her the only

reason for the old gentleman making that hasty exit was, that

most probably he had very important business to attend to at a

certain house, and fearful of the cabs in waiting being engaged

before he could secure one, he had in that way sought to make
sure of a conveyance ; and then told her she doubted not the

ladies felt assured she was a liberated lunatic.

Poor Helen ! tears of bitter mortification streamed from her

eyes, and as Marion concluded, she sobbed aloud.

" 0 Marion, do not laugh. What shall I do 1 How can I see

Mr. Seymour again % Ah, now I know how it was he made me
no answer in reply to my questions and congratulations on our

safe escape. O Marion, he can never again respect one so

weak and foolish."

Marion in vain tried to comfort her, though herself unable

wholly to refrain from laughing at the remembrance of the

ridiculous scene.

Mr. Seymour soon returned to announce the arrival of the car-

riage, and turning coldly away from Helen's timid look, offered

his arm to the sisters.

In rising, Helen attempted to speak ; a smothered laugh from

Marion alone broke the silence of the party.
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They entered the carriage, and, with a beating heart, Helen saw

him close the door. She could no longer control herself.

" 0 Cecil !" she could say no more.

" I shall see you safely at Richmond before 1 leave you," and

mounting the box, he ordered the servant to drive on.

« 0 do not cry so, dear Helen, it will be all right soon. He is

not really angry, and you would believe me if you had only look-

ed up as he spoke."

Helen shook her head, but a secret hope that Marion was

right, gradually brought back again her usual happy smile.

{To be continued.')

[For the Manle Leaf.

SONG OF THE SLIDERS,

The moonlight, brightly beaming,
Shines on the snow-sheets clear ;

The stars above are gleaming,

Like a glit'ring chandelier $

—

Away, away to the mountain side,

With joyful hearts we go,

Up and away, for an evening's slide,

On the white and dazzling snow.

We start from the dizzy height,

And swiftly down we glide,

And we laugh in the merry light

The moon sheds far and wide ;

The bells, with tinkling voices,

Ring out on the frosty air,

And every heart rejoices,

For we never dream of care.

We climb the slip'ry steep,

And our blood flows warm and free,

- Then down again we sweep,
With a grace 'tis rare to see.

The nights are frosty and keen,

But we never mind the cold

—

Our furs from the frost-king screen,

And our hearts are light and bold.

Oh ! others may praise the sun light,

And the trees with their robes of green ;

But we care more for the moonlight,

And 1 he snow, with its sparkling sheen.
Then hie away to the mountain.side,

While the argent moon is clear

And ne'er forget, as we gaily slide,

We've winter but once a year.

Edla.

Montreal, Feb., 1854.
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A TRUE STORY.

" The wind has veered round to the east, sir," said a young

sailor, putting his head in at the door of the cottage belonging

to his captain, " and I think we are going to have a dirty

night."

" Veered round to the east, has it, Jack!" said the man in

authority, looking up from the enjoyment of his tea ;
" then we

must be off directly. Order all hands on board, and then bring

the boat round for me."
" Ay, ay, sir," replied the boy, touching his hat, and in-

stantly departed ; while Mr. Kendal, turning to his wife, said :

" You see how it is, Mary—I must go. I was hoping to have

stayed with you for a little time ; but no vessel of the Daring's

size can live here in an easterly gale ; so we must be off to

Stanlynch Bay, and there's no knowing when we shall be back,

for they say an easterly wind has as many lives as a cat."

" God will watch over you, I hope, John," was all she could

trust herself to say, as she retired to prepare for his departure,

while he finished his meal.

At this instant the door was thrown open, and in sprung a

boy of about twelve, in a sailor's dress, exclaiming, " Is tea

ready, mother ? see what luck I have had," holding out seve-

ral fish that he had just caught."

" Sit down, Harry," said his father, " and get your tea as

fast as you can, for we must be off : don't you see it's coming

on to blow great guns ?"

" Then I won't stop for tea," was the quick reply ;
" but I'll

go down to the spring, and get all the water up that mother is

likely to want, else she'll go wearing her dear self out with fa-

tigue ;" and without waiting for a reply, he dashed off with a

bucket in either hand.

While he is gone, we must introduce the reader to the prin-

cipal personages of our little tale. Mr. Kendal, who, having

been in the cruiser Daring from a boy, had at length risen to the

highest rank on board, was a short, stout man of fifty ; his face

was of a bronzed hue, from constant exposure to the weather,

but still bore traces of considerable personal attractions, ad-

ded to a brilliant good humour, that would have rendered the
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plainest features agreeable. His wife, several years his junior,

was as slender as her husband was stout, and as fair as he was
brown. Constant ill health had given her a singularly soft and

delicate appearance, and left on her countenance that look of

meek resignation, so generally found with those taught by af-

fliction to look above the present world. Their family con-

sisted of the son before mentioned—who acted on board the

Daring as his father's cabin-boy—and two girls.

The dash of oars soon gave the signal for parting, and as the

boat pulled up a small river that ran along the side of Mr. Ken-
dal's house, Harry appeared on the opposite side with the

buckets filled, and stepping into it, was pulled across to the door

of the house. " Now then, mother, look here," said he, pant-

ing with exertion, " you are to promise me that you won't go

once to the spring yourself, while I'm gone ; I've brought up

enough to last you for some time, and if you want more, ask

George Dowling, and he says he'll get it for you."

" Bless you, my Harry ! you're always thinking how you can

spare me," exclaimed his mother, kissing him—a process re-

peated by each sister—after which he sprung into the boat, soon

followed by his father, and in a few minutes more they were

alongside the Daring.

Perhaps, to an eye capable of appreciating it, there is not a

more beautiful sight than a vessel, well manned, and her crew

well disciplined, getting under weigh on a sudden emergency.

Sail after sail appears to fall into its proper place of its own ac-

cord ; and yet to a landsman, when on board, what a labyrinth

of ropes seems to belong to each !

Mrs. Kendal and her daughters stood on the beach, watching

each sail set, till the boat was hoisted in, and the beautiful ves-

sel, released from her moorings, was gracefully ploughing her

way through the waves which now dashed furiously around

her ; still they continued silently standing together on the

highest point near their house, till the cliffs hid her from their

sight, and then they returned to their home.

The gale rapidly increased ; the wind howled fearfully; and

the river that ran by the side of the house—swollen already by

previous rain—being met by the advancing waves, was unable

to empty itself as usual into the sea, and, in consequence, rose

to a fearful height. The two girls, terrified at the noise of the
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contending waters, crept closely together by the fireside ; but

their mother heeded not their terror ; her thoughts were with

her husband and her son ; she trembled lest they should be

unable to reach the harbour of safety, and be driven back on

the rock-bound coast, where she too well knew no earthly

pov\er could avail to save them from destruction. Hour after

hour the trio sat siiently in their little room, each too much oc-

cupied in her individual anxieties to speak, uniil at length Mrs.

Kendal said :
—

'

;

It is nearly eleven o'clock, Sarah
;
get me

the Bible, and we will now commend our absent ones to the

eare of Him, who said to the raging sea, ' Peace be still.'
"

The girl obeyed, and in a clear, though trembling voice, the

mother read a chapter and prayer, and then retired to rest.

Mrs. Kendal occupied a room facing the sea, and whenever

her husband was afloat, she was accustomed to place a light in

the window, as a beacon, that if he entered the bay at night,

his eye might rest on his home. As she placed it on its usual

stand this night, she looked out on the boiling waters beneath,

and was startled to see how high they had risen above the wa-

ter mark. Alarmed as she felt, she determined not to breathe

her terrors to her children, who slept in a room opening out of

hers, so she quietly laid down, but sleep she could not. She

thought of her husband, and the dangers he was then exposed

to ; even at that moment he might be struggling with the

stormy waters, or dashed against the unyielding rocks. As

every fitful gust moaned along, and shook the casement, she

trembled so violently, that she feared every instant she might

be obliged to rouse her daughters. They had by this time for-

gotten all their previous terrors, and were burie'd in slumber.

Youth sleeps soundly, when more advanced age lies wakeful.

An overruling Providence does not allow care to press heavily

upon the young, until the bodily frame is matured and strength-

ened enough to bear it. So it was with Mrs. Kendal and her

children ; while she was racked with tormenting fears, they

were sleeping as peacefully as though above and around them

shone the soft brightness of a summer light. Suddenly, a fear-

ful blast shook the house from its foundations ; the candle was

extinguished, and the window forced open with a violence that

threatened to tear it from its hinges. Mrs. Kendal sprang up
j

and, at the same instant, her daughters, roused by the noise,
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rushed shrieking into her room. " Be calm, my children," said

the trembling mother, " and fetch me a light ; we are in God's

hand, and he will watch over us." Almost dreading to move,

the girls obeyed, and as they returned with the light, another

and more awful blast again shook the house. The candle was

placed in the mother's hand, and as she turned to the window

to replace it, with a sudden crash the whole side of the house

gave way, carrying her with it into the waters which raged fu-

riously beneath ! The affrighted girls' first impulse was to

rush down stairs, to endeavour to alarm their neighbors ; but

to their horror they discovered that the staircase, and the whole

of their own room, which they had so lately quitted, had been

carried away with the wall. Cautiously they laid themselves

down on the floor, and crept along to the edge of the boards,

straining their eyes over the foaming torrent beneath, and

shrieking out in the most piteous accents their mother's name.

Vainly they looked ; for the long pent-up waters had at length

found an outlet as the tide receded, and now swept along with

such overwhelming fury, that every fallen stone had been

whirled away in their mad career, leaving only the ruined walls

of the cottage, which still remained standing, supporting the

small piece of flooring where crouched the hapless children, as

a monument of their destructive power.

It is impossible to picture a more fearfully desolate condition

than that of the two girls at this moment. They saw and

heard the force "of the torrent too plainly to dare to hope their

mother might yet live ; and saved as they felt themselves to be

as yet, by almost a miracle, yet the remaining walls were rent

by such wide fissures, that they expected every moment to be

crushed beneath their ruins. All means of escape were cut

off from them ; and although the wind fell rapidly, yet the cease-

less roar of the contending waters effectually prevented their

cries from being heard.

In the mean time, as morning dawned, and the storm abated,

the fishermen rose early to examine the extent of injury sus-

tained by their boats during the night. As a party of them

were walking over the high bank of sea-weed thrown up by the

gale, the foremost struck his foot against something, which

caused him to stoop down and remove the mass in which it was

enveloped, when to his horror, he disclosed the body of a wo-
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man. Calling to his companions, they removed the long wet

hair that streamed over the face, and in the dim twilight, recog.

nised the features of the unfortunate Mrs. Kendal. Wrapping

it carefully in one of their pilot coats, they carried it to a cot-

tage close by, and then determined to proceed to the house

which she occupied, to see if her children had shared her fate.

As they neared the spot, they passed a quantity of stones with

mortar adhering, boards, and two or three broken chairs, thrown

up on the beach by the tide. With their fears doubly excited by

these symptoms of ruin, they quickened their pace, and in turn-

ing an angle of the cliffs, they came suddenly upon all that re-

mained of the once neat and pretty dwelling of Mr. Kendal.

The whole of the wall fronting the river was torn away, leav-

ing the remains of the rooms exposed. The little kitchen, and,

indeed, the whole of the ground floor was filled with water, and

the work of destruction so complete, that all the fragments had

been carried away, leaving nothing but the shattered wreck.

One of the party had provided himself with a ladder, which

they now planted against the upper windows, and one of the

foremost ascended. The poor children, who were almost stu-

pefied with cold and watching, no sooner heard the voices of

their preservers, than they endeavoured to reach the window
;

but the terrors of the night had been too much for the youngest,

and she fell fainting on the floor. Her sister knelt by her and

chafed her icy hands, and at this moment the hardy fisherman,

bursting in the window by a blow of his powerful fist, sprung

into the room. " Thank God, you're alive !" he exclaimed
;

then calling to one of his companions to help him, they wrap-

ped blankets round each, and carefully carried them down the

ladder. The inhabitants of a cottage not far off were aroused,

and the fainting, exhausted chifdren carried to it, where the

kindness of the owners soon restored them sufficiently to tell

the events of that fearful night. The next thing to be done

was, to apprise the husband and son of the catastrophe
; and

the old fisherman who had discovered the body, undertook to

walk over to Stanlynch, and break the dreadful news as gently

as possible to them. Like the martyr who covered the mour-

ner's face in his painting, we leave the imagination of our

readers to picture to themselves the feelings of the bereaved

ones on hearing it—though communicated with all that tender
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sympathy which is generally to be found in sailors, looking

sometimes even under the most unpromising exterior—nor will

we relate the circumstances connected with the funeral ; but

close our little narrative with the text selected by the clergy-

man on the following Sunday, when he alluded to the fatal

event—" Watch, therefore, for in an hour when ye think not,

the Son of man cometh."

—

Selected.

DELIRANTIS SOMNIUM.

*.*#**• c« I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with joy

Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime
Of something far more deeply interfused,
Whose dwelling was the light of setting suns,
And the round ocean, and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the minds of man !

Wordsworth.

A wild wood waste

Is round me, and I keenly feel,

And strive, and haste

To issue thence—deep shades conceal

My path, stampt with night's ebon seal.

Wearied I sink

Upon the cold and dewy sward,

While o'er me blink

Two fiery stars—myself their ward,

O'er whom they keep malignant guard.

Childish I weep,

And but this tottering feeble clay

Forbids, and keeps

Me bound to earth, I would not stay.

Oh ! for release from dull decay.

Thou ebon muse

Of virtuous face, of anger rare
;

Wilt thou refuse

To listen to my ardent prayer 1

Oh ! grant relief from earth-born care.

Come thou to-night

With ample garments waving free,

On footstep light

Oh ! quickly eomo, and thou shall sec,

How drear a thing it is to be.
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With closed eyes

I musing wait, and faintly hear

A sound arise,

Is it a sound of potent fear ?

Why start I, as it svvelleth near ?

The sounds have ceas't,

They fainter grow and die away.

Just now at least

I hear not. Yet a moment stay ?

Again returns the moving lay.

List those deep notes

;

Those low muffled tones of sadness

Which round me floats
;

Breathing away all earthly badness,

Weaving around me spells of gladness.

What is the theme 1

A plaintive song of bleeding love
;

A love which seems

Too pure for earth, yet from above

Broods o'er me like a fond while dove.

Its fluttering wings

The fondest melodies awake;

Hopeful it sings,

—

I thirst—Oh ! vain attempt to slake

That thirst with water from the brahe.

Vainly I seek

And strive to find myself a way ;

A mountain's peak

Rising, divides the realms of day.

Night clothes— fit garb—the child of clay.

Again, that voice,

In murmuring tones of quietness,

Bids me rejoice !

Nor yield myself to wretchedness,

For the soul lives in faithfulness ;

—

But that I ought

To Him who habiteth eternity,

With power fraught.

Bow down with faith and fear in unity,

And thus secure a bright infinity !

Persolus.

December, 1853.
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DO WE EVER FORGET?

Is no idle question. "Do we ever forget?" from the Ger-

man of Seyguera. Among the interesting facts bearing upon

this important question, Cist's Advertiser tells the following

anecdotes, as to the powers of memory in drowning :

—

" An accident occurred some time since at New York, which

threw a number of persons into the North River. Among
others were Mr. and his sister, the first named editor

of a weekly paper in Philadelphia. They were both finally

saved. Mr. describes the sensation while under water,

and in a drowning condition, to be pleasant but peculiar. It

seemed to him that every event in his life crowded in his

mind at once. He was sensible of what was occurring, and

ejected to drown, but seemed only to regret that such an in-

teresting item as his sensations would make should be lost.

In noticing this statement, I am reminded of an incident

which dissimilar as it is to the one narrated, in its general fea-

tures, had the same remarkable awakening of the memory

which cases often exhibit.

I can vouch for the truth of what follows, as well as testify

to vivid recollections in my own case when exposed to hazards

of drowning, reproducing in a few moments the events of my
entire past life.

Some years since A. held a bond of B. for several hundred

dollars, having some time to run. At its maturity he found that

he had put it away so carefully that he was unable to find it.

Every search was fruitless. He only knew that it had not been

paid or traded away. In this dilemma he called on B., related

the circumstance of its disappearance, and proposed giving him

a receipt as an offset to the bond, or rather an indemnifying bond

against its collection, if ever found.

To his great surprise, B. not only refused to accept the terms

of meeting the difficulty, but positively denied owing him any-

thing whatever, and strongly intimated the presence of a frau-

dulent design on the part of A. Without legal proof, and fhere.

fore without redress, he had to endure the loss of his money,

and the suspicion of a dishonorable intention in urging the

claim.
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Several months passed away without any light in the nature

of the case, or its facts as above given, when, one afternoon,

while bathing in the James River, A., either from inability to

swim, or cramp, or some other cause, was discovered to be

drowning. He had sunk and risen several times, and was

floating away under the water, when he was seized and drawn

to the shore. Usual efforts were made to resuscitate hii#, and

although there were signs of life, there was no appearance of

consciousness. He was taken home in a state of complete ex-

haustion, and remained so for many days. On the first return

of strength to walk, he left his bed, went to a book, opened it,

and handed the long-lost bond to a friend who was present.

He then informed him that when drowning, and sinking as he

supposed to rise no more, in a moment there stood out distinctly

before his mind as a picture, every act of his life, from the

hour of childhood to the hour of sinking beneath the water
;

and among them the circumstance of his putting the bond in a

book, the book itself, and the place where he had put it in the

book-case. It is needless to say that he recovered his owh
with usury."

INDIA.

India, the title by which the British possessions in Asia are

most familiarly known, extends from Cape Comorin on the south,

to the Himalayan range on the north, and from the delta of the

Berrampootra on the east to the Indus on the west. It includes

within its limits 1,200,000 square miles of territory, and has a

coast line of 3200 miles, 1800 of which are washed by the Indian

Ocean, and 1400 by the Bay of Bengal. From this description

it will be seen that both from the size of its territory and its great

coast extent, it is worthy of being ranked among the most impor-

tant states upon the globe. It is intersected by vast ranges of

lofty mountains producing a remarkable variety of table land,

delta and valley ; and its extent from 34 degrees north latitude to

within 8 degrees of the equator, aided by the diversity of its sur-

face, afford almost every variety of climate, from the freezing cold

experienced at the base of the Himalayan range, to the heat ol
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the tropics at the southern extremity. The natural productions

of the soil embrace all the tropical fruits, as well as those of more

temperate regions, while immense forests clothe the sides of the

mountain ranges, conspicuous among which towers the lofty teak

iree, affording in its almost imperishable wood an admirable

material for all constructions requiring durability or strength. In

some portions immense and almostimpenetrable growths of grasses,

bamboos, prickly shrubs and creeping plants spring up, forming

what are termed jungles, which afford covert and shelter for wild

beasts, from whence they issue to prey upon the herds that feed

in their vicinity, or even upon the inhabitants of the neighboring

villages who may by any unlucky chance come within their

reach.

In mineral wealth it is very rich. The diamond mines of

Golconda have from time immemorial been famous for the ex-

treme beauty and great value of their yield. The celebrated

Koh-i-noor, shown in the Great Exhibition, no less than others

of immense value in the possession of native princes, testify to

the richness of India in precious stones. The ruby, the emerald,

the topaz, the sapphire, the turquoise, and indeed almost every

known gem, are to be found in various parts of the many moun-

tain ranges and elevated table lands of Hindostan, and often of

great purity and beauty. In the province of Cashmere are

manufactured the world-famous Cashmere shawls, wrought from

the long silky hair of the Cashmere goat, of such elaborate fineness

and design, that years are consumed in bringing a single article to

completion. Even in India it is no uncommon thing for a rajah

to pay ten thousand rupees ($5000) for one of the finest of these

productions, and which, in all probability, will have cost the labor

of a whole family for a life-time.

Its fauna is as various as its climate. At the head stands the

Royal Tiger, who divides the empire of the animal kingdom with

the lion himself. In the forests are to be found rhinosceroses,

buffaloes, bears, lions, wolves, foxes, &c, while the jungles are

the haunts of tigers, jackals, leopards and panthers. The ele-

phant and the camel, both of which abound, the former occupy-

ing with vast herds many portions of the country, make up to a

great degree the want supplied in other parts of the world by that

most useful of animals, the horse.

—

Boston Transcript.
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[For the Maple Leaf.

INDIAN SLEIGHING AND SNOW SHOEING.

I know a pretty little song devoted to rich eulogies on the

" merry, merry sunshine 5" but if I were a Poet—which I am
not— I would write an ode to winter, and its u

. merry, merry

moonlight." I know quite well that such a production would

be a novelty in poetic literature, and I almost think I see the in-

dignant frown of those sweet singers, who would " lisp in sweet

numbers " of the u pensive moon," and tell us of her " pale

brow," and " silvery light." Well, a 1
! this may be strictly true,

poetically speaking
;

but, unromantic youth that I am, I like to

contemplate the moon's light as a means of enjoying our Lower

Canadian winter sports ! The moon never makes me sad ; on

the contrary, 1 never feel in such good spints as when a clear

frosty night sets in with a round full moon, and the prospect of

a snow-shoeing or toboggan party.
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There is no season of the year that brings with it so many-

hearty enjoyments for keen youth as this hoary winter. It is'nt

fair to talk so lugubriously of its " winding sheet of snow ;" call

it rather a table-cloth, spread for the feast of sport and healthy

exercise. It is truly a season of fun—although the poets again

seem to differ from me, when they sing so cheerfully of the " sum-

mer of life," and so mournfully of its " wintry aspect." Christmas

opens the game, New Year's keeps it up, and the votaries of

pleasure in every shape bend their energies to keep it alive as

long as possible.

Our Lower Canada winter is regarded by the inhabitants of

milder climes as so very Arctic in its character, that no winds

blow, but north winds, and that, whenever we incautiously

venture out, we get frozen, and entail on ourselves an infinite

amount of friction in order to become thawed again. Perhaps,

too, Dr. Smallwood of St. Martin's, will confirm these good people

by his meteorological observations, which discovered the ther-

mometer so low as 34> ° below zero. But 1 beg to inform all

those (t whom it may concern," that Montreal February weather

is just the thing for bracing the constitution after the fatigues of

the past, and preparing and strengthening it for the lassitude of

the coming summer. Of course, fully to appreciate the delights

of this sort of winter, I presuppose plenty of firewood, and

something warm in the shape of clothing—a blanket coat and

capuchon say.

A beautiful wTriter in the " Maple Leaf" has drawn a gor-

geous picture of winter and its enjoyments. One instinctively

wishes he had been in the same sleigh on that lovely morning,

for few things are more exhilarating than a sleigh drive in the

woods, with a large party and plenty of buffalo robes. Country

sleighing is so different from prim, stiff city driving.

But 1 am going to speak of my favorite kind of sleighing—In-

dian sleighing, which, in the months of January and February,

the Montreal youths are so fond of. Just about this time they

are wonderfully curious on the score of Almanacs. What do

you think they can find there ?—Astronomical calculations?

Possibly, but I suspect they only want to know when the moon

rises, as they are bent upon " sliding," or " snow-shoeing."

To the uninitiated I ought to explain this toboggan, or Indian

sleigh, and snow shoe. The Toboggan is an old contrivance of
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the red man's, invented for very useful purposes. It combines

lightness with utility, being made of a long thin strip of wood,

varying from a foot to two feet in width, sometimes seven or

eight feet in length, and turned gracefully at the front. This

savage vehicle has been turned by us white fellows to very

fashionable purposes. We, of course, don't require to use it for

carrying our marketing, in the shape of a moose, or our travelling

equipment, in the shape of a blanket and rifle, as the red man of

the forest was obliged to do ; but we have taken the liberty to

make an innovation in the style of freight, and now load the To-

boggan with our own precious selves, and, peradventure, with

some other more precious form, too. A very gradual descent is

sufficient to give the Toboggan great velocity, so that it requires

some dexterity to guide it safely to the bottom of the hill, but

practice and a steady hand will do this, and the experienced

steersman may be seen lying on his back guiding his Toboggan

down the most precipitous spots, with a bold nonchalance which

defies tumbles, and smiles at cahots\—an innocent species of

backsliding,

Indian sleighing is a favorite amusement of young ladies,

too. On a clear moonlight night the numerous hills, in the vi-

cinity of the mountain, echo with their merry laughter, and the

tinkle of the Toboggan bell sounds so sweetly in unison, that

the scene becomes positively bewitching. I am almost tempt-

ed to become poetical on the scene I have just sketched, in my
own way, of course ; but I prefer to climb McTavish Hill with

an Indian sleigh, to mounting even the heights of Parnassus

itself.

Like the Toboggan, the Snow-shoe is also a savage, but

very ingenious and necessary invention. Without the Snow-

shoe, the Indian would be obliged to stay at home in winter,

and either hibernate, like his neighbours the bears, or starve.

^.As either alternative is rather uncomfortable, and as some five

or six feet deep is not an easy thing to step through, Kata

Houxsta has provided himself with a pair of shoes that enable

him to walk on the top of the snow. As a very short prome-

nade in deep snow would suffice to extract any amount of

strength, even from an Indian's nerves, and, as " necessity is

the mother of invention," the child of the forest has succeeded

in patenting an article which shall prevent the pedestrian from
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sinking in the treacherous snow. This invention consists of a
frame, a little in the shape of a boy's kite ; the frame is cov-

ered with strong deer's sinews, beautifully woven to-

gether in a varied net work. The front part of the foot only,

is strapped down, and the shoe is so balanced that, in taking a

step, the front part of it is lifted from the snow, while the back

drags along it.

The ladies of Lower Canada are excellent snow-shoers.

On a fine night, after a good fall of snow, various merry parties

sally forth for a walk, and, I venture to say, enjoy themselves

infinitely more, than if the scene were transferred to a sultry

evening in July or August. For my part I would greatly pre-

fer to join this merry party out in the clear frosty night, sans

ceremoni, than to be heated in a crowded ball room, although

roasted in ever so polite and fashionable a manner. There

are neither head-aches nor '* to-morrow mornings " incurred

by the snow-shoeing party, and I can assure you that each and

every one of them will rise next morning, after a sound and re-

freshing sleep, invigorated and strengthened,

If our youth would only " slide," and snow-shoe oftener,

and dissipate less, there would be a great falling off in

the sales of Plantagenet and Soda Water.

There has been a fine fall of snow to-day, which, I hope, has

added a foot or two to the three feet already covering the hills.

The moon is now in all her lunatic splendor,—I never felt

happier in my life, and I bid you good bye, as I am just start-

ing tor a slide.

A. T. C.
Montreal, 14th February, 1854.

Agreeing with her.—We are reminded of an anecdote of a

clergyman, who was a bit of a humorist. He once took tea with

a lady of his parish, who prided herself much upon her nice bread,

and was also addicted to the common trick, of depreciating her

viands to her guests. As she passed the nice warm biscuit to

the reverend gentleman, she said—" They are not very good,"

she was " almost ashamed to offer them," &c. The minister

took one, looked at it rather dubiously, and replied—"They are

not so good as they might be !" The plate was instantly with-

drawn, and with heightened color, the lady exclaimed—" They
are good enough for you!" Nothing further was said about the

biscuit.
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IMPROVISATORY.
' Thro' nature up to nature's God."—Judge Hjiliburtoit.

The heaving ocean,

In muttering tone3 of might,

Calls forth its billows,

And they come, each cap't with white ;

And like free steeds, gallantly

Tread the bosom of the sea !

Mighty they—and yet how soon

Yield they to the gentle moon.

ii.

The blue starry vault

Of heaven is o'er me bending
;

Soft—the night bird's song,

With zephyrs low is blending,

And the busy sounds of life

Sleep—unconscious—void of strife,

Aptly teaching there's a clime

Far beyond the bounds of time.

in.
*

Gentle flowerets bloom,

Breathing perfume o'er the lea

;

And the evening air

Rustles in the aspen tree,

With a low wild melody ;

Luring home the soul astray,

To those pleasant pastures, where

Fruits and flowers eternal are !

IV.

Beauteous is nature,

At all times, in every part;

Her mute language fills

With hope the weary heart.

Fair and holy—pure and true,

Most so, when to mortal view,

She displaying—we can see

In her face the Deity !

Persolus.

January, 1654.

He who lies in bed during a summer's morning, loses the best

part of the day ; he who gives up his youth to indolence, un-

dergoes a loss of the same kind.
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THE TWO WIDOWS OF HUNTER'S CREEK.

It is now forty years ago, that the two ruined block-houses,

the decaying beams of which may be seen on the edge of

the little clearing on Hunter's Creek, near the old mill-dam,

were occupied by two families. The one on the side of the

hill, near the group of scrubby pines, belonged to Aaron

Hartley ; the other, on the low ground by the Creek, near

where you see the birch trees, was inhabited by one Miles

Bridge. The boundary tree that marked the side-line be-

tween the lots, may still be seen, though the blaze on the

old hemlock is nearly worn out.

Miles and Aaron were good neighbours on the whole ; and

their wives the best friends possible. The wonder, indeed,

was, that the men agreed so well together, for Miles was a

staunch Loyalist, and a regular Briton in all his tastes and

feelings, aye, and in his prejudices too ; while Aaron was the

descendant of one of the New England Puritans, and a devoted

adherent to the new order of things in America. Sometimes

they quarrelled a little about politics ; but they were both quiet,

good men on the whole, and their disputes seldom interfered

with their neighbourly intercourse with each other. Most

thought it was Aaron's peace-loving wife, Thyrza, who made

things go on so smoothly. She was a meek and holy-minded

woman, this Thyrza Hartley, a Christian both in heart and

practice.

It was God's will to afflict Aaron Hartley with a long and

sore sickness, which wasted his substance and was the cause

of his death. During his illness, Miles and his family showed

much kindness and sympathy to the sufferer, and after death to

his sorrowing widow.

Thyrza was left with one child, a bonny little maiden, about

thirteen years of age. She was neither like her mother in

person or character, for Thyrza was gentle and quiet, and there

was a meek, subdued look in her soft hazel eyes, that had

something almost heavenly in it; while the young Rachel was

beautiful to look upon, with a face as sunny and gay, as bright

looks, blue eyes, and a light heart, could make it ; but she

was vain of her beauty, and wild and wilful in temper. Her
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poor father, though a sober-minded man, had been all too proud

of his little daughter, and Rachel's vanity and waywardness

often caused a pang of anxious foreboding to the heart of her

mother.

It was just a year after Aaron Hartley's death, and Thyrza

was making up her mind to gather all she possessed of worldly

gear together and sell them, that she might journey back to

her own people in New Hampshire ; but her good heart clung

to the old log-house and its little clearing, and the garden ; all

made by the industry of him whose bones lay silently moulder-

ing beneath the elms at the foot of the hill, and she feared to

undertake so long a journey alone, with no one to guide her.

The country was then less settled than it is now, and not safe

for an unprotected female to travel through : though in truth I

believe that God helps the weak, where the strong are left to

battle with danger. Perhaps it is, that women knowing their

own weakness, cast themselves and their burden upon the

Lord, and He careth for them.

About this time Miles Bridge's cattle were lost in the woods.

Many days passed, yet the} did not return ; and Mary who was

an anxious woman for the live stock of the farm, fretted a great

deal for the absence of her cows, for she was afraid they would

be spoiled by remaining unmilked for so long a time. Miles

had been out several days in search of them, and little Anne
and her brother Michael, had searched the clearings and all

round, day after day, to no purpose. The children had just

taken their breakfast, and Mary was urging Michael to start

again, when Rachel Hartley came in to return a bag of meal
which her mother had borrowed some weeks before.

" No sight of the cows, neighbor ?" said Rachel, as she mark-

ed the troubled look that Mary wore.

u No, child, none ! and I am thinking that small will be

the store of winter's butter I shall make after this," said

Mary. "I would give any one a York shilling (7£d) if they

could tell me of them. Nay, if I had them safe in the clear-

ing, I would make it a whole quarter dollar, scarce as money

is with me," and she took the coin from her little leather purse,

and held it up as she spoke.

Rachel nodded, and shook her bright curls at the sight of th e
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silver. " And that," she said, " with what I have laid by,"

would nearly buy a new ribbon for my bonnet."

I was by at the time she said this, and could not help re*

marking the bright flush of anticipated pleasure that brighten-

ed up her cheek. " Oh, Rachel," I said, " my girl, what

would your mother say to such vanities ?"

But the simple girl laughed, and said, " There was no harm

in a new ribbon honestly bought."

" Now," said she, "Anne and Michael, I will be with you in

five minutes, and I am determined, after we start, not to return

until the cows are found. You can each take a piece of bread

in your hands, for we may not be back till evening. Mary

Bridge, you will not forget the money, if I find the cattle," and'

off ran the giddy girl.

" Go thy ways, Rachel, for a giddy, good-natured thing,"

said Mary, as she watched the light form of Rachel running

like a deer up the hill path to her mother's door. Her step

was slower as she came back, and I saw Thyrza at the stoop

following her with her eyes ; and little did the poor widow think

how long her weary eyes would watch and weep in vain for

that beloved child's return.

Well, after the children were away, poor Mary's mind seem-

ed ill at ease. And often, during the course of the day, she

would walk to the end of the garden fence and look towards

the bush, and listen for the cattle-bell or the sound of the child-

ren's voices ; but they came not. The evening shut in and no

word of them. The loss of the cows seemed nothing in com-

parison with the loss of the children. Thyrza, too, had been

over many times, in the course of the day, to enquire if any

tidings had been heard of her child. At last the alarm be-

came general, and many of the neighbours came to assist in

the search, with torches and lanterns. Mary rushed up and

down the pasture field like a distracted woman, that sad sight.

Thyrza sat still and wept, and prayed for strength to bear this

latter trial, the loss of her only child. The long night wore

away, and still no word of the wanderers. Think of the agon-

izing sufferings of the unhappy parents, when another day

passed over, and still the children came not! At the close of

that evening the distant tinkling of a cattle bell was heard, and

Mary fled to the fence with a wild scream of joy. The cattle
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truly were there ; but her eye wandered in vain in search of

the children. " Surely they will soon be here," she said, and

sat down on the grass to watch for them ; but night closed in,

dark and rainy, and she returned sick at heart, and casting

herself beside the afflicted widow, she said, " I shall see

them no more ; and you, also, have I bereaved of your only

one—wretched woman that 1 am." But Thyrza did not re-

proach her, for she saw her trouble was already greater than

she could bear.

The dark recesses of the woods blazed with many torches

that night, for the country round was roused, and no exertions

were spared by young or old to restore the lost ones, dead or alive,

to their sorrowing parents ; but it was all to no purpose, and at

the end of a week the search was given up in hopeless despair.

Miles Bridge was never the same man after the loss of his chil-

dren. He paid little heed to his farm ; his fences fell to ruin,

and breachy cattle destroyed his standing corn ; he hardly cared

to gather in the ripening harvest ; he labored listlessly like a man
without hope or object, for indeed those for whose sake he had

labored were lost to him. He seemed to think it little mattered

how fast rre went the way of all flesh. Before the forest grew

green again, Miles Bridge was laid in the cold grave.

I had occasion to leave the neighborhood for two years and

upwards, and when I returned, I found that Miles was dead, and

that the two widows drawn together by one common lot of afflic-

tion, had let their land, on shares, to a farmer in the neighborhood,

and were both inhabiting one dwelling.

All hopes of the lost children's return had long vanished from

the minds of all reasonable people ; but in the heart of Mary, it

burned like an unextinguishable and living spark amid the depth

of her afflictions, (and many had fallen upon her since that day)

The thought that she should, one day7fold her lost children to

her desolate heart, sustained her.

" I shall yet behold them," she would say, " before I go home,

and be no more seen."

The neighbors would answer with looks of pity and incredu-

lity. Some more stern, strove to tear the delusion of hope from

her heart and chid her harshly, bidding her " take her sore afflic-

tions as a punishment from the hand of the Lord for her sins."

II Miserable comforters are you all," she would say, in the
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bitterness of her spirit. " Even like Job's are ye ; but it pleased

God to comfort the sorely afflicted man, and He will comfort me,>

even me, in His own good time." And so she would busy her-

self about her household matters, and take no further notice of

those about her.

At last, the neighbors left her to her own fancies, for they

thought sorrow had turned her brain. But, while the poor, for-

lorn creature met with little sympathy from those around her,

there was one faithful heart, that shared in all her griefs, and

tended, and watched, and soothed her unsettled mind with the

tender care of a sister, for she was a sister in affliction, since the

same sad cause had made both their hearts desolate.

Thyrza, in the meekness of her devout heart, took her trials as

chastenings at the hand of the Lord, and when she spoke of her

lost ones, she would say, in the words of David, <* I may go to her,

but she cannot return to me." And she took Mary to her home,

and was to her a friend and counsellor, to lead her thoughts from

earth to heaven.

" She is more wretched than lam," she would observe of

Mary, "for she adds reproach for my bereavement to her own

griefs, but far be it from me to break the bruised reed." And
this good woman listened to poor Mary with gentle kindness,

while she feared to encourage hopes so wild and unlikely to be

realised j but sometimes she thought that these thoughts of Mary

were like heavenly visitors, sent to reconcile her to life and speak

peace to her in her sorrows, without which she might have sunk

utterly under the influence of despair.

Five years had passed away since the loss of the children.

—

Rachel would have been a fine young woman, nearly nineteen,

had she been living, and Michael, a lad of seventeen ; little Anne,

younger by two full years ; and Mary would often picture them to

herself, and fancy she could imagine exactly what the children

would have been, had they grown up.

A change had come over Mary lately, not unnoticed by her

friend. Her steps had become more feeble, her voice lower and

broken ; and she often spoke of weariness and languor stealing

over her ; so that her household labours became a task, and

chiefly devolved upon Thyrza, who redoubled her kind attentions

to spare her any bodily fatigue, for she thought the poor pilgrim

was drawing near to the close of her earthly journey, and she
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noticed, too, that she dwelt longer and more frequently on hea-

venly than earthly hopes.

One morning, it was just about noontide at that season when

the gorgeous tints of our forest trees are at their brightest, when

the nights are frosty, and the days warm and even sultry, that

Mary begged Thyrza to lead her out into the stoop, where, seated

in a high, pillovv-backed straw chair, (such as the Irish straw

chair-makers manufacture,) she could enjoy the soft sunny air,

and look abroad upon the glorious colour of the changing trees

that clothed the swelling hills beyond the little settlement.

" Mary," said Thyrza, as she settled a pillow at the back of

the poor invalid's chair, " you are more feverish to-day, your

hand is hotter than usual."

" I feel a restlessness of spirit," Mary replied, " that I can

hardly describe, such as I have not felt for many months. What
does it mean, Thyrza ?" Then answering herself, she added,

pressing her hand tightly on her heart. " It is the old complaint,

' hope deferred, that maketh the heart sick.' I had thought this

foolish longing after earthly things had been quelled within me,

but the fire was only smothered, it burns— it burns, here."

Thyrza sighed, and gently whispered to her, «* My poor friend

lift up your heart in prayer to Him who knoweth and pitieth

your weakness. This, Mary," she added, more gravely, « is a

temptation and a snare from the evil one, to draw offyour thoughts

and affections from better things."

Mary seemed to hear, without heeding her friend's words

;

for, suddenly grasping her hand, she said, " Thyrza, I shall see

my children, I know and feel I shall."

" Aye, Mary, if it be the Lord's pleasure, in heaven," replied

Thyrza, looking upwards.

" Nay, even here, upon earth, on this very spot."

The compassionate Thyrza shook her head, while tears gather-

ed in her mournful eyes, as she gazed sorrowfully on the fond and
faded being before her. " Surely," said she to herself, « her

reason is wandering, or, it may be, that she has seen some vision

of her lost children. I have heard of such visitings before

death."

By degrees, she strove to turn her thoughts into other chan-
nels. She talked of the warm air and the beautiful scene before

them; but the mind of the sick woman seemed abstracted, and



92 THE TWO WIDOWS OF HUNTER'S' CREEK.

her restless eyes wandered continually along the edge of the for-

est, as if in search of some lost but expected object.

The sun had reached jts meridian height, and poured a strong

flood of light upon the hill round which the road wound, that

led from the pine wood beyond.

Suddenly, a figure emerged from the wood, and the flash of

ight from the barrel of the rifle carried by a young man, dressed

in the garb of an Indian hunter, attracted the eye of the invalid.

A few steps in the rear of the young Indian, were two females,

wrapped in dark cloth mantles, bordered with red, folded over on

one side, and falling to the middle of the leg, displaying the scar-

let leggings pertaining to the costume of the Indian women of

that time. The taller of the two, held by the hand a child, appa-

rently about two or three years old, which soon, however, she.

transferred, Squaw-fashion, to her back. The young hunter wore

the blanket coat and red worsted sash> adopted, even in those

day6, by the Indian tribes who were accustomed to trade with the

white settlers.

The party first bent their steps to the cottage near the creek,

where they appeared to linger and look around them with doubt

;

but as they ascended the path that wound up the steep!side of the

hill, Mary's eyes became rivetted on them with intense earnest-

ness.

" Why do you tremble and quiver all over thus, my poor

Mary ?" said her friend, anxiously remarking the agitation that

shook the frame of the sick creature.

" Thyrza, Thyrza," she said, in hollow, smothered tones

;

"what mean these strange yearnings that shake my frame?

—

These are they whom 1 have watched and longed for with a mo-

ther's hope—yea, more than a mother's hope."

She sprang to her feet, as she spoke, and stood with her arms

stretched out, as if to embrace the strangers, as they drew near.

Thyrza noticed, that though their dress and carriage were those

of the children of the forest, the roseate blood of Europe mantled

in their cheeks, and the fair hair and blue eyes of the elder fe-

male contradicted her Indian costume.

The young hunter came forward and asked a cup of water.

" For," said he, u we have travelled far, and are in want of food

and water."
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The cup of water was filled, and given with a murmured bless-

ing by the hand of Thyrza, as she scanned the European features

of the strangers.

m Are you from the Credit?" she asked of the young man.

" We are from Lake Huron," he replied 5

l£ we are strangers.

Can you give these women shelter for the night?"

"We are two lone women," replied Thyrza, evasively, " an*

she is sick unto death," she added, lowering her voice.

M What ails her?" asked the stranger, turning an eye of trou-

bled enquiry, now for the first time, upon the invalid.

" A broken heart. She lost her children some five years

ago. One sad day saw us both childless."

" Did your children die of disease
;
by fever or accident ?"

asked the elder female, now pressing forward.

"Nay," said Thyrza, <£ they perished by a yet sadder fate

than these. They were lost in the depths of yonder gloomy

forest."

" My mother ! they were preserved by a merciful Provi-

dence to return to you, and bless your eyes once more," burst

from the lips of Rachel, as she cast herself weeping into the

arms of her weeping parent.

" Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace," mur-

mured the dying.Mary, as she sunk into the arms of her two

children. She had waited, as it were, for this moment of over-

powering happiness, but its joy was too great for her weak

frame, and she only lived to bless her children. Her remains

were laid by their hands in the grave beside her poor husband.

Thyrza had many years of peace and happiness in store,

and was a second mother to the children of her lost friend
;

and when they married and settled in life, she, with her wid-

owed daughter and the child left Ganada, and returned to their

native country.

All I know of the wanderings of the young people was

this, that they were found on the third day after they were lost,

not far from the river Credit, by a party of Indians, who,

unable or unwilling to take any trouble about restoring them

to their distant homes, carried them far to the westward
;

and they lived with these people, learning their language

and sharing their wild, wandering mode of life ; but ever re-

membering the lost heme of their youth with sad regrets. The
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beauty of the fair Rachel won her much regard ; and at

the end of a year, she was married by a French Mission-

ary to the son of a Chief of one of the Huron tribes. The
sight of a party of English fur-traders awakened all the love

of home and parents in the minds of the poor exiles. Rachel,

though a mother, was now a widow, for her husband had died

of a fierce lake fever, shortly after she had given birth to her

second child, which had died also ; and under the guidance of

the fur-traders, who had been made acquainted with their sin-

gular situation, they had returned back by a long and devious

way, to the home from which they had so long been separated.

Such, in point of fact, was the history of these young wan-

derers. There are few now that remember the circumstances,

for strangers fill the place they once occupied, and the old

block-houses are fallen to decay, and I only am left of all whom
they once knew as friend in the place. And the old man rose

as he finished his recital, and walked thoughtfully away, his

head bent down, and his thoughts evidently busy with scenes

and friends of past days. C. P. T.

Oaklands, Rice Lake.

[Written for the Maple Leaf.

THERMOMETERS.

The word thermometer is derived from two Greek words

thermos, signifying warm, and metron, meaning measure, and

is used for the purpose of indicating the temperature of the

atmosphere. It is said to have been invented about the

end of the fifteenth, or the beginning of the sixteenth cen-

tury ;
and, like a great many other equally good inventions,

several claim the honor, but no one knows the*actual inventor.

The general opinion, however, is,'that the idea first originated

with Galileo, who, in the year 1597, was said to have first made

the instrument, and that Saqudo, at a later period, perfected it -

although many years elapsed before the instrument reached its

present state of perfection. It is not unlikely, however, that it

might have been invented by a great number of different in-

dividuals in the same period of time.

At first they used what is called an air thermometer, in which

air supplied the place of quicksilver, ihen oil, and lastly alcohol

was tried. Dr. Haller first made use of mercury, which was
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found lo rank superior to either of the above mentioned fluids.

Mercury was found to answer best, for the reason that it is the

most sensible fluid to heat and cold, even air not excepted, and

of all liquids this is the most easily freed from air. Count Rum-

ford discovered that mercury was heated from the freezing to the

boiling point in 58, water in 153, and air in 617 seconds.

The thermometer consists of a glass tube, at the bottom of

which there is a bulb, which is generally of a spherical form ; in

this mercury or quicksilver is placed, and the atmosphere affect-

ing this, causes it to rise or fall in the tube. In order to mark the

rising of the atmosphere, a scale of figures is marked along the

tube, and by this simple way we can always discern the tempera-

ture of the air which we are at any moment breathing. At first

great difficulty was experienced in order to obtain the proper

scale. In the present scale of figures, 32 is marked at the freez.

ing point, when water congeals ; when the quicksilver falls to 0,

it is said to be at zero ; and then, as a matter of course, the further

the mercury descends below this point, the more intense is the

cold. In our rigorous climate the thermometer very frequently

ranges as low as 30 below zero
;
however, in Great Britain the

cold is never so intense. When the quicksilver is at 60, the air

is said to be temperate, and now when we are experiencing this

intense cold, we ought to be careful that the mercury of the ther-

mometer in our room is never above this point, as nothing is

more hurtful lo the constitution than to sit in too warm a cham-

ber. When the mercury rises as far as 98, it is the heat of the

blood in the average of living men, and 212 is the point when
water boils.

The simplest mode of filling a mercurial thermometer is to put

the mercury in a paper funnel, tied round the top of the tube.

This must be done very cautiously, by alternately heating gently

and then cooling the bulb, and at last making it boil in such a

manner as to completely expel the air. To close the extremity

of the bulb, it is first softened by heat, and drawn to a capillary

surface. Then, in order to free the tube entirely from air, the

bulb is heated intensely, and whilst in that state, the mercury

filling the whole tube, the capillary point is to be heated in the

flame of a lamp.

The the rmometers used now are Farenheit's in Britain, Holland,

and America; Reaumier's in France j and Celsuis's in Sweden.
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This instrument, besides being of use in the way 1 have men-

tioned, is of service in many other ways ; in the arts, for example,

in which the temperature of the air or liquids requires to be

attended to, and also for many other purposes. In short, this is

as useful a little instrument as the art of man has ever inyented,

and although since then a great many other inventions have fallen

under our notice, this one, though little in itself, will equal in point

of utility any of the later great inventions.

Montreal, February, 1854.. Isidor.

°£§18lf#l§5S§§<>
'

EDITORIAL.
A great pressure of business has prevented the publisher from sending

forth this number earlier. We trust the next may not be so long delayed.

We are in receipt of an excellent little work for juveniles, called " The
Youth's Casket." It is published in Buffalo, by E.F.Beadle, No. 11,

West Seneca Street. It abounds in interesting illustrations, and seems well

calculated to improve and amuse the class for which it is designed.

A young correspondent has kindly responded to our wish in regard to the

Thermometer.

The communication from " Uncle Tom" is good ; but it came to hand

after we had accepted another article on the same subject. We shall be

happy to receive a paper from him on the subject he mentioned.

What constitutes Poetry 1 is a question we propose for " Rose Bud's" con-

sideration. It is absolutely important that one should be well acquainted

with the rules of Grimmar before attempting versification ; and we would

add to that, a course of reading, comprising works of history, literature,

and general information. We do not mean to discourage young poets

;

but simply urge them to lay a proper foundation for excellence, by

cultivating a thorough knowledge of the fundamental principles of cor.

rect writing. " Rose Bud " will see that her poem lacks unity of

design, and abounds in grammatical errors. Her time would perhaps be

better employed in study for the present, until her taste is sufficiently educat-

ed to design and trace out a literary composition correctly.

We were glad to hear from several valued correspondents, whose articles

appear in this number.

We mention Persolus," particularly. His articles are always welcome;

pervaded, as they are, by excellent sentiment delicately and elegantly

expressed.

A. T. C. has our thanks for his spirited description of our winter sports,

and his beautiful drawing of a Toboggan party, which Mr. Walker has

engraved with his usual artistic skill. The moon beams seem to have affected

other correspondent? also. We fancy we sh II receive a number of arti-

cles distinguished for racy and interesting style : the tide sets that way ; " the

moon is at the full." In truth, we expect to see articles for our next, that

will display more evidences of thorough intellectual assiduity than anything

we have previously seen : the age is progressive j mind cannot stand still
;

thought should spread wide her pinions, and soar high.
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[Written for the Maple Leaf.

MY OLD MEMORANDUM BOOK

LEAF NO. I.

ot many days since I chanced to lay my

hand on an old Memorandum book, a kind

of journalin which, as far back as the year

^ ™. "V\^ 1838/1 used to jot down a few items of

\? ^y&L-^y personal feeling and experience. The

little volume looked so familiar and seemed

to speak to me so kindly and tenderly, in

voices of those who are gone, never to re-

turn, and recalled memories so touching,

that, hurried as I was searching for family

accounts that had been packed away for

years, 1 could not forbear to linger over it,

and at last concluded to put it in my pocket

for future perusal. A few of these jot-

tings I have re-arranged and written off,

and give them here in narrative form.

At the time to which I refer, I was comparatively a young

man, though disappointment in the attainment of many cherish-

ed objects had affected the elasticity of my spirits, and given me
a tinge of melancholy and sensitiveness that ill-accorded with the

constant demands of a flourishing business, upon my time and

energies. It seems all like a dream to me as I turn over the

pages of my ancient companion and monitor, my private Memo-
randum book, that so many years have sped their round since I

figured in the city of cotton bales, and mingled with her merchant

princes on the levee, and watched with feverish anxiety the rise

and fall of stock, or the fluctuations of the market. Many
changes have passed over me since then

;
many new views,

and, I trust, more truly elevated motives of action have swayed

my heart
;
yet I love to recall those earlier memories, and dwell

upon those old associations.—But to my subject. The first leaf

of my Journal was dated June 1st, 1838. It was about

that time that the American community was recovering from a

commercial panic, which seized both bank and merchant

throughout the land ; I mean the famous money reformation
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under President Jackson, and well established were those firms

whose resources met the emergency. The firm of B , in

which I had an interest, held its own, and came up equal to the

test ; in consequence of this, money flowed in rapidly, and pros-

perity crowned our affairs. The hurry of the spring trade

sales was rapidly giving place to the usual re-action in our large

warehouse. Hogsheads of sugar, and barrels of molasses, with

bags of coffee, chests of vanilla and cocoa, had been shipped in

large quantities, and invoices for purchasers, invoices for Cus-

toms, calculations of nett profits, and other kindred subjects

received their full share of attention. The season had been very

prosperous, and I felt that it was a propitious time for me to put

my long cherished design of travelling north, into execution. My
health was suffering much from close confinement, and so, leaving

our sage senior partners to conduct business, brave the yellow

fever, musquitoes, and heat, 1 sailed to Boston, from which place

as a centre I made journies to the principal cities and villages of

New England. Never shall I forget my sensations as I beheld

the hills and mountains of my native State, rising grandly in the

distance. I had grown to manhood beneath the fervid rays of a

southern sun, and my eyes had been accustomed to the gentle

features of a warmer clime ; still a natural swelling of strong ad-

miration filled my heart to overflowing amid these scenes of my
early childhood, and I hurried on to the While Mountains, where,

joining a party, we proceeded to visit several beautiful lakes and

spots of»wild grandeur, with which the Granite State is so plenti-

fully sprinkled. There is a kind of enthusiasm imbibed and

breathed in with every breeze that '.'iistles the massy foliage,

and sounds through the wilderness of trees, amid the deep glens

and mountain passes of picturesque New England, that animates

the whole man, if he has a soul to enjoy the grand and beautiful.

The pure mountain air acted upon me like exhilarating gas,

and soon my blood, which had been long accustomed to a slug-

gish flow, quickened its course, and my health improved, while

my spiritual man expanded day by day. I no longer wondered

at the bravery and fearless attachment to truth which so many of

our northern statesmen have displayed, or at that indomitable

snirit of freedom which has caused the halls of legislation to re-

sound with their eloquence and manly zeal. Nature seems to

compensate for the roughness and even sterile quality of the soil
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which often overlays hilly countries, by giving the inhabitants

strong frames and unconquerable energy of body and mind—an

energy which is developed in overcoming obstacles; and from

the fact that greater exertions must be made, they rise to a higher

grade of intellectual attainment than the inhabitants of places

possessing more natural advantages.

Some weeks of my proposed absence still remained, and I

felt no inclination to shorten my stay and resume business. I,

therefore, procured a light carriage in Concord, and resolved to

drive leisurely through this Switzerland of America, this lovely

region of the White and Green Mountains, and send it back from

Lake George, where 1 expected to meet some friends, and return

with them to New Orleans. Pursuing my intention, the close of

a day in the latter part of August found me not far from the lake

shore in Vermont. A lovely sunset shed its golden radiance

athwart distant mountain summit, and spread its variegated

hues broad and generously over each gentle slope and waving

grain field, and lighting upon the placid lake, gilded each dancing

ripple that broke upon the shore. The eye could linger upon such

a scene, taking in at a glance the swelling hills towards the east,

the varied colourings of the harvest fields near, while upon the

west extending widely, rolled gently the beauteous Champlain,

gemmed with green islands, and dotted with white sails. The re-

flection of the glowing clouds rested upon the waters ; roseate

and violet-hued imagery, castellated piles, towers, and lofty battle-

ments, found answering forms in the crystal surface beneath.

While gazing, one might well indulge in poetic visions, and

imagine the land of the blessed near those bright openings which

I saw in the clouds far to the north-west. To a native of

the Granite State, or her sister realm, Vermont, the pure air, the

vivid green of the landscape, the abrupt summit of the mountains,

the craggy steeps, up which wind narrow roads, the succession

of undulations in the surface, are features of constant interest,

and call forth the fondest attachment. I well remember my sen.

sations while viewing the last rays of sunlight on this particular

evening. A gush of glory seemed to settle over the scene, a

sweet repose fell upon the farm houses, whose casements glisten-

ed in the sunset ; the voices of the animal creation grew fainter

—

a solemn hush fell upon my spirit. I held my breath. I cannot

express the intense longing I felt to sympathise with the spirit of
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beauty that hovered there in those rays of dying daylight. How
thankful we sometimes are to hear a human voice give words to

the very emotions that are upheaving one's spirit. 1 was alone.

I drove on in silence ; no voice of appreciation or quick look of

earnest feeling met my surcharged heart. Soon distressful emo-

tions struggled in my breast, mingled with my love of the beauti-

ful. I realised that man is the marring spirit in the world. 1

felt most deeply that I was not perfect ; that tokens of a degene-

rate nature were within me, and I sighed as recollections of

wasted time and misimproved talents came to mind there, in the

silence and holy beauty of that sunset scene. Quick as thought,

as if to still the sorrow which I felt, my mind turned from ma-

terial forms of loveliness upon which 1 must so soon close my

eyes, to those pure waves that flow fast by the tree of life, and

those angelic spirits who welcome the Christian to the society of

Heaven ; and then and there, while passing along, did I

resolve to bring my future nearer the high standard of excellence

which the Creator requires, and looking upward 1 prayed as 1

never prayed before, that He would enable me to live to His

glory. Then I realised that to have lived for naught, to have

frittered away an existence worth untold gold, to have floated

along the current of time, scarce rising with its flowing tide, is a

record most sorrowful, fearfully sorrowful, and fraught with

weight of woe, and anguish to be borne from these scenes of

hope, to the lowest depths of hell! I asked myself the ques-

tion, is man made to bask in sunshine only ? Is immortal

energy given him to be expended on trifles, to grasp at straws 1

Is it enough that I am a successful business man, a kind friend to

those who are kind to me in return 1 The echo of my own

dissatisfied experiences, ever resounding in my ears, the thirst

of my craving spirit always urging me to try the "broken

cisterns" of earth, the longing of my soul to sympathise with

something in itself higher and nobler than mere worldly gain,

were the silent responses I received to my earnest self-ques-

tienings, and they were not without effect. * * *
*

I had driven very near a beautiful village, and finding myself

somewhat fatigued, I determined to remain there for the night.

The village ofC. is situated on both sides of a small but beau-

tifully winding stream, and the white houses with their green

blinds peeping out, so tastefully, from the shade of elm and
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beechen tree's, looked inviting, giving one an image of home

comfort, such as is to be found generally in the modest villages

•f that part of the country. The hotel was near the water, and

after tea, I sat down by the open window in my room, where I

could hear the subdued sound of its wavelets, and drink in the

flood of beauty, with which the moon had mellowed the scene,

and so absorbed was I in my own reflections that I did not at

first hear voices near me. I soon, however, became conscious

that there were others in the world besides myself. The tones

seemed to come from the next room. A voice of singular

sweetness, and of that peculiar pathos that touches the heart

seemed to answer some one.

"1 cannot, dear Albert, overcome my belief that our search

will prove successful. I feel a strange drawing to this quiet

little village ; let us remain here a few days at least, until we

can make minute inquiries."

rt Oh yes, Eveline, I like the spot ; there ought to be fine

fishing up here in these pure streams ; and Vermont fish may
perhaps be attracted by Virginia baits. I have ordered the

carriage to be put up, and mean to ransack the whole vicinity,

not excepting " the fishing grounds," if there are any, and you

can have ample time for your object."

" Bless you dearest, you are too good ; I try to find words to

express my love for your patience with me ; if I do find my
sister, how happy I shall be ; it seems to me, that this intense

desire will break my heart if it continues."

Here the voices seemed to move away ; but I had heard

enough to set a train of thought in motion, and taking out my
pencil I noted the incident, hoping sincerely that the amiable

couple might ever be as confiding and devoted to each other as

now ; little thinking how my own future was to be entwined

with theirs, or how our paths, hitherto so divergent, were so

soon to meet. *

Montreal, March, 1854*.

The plant that for years has been growing distorted, and dwell-

ing in a barren spot, deprived of light and nourishment, withered

in its leaves, and blighted in its fruit, cannot at once recover

from so cruel a blast.



102 LINES.

LINES

" Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning."

I.

Oft when my spirit falters

Along the path of life,

And tries to rise, then flutters

Mid scenes of mortal strife ;

—

Winging from realms of glory,

The dove, of heav'nly birth,

Whispers to me the story

Ofjoy beyond the earth.

ir.

Upon my heart's deep yearnings

Fall voices from above,

Stilling the mystic burnings

—

The central fires of love ;

—

Calling my wand'ring spirit

To cease its wayward flight..

And purest joys inherit

In homes of fadeless light.

in.

Oh ! could those sounds angelic,

That spell of beauty stay

—

Those gleams of life ecstatic

Burst ever o'er my way ;

—

Then wrapt in an Elysian,

My soul would upward soar,

Catching from ev'ry vision

Bright rays forever more.'

IV.

Alas ! the soul's bright pinions,

Sin-stricken now, are bound
;

Its noble aspirations

Are fallen to the ground ;

—

Longing, forever longing,

For higher, happier life,

It waiteth for the dawning

Of a day with glory rife.

t
v '

That day beyond the mountains

Shall streak the Eastern sky,

Where purling rills and fountains,

Lave trees that never die
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And there beneath its splendor

The Armies of the Blest,

In peace and joy most tender,

Shall own a sacred rest.

VI.

Oh ! life henceforth be holy,

Be glorified to me,

My views of self most lowly,

And those of God most free
;

Then shall my path be upward,

Tho' often fac'd with thorns,

And onward, ever onward,

Above life's darkling storm?.

Montreal, March, 1854.

THE DEFORMED BOY.

It was one of those soft, golden days of autumn, which seem

like returns of Eden, that a party of young persons assembled

in an open field for the purpose of hop-gathering. Nothing

could make a prettier rural picture than this grouping of bright-

eyed girls and gay young beaux beneath the large arbor they

had formed of the graceful and luxuriant vines. There was

scarce a girl among them that had not some green sprig or

purple aster, or crimson cardinal-flower twisted among her

silken locks ; scarce a boy that wore not in his straw hat a

drooping cluster of hops, or a bright plume of golden-rod.

Protected from the sun by their canopy of vines, and fanned

by the breeze that rustled through it from the neighboring

woodland, nothing could be pleasanter than their rustic employ-

ment. So many diversions, too, were contrived to lessen its

monotony ! One told the tale of Cinderella, a hundred times

heard before, yet ever interesting and ever new ; another sang

one of Burns' little songs, so appropriate for a scene of rural

labor and festivity ; the pitcher of cool root beer was brought,

and handed about ; old jokes were revived, and laughed at as

heartily as though now for the first time invented ; a sly kiss

was stolen by some roguish boy from the strawberry lips of

the maiden at his side ; and then, to check the uproarious

merriment, a ghost story, such as Tam O'Shanter reduced to

prose, or the old ballad of " Margaret's Ghost," was related

E. H.L.
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with due solemnity by some damsel, whose story-telling talent

made amends for the homeliness of her face.

Among the party was one who, though sharing cheerfully

in these sports, did so more through benevolent sympathies

than from any hearty gayety of feeling. He was a lad about

fifteen years of age, possessing one of the sweetest and most

intelligent faces in the world, but bearing in his person the

curse of incurable deformity. All were kind to him, and all

loved him ; but neither their kindness nor their love could drive

away the sadness at his heart. It was not merely his defor-

mity that made him miserable ; it was the feeling that he was

spiritually alone in the world ; that the sympathy of his race

was for his misfortune, and not for those high aspirations and

holy emotions which were shrouded in his weak, misshapen

frame.

There was, however, one in that merry group who knew

him better than he thought. This was Ellen Mayland, the

daughter of our late physician ; a girl noted in Newburg for

the sweetness of her temper, and the warmth of her attach-

ments. She had known Otis Wendell all his lifetime, and

was one of the earliest supporters of his little hobbling, awk-

ward steps. The attachment formed between them then, had

been a lasting one ; but Ellen, quite a woman now, saw much

less of him than when they were schoolmates together, and

used to sit under the green oak during the long summer noon-

time, telling each other stories of fairies, and crying over the

hapless fate of the " Children in the Wood." Otis feared that,

now she had become a beautiful young lady, she would no

longer interest herself in the poor little deformed boy who

claimed her childish compassion. Tears came into his eyes

when, at the close of the day, he saw her, with others, tie on

her bonnet, and prepare to depart. Instead ofjoining the com-

pany, however, she turned to him, and said, "It is not night

yet, by an hour or more. Let us have one of our old sittings

under the green tree. You know we used to be often together

at twilight, watching the red rays die off from the hill-top.

Go down with me to the old chestnut, and we can see them

now, as beautiful as ever."

Otis grasped her hand. " O, Ellen, it will make me too

happy !"
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The " old chestnut" was the pride of our village, being of

enormous size, and growing in one of the pleasantest spots

upon the banks of the Kattequissim. Its roots ran along partly-

above the surface of the ground, and were covered with beau-

tiful green moss, that was kept constantly fresh by the trickling

water welling up near the base of the trunk. Here, upon a

dry spot of turf, the young friends found a seat.

" Now lay your little weary head upon my knee, Otis, and

tell me why you have not felt happy, to-day."

He hid his beautiful face upon the folds of her dress? kissed

them rapturously, and then, lying down so that he might gaze

up into heF eyes, rested his golden curls and glowing cheek

upon her knee, as she desired. " How could you know I was

not happy, Ellen ? Did I not laugh, and sing, and tell stories,

as much as any one of the party ?"

" As much, but not as heartily. Your gayety, to-day, had

no soul. Now tell me, are you sick, or only sad ?"

"You know I am never well, Ellen, never quite well; and

I think these poor feelings often make me gloomy when I

ought to be gay. But, O, I felt so lonely, to-day ! There

was so much in my soul that no one sympathizes with, that

no one understands."

u But you will find sympathy as you grow older. A very

richly-endowed spirit is always lonely and unappreciated in

its youth, being far in advance of the generation with which

its years would class it, and yet too modest and shrinking to

claim fellowship with the ripe spirits that precede it only in

age. But in a few years, Otis, your mind will grow so bold

and strong, it cannot, like a little bird, sit any longer in its

greenwood nest, but will soar up into the eye of day, where

all men can see and admire it. Then you will have friends

among the good and great
;
you will no longer feel lonely."

" Dear Ellen, your voice has been so long my oracle, I am
half tempted to believe everything it predicts. But you forget

the great obstacle that lies in my way. My soul might fly

but for the clog of this poor body. I do not murmur at my
lot, Ellen, yet I sometimes feel like a caged lion, strong and

furious, but ah, so helpless, so desolate, so full of a great

ambition that can never be satisfied ! Who ever regards me
as anything but a being to be pitied and protected, but whose
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life must be always a burden to himself and a curse to his

friends 1 And yet, Ellen, 1 have a soul within me which tells

me that I was made to act, and not to suffer ; to minister to

the multitude, instead of living upon their charity. You will

think me vain and foolish, I fear ; but if I am so, you have

more power than any one else to correct and improve me.

Do so, Ellen. Be my monitor. Teach me how to conform

myself to my low and miserable condition."

The poor boy clasped his hands, and looked up into her

face with an expression so sorrowful and beseeching, it drew

the tears from her eyes. She bent over and touched his fore-

head with her lips.

61 Dear Otis, I am going to make you happy, if you will but

promise to place yourself in my power, and do whatever I bid

you. Will you promise ?"

" Promise ? Yes, anything, everything that you wish. I

am yours. Do what you will with me."

"Well, this is my plan. You must go home to your

parents, and get their consent that you shall come and live

with mother and me. You shall join Mr. Elliot's classes in

Greek and Latin, and become, what I know you wish to be, a

scholar. I have a little fortune that is, at present, lying use-

less on my hands. This I am going to invest in your educa-

tion. Now, don't look so wild, dear Otis, as though you

thought this intention of mine anything out of the ordinary

range of kindness. I have consulted mother, and she con-

sents ; and you know I shall never be easy or satisfied till

my plan is fulfilled."

Otis heard this proposition with the profoundest surprise

and emotion. " Are you really in earnest, Ellen. If so, I

must be in earnest, too, and tell you that I cannot be so selfish

as to consent to your plans. What, Ellen ; do all this for

me, who dare not hope to repay you one half the kindness you

have already shown me ?"

" Otis, you must consent. You are my brother. My heart

has adopted you. I wish your life to be a useful and a happy

one. To be useful, you must be active. Nature has forbidden

you to be so, physically, yet in proportion as she has disabled

your body, she has endowed your mind. Now ask your con.

science, whether you will so nearly fulfil your duty by deny-



THE DEFORMED BOY. 107

ing yourself the advantages of education through fear of

wronging me, as you will by availing yourself of the means

offered to render yourself widely useful in the world. Sup-

posing you never repay me, in any way. I shall not suffer

by it. I have health, strength, and a love of industry. It

would make me a thousand times happier to give all I have to

you, without thought of recompense, than to be the mistress

of a million, if I could not bestow it as I pleased. Do not

deny my will, Otis. You said, a few moments since, that

you were mine, and that I might do with you as I chose. I

hold you to that promise. You shall come into our family,

and remain with us till you are prepared for college ; and O,

my dear brother, shalfwe not be happier than we have been

before, dwelling under the same roof, studying from the same

books, and trying every day to grow wiser and better 1 Can

you resist my entreaties ?"

" O, no, Ellen, I cannot. God forgive me if I do wrong in

accepting such a great sacrifice as you will make for me ; but

your prayers are a law that I have no power to disobey.

I am your brother ; and I will cheerfully owe everything to

you. God grant that I may become all you hope or wish ! God

grant I may prove worthy of your affection ! With your eyes

looking into mine, I half forget I am not in paradise. All the

angels do not live in heaven. All the bliss is not enjoyed

there. I can now realize something of the glories and joys of

the upper world. There all are good and beautiful like you
;

no wonder they say it is a happy place."

Abstracted from all the world around them, full of happy

and holy feelings, the young friends noted not the fall of the

dew and the increasing dimness of the twilight. They were

aroused by a footstep near them. A person approached, whom
Ellen recognized as Mr. Elliot, the teacher of Greek and Latin

whom she had mentioned to Otis.

" I fear, Miss Ellen," he said, very kindly, " I fear you have

been thinking more of poetry and sentiment than of health, in

remaining so late abroad. 1 just came from your mother, who
is quite uneasy about you. Will you not take my arm, and

return 1 Otis, my dear boy, you shall lean upon the other.

Forgive me for interrupting your interview. I did not know
you were together."
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Otis declined the proffered assistance, and bidding Ellen

good-night, took another path toward the village. " How
much that poor boy loves you, Ellen," remarked Mr. Elliot,

as he quitted their sight.

"Not more than I love him," replied Ellen. " He has one

of the noblest souls and truest hearts in the world ; but how
little is he appreciated ! The world cruelly wrongs those who
are physically unfortunate, by looking upon them as objects

of pity, merely, when they may have intellect of the loftiest

order waiting only to be encouraged to put forth glorious

developments. This is the case with Otis. He is painfully

sensitive to his misfortune, and has felt chained down by it to

helpless desolation. I have been trying to cheer and uplift

his spirits, to-night. I believe I have succeeded."

"As you always must, Ellen, in everything you attempt.

A dark heart must that be which would not be cheered by your

encouragement."

« I have been persuading Otis," she continued, to join your

classes in the languages. He has consented."

« Indeed ! with what view did you counsel it ? I had sup-

posed his parents too indifferent to his fate to make great sa-

crifices for his education
;

and, with their poverty, it must

require great sacrifices to pay the expense of a collegiate

course."

"His parents, it is true, have little feeling for him. They

cannot appreciate the jewel God has given them in that mis-

shapen casket. But he has friends who know him better, and

who are willing to do everything in their power to assist him.

If his parents do not object, he will join your classes next

week; and his home he will find beneath my mother's roof,

who has the kindest affection for him, and regards him almost as

a child of her own."

" This will be a kindness to me, as well as to Otis. Much

as you seek to disguise your favors to me, my heart perceives

and appreciates them. This is the twelfth scholar you have

obtained for me, Ellen. Two months I struggled on with but

four; now I have twenty. 0, you are everybody's good

angel !"

Ellen deserved this praise. In yielding assistance or relief,
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none was so active and willing as she. When Mr. Elliot

came to Newburg, and she learned that he had been obliged

to give up his studies on account of ill health, and that he

was poor, and had no friends to assist him, all her benevolent

feelings were excited, and she went about among her acquaint-

ances to arouse their sympathies in his behalf. He opened a

school in the village, and Ellen had been unwearied in her

efforts to procure him patronage. He was now much encour-

aged. His health was every day improving, and his school

becoming more prosperous. Can it be wondered that he

called Ellen a "good angel?"

It may be supposed that Otis did not drink sparingly of the

fountain of knowledge that was laid open to him. He de-

voured books with a most unhealthy appetite. He pored over

them till his eyes grew large and bright, and his cheek hollow

and fevered. The spirit within him seemed consuming its

shrine. Ellen saw the danger, and with her customary re-

solution, interposed At first, she gently cautioned him ; but

finding this ineffectual, she spoke out more decidedly. She

reminded him of his resolution to become a benefactor to

man; to acquire knowledge as an intellectual lever whereby

to raise the world. Instead of that he was making a revel of

his studies ; he was pursuing them to an unhealthy excess
;

already had they intoxicated him. His brain no longer

clearly perceived the path of duty, but was intent only on

self-indulgence. At this reproof, Otis wept, and fell on his knees

at Ellen's feet, promising to be guided only by her. She did not

abuse her power. Tenderly soothing him, as a mother would

sooth a nervous child, she brought him back to temperance and

calm reflection.

Two years went by, and Mr. Elliot having partially recovered

his health, and completed the study of divinity, received, at the

marriage altar, the gentle hand of the lovely and gifted Ellen

Mayland.

Very soon after her marriage, Otis left Newburg to enter upon

his collegiate studies. We select one from among the many
letters that he addressed to Ellen during his residence at Cam-
bridge. It was written when he had been there about one

year:

—
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« Cambridge, June 7, 1790.

"Dear Ellen,'—Your letter came when I was down-

hearted, and revived me. How precious were its eloquent words

of encouragement ! Bless you, my more than sister, that amid

all your numerous and peculiar duties, as a wife, mother, and the

companion of a Christian pastor, you still continue to interest

yourself so warmly in my success. 1 never can forget how much
I am your debtor.

" Because I speak of being down-hearted, you must not sup-

pose I find myself unhappy here. I have many warm friends

who do much to encourage and improve me. And books are

inexhaustible companions. I appreciate them more truly every

day I live. But my aim is not enjoyment merely. 1 have some-

thing to do in the world, and my object here is to acquire intel-

lectual power to fit me for my duties. Others may strive for

college honors, / will strive for your approbation, and to qualify

myself for future usefulness in the world. When 1 was younger,

Ellen, I used to mourn over my physical misfortune ; but now I

rather congratulate myself upon it, it throws me so entirely upon

my inward strength. If 1 had the form of Apollo, I might be

meditating how to display it most strikingly in the circles of

fashion ; but now my thoughts are wholly devoted to the means

of making my mental power counterbalance my bodily infirmity.

I owe much of my present healthy frame of mind to your gentle

and judicious counsel. Indeed, Ellen, what do I not owe to

you 1

« You wish to know whether I have yet decided on a profes-

sion. Yes, Ellen, I will be a lawyer ! You will, perhaps, at

first, be disposed to doubt whether this opens to me the broadest

sphere of usefulness. You, the young wife of a clergyman, will,

of course, look with peculiar favor upon the sacred profession.

Or, perhaps, you will recall the extensive usefulness and benevo-

lence of your father, and advise me to engage in the practice of

the healing art. I disparage neither of these callings, Ellen, but

my path is to the courts of earthly justice. Shall t tell you in what

manner 1 hope to make myself useful 1 If there are poor men

oppressed by the powerful, I will defend and relieve them ; if

rich men commit wrongs against the destitute and helpless, I will

rebuke them ; I will endeavor to conform human law to Divine

law, and persuade men to carry their religion about them in their
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everyday life. Wherever I find public vice, injustice, and fraud,

there will I work with a bold heart, and tireless zeal, till virtue,

justice, and integrity, are substituted in their place. Ellen, if God

will but bless my efforts, my life shall not be fruitlessly spent.*

" Every day that 1 remain in college, I grow more in love

with mankind. The good trails of human nature are constantly-

revealing themselves to me. My misfortune, which I once

supposed would be a perpetual misery to me, has served me as

an t open sesame' into the hearts of all with whom I associate.

I wish you could know them, Ellen, they are so kind to me.

But kind as they are, they can never equal you. No, my dear

friend, you will always remain queen of my heart

!

" Thank you for giving that little one my name. May he do

it greater honor than I ever can hope to ! Every morning, Ellen,

I pray for your happiness, and every evening meditate on your

goodness. God bless your husband and child
;
and, 0, my dear

friend, most devotedly do I pray, God bless you forever !

" Your most grateful and affectionate

Otis."
(To be Continued.)

REFLECTIONS.
The joyous spring-time is coming once more. Nature is pre-

paring to fold away her wintry sheets. Soon the trees will put

on their holiday attire, and Flora, with her gay train, will appear,

heralded by the song of birds and the hum of insects. The rippling

brook and mighty river, with its great palpitating heart, loosed

from its strong ice-ribs, unite with the bird and insect to praise

the great Creator. Like the ever flowing river, the restless tide

of time has rolled on, bearing away many hopes, which were bright

when last the spring-sun shed his beams over us. How many,

who were then revelling in his light, have passed away to the

land of shadows ! How many have bowed over the wreck of

ruined hopes, with hearts crushed, and bleeding ! How many

have listened vainly for a foot-fall which thrilled to the heart

;

for a voice whose lightest tones were music, and have gazed

through tears after a form whose very shadow was sunlight to

them ;—all vainly, vainly ! The step, which sent a thrill to the

heart of love, now echoes on some distant shore, or haply

is stilled forever ; the voice of earnest melody now sounds for

* The sentiments of this paragraph are not fiction.
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other ears, or, it may be, mingled with the notes of the blest

;

that beloved form no more brings sunlight to the heart—all are

gone ! The spring-sun will shine as brightly as of old ; the trees

and the birds will be unchanged ; the old river will keep on its

course ; the great battle of life will go on, and we must arm for

the struggle, and though memory may dwell fondly on the past,

through whose far-off, dim perspective, the very shoals, on which

we have grounded, glitter like isles of beauty,—we must remember

that we live in the present.

Summer, Winter, Fall and Spring,

In the present all are losU

Snow may fall, or birds may sing,

Sunshine glow, or glitter frost

;

Friends may crowd about our way,

Hopes may cluster round the hearth,

Love may gild life's op'ning day,

Bringing joys too pure for earth ;

—

Eut snows melt, and birds will fly,

Sunshine darken, vanish frost;

Friends may either change, or die

;

Love is gain'd at matchless cost ;

—

Yet there is a world above,

Where the spring is ever bright,

—

There undying flow'rs of love

Burst forever on the sight.

Edla.
Montreal, March 25, 1854.

»£#§e5§#i«ii€<>

" There is no place better calculated to inspire melancholy con-

templation than a grave-yard. There, in that repository of the

dead, the land of silence and gloom, repose the proud and the

rich, the poor and the humble. Strife is forgotten, the tongue of

slander is dumb, the voice of slander is hushed. All is silence

and repose. Kings, heroes, and subjects moulder together for-

gotten. The fairest sons of genius lie beside the senseless idiot.

Titles are unknown, distinctions are annihilated, and all sleep in

forgetfulness on the earth's cold bosom.

But is this the end of man ? No. There is a fairer world

beyond the sea of terrestrial sorrow, a realm of consecrated

beatitude ; a clime of unspeakable enjoyment. There the coun-

tenance of sorrow is changed to smiles, and enrapturing joys will

repay a life of pain and sorrow."
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HALOS.

In certain states of the atmosphere, chiefly occurring in Polar

regions, the sun and moon are surrounded with circles and parts

of circles of various sizes and forms, producing the most singular

and remarkable effects. All these appearances are called halos.

The small halos seen round the sun and moon in fine weather,

when the sky is partially covered with light fleecy clouds, are

also called coronce. Sometimes the image of the sun or moon is

repeated several times, producing what are called parhelia or

mock-suns, and paraselenes or mock-moons. Small halos sur-

rounding the planet Venus have been observed near the Equator.

The colors of the solar halo are similar to those of the rainbow,

but not so bright, and they do not always occur in the same

order. In the halo the red is generally nearest the sun, the ex-

terior of the band being a pale indigo or violet, and in some cases

white. Occasionally the inner edge is white, and beyond this

are green, yellow, and a pale red. The lunar halo is usually

white, but occasionally shows tints of pale green or red. Both

the solar and the lunar halo often appear double, consisting of

two concentric circular bands ; the outer one being broader than

the other, its colors fainter, and its distance from the sun or

moon twice as great as that of the inner band. The sky within
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the halos is sometimes of a deep blue color : but it is frequently

gray, on account of a thin veil of clouds covering it.

Corona? are much smaller than halos. A corona sometimes

appears in company with a halo, but such is not often the case.

The solar corona commonly consists of three concentric bands,

variously colored ; in one observed by Sir Isaac Newton, by re-

flection in a light of standing water, the colors of the three bands

proceeding from the sun outwards were blue, white, and red
;

purple, blue, green, and pale red
;
pale blue and red.

Mock-suns, or parhelia, are of common occurrence within the

Arctic Circle. Their usual appearance has been thus described :

—« When the sun is not far from the horizon, one or more lumi-

nous circles or halos surround it at a considerable distance ; two

beams of light go across the innermost circle, passing through the

centre of the sun, the one horizontally, the other perpendicular-

ly, so as to form a cross ; where these beams touch the circle,

the light is, as it were, concentrated in a bright spot, some-

times scarcely inferior in brilliance to the sun itself; at the cor-

responding points in the outermost circle, segments of other cir-

cles, wholly external, come into contact with it."

A beautiful exhibition of parhelia, which occurred in the nor-

thern parts of America, has been thus described:—"The at-

mosphere had been very hazy, but as the haziness cleared off,

the first appearance was a brilliant parhelion. " Its form at first

was nearly circular, and its apparent diameter a little greater than

that of the true sun. Its light, which was of a brilliant white,

was so intense as to pain the eyes. In a few moments, another

parhelion, of equal brightness, appeared at the same distance on

the east side of the sun, and at the same altitude. When first

seen it appeared a little elongated vertically, and slightly colored.

Both these parhelia retained their size and appearance for a few

moments, and then began to lengthen in a vertical direction, and

shew the prismatic colors, with considerable brilliancy . Directly

above the sun appeared, at the same time with the parhelia, a

colored arc, having its centre in the zenith, and its convexity

towards the sun. The exterior was red ; the other colors were

merged into each other, but the blue and green were predominant,

though faint."

Paraselene are frequently seen in the Polar regions. Captain



HALOS. 115

Parry noticed several of them during the long winter nights of

those dreary abodes. On the flist of December, 1819, he re-

marked one close to the horizon, another perpendicularly above

it, and two others on a line parallel to the horizon. " Their

shape was like that of a comet, the tail being from the moon.

The side towards the moon was of light orange-color. During

the existence of these mock-moons, a halo or luminous ring ap-

peared round the moon, and passed through all the mock-moons,

at which instant two yellowish-colored lines joined the opposite

mock-moons, and formed four quadrants, bisecting each other at

the centre of the circle. These appearances varied in bright-

ness, and continued above an hour." On another occasion a

circular halo surrounded the moon
;
part of a well defined circle

of white light passing through the moon, extended for several

degrees on each side of her, and in points where this circle in-

tersected the halo, were paraselensc. In the part of the halo im-

mediately over the moon was another much brighter, and opposite

to it in the lower part ot the circle another similar but much
more faint. About the same time on the following evening two

concentric circles were observed round the moon, upon the inner

of which were four paraselenae exhibiting the colors of the rain-

bow. On another evening he saw a halo, which had in it three

paraselenae, very luminous, but not tinged with prismatic colors
;

and on the following day the same phenomena occurred with the

addition of a vertical stripe of white light proceeding from the

upper and lower limbs of the moon, and forming with a part of the

horizontal circle seen before, the appearance of a cross. There

was also at times an arc of another circle touching the halo,

which sometimes almost reached to the zenith, changing the inten-

sity of its light, very frequently not unlike the Aurora Borealis.

In former ages the appearance of halos produced great terror

;

but their cause is now better understood. They are produced by

refractions of light in the globules of water which are suspended

in the atmosphere ; or the vapours of the atmosphere being fro-

zen, innumerable particles of ice, of an angular form, fill the air,

and refract and sometimes decompose the rays of the sun and

moon. In the arctic regions, at the time when halos are most

frequently seen, the particles of floating ice prick the skin like

needles, and raise blisters on the face and hands.

—

Selected.
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THE GATHERED ELOWER.

" And Death so gently o'er her crept,

We deemed not that she died—but slept."

She sleeps !—upon that lovely brow,

We can trace no sorrow now,

Soft the fringed lids do lie

O'er the closed and loving eye,

—

O'er the sweet lips hov'ring bright

There is shed ethereal light,

Telling of that brighter shore

Where our loved one 's gone before.

Tears for us !—the fruitless yearning

Slow the sadden'd spirit learning,

That on earth no more 'twill see,

Joy again, belov'd, with thee !

Vainly comes the summer breeze,

Wafting gladness through the trees

'Twill but deeper, deeper press,

Haunting dreams of loveliness.

Softly falls each golden tress

Round thy pure brow's loveliness,

And the parting smile from thee

Still upon thy lips we see ;

—

From our halls the light has flown,

Since thy gentle, loving tone

Left the home thy presence biess'd,

With its soothing tenderness.

Tears for us !—yet, wherefore flow !

When that blessed one we know,

Has but joined the happy band

In the far off Angel land,

Which on earth she loved so well,

Where her spirit seemed to dwell,

E'en when with her loved ones here,

Pointing to a brighter sphere !

Tears for us !—the broken chain

Ne'er can link on earth again ;

—

Happy household, severed now,

Well such grief our hearts may bowj
Yet the links tho' scattered here,

In that brighter glorious sphere,

Will be gathered, bound,—O never

Dreaded Death again to sever

!
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Tears for us, beloved !—but thou

Ne'er shall pain or sorrow know,

—

Love'6 deep fountains, stirred by thee,

Painful from intensity,

—

Trembling even midst its joy,

Fearful some unseen alloy,

Should that blissful dream dispel

—

Not on earth such love may dwell.

Tears for us ! —our gathered flower,

—

Gathered ere the sun or shower,

Or the rude world's blighting storm

Touched thy pure and sinless form ;

—

Saved from sin, from sorrow free,

Saved to all eternity,

—

Brightly blooms our gathered flower,

Safe in Eden's blissful bower 1

A friend has just handed us a number of the Hipean, a maga-

zine which is annually published in a female seminary, some

distance from here. We find some fine articles in it, showing

the effects of a sound mental training. One of them we give

below, not so much for its literary merit, as to show the humorous

style in which it is written. Our young friends in school often

complain that they cannot write compositions. If they could see

this really interesting magazine, made up of original contributions

from young girls, they would take fresh courage, we think :

—

Misses Editresses :

—

As I am now in a very interesting part of my travels,'I thought

it would not be unwelcome to you to have a description of the

country through which I am now passing.

The kingdom of Humanity is situated in a very pleasant part

of the world, and is bounded on the north by infancy, on the east

% by the Province of Youth, on the south by the republic of Manhood,

and west by the river of Old-age. The Kingdom is divided into

a number of states, some of which 1 will endeavour to describe,

viz., Decline, Prostration, Convalescence, and Health. The lat-

ter is rather the largest, and is considered the most pleasant by

every one. The inhabitants being the most agreeable, I spent

more time there, than in any other state. I also visited Decline,

C. Hayward.
Ravenscourt, March, 1854.



118 CORRESPONDENCE OF THE HIPEAN.

which is in the nprth-eastern part of the Kingdom, and is bounded

on the north by Homeopathy, on the east by sympathizing,

friends, on the south by inquisitive old ladies and their prescrip-

tions, and on the west by a big rocking chair.

I next went into the state of Prostration, which is a very un-

pleasant one. The inhabitants are very poor and petulant. This

state is bounded on two sides by quack doctors, and on the other

two by patent medicines. After remaining in this state a few

weeks, set sail on the Hydropathy river, in the ship Allopathy,

and soon arrived at the state of Convalescence. The capital of this

state is Appetite, which, by the way, is a very flourishing town.

Having stayed here a reasonable time, I entered the state of

Health, which, as I said before, is the most delightful. As I en-

ter jd this state, 1 noticed that the air seemed purer than in the

other states. This state is bounded on the north by much ex-

ercise, on the east by frequent bathing, on the south by simple

diet, and on the west by cheerfulness.

1 am still remaining in the state of Health, and intend to con-

tinue my travels, and in about six weeks you may expect to hear

from me again. Amanda R.

Correspondence, No. 2.

Misses Editresses :—

I still continue my travels in the Kingdom of Humanity. In

my last communication, I stated that I had just entered the state of

Health. From the capital of that state, on the railroad of time,

I proceeded to the state of Single Blessedness. Soon after I en-

tered this state, I passed a small town inhabited entirely by cats

and pet dogs. The climate of this state must be very salubrious,

for the inhabitants all looked old. I think the youngest of them

was over thirty. The state is bounded on the north by Cupid's

dominions, on the south by disappointed hope. The stream of

young-love formerly made its eastern boundary, but it has ceased

to flow, and its bed has long since become dry and dusty. A
formidable chasm separates this state on the west from the

sunny state of Matri nony ; but I was told, by some of the

most reputable inhabitants, that, lured by the pleasant breeze that

constantly blows from that state, it is no uncommon occurrence

for the inhabitants of the state of Single Blessedness to attempt

the fearful leap, and that many succeeded, while a few perished
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in the ditch. 1 went down to view this wonder, just as the

honey moon was rising. The chasm looked rather dark, but I

saw one, on the other side, who only yesterday left Bachelor's

Town, in this state, and made a successful leap, beckoning to his

companions to follow ; and I thought two or three that went with

me, manifested quite a desire to obey.

On my way here I passed through the state of Temperance. This

is very similar to Health, both in situation, and the advantages

that it possesses, and is bounded on one side by that state. The
capital of this state is cold water, situated near the centre, and

surrounded by an impenetrable fortification called the pledge.

At the south-east corner of this state 1 saw a turnpike that

seemed to be well travelled, called Morning Dream Road, and

as I was about to take that direction, to see what of interest I

could find, I met a man just coming in, on the road of Refor-

mation, who said that he had just come from the stale of Intoxi-

cation, and said that if [ continued on this Morning Dream Road,

I would soon find myself in Gutterville, from which I would not

easily escape without the aid of the Marshal.

He gave me such a dismal account of the country and its in-

habitants, that it almost made my hair stand erect ; but still 1 don't

know but that 1 should have been silly enough to try and see if I

could keep on that road, and keep out of Gutterville too, had 1

not looked away down the road, and beheld a man, who was

the first in the state, before he started on this road, just entering

this dismal village ; as I continued to look, I saw him lie down
in poverty and disgrace, with the grunters, that are very abundant

there.

1 then asked my adviser his name. He said it was Washing,

tonian, so I concluded to take his experience for a school master,

and not get one at my own expense at this time.

As 1 took the railroad to pursue my journey, I got into the

car of Old age, and there was such a noise about the cars, and

so much dust, that I was almost blinded and deafened. And it

jarred and shook me so, that I lost all my teeth, while the ashes

from the engine completely whitened my hair.

We at last arrived at a small town on the bank of a broad,

deep river, inhabited by a few very aged people, where 1 shall

spend the remainder of my days. Amanda R.
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[Written for the Maple Leal.

THE FIRST TRIP BY RAILROAD.

N exclamation ofjoy from Marion roused He-
len from the reverie in which she had been

indulging, and looking up, she saw in the dis-

tance, the clustering chimneys and high ga-

bles of the happy home they were approach-

ing.

The mansion itself was large and irregular, with deep oriel

windows, opening upon a lawn redolent with perfume from

shrub and flower, at the foot of which ran the river, and be-

yond extended scenery of the most sylvan and fertile character.

Numerous country seats were scattered around, embosomed in

the rich surrounding woods, and the wandering breeze, floating

across the river, was laden with the aroma of new made hay.

As they entered the pleasure grounds, their beloved grandmo-

ther was seen awaiting them at the head of the steps at the

entrance hall. There she stood, the very beau ideal of grace-

ful old age. A white crape turban, resting on a brow shaded

only by her own silver hair ; her commanding form, unbent by

age ; her still delicate complexion, the soft folds of her grey

satin gown, the Valenciennes lace ruffles,—all bespoke the true

gentlewoman. With touching grace she extended her hand

to Captain Seymour, thanking him for the care he had taken of

her darlings.

il But how is this, dear Helen,—where are my roses gone ?"

as she tenderly stroked her cheek. " I expected to see you

quite blooming," and she looked inquiringly from one to the

other.

" I believe, my dear Madam, the terrors of the train have

chased away the roses."

" Ah ! Helen,—what ! afraid with Captain Seymour ! How
was that dearest ? I thought you had all confidence in him."

" Whatever Miss Reynolds may have felt heretofore, I cer-

tainly was led to suppose she entirely withdrew that honor from

me. To-day, it seemed to be concentrated in the person of an

old gentleman, her vis-a-vis in the train."

Had Helen but looked up and seen at that moment the gra-

dual smoothing of his brow, and the lurking smile he endea-
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voured to conceal, she would not have had cause to hurry away

to conceal the starting tears. As she left the room, Mrs. Rey-

nolds turned inquiringly to Captain Seymour, who briefly re-

lated the unfortunate occurrence of the journey ; and as he did

so, however her grandmamma's aristocratic ideas of propriety

and lady-like behaviour may have been shocked, it was wholly

impossible to forbear laughing at the ridiculous finale of the

scene. At the same time she felt annoyed and mortified that, of

all people, Captain Seymour should have witnessed such want

of self-command in her grandchild ; but she could not resist

pleading for her darling.

" Ah, Captain Seymour, I am sure Helen feels you are an-

noyed,—that alone could account for her distressed look as she

left the room. Remember this is not a case lor a court martial.

My heart aches for her."

Captain Seymour rose hastily, but instantly checking him-

self, he advanced with a calm proud step to the side of the old

lady.

H Do you, my dear Mrs. Reynolds, withdraw one iota of

that confidence with which you honored me when first you

gave into my care the precious gift of your grandchild ?"

If doubt had for one passing moment crossed her mind,—

a

doubt only awakened by her own over-fondness,— it was entirely

dispelled as she gazed on the noble form before her.

She extended her hand

—

" I was wrong, dear Captain Seymour ; I know well how
dear she is to you, but my heart ached for her present distress."

" Then you must believe mine does, when I feel obliged

from a sense of duty only to prolong that distress. I must now
leave you,— believe me it is best,-—but I will, if possible, re-

turn to-night ; but of that I do not wish her to be informed."

As he left the room, her well known step arrested him.

He held out his hand.

She sprang forward

—

" O ! Cecil, you are not going."

She could say no more. His resolution faltered, as she

stood with leaned head beside him, but he felt so strongly the

necessity of firmness that he repressed the impulse prompting

him to remain. Such firmness, yet such gentleness, poor He-
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len could barely comprehend the apparent contradiction, as he

tenderly stroked her head.

" Helen, do you trust me 1 Then in going, believe that I

go in sorrow, and will return soon to realize, I hope, all the

pleasure we have anticipated in our visit here.—Farewell !"

Helen came in.

" Do not look any longer after Captain Seymour ; he will

not stay away long, I know," said Marion. " The old gar-

dener is wondering why Miss Helen has not been to see his

new flowers."

Helen dashed the tears away and followed her sister, and as

every new object revealed the untiring love of their devoted re-

lative, her face brightened for the sake of one so dear. How
much there was to see and to talk over, sure of sympathy in

every joy and sorrow. With a mind fresh, and buoyant as

ever, richly endowed with knowledge, Mrs. Reynolds ever en-

tered with true zest into all the feelings of youth, and was in

return almost idolized by young people, by whom she was con-

tinually surrounded.

" I have asked your young friends, the Stuarts, to meet you

this evening ; so I expect quite a concert with such a musical

party. We must postpone our ramble now and go and dress,"

and they returned to the house.

Evening came, Mrs. Reynolds' watchful eye alone, perhaps,

could detect the cloud over her darling's apparently cheerful

smile ; but she was consoled by knowing Captain Seymour

might momentarily be expected. As these thoughts occupied

her mind, the sound of carriage wheels caught her ear, and she

left the room to find that he had indeed arrived.

" Does Helen know I am here ?"

" No. I have attended to your wish, and she still remains

in ignorance of it. I left her singing."

u My dear Madam, have I your permission to speak a few

words with her before I join your party ?"

" Certainly. I will send her to you."

Captain Seymour walked round the lawn, and taking his sta-

tion near the open windows was an unobserved spectator of the

scene within. Helen had risen from the harp, and was then

the centre of a group proffering their thanks for the song just
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concluded. The gaiety of her laugh grated painfully on his

feelings, but could he have taken a peep at the heart within, he

would have seen it was assumed to conceal the regret she had

felt as she remembered that it was for his ear that song had

been learned.

" My absence does not weigh very heavily,—flowers, too, in

her hair,—and his brow grew dark."

Ah ! look on, and see flowers, 'tis true, but given by Sey-

mour himself that morning. She advanced to the window, and

unconscious of the near presence of one so dear, passes swiftly

down the terrace to the rich parlour below. He followed.

Did his heart reproach him as he saw the joyous creature of

the previous moment, her head leaned in uncontrollable sorrow.

" Helen !"

She started up

—

" Oh ! Cecil, stay let me tell you, then if you can promise

me"—and she forces herself to tell him of the mortifying con-

clusion to which, Marion had told her, their fellow.passengers

in the train had arrived,—of her being a liberated lunatic.

Captain Seymour laughed aloud.

" Then, Helen, you must let me be your keeper. I do not

promise not to use coercion, but the chains shall be those of

love. Shall it be so ?"

" 0 ! Cecil, too good and kind."

It is hardly necessary to say Helen's smile, on re-entering

the drawing room, was sufficiently bright to satisfy the most ex-

acting fondness on the part of Mrs. Reynolds, and as the wife

of Captain Seymour, when fear was likely to get the better of

reason, he would say, laughingly,

—

" Remember, Helen, the first trip by railroad."

C. H.
Ravcnscourt, March, 1854.

Industry is not only the instrument of improvement, but the

foundation of pleasure. He who is a stranger to it, may possess

but cannot enjoy; for it is labor only which gives relish to plea-

sure. It is the appointed vehicle of every good to man. It is

the indispensable condition of possessing a sound mind in a sound

body.

—

Br, Blair.
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THE PARROT'S LESSON.

A cage of golden wires,

Haste, bring me for my bird,

In forest glades its wilder notes

Shall never more be heard.

But in my casement, twined

With honeysuckles fair,

I'll place it, and it long shall prove

A faithful maiden's care.

Yes, and with patient art

I'll teach it many a word,

And all that go and come shall slay

To praise my charming bird.

The words that 1 shall teach,

—

And these I always meant,

Should find an echo in my heart,

—

" Be humble and content."

A simple sentence 'twas,

Upon my sampler wrought,

—

I wove it deep within my heart,

My soul its spirit caught.

Now if I sit and sing,

Or if by sorrow spent,

I still shall hear the magic words,

u Be humble and content."

And wiser heads than mine

Might not of this repent,

To teach their proud repining hearts,

,c Be humble and content."

S. O.
Osnabruck, Jan. 6th, 1854

Conversation.—I would establish but one great general rule

in conversation, which is this, that men should not talk to please

themselves, but those that hear them. This would make them

consider whether what they speak be worth hearing ; whether

there be either wit or sense in what they are about to say ; and

whether it be adapted to the time when, the place where, and

the person to whom, it is spoken.— Steele.



VALETTA AND MALTA. 125

VALETTA IN MALTA.

Although our stay in Malta was so short that we could not do

more than see Valetta and its environs, we yet found enough to

make us wish that we had more time at our disposal. The city

itself is a curiosity in many respects. It is, perhaps, next to

Gibraltar, the most impregnable position in the world. It ap-

peared to us, on entering the harbour, that the fortresses which

guard its narrow mouth might not only resist, but even annihilate,

any naval force that could be brought against them. The frown-

ing forts of St. Elmo on the right, and Ricasoli on the left, could

crush the most powerful vessel in passing through the narrow

entrance. The city is neat, well built, and contains about 40,000

inhabitants. Its massive walls rise from the water's edge, and

are surmounted with heavy ordnance, so that on all sides it ap-

pears like a fortress rather than a town.

Such, indeed, its founder, Valette, the most celebrated of the

grand masters of the Order of St. John, intended it to be. Driven

from Rhodes by the Turks in 1522, the knights established them-

selves in Malta, and determined to fortify their position against

any possiblft attacks of the Saracens. Solyman the Magnificent,

who had driven them from Rhodes, determined, in 1565, to accom-

plish their expulsion from Malta, and sent Mustapha Pacha, with

30,000 men and ample munitions of war, to execute his purpose.

The siege, which is the most memorable, perhaps, in history for

its severity, was raised at the end of four months, and the knights

were left in peace, but their town and fortress were battered to

pieces. La Valette laid the foundation of the new city which
bears his name in 1566, and commenced the marvellous fortifi-

cations which are still the wonder of the world.

The history of the Knights Hospitallers, up to the seventeenth

century, is a splendid one, full of all the elements of romance.

After that period their exploits were comparatively insignificant,

though their wealth and splendour continued to increase. The
city of Valetta contains abundant monuments of their taste and

magnificence. Each grand master attempted to excel his pre-

decessors in beautifying the capital, and adding to the strength of

its fortifications. The order was divided into eight langues or

nations—the German, Italian, Castilian, Aragonese, Provencal,

Auvergnese, French, and English. The English branch of the
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order, however, was dissolved by Henry VIII., and its property

in Britain confiscated. Each of these branches had immense

possessions in the different countries of Europe, and much of their

revenue was spent in Malta. This will account for the enormous

forts, the subterranean excavations, and the splendid palaces

which remain in the island to attest the wealth and enterprise of

the knights. Each langue had its separate palace in Valetta,

and these splendid edifices constitute the principal charm of the

city. These abodes of luxury were occupied by the knighls until

1798, when the fleet of Napoleon, on its way to Egypt, appeared

before the harbour, and the degenerate descendants of L'Isle

Adam and La Valette gave up their stronghold without striking

a blow. This was the virtual end of the order; the knights were

scattered over Europe, and the island was retained by the French

for a year and a half, when they, in their turn, surrendered it to

the English, after a most pertinacious and heroic resistance. By

the Treaty of Amiens, the English government engaged unequi-

vocally to restore the independence of the island ; but it was too

important a post to be easily parted with, and the government de-

termined to break its promise. The best English authorities

have condemned this breach of treaty ; but the great advantage

to England of possessing such a fortress in the Mediterranean is

too powerful for her sense of conventional honour, and the island

still remains under her dominion. The mildness and equity of

her administration, together with a great increase of population

and wealth, have reconciled the inhabitants to her sway ; and

civilization in the East may yet be largely indebted to the Eng-

lish occupation of Malta.

But to return to Valetta. The principal street of the city is

the Strada Reale, which runs along on the summit of the

ridge or promontory between the two harbours, from Fort St. Elmo

to the chief gate leading out into the interior of the island. It is

a very fine street. The building material is the light yellow

limestone of the island. The governor's residence, situated in

the Strada Reale, and formerly the palace of the grand master, is

a spacious and imposing building. In the same street are the

exchange, the library, and the principal hotels and shops. The

other streets of the city run parallel to this, and are connected

with it by various flights of stone steps, the ascent being too steep

on either side to allow of a carriage way.
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The Cathedral of St. John is an immense edifice, though pre-

senting no external display of magnificence. We visited it by

candlelight, and a most interesting visit it was. As we walked

over its rich mosaic pavement, emblazoned with the armorial

bearings of the knights who sleep below—wandered through the

side-chapels belonging to the different langues, adorned with

paintings and rich in sculpture, and descended into the solemn

crypt, filled with monuments of the grand masters in bronze or

marble, and hung with highly-wrought tapestry representing the

life of the Saviour, we could not but recall to mind the days of

chivalry of which these valiant knights of St. John were so dis-

tinguished an ornament. Few edifices in Europe are more im-

pressive than this Cathedral.

—

Selected.

RETROSPECTIVE.
" Eut she is in her grave, and, Oh !

The difference to me."

—

Wordsworth.

My youth's fond hopes, how bright

They flashed and played, until my future life

Rich promise gave ofjoys unmixed wth strife,

And bathed in golden light

;

So fair the prospect was, that life did seem

To mock at death as if 'twere but a dream.

The seasons came and went

;

But happiness arose with each new change,

And thoughtlessly I only sought to range,

Where rainbow tints were blent,

—

Where the gay sunlight gladdened all the plain,

And Ihe grove echoed every pleasant strain.

I cared not, had not known,

That brightest suns must pale and darkly set,

That fondest friends must part altho'they met,

As Mother and her san ;

That even the strongest bonds of earthly love,

Must 'gainst thegpower of change but futile prove.

But now, the gold how dim,

Obscurity involves that road so bright,

And I seem lost—Oh ! that I might

With purpose turn to Him
Who was on earth, thy ever present stay,

Was more—was all

—

thy life ! thy truth ! thy way!

PERSOLU0.
Montreal, March, 1854.
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ENIGMA.

BY ISIDOR.
An eccentric old gentleman in this city ordered his gardener to make a

bed for flowers, in which there should be 9 straight lines, and he only gave
him 9 flowers to plant, and there must appear in every straight line, and

in every possible direction, 3 plants. The poor gardener requests the assis-

tance of some young friend to aid him in his difficulty.

CHARADE.
My first is now a part of speech,

My second is lor ladies ;

My first and second sometimes screech

Another name for babies.

My third's the smallest of the three,

'Tis used for building houses
;

My whole is like a tender tree

And sometimes does arouse us,

J. A.

CONUNDRUMS.
What fruit, when divided, is like a divorced couple 1

What article of furniture reminds you of vocal music ?"

J. A.

EDITORIAL.

Wc must beg some of our younger correspondents to wait patiently for the

insertion of their communications. We sometimes find it difficult to make

a selection, especially as our contributors do not send their articles as early

as they ought, and justice in that case cannot be duly meted out to the later

arrivals, for want of space.

X. will please receive our thanks for his kind interest in the Maple Leaf.

His article, though not in all respects suited to its pages, shows taste and

thought. We would suggest a revision of the subject.

We have received some poetical communications, also, which though pretty

in many respects, and abounding in good sentiment, do not quite come up to

the standard.

Will some one be kind enough to send us an answer to Oscar's communi-

cation in the February number 1

Wo were just now looking over our last month's Editorial, and it occurs

to us that our remarki in regard to articles may perhaps, be misconstrued

into an undervaluing of our present contributors, than which nothing was

further from our thoughts, as we think we are highly favored in that respect.

We like to hold up the idea of a high intellectual standard to our younger
writers especially.
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THE VOLUNTEER'S BRIDE.

A TALE OF THE CANADIAN REBELLION.

EORGE HILTON was one of the smart-

est back woodsmen in our district ; he could

turn his hand to anything, and was strong,

active, good tempered, and energetic. Be-

fore he was three and twenty years of age

he had cleared a hundred acres of his farm,

brought fifty into cultivation, and built a ca-

pital log-house upon his estate. The interior of

his domicile was fitted up with with more taste

than is usually seen in the dwelling of a bush

settler; all the carvings, mouldings, and decora-

tions were the work of his own hands, and he

taken the greater pains with them, because he

was preparing for his bride.

A settler is nothing without a wife; and George

Hilton was considered an enviable man, when it was

known that he had persuaded Agnes Denham, the eldest daugh-

ter ot an emigrant lieutenant from the mother country to share

his fortunes ; for Agnes was not only one of the prettiest girls in

the Township, but the most amiable and well conducted. Ac
compliehments are not particularly requisite for the daughters of

large families in the bush, and Agnes Denham had acquired

quite as many of the superficial graces of life as were necessary.

She was well read, wrote a clear, distinct hand, danced with

spirit, sang pleasingly without any acquired affectations, and could

accompany herself on the guitar. Her stock of useful know-

ledge was far more extensive ; she could make bread, cakes,

pickles, and preserves, candles, soap, and maple sugar, and was

a proficient in needle work of the domestic kind. She was, in

short, the very girl to make a sensible man happy, never having

had any time for folly or foolish dissipation. Her parents knew
not how to spare her, for she was the sunshine and comfort of

their home ; but when they were assured of her affection for

George Hilton, they raised no objections. The course of true

love for once flowed smooth as a summer stream, and it was
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agreed that the bridal should take place on the day when she

should complete her eighteenth year.

Agnes's cheerful temper and affectionate disposition, had made

her a general favorite in the neighborhood where she lived ; and

her female friends took the present opportunity of evincing the

lively interest they took in her approaching happiness, by render-

ing her every assistance in their power in preparing her wedding

dresses, and the thousand and one little essentials for so important

a change, as that about to take place.

Agnes was anxious to save her parents as much expense as

she possibly could in her outfit, and resolved that there should

not be any milliners' bills to pay on account of her marriage,

—

so it was unanimously agreed by her young friends that they

should give Agnes all the help they were able in completing her

wedding toilette, and many a pleasant day was passed by the

little bride elect, and the chosen few who were admitted into her

counsels, in cutting out and contriving, fitting and trimming, and

admiring the bridal finery, as each article was completed and

consigned to the packing cases that were destined to receive the

treasures.

And many were the little offerings of affection that were pre-

sented by loving, generous hearts—which, if they lacked something

in costliness of material, were rendered charming in the eyes of

the little bride, by the kind manner in which they had been

wrought and given.

There was the bridal handkerchief, delicately embroidered and

edged with the finest lace that gentle and ingenious hands could

fabricate ; the pretty manchettes and collars, berthes and reti-

cules, were all the work of kind fingers eager to contribute some-

thing to please and enrich her little wardrobe,—and not the least

admired were the sprigs of myrtle and white rose-buds, tastefully

made by George's youngest sister, and which, though from the

hands of an amateur artiste in this species of fancy-work, looked

almost as natural among the shining ringlets of Agnes and her

bride-maidens, as if they had been plucked from the garden and

green- house.

But the best of the tun was making the bride-cake. There was

a regular * Bee' for the occasion, conducted, however, with a secre-

cy and mystery quite befitting so delicate a matter. What will my
youthful readers, meet to be made bride's themselves, say to such
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an innovation of ail rules of orthodoxy in wedding preparations '?

A home-made bride-cake, and the bride one of the compounders

thereof! Whoever heard or even dreamt of such a thing ? True

for you—as the Irish say,— but remember, ye fair and fastidious

critics ! Agnes Denham's was a " bush wedding." The grand

difficulty was in rising the cake. It was quite amusing for a look-
*

er on to watch the curious anxious, faces peeping over one an-

others shoulders into the various cooking books, English and Ame-
rican, that had been privily borrowed from the most accomplished

house-wives in the neighborhood.

The gentlemen were of course excluded from these mysterious

conferences, the only piece of broadcloth admitted into the secret

consultations was little Harry—Agnes's youngest brother—who,

after having listened with breathless interest to some discussion go.

ing on among the fair bevy of confectioners respecting the difficulty

of finding some suitable instrument for laying on the icing, has-

tily retreated to the work-shop and soon returned with a trium-

phant air, bearing in his hand a sort of flat trowel, which he had

fashioned out of a clean shingle,—declaring he was confident it

would answer the purpose admirably.

Harry's expedient was highly applauded by all present, and

adopted forthwith. Then there was such anxiety about the bak.

ing of the precious compound, and the turning it out of the bake

kettle, when done, so as not to injure its fair proportions. Ail

the females of the house, from mamma to Betty Fagan, the Irish

maid, were in a fever till this important affair was concluded.

The cake exceeded all expectations ; it was neither broken nor

burned, and the ice looked almost like snow itself,—the house

was filled with the odour, the cake was indeed rich and rare to

sight and sense. In short, it was a splendid achievement in the

way of a home-made bride-cake ; and as the boys all declared^

looked gloriously when decorated with the wreath of white roses

which Caroline Hill placed upon it.

It was arranged that the ceremony was to be performed at

five o'clock, and arrangements were made for a dance after tea.

After supper, the young couple were to go quietly home to their

own house, which was scarcely a mile off.

Never did Agnes look more loveJy than when she entered the

little parlour, leaning on her fond father's arm, dressed in white

muslin, white ribbons, and the simple white rose-buds among her
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dark and shining locks ; these were her only ornaments. Some
delay had been caused in the marriage by the unusual absence

of Edward, Agnes's eldest brother, who had been dispatched, in

the early part of the day, on some errand to the town, having

promised to return by dinner-time, and long before the ceremony

was to take place ; but hour after hour had passed, and at last

his place as groomsman was given to his cousin, Frederick La-

cy. A vague misgiving that some untoward accident had caused

the delay, had at times glanced over the minds of more than one

of the party, though no one gave utterance to their fears, lest they

should cast a gloom over the minds of the young couple ; and

the solemn service commenced. Just as the ring was being placed

on the fingers of the bride, a sudden bustle was heard in the en-

trance, and Edward Denham hurried into the room, his cloak and

cap covered with snow, for i*. had been snowing heavily for some

time. The clergyman raised his finger as he entered, to enjoin

silence, and with more than usual gravity, pronounced the last

prayer and benediction. It was over, and then came a buzz and

whispering murmur, with sudden exclamations of dismay and ter-

ror from the females, of excitement from the men, as they gather-

ed about Edward to hear the news he had to communicate.

Agnes had been so naturally engrossed by her own feelings,

and the peculiarity of her situation, that she had hardly noticed

her brother's return, till she suddenly found herself deserted by all

her companions, and became conscious that she stood alone in

the centre contre of the room ; even George had left her side.

And now she perceived that looks of sadness and interest were

directed towards her by several of the group, and a sense of some

dreadful calamity, in which she or some one dearer to her than

herself, was somehow involved, came over her.

M What can it be ? Oh do tell me what has happened !" she

exclaimed at last, casting her eyes imploringly upon her father's

face.

" Only, my child, that George must leave you this very night,

this very hour, were it possible."

She clung speechless with terror to her father's arm.

• Listen to your brother, Agnes ; that paper will explain all.

It is the Governor's proclamation."

" But George ! O how oan he be concerned in it ?" gasped

out the trembling bride.
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" We are all, every one, concerned in it my child ; not your

husband only. Rebellion has broken out in the province. To-

ronto is threatened with fire and sword ; and every man, be his

station what it may, is called upon to arm himself and obey the

mandate of the Governor, to enrol himself under the banner of

his Sovereign, and march to the defence of the capital, or be

marked as a coward or traitor. Your brother is the bearer of

of this declaration."

Silence was now commanded, and standing forth in the midst

of the ring that formed around him, Edward, with loud and distinct

voice, read the proclamation of the Governor. Very different was

the effect produced on the mind of his audience ; for while some

of the young ladies wept and turned pale, the servants who occu-

pied the open doorway cried, and almost screamed aloud. The

old men and fathers looked grave and stern; while among the

young men all was excitement and energy ; even the newly-made

bridegroom, forgetful of his agonised partner, partook of the gen-

eral enthusiasm, and stood with flashing eye and animated tone,

eloquently declaring his readiness to join the gallant band of loyal

volunteers. It was not till he caught the pleading glance of his

pale bride's dark eyes fixed so mournfully upon his face, that a

sense of her desolation of heart struck him, and, as if to atone for

his seeming forgetfulness of her whom, but a few minutes before,

he had so solemnly vowed to cherish, in joy or sorrow, he hur-

ried to her side, and tenderly drawing her arm through his, led

her to the sofa, and placing himself at her side, strove with all a

lover's fondness to soothe and comfort her ; but it was a hard tri-

al for them both, and the very suddenness of the shock and the

vague notion of the perils that threatened her husband, added to

the anguish of the parting.

This was not a time indeed to talk of marrying and giving in

marriage. All was now hurry and excitement. Every bosom

responded to the loyal appeal—every hand was warmly linked

in one bond of loyal brotherhood
;

young and old, the weak

with the strong, swore to fight bravely in defence of their

hearths, their altars, their adopted country, and their youthful-

sovereign.

" Come, my friend," said Capt. Denham, Agnes's uncle, an

old veteran N. E. Loyalist, the most collected person in the

room, " let us drink health and happiness to our little bride and
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her husband, and give three cheers for Queen Victoria, and

then for business, for there is much to do."

The toast was given, and enthusiastically drunk by every

one present ; even the women caught the spirit of loyal feel-

ing, and forgot their fears and griefs, while the rafters of the

old log-house rang with the auspicieus name of their beloved

Queen.
" Now, girls/' said the old veteran, " no more tears, no more

doleful looks. Come quick, bestir yourselves, and get us a good

cup of tea, and then look to your brothers' knapsacks. And

you, my little bride, come hither, and stand by your old uncle.

Remember that your are now a soldier's bride, as well as an

old soldier's niece, and you must overcome all childish regrets,

and be my own brave girl ; you are not the first young couple

that has thus rudely and suddenly been separated by the mis-

chances of war ; let me see that you are not unworthy of the

high character that you have so long held in your uncle's opin-

ion ; and hark you, Agnes, when George comes back we'll

have a good frolic, and you shall dance the First Set with

uncle Fred."

The clear full tones of this dear old relative, whom Agnes

loved almost as a father, did more to cheer and quiet her dis-

turbed spirits than even the tender soothings of her young hus-

band, and Agnes soon busied herself in the requisite prepara-

tions for the evening repast, and tried to forget the singularity

of her position : and well and bravely did she battle with the

choking sighs and tears.

The evening meal was hastily concluded ; and now so chang-

ed was the scene that you would have supposed there were

preparations making for a seige rather than a bridal. Guns,

pistols, old rusty firelocks that had hung for years unheeded up-

on the rafters, more for ornament than use,—every weapon of

offence or defence,—was handed forth ; rifles that had only been

employed against the wild animals and feathered game of the

woods, were now to be employed in more deadly warfare, and it

was astonishing with what coolness and determination these

things were examined and discussed by the young people.

As to the females, they were deeply occupied in selecting

such changes of linen and other matters as could be collected

at so short a warning ; and uncle Frederick's advice and opin-
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ion were continually in requisition to decide upon the neces-

sary articles to be packed up. Nor was Agnes idle. She sat

down to fix the thongs to a pair of moccasins for George, and

assisted him in adjusting the wrappings for his feet, as famili-

arly as if she had been a wife of years' standing ; and a pretty

picture she would have made, as she sat on the ground at

George's feet, bindiug the strings round his ankles, while her

bridegroom bent down with admiring fondness on her slight

form, set off as it was by the full, flowing muslin dress, her

pale cheek shaded by the clustering ringlets of her dark glossy

hair, among which, half hidden, peeped forth the simple emblem

of her bridel state—the pure white rose.

The morning broke through heavy snow-drifts, and piercing

winds ; a day as melancholy as the hearts of the mothers,

wives, sisters and friends, who were then about to part with

those so near and dear to them, perhaps never to meet again.

' It was not till the last waving hands could be no longer distin-

guished through the blinding snow-shower, and dim gray twi-

light, that the anxious household felt how really terrible the

seperation was under such circumstances as the present. Their

very ignorance of the state of affairs in the country increased

^the feeling of uneasiness that prevailed. All was horrible un-

certainty and fearful conjecture.

And how fared it with our poor Agnes at this trying moment ?

She had borne up couragiously, beyond even her old uncle's

most sanguine hopes, till the last ; but when the object of her

affections was no longer visible to her aching eyes, she flung

herself into her mother's arms and wept, till worn out with

excess of grief, the more violent from having been so long re-

pressed, she at last sobbed herself to sleep upon her mother's

breast, like an overweaned infant. Her young companions

laid her upon the sofa, and sorrowfully went to their task of re-

storing all things to their former state, and assumed once more

their every-day garments, laying aside the bridal finery for

some more auspicious day.

And now it was that the family, like hundreds similarly situ-

ated at this period, began to feel the helplessness of their con-

dition. A second peremptory summons hastened the departure

of all the men servants. Nor did Mr. Denham and uncle Fred-

erick hesitate to obey the call : they were neither too old, nor too
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infirm to carry arms, and leaving the family to the care of female

servants, and old Michael Regan to tend the cattle, and be their

hewer of wood and drawer of water, they also departed.

But, unfortunately, old Michael was seized with a very incon.

venient fit of military ardour, and hurried off to join the volun-

teers at H , seeing afar off visions of plunder and visions

of glory ; his departure was a signal for the two faithless damsels,

Biddy and Catherine, to depart also; declaring that they dared

not stay for their lives, now all the men folks were gone, for they

were sure the rebels and Yankees would be up as soon as they

heard the master and all the men were away—so off they went

and returned no more.

In this dilemma it was in vain to look for help from neighbors

or friends ; all that could be done was to rely on their own unas-

sisted efforts. Harry now found himself a person of no small

importance ; on this little fellow devolved the heavy tasks of sup-

plying the house with wood and water, feeding the cattle and

many other things ; and in these matters he was often obliged,

though reluctantly, to accept the help of his sisters and the other

brides-maids, who had remained from the day of the wedding,

not deeming it safe to return to their more distant homes. There

were other girls in the neighborhood whose unprotected state had

moved the maternal compassion of Mrs. Denham to offer them

an asylum, till they should be enabled to return to their lonely

and desolate homes ; and but for the tormenting state of anxiety

that was endured as to the fate of those who had left them,

so large a party mu3t have been merry and cheerful. As it was,

they alternately helped to comfort or alarm each other, as rumors

of the distant rebellion reached them through some of the poor

distressed women, who ventured to the town, from time to time,

to gather news of their absent husbands and sons.

Three days of agonizing suspense had followed the report of

Col. Moodie's death, and the expectation that the rebels were

about to enter the capital, when Agnes noticed a dark figure mov-

ing slowly along through the deep snow-drifts that blocked the un-

packed road across the clearing. Who could it be, was a matter

of conjecture, not unmixed with interest to those to whom every

wtranger was now, in some shape or other, connected with the

fate of their country and absent friends.

It was evidently a female from the dress and faltering move-
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ments, and Harry was dispatched to offer what help he could to

the weary traveller, and hear the news. In a few minutes the

good natured boy ran in, bearing in his arms a bundle which he

put into Agnes's hands, while with a face radiant with joy he

exclaimed,

" Agnes dear, joy ! joy !—the war is over, the rebels flying.

George will be back soon. Hurrah! hurrah! for Sir Francis

Head and the gallant volunteers ! But take care of the

poor baby while I run out for the mother ;" and away flew

Harry, leaving a half-frozen babe in his astonished sister's lap,

while, with a gallantry and feeling hardly to be expected in a

little fellow of ten years old, he hastened to lend his arm to the

young mother, who, defying the dreadful state of the weather

and snow-blocked roads, had left her house, which was some

miles higher up the road, had taken her young infant in her arms

and travelled to the distant town to inquire for her husband.

She had none with whom to leave her child,—no person to as-

sist her in her almost perilous undertaking,— but what will not

woman do 1—what will not woman bear for the man she loves,

the husband of her heart, the father of her child ? She said

joy, for the good news she brought had kept up her strength

and spirits for many miles of her journey, but her clothes had

become so heavy with the accumulating of ice and snow that

she could not go further, and was fearful Jest, as the day grew

colder, the baby might be frozen in her arms.

How was the poor half-frozen traveller cherished, admired,

and applauded by the whole household ? What an angel of fe-

male heroism and self-devotion did she appear in the eyes of

the delighted Agnes !

What a revolution from doubt and dread to joy and rapturous

delight had been effected by a few brief words :
" The rebels

are dispersed and flying in all directions ; the gallant band of

loyal volunteers will be home directly." Agnes repeated these

welcome words over a thousand times, and laughed and wept

by turns ; but now her tears, like those of the wives, sisters

and friends of our brave Canadian volunteers, were tears of

joy. Every hour now brought up fresh news of victory and

return.

It was la^e in the evening of the following day, when just as

the family were gathered round the fire, previous to retiring to
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rest, a quick step was heard on the crisp snow, on the foot-

path beneath the window.

" Hark ! some one is coming with news for us," exclaimed

Harry, starting up, and hastening to unbar the door.

" It is papa !" cried Ellen.

4< It is my own George—my husband !" burst from the lips

of Agnes

—

" For lovers' ears are sharp to hear."

The next moment the arms of George were clasped about

the neck of his bride.

We will not describe their greeting.

The next morning brought home all the volunteers of our

district, and the Jong delayed nuptial fete of George Hilton and

his bride took place on a day of public rpjoicing for the return

of our brave defenders.

The wedding cake which had remained whole while the

Canadas were in some danger of falling to pieces, was getting

somewhat stale by that time, 1 guess ; but it had been care-

fully stored by the thrifty mother of the bride, and when it was

placed in the centre of the supper table it looked better than

at its first appearance, for it was garlanded with victory laurels

and ribbons of the loyal color, which looked very lively among

the white roses and orange blossoms, its original decorations.

It was cut up with three cheers—one for the bride, one for the

bridegroom, and the third for the colony and its brave volun-

teers.

C. P. T.

Rice Lake, April, 1854.

w An extent of territory comprising one half of what is now

called Russia in Europe, has been annexed to Russia within

the last sixty years, and. consequently, more than half the Eu-

ropean inhabitants of the empire having been recently subju-

gated, are more or less disaffected ; of these, sixteen millions,

or about one fourth of the entire population of Russia, do not

profess the Greek faith. The Mohammedan subjects alone

number two millions and a half. The protection of the Greek

religion has been proclaimed as the ground upon which the

present anti-Mohammedan Crusade was commenced."
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TO THE MONTH.

"Then came fair May.

Deck'd with all dainties of her season's pride,

And throwing dowers out of her lap around."

—

Spenser.

Welcome May
;

With thy springing buds, and thy opening flowers,

With thy shady groves, and thy fragrant bowers.

Oh I welcome thee, May.

Gladsome May,

With thy clear blue skies,—thy 1 ght flitting clouds,

Which dreamily float in the azure that shrouds,

And deep curtains thee, May.

Pleasant May.

Sweet little brooklets, let forth to their play,

Murmur glad music, and joy on tlieir way,

—

They rejoice in thee May.

Joyous May
Around me is breathing ; a southern wind

Blows thro* my garden so g< ntle and kii.d,

And tells me of thee, May.

Hopeful May.

The cold and damp earth is warmed by thy heat ;

Death springs into life, when touched by thy feet,

—

Thou great prophetess, May.

My own May
Truly tells of a new second birth

;

When we shall be free'd from the winters of earth,

And live always in May.

Persolus.

May,1854.

Chemical effect of Light.—Wet a piece of paper, ip a

weak solution of salt and water; dry, and then wash it with a

Ltrong solution of nitrate of silver
;

dry it in the dark, and when

dry, expose it to the sun's light
;

though colorless before, it will

now soon become black. A picture may be made by placing a

dried plant, bit of lace, &c, upon the paper, previous to its ex-

posure to light.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF SCH00L-DA7S.

NO. I.

HENEVER a grey hair has been dis-

covered in a person's head, he is pre-

sumed to have collected a vast amount

of wisdom and experience, and ob-

tained a prescriptive right to give opin-

ions upon things in general, and his

" recollections of his young days," in the

style of an oracle, and to command

the reverence and attention of his

younger friends ; and justly so. But unfortunately that phenome-

non has not yet made its appearance in my head, and, in conse-

quence, I cannot now speak under such favorable prestige ofmy

school-day recollections, as 1 may perhaps do some score of

years hence, when, of course, I may look for grey hairs ; so

that I shall have to give my thoughts just now under one advan-

tage, and one disadvantage—the advantage of being "just off the

irons"—the disadvantage of not having gray hairs. Yes, and

with the natural dogmatism of youth, I will not allow that my
class ought not to command a certain degree of respect and at-

tention when they talk of bye-gone days, when " we lived and

played together." 1 will grant that they have not as much wisdom

and experience as, it is to be hoped, they will have some time

hence
;
but, then, what wisdom or experience doe3 it require to

recall the happy days of our youth ?

As we all have been either school-giris or school-boys, we

have all recollections of that epoch. Some of us have sun-

nier souvenirs of our school-days than others
;

and, with

many of us, the sunshine has burst out only in memory's land-

scape—yet this is very natural. How often have we been sorely

troubled with vexations and difficulties ; but when we have sur-

mounted these, and arrived at the slippered ease of repose, We

have looked back lightly upon what was, at the time, such a

source of trouble and annoyance. And so, if we have passed

through one trouble, only to enter a greater, we would gladly ex-

change the greater for the less, esteeming the first not so bad, after

all. So, when amidst the turmoil of active life we allow our
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memory to wander back to school, we naturally paint it in brighter

hues than, at the time, we would have been disposed to do.

But the reader must not suppose that my recollections of

school-days are melancholy ones. On the contrary, to me school

appears now the most delightful theatre of enjoyment,—a con-

tinued feast of knowledge and flow of animal spirits. I revel in

the thoughts of the good old school games, and the excitements

of the scholastic struggles, and forget the " sorrows of the poor

little boy," in his hard lessons, thrashings, and short play hours.

In forming an estimate of the pleasures of school-days, a great

deal depends upon the character of the person himself, as

well as of those whose discipline he has been subjected to. If

he has been a smart fellow—a boy that could pick up his lessons

in half the time that ordinary boys took to pore over theirs—he

can take a very agreeable retrospect. If the character of his

master has been mild, just, and very un-cut-you-to-pieces, his re-

collections will be free from that tinge of the cane which some-

times affects others' estimates of the blessedness of school-life.

Now, as 1 look back with unmingled delight to my school-days,

and sigh for their repetition, you will of course come to the con-

clusion that 1 possessed these two happy qualifications ! As re.

gards the first, of course I am silent ; but if a kind friend should

say yea, assuredly I shall not be the first to say nay.

There are two eras in a scool* boy's life, to each of which he

attaches great importance ; for during the one he scrambles

through the several little primers, especially designed for youthful

capacities ; and in the other he is promoted to a rank among the

big boys, and commences his mathematical and classical educa-

tion. And no wonder little fellows like to become one of the big

boys of the school; for, apart from the new pleasures which pro-

gress in knowledge and the opening up of wider fields ought to

afford, there are certain privileges and immunities which they en-

joy over the others. The little fellows find out—and they are

sharp enough—that more indulgence is shown to them ; that they

often have separate and longer play hours, and that the discip-

line relaxes towards them not a little of its rigor. This last, of

course, is attributed to the physical capabilities of the seniors, and

the idea influences the little follows with a strong desire of grow-

ing, and, by the addition of a few inches alone, cow the master's

spirit, and frighten him into burying the cane of discipline.
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But the grandest day of a boy's life is the day he leaves

school ; the first stick-up collar is nothing to it. He leaves

school with high hopes; he would like to see the master, of

course, calling him by a nickname, or thrash him now, and with

a determined shutting of the fists he is surprised how he could

have put up with him so long.

He doesn't care much if his education is only half finished, or

perhaps just begun. His ideas run madly on the prospect of be-

coming a man
;
and, for a little, he fancies that it is very pleasant

to get rid of the hard lessons, discipline, and title of school-boy.

But after he has stalked about for a few days, he begins to find

that idleness is the hardest lesson he can be inflicted with, and he

would give a good deal for a certain prescription for u killing

time"—something very poisonous. He then goes into business
;

but when he is in business, he finds it a very different sort of re-

creation from what his school-boy imagination had fancied it.

Indeed, he finds out that he has to commence school again, and

to commence as a little boy, and undergo the same struggles again

to become a big one. And I suspect he will think before long

that the office is a much harder and stricter place than the school,

and I would not wonder if he often longed for the play hour and

the holidays. But his play hour must now be compressed into

his dinner-hour, and his holidays are easily counted— Christmas

and New Year's Day. But he is in business, and he must forget

his former associations ; he will soon have to bear his part in the

real drama of life, and while he does so, he will look back with a

sigh, and wonder much how he ever could have longed to become

a man.

Do you not envy the school-boy, as he goes merrily past you,

after his day's work is over, laughing and joking with his class-

mates, spinning his top, playing marbles, or snow-balling, as he

goes along? Well, if you don't, I do
;
and, in recollection, I am

at it again, splitting my dear friend's top with an intense relish,

winning his alleys with a remorseless zeal, and pegging him

with as hard snow-balls as willing hands can persuade snow to

assume.

And how one's recollection will run back to the school-room,

and its thousand incidents ; its long rows of desks and benches,

as Dickens describes it, with paper fly-traps scattered about, and

and the whole redolent of mildewed corduroys and rotten apples.
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And then, at the sound of the bell, how full of life these benches

become, as the perspiring youths, suddenly called from " prison-

ers' bar," rush pell-mell to their seats to become prisoners in

earnest. Immediately the buzz begins—the noise of many lips,

whose owners, not quite confident of their lessons, are wisely

revising them. Then class after class called up, and perhaps

turned down again. And one can't help calling to his recollec-

tion the ingenious devices which his young mind fell upon to aid

his truant memory in its difficult task, even though it be " telling

tales out of school."—How one boy kept an old grammer for the

sole purpose of tearing out the leaf containing the day's lesson

and laying it conveniently on the back of his real grammer; how
another cultivated luxuriant nails, so that they might be better

adapted to receive concise notes of the lessons ; how a third con-

trived to get a peep into the master's Key, if he hadn't one of

his own to consult ; and how each was morally bound, under

pain of being called a mean sneaky to prompt his neighbor, when

his neighbor was unable to prompt himself.

Examination day, too, is a great day for the school-boy,

chiefly because it is the day before the holidays, and will be a

pleasing object on which to look back. Can there be a happier

moment in our young lives than when we retire from school with

an armful of prizes and a month's holidays 1 How vivid the

scene of examination day appears ! the boys in their best, and

the Master so pleasant, in his smiles and clean clothes. The

cane has suddenly disappeared, and the strangers, gathered to-

gether to witness the internal economy of the school, are delighted

with the urbanity which the Masters display to their pupils, and

the cheerfulness which the boys exhibit, attributing it all to the de-

lightful effects of a mild moral suasion. Mammas and sisters come

to hear their Henry or Edward shout " My name is Norval," or

" Brutus and Cassius," which favorite pieces they have heard

before about a score of times ; and all is so merry and joyous

that the school-boy, proverbially thoughtless, forgets his previous

sorrows in the intoxication of his present joy, and rushes out

with a wild shout on his lips, and his books on his back.

I think I hear the cheer now, though the sound be a little dead-

ened by distance—the distance of a few years.

A. T. C.

Montreal, April 10th, 1854.
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THE MOTHERLESS.
What is it to be Motherless ?—
To feel that we shall never press

Our lips, in love, upon that brow,

Which rests in dreamless silence now.

What is it to be motherless ?

—

To know that voice no more may bless

Our ears with its soft, melting tone,

Breathing in love for us alone.

What is it to be motherless 1

—

To catch no more, in tenderness,

The love-light of that gentle eye

That nerv'd to deeds of duty high.

What is it to be motherless 1—
To see each soft and waving tress

From our rapt gaze forever hid.

Deep, deep beneath the coffin lid.

What is it to be motherless ?

—

To drink the cup of bitterness,

And feel that all ofjoy, and light,

Is quench'd in sorrow's deep'ning night.

All this 'tis to be motherless

—

And yet amid this deep distress,

Above the cold and silent tomb

The flow'rs of hope immortal bloom.

No mother here—but far away,

Where clouds no more obscure the day,

Undim'd by aught of sin or care,

That brow a victor's crown doth wear.

No mother here—but now above

That voice, with swelling tones of love,

Pours forth amid* Ihe ransom'd throng,

The music of the angel-song.

No mother Acre—the mournful thought

Is with a life-long sorrow fraught

;

Yet when, by faith, we look to heav'n,

Where ties of love no more are riven,

—

Where, link by link, the sever'd chain

By God's own hand is join'd again,

We bow in meekness to his will

;

In heav'n we have a mother still.

Edla.

Montreal, April, 1854.
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EAST INDIA COTTAGE.

[^/Nature has wonderfully maintained the compensating prin-

ciple in the midst of all her apparent inequalities and partialities.

The inhabitants of a irozen zone, are fitted by constitution and

range of mind for their home ; blest with contentment, they ad-

mire the snowy wastes, luxuriate in feasts of " fat things," and

wrapped in rein-deer robes defy the keenest blasts of an arctic lati-

tude. There the stars, those night lamps with which the Creator

has emblazoned the sky, shine with burnished splendor, ice

fields glisten like silver, and mountains of snow radiate ten

thousand minor lights to beautify the vast solitudes, where the

Greenlander and white bear divide the right of possession. It is

possible that the hardy sons of the North feel as keen interest in
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managing their kajaks, amid the cold billows of the Arctic Ocean,

as the expert Indians of the South Pacific experience, while

darting towards the shore of some reef-bound island, on the bo-

som of a returning wave. The principle of adaptation secures

happiness to both classes.

When the scanty gleanings of an Icelandic harvest are ga-

thered, and stores of moss, dried flesh, and other necessaries are

arranged by thrifty Icelandic housekeepers, the bustle of their

short summer's labors is suspended. The cold is soon too intense

to admit of much stirring about. A lamp hanging from the centre

of a large room burns continually, and there those simple and

honest people convene, passing the long winter cheerfully, bless-

ing a kind Providence for casting their lot in (i the best land the

sun ever shone on."

From the hut of the Esquimaux, cemented with ice, to the

light and elegant proportions of an East Indian cottage, man has

displayed his taste and skill in the construction of his habitations,

and adapted them to the variations in climate and natural fea-

tures in different parts of the world.

Far away from the rugged shores of the frigid zone, fanned by

a gentle wind, the tufted palm, the graceful cane, and broad-

leafed bananna, wave their wide-spread verdure round Oriental

homes. Here nature has atoned for ardent heat, by the abund-

ant growth of every thing beautiful and enchanting in the animal

and vegetable kingdom. Green jalousies adorn the houses, and

in the day time exclude the sun, while in the evening, the air

softly sways delicate muslin curtains that fall down before the

open windows, and every breath comes freighted with spice

odors, or balmy with perfume of rose gardens. The East

Indian, reclining on a luxurious divan, sipping his miniature

cup of coffee, or regaling himself with cooling fruits, dreamily

revolves some mystic doctrine of faith. Filled with grand

and over-wrought conceptions, he calls out to his attendants to

rehearse to him some legend of the past, some wonderful tale of

the early ages of the world, when, according to his sacred books,

Earth was yet pure, and mankind progressed from one stage

of excellence to another.

The story teller is an important personage in the establish-

ment of a wealthy Oriental. His office is privileged, half ser-
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vant, half companion ; at one moment, with a profound salaam,

he offers the well filled hookah to his master, and in another

perpetrates some witticism, or relates some unheard-of prodigy,

to beguile the time.

The inhabitant of India loves to adorn his dwelling with

a fanciful style of furnishing—shading fairy pictures in folds

of cosily drapery, dazzling the beholder with bunches of

variegated feathers, which glisten in emerald, and gold,

and silver hues, or arresting the attention by a beautiful

cabinet inlaid with pearl—the toute ensemble is elegant in the

extreme. Just, however, as the eye grows weary of the luxu-

rious divans, the cashmere shawls that lie in graceful display,

and the dusky-browed attendants plying huge fans, and turns

from them all, beautiful and recherche as they are, he spies

through a glass door a fountain throwing its pure streams

upon a plantation of Bengalee roses that peep out to view.

Like the natural productions of that country, graceful and

stately, yet gorgeous, beautiful, and growing rapidly, the

Oriental mind, vivacious and expansive, takes deep root upon

grand foundations, and throws out conceptions which are at

once fostered, and forced to maturity. We who live in a

medium latitude possess a great fund of enjoyment in appre-

ciating the beauties of both extremes of temperature. The
glowing imagery that enfolds Oriental subjects, the magnificent

scale upon which nature has laid out the vast plains of Asia, or

upreared the lofty mountains of the torrid zone,—the almost

miraculous growth of vegetation,— and above all, the untold

myriads, each a germ of immortality, that inhabit that part of the

world, furnish us with most interesting themes of reflection,

—

themes, without which, our range of thought, enriched as it

might be with grand and beautiful topics derived from nature's

wonders in the artic regions, and in our own zone, would be

comparatively poor.

Montreal, April, 1854.

Before the invention of paper, the surfaces employed for

writing upon, were numerous. Surfaces of lead, or other metal,

tables covered with wax, skins of animals, (parchment, in fact,)

—all were used ; but no one of these was ever so extensively

employed as the Egyptian papyrus, whenever the latter material

could be obtained.
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THE DEFORMED BOY

(Continued from page 111.)

While our here is quietly pursuing his studies, wo will re-

turn to our friend Ellen, at Newburg. Four or five years of her

wedded life passed happily away ; two sweet children brigh-

ened her home, and in the love of her husband, and the friend-

ship of his parishioners, she found the claims of her heart fully

answered.

But gradually her husband's heahh began to fail ; and month

after month wore away, bringing no encouragement or relief.

At length he was obliged to suspend his pastoral duties, and

give himself up to the cares of the nurse and the physician.

His disease was a lingering pulmonary affection, which de-

voured him, as it were, by inches. Ellen thought a southern

climate might benefit him, and prevailed upon him, after many

entreaties, to remove to Florida. A year passed on, and al-

though no change of a permanent nature appeared in the disease

of the invalid, the climate seemed to retard its ravages, and af-

ford some relief to his sufferings.

But poor Ellen was harassed by other anxieties than those

which grew out of her husband's illness. Their pecuniary re-

sources were nearly exhausted, and she knew not where to ap.

ply for aid. It came, however, from a source whence she did

not expect it.

She was sitting by her husband's couch, one day, towards

the last of the month of April. The weather was exceedingly

warm, and both her children lay sleeping on a pillow at her

feet. The invalid, also, had fallen into a light slumber, and

Ellen, having no one to mark her tears, suffered them to flow

freely.

She was employed in mending an old dress for her little boy,

for she had no means of buying new ones. They were al-

ready much in debt, and there was no prospect of any favor-

able change in their circumstances. Had she desired to return

to her friends at the North, she was without money to defray

the expenses of the voyage, and could not bear the idea of ap-

plying for relief to those who had already assisted her more than

they could well afford,
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" They must not know how I suffer," thought she ;
" least o(

all must Otis know it ; his heart would break if he could not

relieve me."

A domestic now appeared at the door, holding up a letter.

Ellen sprang forward, and eagerly grasped it. " From home !"

she murmured, pressing it to her lips. A glance of the post-

mark, however, told her it was not from home, but from

Otis Wendell. It was long since she had heard from him,

and a thrill of joy shot through her frame, at the idea of

receiving some tidings of her beloved friend. The letter

enclosed a five hundred dollor bank-note, and only these few

lines :

—

"Dear Ellen:—God has prospered me, and I may never

cease to bless him for enabling me to make this small acknow-

ledgment of my great debt to you. I am practising law in New
York, and with considerable success, which I know will give you

pleasure. I hope your health and cheerful spirits are spared

to you through your long and sorrowful trials, and that your

watchings and prayers may not all be in vain. I had though 1

ol going to Florida, expressly to see that you have the atten-

tion and comforts you need; but important law business una-

voidably detains me. Write to me, Ellen, a faithful account

of your situation, and if anything is wanting to your happiness

that human aid can supply, remember you have a devoted bro-

ther in

Otis Wendell."

If Ellen had wept tears of sorrow befbie, those which suc-

ceeded the perusal of this letter were tears of the purest joy.

Such unexpected relief might well gladden her heart, and com-

ing from one so dear to her, one she had loved from her very

infancy, and assisted from a low arid miserable condition to a

station of usefulness and honor, it had a threefold power to

make her happy.

Her husband noticed the change in her countenance when

he awoke, and when she communicated to him the cause of her

joy, she saw his own eye brighten with glad emotions, and a

faint flush steal over his cheek, that had been colorless for

many long weeks. She had told him but little of her trials, but

he was not so ignorant of them as she supposed ; and the
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anxiety and distress he had secretly endured for her had

done more than disease to waste the decaying energies of his

life.

From this hour a favorable change seemed wrought in his

system, and Ellen began to hope for his recovery once more.

Through the summer he was able to walk out a short distance

every day, and sit at her side with cheering words to lighten

her constant toil. November had hardly commenced, however,

when he was again brought low by a sudden and alarming re-

newal of his old complaints. In a short time he was more re-

cta- -d than he had ever been before, but lingered along through

l. winter, and early months of spring ; and then a new cup of

affliction was given poor Ellen in the sickness of her children.

They were attacked by scarletina, and only two days elapsed

before little Ellen, the baby, preceded her father by a few hours

to the world of spirits.

It was the first of May, that a gentleman made inquiries at

the public houses of St. Mary, Florida, for the residence of Mr.

Elliot, an invalid from New England. He was at length in-

formed of his death, and of the sickness of his wife, who now

lay in the most dangerous stages of the yellow fever, which had

just begun to infect that city. The gentleman hastened imme-

diately to her dwelling. He opened the door, and proceeded

from room to room, finding each one deserted. His heart be-

gan to sink, when a low moan attracted him to a little apart-

ment in the rear. Here he found Ellen, alone, helpless,

and suffering all the horrors of that frightful pestilence.

He went up to her couch, and bent over her pillow. She

opened her eyes, and gazed at him vacantly, for a while.

The tears rolled down his cheeks, and fell upon her fevered

brow.

"O, Ellen!" he passionately exclaimed, pressing her burn-

ing hand in his She uttered a feeble cry, and murmured the

name of Otis ; then closing her eyes, the tears gushed rapidly

from beneath the lids. They seemed to relieve her brain, for

she gazed up at him more brightly than before, and earnestly

entreated him to leave her, and escape from the dangers of the

pestilence.

44 Leave you, Ellen ? Never ! till you are restored to health
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and friends. Never, Ellen, will I leave you to suffer alone,

while my life and reason remain !"

Otis was true to his word. He procured every comfort

and assistance that was needed, and watched over her with

the tenderness of a mother. He looked after the welfare

of her little boy, who had been early removed from the con-

tagion, and carried daily tidings to the couch of the anxious

invalid.

We need not prolong the details. Ellen recovered at last,

though very slow and imperfectly. It was with many sad fore-

bodings that Otis assisted her to embark for a northern climate.

Her frail body seemed almost ruined by the ravages of sorrow

and disease. Still, he hoped much from old influences, and the

careful nursing of her friends. He hoped much from the na-

tural buoyancy of her spirits, and the original strength of her

constitution. He rejoiced to see her eves light up with joy

when they drew near the shores of New England. He watched

her with the intensest interest, when she sat sometimes

upon deck, with her little boy in her arms, to see the deep de-

light she experienced in the intelligence and sweetness of his

childish talk. The boy was very beautiful, and loved his mo-

ther with a depth of reverence rarely observed in one so

young. This trait in his character did more than all else to

wean Ellen from thoughts of the past—this, and her confidence

in heaven.

The first step Otis took, on his arrival at Newburg, was to

purchase the dwelling Ellen had formerly occupied, and fit it up

comfortably for her residence. He restored as much of the old

family furniture as could be obtained, and, in every arrange-

ment, delicately consulted her preferences. She knew him too

well to distress his noble nature by manifesting any reluctance

in accepting his generous aid 5 and as soon as he saw her plea-

santly reinstated in her old possessions, he returned to his busi-

ness at New York.

Otis had conquered much of his early morbid sensitiveness,

and now moved among men as one conscious of abilities to do

them good. He had steadily refused political preferment, but

in any civil capacity, was ready at all times to exercise his ta-

lents for the public benefit. He soon rose, as all truly great
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and good men must rise, into honor and popularity. A circle

of warm friends and admirers gathered around him, ready to

use every possible influence and exertion to promote him to

any station they could prevail on him to fill. He was too well

satisfied with his success in doing good as a private individual,

to court more elevated honors. It was not applause that he

desired, though when men praised his eloquence and learning,

he was happy to feel that his soul had risen superior to its

early weakness, and that the life his young heart foreboded

would be one of misery, had been already one of activity and

happiness.

He was universaly regarded as the friend of the friendless,

the guardian of the weak and tempted., the benefactor of the

suffering poor. When, at length, at a mature period of his life,

he rose from the bar to the bench, and sustained the character

of an upright and impartial judge, there was no man regarded

with more universal respect and individual admiration than the

poor little deformed boy, who, thirty years before, had sat at

Ellen's side, and deplored, with tears, his lone and miserable

condition.

Among the beneficent acts of his life, none is more worthy

of record than his kindness to Ellen's son. Not content with

placing the mother in circumstances almost affluent, he took

young Otis under his own guardianship, educated him at col-

lege, and received him into his law office with all the advant-

ages he would give to an only son.

Ellen, who had no happiness apart from her child, also re-

moved to New York, and was introduced by Judge Wendell

into the highest circles of society as the benefactress of his ear-

ly life, and, trom infancy upward, his best beloved friend. She

had now passed the meridian of life, but preserved the same

cheerful sweetness of temper and kindness of heart that char-

acterized her early years. Though she never quite recovered

from the effects of her sickness and affliction in Florida, she

manifested none of the langour and depression of an invalid.

Always interesting herself in some scheme of benevolence, she

forgot her own weakness in the real sufferings of the multitude

that surrounded her.

Otis Elliot distinguished himself in his profession, though he
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never attained to the greatness, that marked the riper years of

Otis Wendell. He married a lady of great wealth and accom-

plishments, who opened her splendid establishment to her hus-

band's most revered friends, his mother and Judge Wendell,

and bade them welcome to an abiding home. They accepted

the offer with sincere pleasure. They gathered around one

fireside—Ellen, the senior of the group, with her snow-white

hair parted smoothly from her calm forehead, and her slender

frame bowed with weakness and age ; Otis Wendell, the irre-

proachable judge, the man of countless charities, with his fine

countenance marked with the first furrows of time, and bearing

a look of serene dignity that was doubly impressive from its

contrast with the physical diminutiveness and deformity he had

borne about with him from the hour of his birth ; Otis Elliot,

the handsome and idolizing son of an equally idolizing mother,

with his beaming eye glancing from his young bride to his aged

mother, and thence to his beloved guardian, to rest with equal

tenderness upon each ;
and, lastly, the young bride herself, the

link that had drawn these dear beings into one happy household

circle, to be separated no more in life, with her beautiful face

turned ever fondly upon her husband's—these all gathered daily

around one board and one hearthstone, and presented one of

the loveliest examples ever seen, of the faithful and deep-rooted

friendship, which increases with every added year of life, and

passes out of this state of being to that which is more perfect,

to receive an eternal confirmation in the immediate presence

of Deity.— Selected.

Reading Euclid Himself.—There are some books which require peculiar

attention in reading, in order to understand them. A spruce macaroni was

boasting, one day, that he had the most happy genius in the world. " Every

thing," said he, " is easy to me. People call Euclid's Elements a hard book ;

but I read it yesterday from beginning to end in a piece of the afternoon be*

tween dinner and supper." " Read all Euclid," answered a gentleman pre-

sent, ,f in one afternoon 1 How was that possible ?" " Upon my honor 1 did,

and never read smoother reading in my life." " Did you master all the de-

monstrations and Bolve all the problems as you went ?" " Demonstrations and

problems ! I suppose you mean the a's, and b's, and c's, an d l's, and 2's, and

the pictures of scratches and scrawls. No, no ; I skipped all them. I only

read Euclid himself ; and all Euclid I did read, and in one piece of the after,

noon, too." Alas ! how many such readers there are ! Such get as much

knowledge of the subject they read as this young man did of geometry,
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THE SEASONS IN CANADA.
SPRING.

"The winter is past, the rain is over and gone, the flowers appear in the

earth, the time of the singing of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is

heard in our'land."

ERHAPS one of the most remarkable

features in a Canadian spring, is the

sudden transition from cold to heat, from

gloom to sunshine ; and except to an

eye-witness, the rapid awakening from

the cold and torpor of the long winter,

or from the still more cheerless aspect

of what should be spring, when, the

snow gone, the sterile ground and

earless trees give an added gloom to the scene, is in-

credible. And from the un-springlike aspect of the present

season, we may expect another of those wonderful leaps into the

fullness of summer verdure. It recalls to my mind that of '49,

when in two days we found ourselves, from bleak sterility, in the

full enjoyment of summer. So rapid was the growth of vege-

tation, one might literally see things grow, and those who read of

it only, may well be sceptical of that which made the beholder

almost doubt the evidence of his own senses ; and where could

spring bring with it so many concentrated beauties as amidst the

loveliness ofRice Lake 1 0 ! the joy experienced when on awak-

ening some morning, expecting to find it ushered in with the same

cheerless aspect, the voice of singing birds is heard, and the

warm sun has at length burst forth, herald, how joyous a one, of

the bright day's dawning. A balminess in the air has succeeded

to the deceitful wind of yesterday, and the mind, which has been

dwelling with painful vividness and yearning over sunny banks

and sequestered sheltered nooks in England's beloved valleys,

where long since have bloomed the starlike anemone, the pale

primrose, and the air is laden with the sweet breath of violets
;

now takes a tone of gladness and hope in the prospect of shortly

culling the wild hepatica;, the first spring flower here, rapidly

succeeded by a host of floral beauties, which, if not equal-

ling in scent, surpass in brilliancy of hue, their fair sisters in

Britain* Tim radiance of a Canadian spring cannot he imagined,



THE SEASONS IN CANADA. 155

but by those who have witnessed it, and its beauty is still more

striking from the sealed face of nature during the winter months.

Beautiful type of the resurrection ! Thou speakest of hope to the

bereaved, as flowers in their renewed loveliness spring from their

winding sheet of snow. At times the combination of sweet

scents, sights, and sounds has been overpowering in its life-giving

happiness during these early spring days. The absence, too, of

evergreens in the winter here, such as our noble laurel, laures-

tines, holly, &c, makes the re-appearance of verdure still more

enjoyable. How often have I rejoiced that the dear old familiar

shrub, the lilac, braves the rigor of a Canadian winter, and is al-

ways ready to gladden us with its perfume, when spring has fully

set in. How many a sigh have I breathed over that well-known

tree, as bending over its blossoms, unfolding their small delicately

tinted buds, my own early home stood revealed as in a magic

glass before me—the old sunny garden, the murmur of the bees,

the flower-bed I called my own, the pear tree laden with its

beautiful white blossoms. Again, in fancy, I sprang over the turf

with laughing brothers and sisters. Again 1 saw the calm sweet

river skirting the foot of that sunny garden, over which hung the

weeping willow, the drooping gold laburnum, the lovely forget,

me-not, reflected in its depths ; and from that shadowy land of

childhood I would start up refreshed and strengthed for the more

arduous duties of life. O what an ever-living source of strength

is nature to the mind of man !

Then the birds—I think we are apt to detract too much from

the melody of the Canadian songsters. The robin, familiar as

our own dear household pet " at home," but larger and more

independent, the song sparrow, various fly birds, the melodious

notes of the brown thrush, the grosbeck, the Canadian canary,

which, both in brilliancy of plumage and variety of notes, may
vie with his namesake in the Atlantic Isle ; the little cat. bird,

deriving its name from the peculiar cry with which it winds up

its song—these are a few varieties ; and those not famed for song

seem to compensate for it by the gratification they afford to our

eyesight, by the exceeding brilliancy of their plumage. Then we
have the blue bird, like Heaven's own sky, the ariel, the war bird,

with its showy uniform ; and the last, and in this case the least

—

but, O, how beautiful—the humming birds. Little fairy creatures,

ever quivering from flower to flower, magical in beauty and in
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swiftness of motion. Now through the air in the warm evenings

we see numberless species of the insect tribe, with that hum.

ming, drowsy sound, so redolent of summer days, the night-hawk,

sweeping round in the twilight in large circles, dartiag at them

with eager voracity. The bull-frog sends forth its sonorous

notes, and the whip-poor-will joins, with its peculiar wild cry,

the chorus of joy.

Caroline Hayward.
Ravenscourt, near Port Hope.

. [For the Maple Leaf.

WISDOM.

Translated and Arranged from the French of Lamartine

by E. H. L.

Ye, who, like moving shadows,

Pass through this vale of tears,

Where sombre tinting harrows

The soul with doubts and fears
;

Brothers', in toil and sorrow,

Hark to a voice sublime
;

The harps, of Solime, borrow

A sound from Thabor's clime.

What saith the voice of wisdom ?

God gives the power of thought

—

Man vainly strives for freedom,

Whose mind is still untaught.

Live, then, and die in silence

—

The tide of life flows by,

Old ocean's waves, in cadence,

Upon the white beach lie.

God sets life's stream in motion,

And gives the waves their might

—

Mirrors the eky in Ocean,

Or veils from day the light.

He knows why golden sunbeams

Their evening glory glance,

On hearts, no coming day-gleams

May wake from death's deep trance.

He knows why joy, and sighing,

In quick succession move

—

Why manly hopes, oft dying,

Bequeath no gift, but love.

Then, since with God are hidden,

The secret springe of life

—

Since storms, by us unbidden,

Dash o'er us in their Btrife,—
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Tia Wisdom's sweet injunction,

Drink well of earthly bliss,

With hope, and high emotion,

Steal from each joy a kiss.

If, like a gentle lily

Drench'd in the passing storm,

The hand of God hath bow'd thee,

Weep thou, in prostrate form.

One tear of mortal anguish

Shed humbly at His feet-

One sigh, from hearts, that languish,

The Holy One to meet

—

Enshrin'd 'mid rays of glory

He bears around his heart

;

More dear to Him the story,

Than loftiest themes of Art.

• * * *

Mortals, life's cares forsaking,

Rest now beside your sires,

Ere long the notes of waking

Shall sound from Angel lyres ;

—

Bright as Aurora's beauty

Celestial light shall shine,

And Death, released from duty,

His sceptre shall resign.

Montreal, April, 1854.

[For the Maple Leaf.

ANSWER THE CABMAN.
Politeness is a word of whose meaning thousands assume

comprehension, while they cannot give it a clear definition ;

—

too many think that their affected ' Please Sir,' and ' Allow me
Madame,' is the very pink of courtesy. In my opinion, they

are much mistaken. Politeness is not the use of precise

terms, of chosen words, and euphonious sentences. It is ra-

ther a feeling, a genuine emotion, a practical exemplifica-

tion of that great law " Which we had from the beginning,

that we love one another," and as such will assuredly cull for

itself the most appropriate language. How few are truly po-

lite, and of these few, how fewer still are they, who have spent

two shillings on a manual of etiquette, much less studied the

more elaborate pages of Lord Chesterfield, or the silly twad-

dle published under the most gracious patronage of Count

d'Orsay.
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These thoughts were suggested by a trivial little circum-

stance which occurred a few evenings ago. Walking leisure-

ly along in company with a friend, we observed, slightly in ad-

vance of us, a couple of gentlemen, arm in arm, turning from

Notre Dame up M'Gill Street. They were accosted by a cab-

man,—" Want a cab, gentlemen ? want a cab ?" The gentle-

men did not want a cab, neither did they deign to reply. Passing

on in silence, and coming immediately upon the scene of action,

we heard from the lips of the disappointed Jehu, a sarcastic

exclamation, certainly neither dignified, polite, nor pious. Our

Urn came next, and I must say not in a pleasant or agreeable

: l of voice, was the solicitation extended to us,—" Want a

cab, gentlemen 1 want a cab V 9 My friend replied,—" No thank

you, not to night," and thus all further discussion or colloquy

ceased. A few yards further on, we were again greeted with

the same almost interminable interrogatory,—" Want a

cab, gentlemen? won't you take a drive?" and again did my
friend trouble himself to reply. Here then was the exercise,

the demonstration of true politeness. The deportment of a

great majority of our cabmen is certainly not quite au fait or

debonair, yet even the most uncivil are subject to the influence

of courtesy, and when properly treated, lose much of that rude-

ness, which they otherwise indulge in so frequently \ and if we

would glide smoothly adown the rapid stream of life, we must

learn to live

—

u Respecting, in each other's case,

The gifts of nature and of grace."

Remember my caption, then, and try in the little, as well as

the great things of life, to cultivate and exercise the spirit which

prompted my friend to reply to the cabman, and my word for it,

you will thereby pass beyond the reach of either odium or in-

sult, and most assuredly will you escape unpleasant public reflec-

tions. Except to the criminally vile, common courtesy is a

duty we owe to all ; and a duty faithfully discharged is ever

productive of satisfaction. With

—

* Gentle words and loving smiles,

How beautiful is earth."

Would you add to that beauty, deriving therefrom the sure

reward of pleasure, then, answer the cabman !

Persolus.
April, 1854.
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[Written for the Maple Leaf.

TO A DEAR FRIEND.

Oil ! I would conjure up for thee

A thousand years of overflowing bliss ;

Such, that when the ruthless atropos

Should cut the silken tie that binds

The spirit to its earthly tenement,

Thou might'st yet breathe, in recollection,

The balmy atmosphere of tasted joys

;

And gladdened by the perfumed zephyrs,

Sigh for more years,—and get them.

May thy gladness be the bright spring bird's,

Without a care, save that of love.

Thy path, the gentle stream that shines,

As silver thread, from out the dark

And rugged landscape. Like the faithful flower

That blooms in prairie wilderness,

Oasis like, in trackless wastes,

To show the weary pilgrim's path,

By pointing with its modest leaflet

Ever to the N»rth. So may joy

And gladness ever turn to thee !

And as time runs on its ceaseless course,

And throws its sunshine 'mid its shade

In indiscriminate profusion round,

Its very densest flood be poured

Upon thy pleasant path, and its sun

Never be obscured by darkening clouds.

Montreal, March, 1854. Hebe.

Directions for Management of the Hair.—" M.Cazenave, physician

to the hospital of St. Louie, Paris, in his treatise, translated by Dr. Burgess,

gives the following general directions for the management of the hair :

—

'*
< Pass a fine-tooth comb, at regular intervals, every twenty-four hours,

through the hair, in order to keep it from matting or entangling ; separate the

hairs frequently and repeatedly, so as to allow the air to pass through them

for several minutes ; use a brush that will serve the double purpose of cleans,

ing the scalp, and gently stimulating the hair-bulbe. Before going to bed it

will be desirable to part the hair evenly, so as to avoid false folds, or what is

commonly called, turning against the grain, which might even cause the

hairs to break. Such are the usual and ordinary requirements as to the ma-

nagement of the hair. There is, on the other hand, a class of persons who

carry to excess the dressing and adornment of the hair, especially those who
are gifted with hair of the finest quality. Thus, for example, females who
are in the habit, during the ordinary operations of the toilette, of dragging

and twisting the hair, so as almost to draw the skin with it : the effect of

which is, in the first instance, to break the hairs and fatigue the scalp, and

finally to alter the bulb itself.'
"
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ANSWER TO DISTICH.
Dear Editor.—I beg to submit the following solution to the famous dis-

tich of our good Queen Bess

:

—
The word of denial—No.

Tho letter of fifty—L. No e L.

If Mr. Oscar wants to puzzle the juveniles, he will have to get harder

questions, for I am sure our Lizzie could guess them if they were twice as

hard. She found out this one just as soon as she read it.

Yours,
Guildetose Cot. Harry H.

ANSWER T.O ENIGMA.

A plan for Isidor's Gardener, by

G. W. C.

EDITORIAL
This is the season of change with us. Almost every important alteration

in housekeeping has been referred to tlaa grand renovating era for accom-

plishment. Now, loo, many a youth first engages in business—many an

old established custom is thrown by, and many a situation dear, because long

held, is changed. Yet, notwithstanding the sadness of sundering ties, the

opening glories of the season, the heart-inspiring breath of balmy May days,

the joy.diffusing effect of Spring sunshine will cheer us on to duty, and

nerve us to meet trial with fortitude.

The world listens to the distant boom from the war ships, and shudders at

the thought of the horrors of battle. May the smoke from the cannon's

mouth soon be dispersed, and war speedily become to the civilized world as a

figment of the dark ages—a remnant of barbarous times.

Works descriptive of Turkey and Russia are much eought just now. We
were interested in a book on Russia, written by Oliphant ; it contains im-

portant information.

We are pleased to find that A. T. C. retains such cheerful memories of his

early days, and trust there are many who look back on their school days as

upon charming scenes, whose warm colors, softened by time, still show many

rich and beautiful shades.

The page usually devoted to " Varieties," was filled before we were aware,

and an interesting little article on Barometers was completely pushed out.

We are indebted to G. W. C. for engraving tho pretty letter at the com-

mencement of Hie article on Spring, also for the solution of Moot*! question

in relation to the gardener's dilemma.
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MY OLD MEMORANDUM BOOK

LEAF NO. 2.

(Continued from page 101.)

HERE I sat at the window enjoying tr/e

calm evening, until finding it yet early, 1

seized my hat, determined upon a stroll

in the village. I passed down the sieps

of the hotel into a long, broad street.

The village seemed to be mainly in this

street, which stretched across the mur-

muring river, the music of whose mimic waves

had proved so soothing to my weariness. As 1

passed on I saw groups of persons walking

slowly along, evidently intent on enjoying the

beauty of the scene.

Village life is every where possessed of similar

characteristics. A necessity seems to be imposed

upon every inhabitant of a small village, to be

thoroughly acquainted with its history, personal and

general ; but village life in New England is somewhat pecu-

liar. A fair proportion of intelligent mind is found there ; the

people are fond of books, and keep up an acquaintance with the

current news. Added to their general intelligence is a quick per-

ception of r'ght, a strong love of justice, and a warm sympathy

for the suffering. The charming union of country scenery with

many of the luxuries of city life, the exemption from vices

that grow rank amid the precocious influences of town, and

the appreciation of every thing truly noble and patriotic, ele-

vate the New England villages above places of the same class

elsewhere.

I never saw a more lovely spot' than C . As far as the

eye could reach, until in the distance the points of view met, I

looked down the long street. Now and then a silvery laugh

was wafted to me from the merry promenaders ; and as I

passed, a courteous bow was given by more than one party.

Taking advantage of this, I ventured to make some inquiries

in relation to the pretty stream which formed such a lovely

feature in this twilight scene. A young man politely stepped
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forward, and answered my questions j at the same time otter-

ing to conduct me to a point where I could have a view of a

cascade, which he said fell over some rocks just beyond the

bridge. With native taste and good sense he described the

objects of interest in and around the village ; and after sum-

ming up its natural beauties, he remarked with much feeling,

that it was " the happiest little spot on the continent." Just

at this moment we came in view of the waterfall, and my
companion pointed out a seat where I could sit and take a

more extended view. I was in a mood fo be interested, and

encouraged him to dilate on his favorite theme. " No doubt

you enjoy much here," said I ; " kindness and affection are

more valuable to the heart than outward splendor, and nature'?

beauties are far in advance ot the adornments of art."

" Yes, we are happy then checking himself he said, " we

are by no means exempt from trials, and 1 ought not to color

my description too highly. I think, sir, that our feelings make

the place interesting ; the man dignifies and beautifies the

spot, not the situation the man. We have just now a cause of

sorrow in our circle that touches us deeply."

It was not yet late, and in answer to my inquiries he re-

lated the following incident.

" It is now some ten years since Squire B , a wealthy

man who lives here, went with Mrs. B to S to make

some purchases. On their return they brought with them a

beautiful little giri. Her dark, spiritual eyes, and finely-formed

head and features, were at once admired ; while her tattered

dress, and shoeless feet, showed her acquaintance with poverty.

I remember the evening when she arrived. I was a strong,

active boy, and had been honored with the duty of escorting

our dear teacher home after her week's labors. It was early

in spring; the weather enlivened my spirits. I vented them

in loud tones, as I gaily plied the lash, and drove up with a

llourish just as Squire B and his lovely wife entered the

village. They had proceeded about a mile on their return

from S , when they saw a Hi tie child, apparently about

(our years old, running along the road. The sight of the help-
i

ess little one touched Mrs. B.'s heart. She prevailed upon

her husband to stop and take the poor little child into the

carriage, and then drive back to the village, and restore her if
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possible to her friends. After making many inquiries, they

could find no clue to her history, so it was agreed that they

should keep the little girl until something permanent could be

decided upon. It was soon arranged that little Annie—lor so

they called her—should be adopted by her kind protectors, and

considered as their own child. Squire B. was kind in his way,

but not remarkable for delicacy of perception ;
he, however,

treated the new corner well. It was to her adopted mother, that

Annie looked for sympathy and love, and she repaid in full mea-

sure all the care that good woman bestowed upon her. Years

went by, laden with good to Annie. She was sent to school,

and received all the advantages that the village aoffrded. At

last, when Annie was about thirteen years old, a distressing

occurrence deprived her of her dear protectress. Mrs. B. was

very ill, and her husband went at night to get some medicine :

the apothecary carelessly put up poison. The poor lady only

lived a short time after taking it. She was faithful to her

adopted child to the last ; and died commending her to her

husband's continued care, who promised to be a father to the

orphan. But a change was soon made in Annie's prospects.

Hardly had her benefactress grown cold, before Squire B.'s

mother—a bustling, harsh woman—gave her to understand,

that in future she must work for her living ; and ever since, she

has treated the young girl with much severity. A change in

the Squire's affairs perhaps soured his feelings ; at any rate,

he has been very unkind to Annie, and last night he turned

her out of his house. She is a lovely girl, and her friends hope

she may soon be better situated."

This tale interested me very much. More than once during the

recital I involutarily thought of the conversation which I had over-

heard before leaving my room. As soon as possible I hastened

back to the hotel, hoping to find my unknown neighbours of the

next room to whom I intended to relate the story, judging from

what I had accidentally heard, that Annie might be the sister so

earnestly sought1

. What was my surprise, on entering the public

parlor, to find a large group gathered round a gentleman and

lady, whom I knew at once must be the persons I wished to

see. The lady, whose beautiful face was pale with emotion,

looked eagerly at the door as I entered, evidently expecting to

see some one else. Her husband, almost as much agitated as
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she, watched her anxiously. The scene, the grouping, the air

of expectation, the extreme beauty of the lady, and the sympa-

thising expression of the gentleman, would have presented a fit

subject for an artist's study.

The door opened and a young girl entered, looking around

with wonder upon so many faces.

The lady gave her one searching look, stretched out her arms

tenderly, and with a voice of deepest love exclaimed " My
sister ! O my sister," then sank back completely overcome with

emotion.

Annie, for it was she, stood bewildered in the midst of the

commotion caused by the lady's swoon, and did not know how
to respond to the joyous greetings which her young companions

showered upon her.

Leaving the sisters, for such they were, to gain composure, I

will briefly relate their singular, but true story.

Their father and mother were natives of England, from which

country they emigrated when Eveline the eldest, was very young.

They came out to Canada strong in the hope of bettering their

fortunes, but found, like many others, that difficulties environ the

settler in a new country.

Mr. Sinclair had been liberally educated, and accustomed to

the luxuries of life, but his business relations were not for-

tunate, his wealth gradually diminished, until at last gathering

up what remained, he took his young wife and three children to

America. Arrived in Quebec, he looked around for a suitable

situation, but not succeeding, he proceeded to Montreal. There

anxiety and fatigue brought on a malignant fever which suddenly

terminated his life.

Mrs. Sinclair, thus left alone, resolved to go to the States and

seek her friends there. She stopped some time in one of the lake

towns of Vermont, until her courage began to fail in the pros-

pect of poverty. She was very lovely in appearance, but

possessed weak traits of character, that had not been deve-

loped while sheltered and sustained by a husband's tenderness.

Now left to herself, she proved recreant to the noblest instincts of

nature, in deserting her little children to follow the fortunes of a

comparative stranger, who urged her to go south with him.

The most singular feature in this history was the fact that

Eveline, her eldest child, who was not probably more than
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eight years old, determined to follow her mother, and actually

managed to beg her way along so as to keep in the same

route.

She told her pitiful story, and got a ride, or procured lodging

at night. At last, just as she was losing sight of the fugitives,

she sat down wearied and sorrowful upon the steps of a fine

mansion in a large town in Virginia. There, her helpless age and

desolate appearance, interested the servants, who represented the

fact to their master.

He sent for the child to his library, and questioned her name.
u Eveline Sinclair," said she, " and my mother's name is

Eveline too."

She had not proceeded (ar, in her account, before she was warm-

ly embraced by her auditor, who t®ld her that he was her own
uncle, her mother's brother. A chain of circumstances thus

placed the little girl among her family friends, where she was

educated with great care.

Mr. Stanley, her uncle, used every means to find his sister.

He traced her as far as New Orleans, but there he lost sight of

her entirely.

Little Eveline could not tell the name of the place where she

left her little brother Stanley and her sister Rosa; but Mr. Stanley,

her uncle, made many inquiries in the town of Vermont, nearest

Canada, which he thought must be the part of ihe country where

they stopped. Nothing could be learned there, and Eveline grew

up to weman-hood without hearing from them. The desire to

see them grew with her growth, until at last it became intense.

After her marriage and settlement in a new and beautiful home,

she thought more and more of her brother and sister. At

last she became very ill. It was soon evident that sorrow or

anxiety preying on her mind, had much to do with her illness.

It was, therefore, agreed by her friends that Mr. Enfield (her

husband) should arrange his business so that he could be absent

a few months, and as soon as possible leave with Eveline for a

journey in search of the dear relatives. To give ample opportu-

nity to look for them, they traveled in their own carriage.

So strong was Mrs. Enfield's faith that she should find them,

that she caused two rooms to be prepared for them, in her

own pleasant home, and every arrangement to be made for. their

reception.
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" Truth is often stranger than fiction."

She found her brother at S. He had been in the poor house,

and afterward was transferred to a store as errand boy, and we
have seen that Annie was the same as the little Rosa whom she

left so many years before. She recognised her from the strong

rsemblance Rosa bore to her mother, whose memory Eveline

ever cherished with tender sorrow.

Reader, I have arrived nearly at the end of this leaf, I will

just add a word or two of explanation, and you have it complete.

I saw the home of the Enfield's in the " Old Dominion," and

became well acquainted with Mr. Stanley, whose staunch princi-

ples, and noble mind are appreciated by a fine circle of friends

of true Virginia character.

Eveline, and Rosa, and Stanley, are very interesting persons.

I speak from a knowledge that a near acquaintance of some

years admits.

Montreal, May, 1854.

[For the Maple Leaf.

BAROMETERS.
BY 1SIDOR.

The word barometer is of Greek extraction, being compounded

ofBaros, meaning weight, and metron, signifying measure. These

words explain its meaning, as this instrument is used for the pur-

pose of finding, or measuring the weight of the atmosphere—of

foretelling the changes in the weather, and of telling the height

of mountains. It consists of a glass tube, which, being hermet-

ically sealed at one end, is then filled with mercury. The finger

is then placed at one end against the mercury, so that the atmos-

phere shall have no admittance whatever. The tube is then in-

verted and plunged in a vessel containing mercury well freed from

air. On removing the finger, the quicksilver in the tube will join

that of the basin, and the mercury will then subside in a column

of 29 or 30 inches. Its height entirely depends on the state of

the atmosphere at the time.

This instrument is said to have been invented by Galileo, in

the beginning of the last century
;
however, it was Torricelli who

improved it considerably at a later period, and it was not until

sometime after this, that it was used for the purpose of prognosti-

cating the changes of the weather. After it had been agreed that
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the falling of the mercury was owing lo the weight of the atmos-

phere it obtained the name of weather glass, and by this name it

is still sometimes known even at the present day.

The barometer of Torricelli is the one which is generally

used, and, although since its invention we have had various im-

provements, some on a small and others on a large scale, still this

one is the most accurate, as the natural simplicity of its construc-

tion must defy all improvement.

This instrument being now the most common, and the chief one

in use, I shall try and explain it, taking for a guide the annexed

wood-cut :

—

A
A B represents a tube of glass \ of an inch in dia-

meter, and 34 inches in length, hermetically sealed at

the point A. The tube A B, being then filled with mer-

cury, is inverted in the basin CD. The mercury then

falls to G H, 28 inches, and the highest it reaches is 31

inches. From the surface of the quicksilver, C F, 28

inches must now be measured on the tube A B. This will

reach to the point K, which is generally marked stormy.

In like manner, the highest part of the scale of varia-

tion, 1, is placed 31 inches above E F, and is marked

very dry, and applies to the summer season, and on the

F other side to hard frost for the winter. The next half

inch below is marked set. fair on one side, and set. frost

D
on the other. At 30 inches from C F it is marked fair

on one side, and frost on the other ; half an inch below this, the

word changeable is marked, which answers for both summer and

winter. At 29, rain on one side, and snow on the other
; 28^,

much rain, or much snow, and each division, for convenience sake,

is subdivided into ten parts. I shall now give a few general prin-

ciples in relation to prognosticating the weather by this useful in-

strument, and, in doing so, shall make use of Dr. Haller's rules :

—

1. In calm weather, when it is inclined to rain, the mercury is

certainly low.

2. In good weather, high. *

3. In great winds it sinks very low ; in fact, the lowest of all,

though there be no rain.

4«. The greatest heights of the mercury are found with east-

erly winds.
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5. In calm frosty weather, it is generally high.

6. After great storms of wind, when it has been low, it rises

fast.

7. In northerly places, the barometer changes more frequently

than in southerly.

8. Within the tropics, or near them the alteration is very

slight.

Such are the general phenomena, as regards the rising and

falling of the Barometer. This instrument is a most necessary

one, and is as useful as it is necessary.

Thus, the human intellect, that vainly tries to foretell great

things, can, by the simple means of mercury, foretell the state of

the weather; whether sunshine is to light the earth with its

joyous rays, causing the whole creation to feel animated by its

enlivening presence ; or whether dark days, and the foggy

gloom of a chilling atmosphere, are to appear, imparting sadness

to all, and causing discontented man to long for a change, and

supplicate the return of the merry sunshine.

Hoping our desire for soft airs and flowery scenes may be

gratified, I wish you, my dear readers, (if I have any,) a very

delightful and sunny good day.

Montreal, 1854.

f Written for the Maple T<eal.

SONNET.
When I bethink me of the many year9,

That wc in wedded love together spent,

Then turn me to the present, the extent

Of my bereavement strikingly appears.

A lonely wanderer in a vale of tears
;

A weary, wasted, desolated thing,

Without one stay to which my heart can cling ;

Without one voice to chide the woe that bean

Me to my destiny,—yet reflection says,

lie. patient, for thy griefs shall shortly end
;

And thou and, thy devoted earnest friend

Shall be as yc have been in former days-

One, in affection, love, fidelity
;

One, through the rolling periods of eternity.

T. Hi

April 17, 1852.
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THE GEYSERS.

In Iceland, some singular results of volcanic action are dis-
coverable. There are vents, or aqueous craters, which dis-
charge streams of boiling water, or columns of steam. The
chief of these are at Haukadal, far behind Mount Hecla, the
snow-clad summits of which are, however, within sight. With-
in a very limited space, a great number of these geysers, or
hot-spouting springs, the name being derived from the Icelandic
verb to rage, "to burst forth violently," are apparent, and the
clouds of vapour they emit are visible at the distance of several
miles.

One is called " the great geyser," a name to which, as the
largest in Iceland, it is fully entitled. A large mound, formed
of the various substances it has ejected during the lapse ofages,
sorrounds it. This mound is hollow, in fact, a basin, about one
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hundred and fifty feet in circumference, commonly having in it

about four feet of boiling water, which is beautifully clear. A
pipe or funnel, about ten feet in diameter, but wider at top, de-

scends perpendicularly in the middle of the basin to the depth of

near eighty feet in the earth, and is the vent of the boiling stream.

From the sides of the basin, two small channels open, and allow

almost constant passage to some ot the water, which, still hot,

and strongly impregnated with mineral substance, flows, on

leaving the mound, through a turfy kind of soil, and acting on

the peat, mosses, and grass, gradually produces some of the

most beautiful specimens of petrifaction. Leaves of the birch,

and of other trees growing in that inhospitable clime, are also

found incrusted, so as to appear a white stone, yet still preserv-

ing their minutest fibres unchanged.

The eruptions of this geyser occur at irregular intervals ; the

first signals of violence are low reports, and slight concussions of

the earth. A few jets are now thrown up by the pipe, and after a

pause a rumbling is heard beneath ; louder reports succeed, with

concussions strong enough to shake the whole mound, in the midst

of which the water boils with increased violence, and over-

flows the edges of the basin. Other reports follow, louder and

more rapid than the preceding, something like the discharge of

artillery. With an astounding roar, and immense velocity, the

water then rushes through the pipe, and rises in the air in irre-

gular jets, surrounded and almost concealed by volumes of

steam. Loftier and more defined jets succeed to the first, and

there is generally a central jet, exhibiting a column of boiling

water from nine to twelve feet in diameter, and on an average

from fifty to seventy feet in height. These boiling fountains sel-

dom play longer than six or seven minutes at a time ; then the

action of the central pipe ceases ; dense steam covers for a while

the basin ; and when that moves off, nothing is seen but a sheet

of clear hot water, and all is quiet, until after an interval of

some hours a fresh eruption is announced by faint reports.

We are indebted for our information on this subject to Dr.

Henderson, who visited the great geyser some years ago. On

his second visit, when he pitched his tent close to it for two

days, its eruptions occurred pretty regularly every six hours,

and some of the columns of water rose to the height of one

hundred and fifty feet.

—

Selected,
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[For the Mnplo l,etU.

FUNERAL DIRGE.
{Sung by a Son over the Grave of his Mother.)

Oh ! mother, did I not forbid Ihee to depart 'I—

Did I not plead, and tell thee, that thou would'st soon

Feel on thy faded face the balmy breath of June ;

And that the summer's music soon would fill thy ear

With these sweet melodies, thou loved'st much to hear

;

That soon our bird would build again its little nest

Within the Lilac, where for years it buildeth 'erst' ?

—

Did 1 not bid thee wait, and tell thee even then

Our burn had burst its bands, and babbled through the glen ;

That winter's clouds were fled ? that spring was coming fast,

And round thy wither'd form a robe of health would cast?

Then would we roam together, I would aid thy walk,

Whilst thou would'st gladden me with a fond mother's talk—
Would'st mark the violet's purple leaves meekly outspread.

But oh ! they're blooming now upon thy earthy bed,

For thou, alas ! art not, and I am here alone,

A saddened, weeping boy. Too well I know thou'it gone,

For there is none to soothe the throbbings of my heart.

Persolus.
April 17, 1854.

[For the Maple Leaf.

THE JO RON ER' 8 INQUEST.

Morning broke, light golden clouds heralded the approach of

the orb of day, glorious in his wakening. He came, bringing in

his train his two ever present hand. maids—joy and sorrow.

Among those who awaited with eager expectation his gladdening

beams, were two hearts beating high with hope and love. That

sun was about to shine for the first time to them, on the land of

their adoption
;

and, with the eager expectation of children,

they gazed on the shore about to be irradiated with his rising

beams.

The steamer, on the deck of which they stood, ploughed gal-

lantly the noble waters of Lake Ontario. Ontario ! Name so

expressive of thy loveliness. Involuntarily they uttered the

literal meaning of that poetical word,—" How beautiful,"—as

the sun gradually emerged from the horizon, shedding a golden

light over the land of promise. There they stood,—he the type

of strong and vigorous manhood, his manly heait springing to

grapple with, and surmount the first hard experience he felt



172 THE CORONER'S INQUEST.

might await him ; if that heart for a moment faltered, it was for

the gentle being alone beside him. Hitherto nurtured tenderly,

fanned by the soft airs of the south wind, how will she endure

the blasts of privation or sorrow, should they unhappily be her

lot? But that delicate form encased a heart strong in woman's

love ; a love whose light diffuses its radiance in the darkest

hour of adversity, burning on when less exalted feelings have

been drowned in selfishness. It is thus that the spiritual of the

woman, rises superior to the weakness of her physical na-

ture. If she toils for her beloved one, that thought hallowes,

as it were, the every day acts of life, shedding a halo of refine-

ment over the most menial occupation. How often do we
see those delicately nurtured standing pre-eminent, in the strict

fulfilment of the new duties which, in the course of God's

providence, have been assigned to them, making true that re-

mark,—" Cultivated minds excel in the meanest things, and

refined minds possess the most common sense."

But let us return to the deck, where the young bride is still

standing.

" Marguerite, does it not look bright and pleasant? What ! no

answer, and tears! Nay, this must not be and he raised the

fair bowed head, parting tenderly the golden ringlets shadowing it.

No, not even that bright smile can altogether atone for tears

preceding it.

" Now, rest here," as he again drew her tenderly to him, " and

tell me where those truant thoughts had winged their way ?"

but, too rightly, conjecturing they were dwelling on a sunny home

far away.

" O no, Walter ; do not ask me, all is bright now ; do let me

stand up here, I want to see more of those distant hills," and she

sprang up on the seat beside him.

" Take care, Marguerite, you might fall over, and the air is

too fresh for you ; I will run for a shawl," and, lifting her down,

he said, " now do not get up there again till I return ;
don't let

me lose my treasure after having brought it safely so far," and

he ran down to the cabin.

" What a pretty little creature she is," said Capt. M. to a gen-

tleman who paced the deck with him, unobserved spectators of

the little scene above ; " I hope her path may not he a rough

one."
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" I think not, Captain ; I crossed the Atlantic with them, and

believe she has a husband worthy of her, and fully sensible of her

value. Did you see how carefully he lifted her down, and even

then seemed to leave her reluctantly. But look, her bonnet is

blown off," and both gentlemen ran to regain it for her.

She sprang on the 9eat, catching at the falling bonnet, as her

husband re-appeared. He darted forward, as overbalancing her-

self, with one wild, heart-piercing cry, she was precipitated into

the foaming water. With a wild cry of frantic agony her unfor-

tunate husband rushed to the side of the boat, and was only with-

held by main force from springing overboard. Instantly the

engines were stopped, and a boat lowered, while several brave

fellows stripping off their coats plunged into the water. At that

moment, at some little distance, appeared the beautiful form of

the hapless girl ; like a golden veil, her hair floated on the surface

of the waves, her arms were stretched imploringly towards the

vessel, and, maddened at the sight, Walter burst from those

who held him, and darted overboard. In vain, in vain, a few

more stretches and the upheld hands will be reached. No ; for a

moment they were raised to heaven, and the waters closed over

the gentle and beautiful. She never rose again. The unhappy

husband was with difficulty saved, and sunk into a state of in-

sensibility, from which he did not recover for many weeks, when

broken-hearted he left the country, whose waters had entombed

all that earth held most dear to him.

* * * * * * * *

u Has the Coroner arrived ?"

" Yes, they are now viewing the body," said the landlord of a

small inn, near the borders of Lake Ontario.

" Sad case, is it not?

" Yes ; a man must have a pretty hard heart to see such a

sight as that unmoved
;
you can follow me, if you would like to

see her," and proceeding softly down a passage, he opened a side

door.

On a table within lay the lovely form of the young wife whose
untimely end we have been narrating. Of the rough and motley

group hurriedly assembled at the inquest, there was not one

untouched at the quiet beauty of the early lost, so suddenly

snatched away from life and love. Heavily the golden tresses

hung round the fair face, which, but a few mornings since, was
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lighted up with affection's smile, as those bright tresses were ten-

derly caressed by one on whom that smile would never beam
again. One by one, as they left the apartment, they turned to

take a last look at the still beautiful face, and the Coroner, with

emotion he was unable to conceal, tenderly secured one of the

golden ringlets, in the hope of some day restoring it to her un.

happy husband.
* * * * * *

" Papa, what makes you look so grave ? why do you not kiss

your little pet ?" said Edith, as she vainly endeavored to attract

her papa's attention, and, still unsuccessful, she shook her silken

ringlets over his shoulder.

That action aroused him.

"Ah! little daughter of mine, 1 have seen a sad sight to-

day," and, with a deep sigh, he passed his hand lovingly over the

flowing curls of his little daughter, so resembling that which

he had taken from the young girl, on whom he had just held an

inquest.

" Do you see this lock of hair, Edith," and he opened a small

packet revealing a bright golden tress of unusual length.

" O ! how beautiful, Papa. May I have it ?"

" No dearest, but I will tell you a sad tale connected with it,"

and he placed his little Edith on his knee, and tears fell fast from

the gentle child as she listened to that tale of sorrow.

C. H.
Ravenscourt, near Port Hope, 1854k

neaciicflni

^HE STRAWBERRY SEASON.

The supplying of a large city with apparently trivial luxuries

is often a curious operation, and of great importance to a number

of persons, to whom it affords employment and subsistence.

—

There are not many of the inhabitants of London, who do not

every summer partake of the delicious strawberries with which

it is so abundantly and so cheaply supplied. Yet few of them are

aware that many hundreds of persons derive their livelihood,

during the time they are in season, from the various operations

which the supplying London with them occasions.

Most of the strawberries consumed in the metropolis are grown

within ten miles of it, and by far the greater number of straw-

berry-gardens are on its western side. The chief places at
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which they are situated are Isleworth, Brentford, Ealing, Ham-
mersmith, Fulham, Deptford, Mortlake, Hackney and Camber-

well. The extent of land cultivated for strawberries has been

much increased within a few years, and has been estimated at

more than a thousand acres for the supply of London alone.

The greatest number of persons who derive employment in pro-

ducing strawberries for the markets are females, with the excep-

tion of those who dress the ground on which they grow. In the

season in which strawberries are ripe, which is usually the end

of May, the women who gather the fruit, assemble in the straw-

berry-garden, in the morning, as soon as it is light, which at that

time of year is between three and four o'clock, and commence

plucking the fruit. The best fruit, which is gathered earliest in

the morning, is taken to the packing room and carefully put in

pottle-baskets
;

fifty or sixty of these are placed in a large basket,

and before seven o'clock in the morning, a number of women are

despatched to ihe metropolis, each with one of these large baskets,

which she carries on her head, with only a small cushion to make

the pressure of the weight equal. The weight of the baskets

and fruit is from thirty to forty pounds, and sometimes more.

A party of these carriers then set off with their burdens,

walking at a quick pace, and occasionally running, so that they

generally accomplish five miles in an hour during their journey,

managing with skill and address their head-loads (as they are

called) and seldom having occasion to hold them with their hands.

When men occasionally carry the fruit, they have a shoulder-

knot, similar to those used by porters, so that part of the weight

rests on the shoulder, and part on the head, but by this mode of

conveyance the fruit is generally more injured than when carried

by women.

The carriers arrive at the principal fruiterers in London early

enough for their customers to be supplied with fruit gathered the

same morning. The same women, sometimes, proceed with a

second load to London, even when the straw-berry ground is

situated seven or eight miles from the fruiterers. The employ-

ment of females as carriers of fruit, is within the last three or four

years greatly diminished, by some of the largest strawberry-

growers having established light cars, hung on very pliable

springs, and drawn by a quick paced horse ; one of these cars

carries about twenty baskets, each of which would be a load for
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a woman. Though this mode is a considerable saving of ex-

pense, yet it does not convey the fruit in such perfection as

when carried on the head.

Connected with the supplying of strawberries to the metro-

polis, is the manufacture of pottle-baskets by women and chil-

dren . The women prepare the wood by steeping it in water,

and splitting it, according to the parts of the basket it is designed

to form. Then the most skilful arrange the slips of wood, which

form the upright supports of the basket, and fix them in their

place by weaving the bottom part ; the sides are woven by

children with pliable strips of wood, and the top is bound over by

the more accustomed workwomen. These baskets, therefore,

pass through several hands in the making, and the wood has to

be purchased and prepared, yet they are still supplied to the

gardener at the rate of about six-pence the dozen. The baskets

are formed of the wood of the fir or willow tree, the latter is the

best. They are made by the poor at their own homes in the

towns near the strawberry-gardens, particularly at Brentford.

The women employed in gathering and conveying strawberries

to London cannot be estimated at less, during the season, than

two thousand persons. Part of these are the inhabitants of the

adjacent towns, but a great number of them are young women,

who migrate annually from Worcestershire, Shropshire, and

Wales, and after the strawberries, raspberries, currants, and

gooseberries are passed, return to the country in time to assist at

the harvest, having usually during their migration saved enough

to buy a good stock of clothes, and to lay by some money towards

their support during the following winter. They are, in general,

very industrious, neat, and well conducted in their behaviour.

—

Selected.

A Good Maxim.—The more quietly and peaceable we get

on, the better for us ; the better for our neighbors. In nine cases

out of ten, the wisest policy is, if a man cheats you, quit dealing

with him ; if he is abusive, quit his company ; if he slanders you,

conduct yourself so that nobody will believe him. No matter

who he is, or how he misuses you, the wisest way is generally to

let him alone, for there is nothing better than this cool, calm,

quiet way of dealing with the wrongs we meet with.
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CONVOLVULUS WATCH-POCKET.

Materials.—Two shades of

green chenille, (3 skeins of

each,) 1 skein brown ditto, 2
blue, 2 white, with a morsel
of yellow ; a pair of wire frames

;

a little green satin, wadding,
and cardboard

;
also, cord and

tassels.

We think our readers can-

not fail to be pleased with a

design so novel and so ele-

gant; while there is so very

little work in it, it cannot

fail to be generally popular.

The wire frame represents

the skeleton of a convol-

vulus flower and leaves, with

a loop at the extremity,

which serves afterwards to

suspend the article by. The

pocket itself i3 behind the

'flower. At the back of the pocket a round of cardboard,

wadded on one side and covered with green satin on both, is

sewed—the wadded side being inwards, of course. The front

of the pocket is filled in the same way, forming the base of the

flower. The leaves are filled in with chenille, which is car-

ried first to the point of the leaf, and then backwards and

forwards from one edge to the other, entirely filling it up, as

lar as the base. The two shades of green are used for this

purpose ; the lightest leaves being those nearest the flower,

and the three small ones immediately surrounding it. The

brown chenille is used for covering the stems.

The sections of the flower are alternately white and blue

;

or white and violet, or white and pink may be used for thi3

purpose. The sections of the flower are filled in the same

way, and the edge covered, on each division, with the section

that fills it. Two or three small loops of yellow chenille are

placed in the heart of each flower, and a fancy cord and tassels

finish it off The chenille used is that termed chenille a broder.

—Family Fritnd.
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TROUBLE WITH SERVANTS.
"O, dear Mrs. Graham," said my neighbor Mrs. Jones to

me one day, " what shall I do for good servants ? I am almost

worried out of my senses. I wish somebody would invent a
a machine to cook, wash, scrub, and do housework in general.

What a comfort it would be !"

"They are all poorly educated," I replied, "and we cannot

expect much of them. Most of them have nearly everything

to learn when they come into our houses, and are bad scholars

into the bargain. But we must have patience. I find it my
only resource."

" Patience !" ejaculated Mrs. Jones, warmly. " It would re.

quire more patience than Job ever possessed to get along with

some of them."

" And yet," said I, " we accomplish little or nothing by im-

patience. At least such is my experience."

" 1 don't know, ma'am," replied Mrs. Jones. " If you go to

being gentle and easy with them, if you don't follow them up

at every point, you will soon have affairs in a pretty condition!

They don't care for your comfort or interest—not they ! In

fact, more than half of them would, a thousand times, rather

make things disagreeable for you than otherwise."

" I know they are a great trial sometimes," I answered, not

feeling at liberty to say to my visitor all I thought. " But we
must endeavor to bear it the best we can. That is my rule ;

and I find, in the long run, that I get on much better when I

repress all exhibition of annoyance at their carelessness, short-

comings, neglect, or positive misdeeds, than I do when I let

them see that I am annoyed, or exhibit the slightest angry

feeling."

Not long after this, we accepted an invitation to take tea

with Mr. and Mrs. Jones, and I then had an opportunity of

seeing how she conducted herself towards her domestics. I

was in no way surprised, afterwards, that she found difficulty in

getting along with servants.

Soon after my husband and myself went in, and while we
were sitting in the parlor, Mrs. Jones had occasion to call a

servant. I noticed that, when she rung the bell, she did so

with a quick jerk ; and I could perceive a tone of authority in
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the ting-a-ling of the bell, ihe sound of which was distinctly

heard. Nearly two minutes passed before the servant made

her appearance, in which time the bell received a more vigor-

ous jerk. At last she entered, looking flushed and hurried.

11 What's the reason you did not come when I first rung V 9

inquired our lady hostess in a severe tone.

"I— I—came as quick as I could," replied the girl, with a

look of mortification at being spoken to before strangers.

n No, you didn't ! It's your custom to wait until I ring twice.

Now, let this be the last time !"

And then, in a low voice, Mrs. Jones gave the direction for

which she had summoned her.

"Such a set !" ejaculated the lady, as the girl left the room.

Her words were intended to reach other ears besides ours

;

and so they did. " That girl," she continued, addressing me,
u has a habit of making me ring twice. It really reems to

give them pleasure, I believe, to annoy you. Ah, me ! this

trouble with servants is a never-ending one. It meets you at

every turn."

And, for some time, she animadverted upon her favorite

theme—for such it appeared to be— until her husband, who wag

evidently annoyed, managed to change the subject of discourse.

Once or twice she came back to it before tea-time.

At last the tea-bell rung, and we ascended to the dining-

room. We were but fairly seated, when a frown darkened

suddenly on the brow of our hostess, and her hand applied it-

self nervously to the table-bell.

The girl who had set the table came up from the kitchen.

"There is no sugar in the bowl," said Mrs. Jones, sharply.

"I wish you would learn to set the table while you are about

it. I'm sure I have spoken to you often enough."

As the girl took the sugar-bowl to fill it, the frown left the

face of our hostess, and she turned to me with a bland smile,

and asked whether I used sugar and cream in my tea. I re-

plied in the affirmitire, but did not smile in return, for I could

not. I knew the poor girl's feelings were hurt at being spoken

to in such a way before strangers, and this made me extremely

uncomfortable.

" Do you call this cream V 9 was the angry interrogation of

Mrs. Jones, as the girl returned with the sugar, pushing towards
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her ihe cream-jug, which she had lifted from the table as she

spoke.

" Yes, ma'am," was replied.

" Look at it, and see then."
14 It's the cream," said the girl.

"If that's cream, I never want to see milk. Here ! take it

away and bring me the cream."

The girl looked confused and distressed. But she took the

cream.jug and went down stairs with it.

" That's just the way they always do," said Mrs. Jones lean-

ing back in her chair. " I really get out of all patience some-

times."

In a little while the girl returned.

" It's the cream, ma'am, as I said. Here's the milk." And
she presented two vessels.

Mrs. Jones took both from her hands with an ill-natured jerk.

Sure enough, it was as the girl had said.

"Such cream !" fell from the lips of our hostess, as she com-

menced pouring it into the cups already filled with tea.

The girl went down 6tairs to take back the milk she had

brought up, but she was scarcely at the bottom of the stairs,

when the bell was rung for her.

"Why don't you stay here? What are you running off

about ?" said Mrs. Jones, as she came in hurriedly. " You

know I want you to wait on the table."

And so it was during the whole meal. The girl was not

once spoken to except in a tone of anger or offensive authority.

I was no longer surprised that Mrs. Jones found it difficult to

keep good domestics, for no one of feeling can long remain

with a woman who speaks to them always in a tone of com-

mand, or who reproves them in the presence of visitors.

My husband was very severe upon Mrs. Jones after we re-

turned home. " No lady," said he, " ever spoke in anger or

reproof to a domestic before a visitor or stranger. Nothing

more surely evinces a vulgar and unfeeling mind."

I did not attempt to gainsay his remark, for he expressed but

my own sentiment. So far from uttering a reproof in the pre-

sence of a visitor, I am careful not to speak to my domestics

about any fault even in the presence of my husband. They

have a certain respect for themselves, and a certain delicacy
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of feeling, which we should rather encourage than break down.

Nearly all domestics are careful to appear as well as possible

in the eyes of the head of the family, and it hurts them ex-

ceedingly to be reproved, or angrily spoken to, before him.

This every woman ought to know by instinct ; and those who
do not, are just so far deficient in the aggregate of qualities

that go to make up the true lady.

I was by no means surprised to hear from Mrs. Jones, a few

days afterwards, that the "good-for-nothing creature" who
waited upon the table on the occasion of our taking tea at her

house, had gone away and left her. I thought better of the

girl for having the spirit to resent, in this way, the outrage

committted upon her feelings. Domestics have rights and feel-

ings ; and if people were to regard these more, and treat them

flvith greater kindness and consideration than they do, there

would be fewer complaints than there are at present. This is

my opinion, and 1 must be pardoned for expressing it.

—

Se-

lected.

SEVASTOPOL.
From M Russian Shores of the Black Sea."

The Russians speak of Sevastopol with a kind of mysterious

awe ; and when, at a sudden turn of the road, we obtained an

extensive view of the Crimea, it was startling to find that the

most prominent feature in the landscape was Sevastopol itself,

with its lofty white houses, and frowning batteries ; and green-

domed churches. Far inland, and long after the houses had

ceased, the tapering masts of the ships were visible above the

low hills : their sails, which had been hung out to dry, were

hanging idly upon them ; and as we approached still nearer,

we could discern the large hulls of the line-of-battle-ships,

floating, as it were, in the very streets of the town.

The population of Sevastopol, including military and marine,

amounts to forty thousand. The town is in fact an immense

garrison, and looks imposing because so many of the buildings

are barracks or government offices. Still I was much struck

with the substantial appearance of many of the private houses.

The main street owed its extreme cleanliness to large gangs of

military prisoners, who were employed in perpetually sweeping.

New houses were springing up in every direction, government
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works were still going forward vigorously, and Sevastopol bids

fair to rank high among Russian cities. The magnificent arm

of the sea upon which it is situate, is an object worthy the mil-

lions which have been lavished in rendering it a fitting recep-

tacle for the Russian navy.

As I stood upon the handsome stairs that lead down to the

water's edge, I counted thirteen sail of the line anchored in

the principal harbor. The newest of these, a noble. three-

decker, was lying within pistol-shot of the quay. The average

breadth of this inlet is one thousand yards ; two creeks branch

off from it, intersecting the town in a southerly direction, and

containing steamers and smaller craft, besides a long row of

hulks which have been converted into magazines or prison-

ships.

The hard service which has reduced so many of the hand-

somest ships of the Russian navy to this condition, consists in

lying for eight or ten years upon the sleeping bosom of the

harbor. After the expiration of that period, their timbers,

composed of fir or pine-wood, never properly seasoned, become

perfectly rotten. This result is chiefly owing to inherent de-

cay, and in some degree to the ravages of a worm that abounds

in the muddy waters of the Tchernoi Retcka, a stream which,

traversing the valley of Inkerman, falls into the upper part of

the main harbor.

Nothing can be more formidable than the appearance of

Sevastopol from the seaward. Upon a future occasion we

visited it in a steamer, and found that at one point we were

commanded by twelve hundred pieces of artillery : fortunately

for a hostile fleet, we afterwards heard that these could not be

discharged without bringing down the rotten batteries upon

which they are placed, and which are so badly constructed

that they look as if they had been done by contract. Four

of the forts consist of three tiers of batteries. However

well fortified may be the approaches to Sevastopol by sea,

there is nothing whatever to prevent any number of troops

landing a few miles to the south of the town, in one of

the six convenient bays with which #e coast, as far as Cape

Kherson, is indented, and marching down the main street

(provided they were strong enough to defeat any military force

that might be opposed to them in the open field), sack the

town, and burn the fleet.
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SUNSET THOUGHTS.
The golden sun, down sinking,

Minds me of death's deep sleep ;

My heart is worn with thinking

—

To-night I would be drinking

Oblivion's waters deep.

I fain would cease this sighing

For joys I may not win

—

Would plume my wings for flying

Where pain, and want, and dying

Can never enter in.

My spirit would be soaring

Beyond the bounds of time,

Where God's own sunlight, pouring

On angel bands adoring,

Illumes a heav'nly clime.

Of that bright land I'm dreaming,

As day speeds after day

;

Oh ! glorious 'tis in seeming

With holy radiance beaming,

Lit by His smile alway.

Oh ! earth, how frail and fleeting

Are all the joys thou hast

!

Sunlight and shadow meeting

—

Our dearest hopes retreating

Into the tomblike past.

We call them from their hiding,

Their voices echo back—
M Hope here hath no abiding,

Where clouds, the day dividing,

Loom darkly o'er the track.

From all your dreams awaking,

Rise ! speed you on your way
;

Th' eternal sunlight breaking

—

Earth shadows all forsaking

—

Betoken endless day."
Edla.

Montreal, May 26, 1854.

What a marvellous gospel is that which opens a free portal

to friendship with God for every sinner who will ; and into

which, if any sinner enter, he will find purification as well as

peace.— Chalmers,
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NIT I HUE SPE.
Subjected to almost continual vicissitudes, and wearied by

endless toils, we should, were it not for the exalted and refresh-

ing influences of hope, be sure to droop and falter on our way
;

but so wonderfully are we fashioned by the creative hands of

Infinite wisdom, that what at first sight strikes us a weakness,

becomes by a slight modification in itself the cause of power.

Thus it is that grief when closely pent up within a swelling

heart, almost crushes us with its oppression ; but the cause of

our suffering attaining its maturity, and when most overpow-

ering, gives us relief in gushing floods of tears, the previous

pain has but fitted us more fully to appreciate the subsequent

relief ; in such cases all our experience goes to establish the

paradox, that even tears, those semblances of grief, are blessed

things From the cradle to the grave, through

all the changing scenes of this mortal life, does hope ever pre-

sent a bright future, a glowing picture of happiness to come.

This cheers us on through the deepest despondency
; indeed,

bereft of these light, sunny visions, our boasted human pro-

gress would become a miserable nothingness. Shakspeare

says, in the Two Gentlemen of Verona

:

—
Si Hope is a lover's staff; walk hence with that,

And manage it against despairing thoughts."

And again, in King Richard III., we find the following

much more forcible couplet :

—

True hope is swift, and flies with swallows' wings
;

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings."

Hope is most peculiarly the property of the good, the

" Friend of the brave in peril's darkest hour," to which

intrepid virtue looks for power. But why multiply quotations,

for who has ever touched the shell, and failed to sing ofjoyous

hope 1

" Hope on, hope ever," is a very frequently uttered senti-

ment, and one comprehensive of wisdom ; and when it becomes

that confiding, enduring hope, which " hopeth all things/' it

is no longer merely a shadower of sublunary wisdom, but is a

real expositor of eternal truth. Bursting into a divine flame, it

dissipates the gloom that shrouds the night of death, till even

the starless grave shines gloriously ; and then, and only then,

does it escape the sweeping assertion of the preacher ; for

behold, it is no longer vanity. Persolus.

Montreal, May, 1854.
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EDUCATION IN

[Written for the Maple Leal'.

CANADA.

[fjIflTH the good sense which distin-

guishes the inhabitants of this coun-

try, a stranger would not discover very

decided literary tendencies,

except in certain directions.

There are many intelligent

minds among us, but the

mass of the population are

too practical to spend much

time in theoretical know-

ledge. The merchant is so

immersed in his sales, that

one hardly hears from him

on any other subject, except-

ing, perhaps, in the winter,

then, if he discusses any sci-

entiiic subject, or metaphysical truth, the listener

wonders where he has found time to reason so

ell.

Public attention is waking up to the fact, that

as a people we need much intellectual quickening, and of late

years a marked advance has been made in the facilities for pop-

ular improvement. Libraries and reading-rooms are more fre-

quented, and sober tradesmen and mechanics are availing them-

selves of these means, to elevate their minds, and brighten the

tedium of toil.

There is a thoughtful class of people in the community, whose

reading is confined to a certain range of works—the daily pa-

pers, from which they glean their general information, with

very indefinite ideas as to localities, and their Sunday reading.

These are staunch supporters of the Bible, and good citizens
;

but they are slow to follow in the march of improvement, slow

to adopt the enlightened ways and means to forward truth

which the present grand era of light and knowledge calls for,

and which superior education would induce them to put forth.

True, there are men full of business cares, who find time to
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step occasionally into the charmed circle of the sciences, and

feast their eyes upon the broad expanse there spread before

them. But with the majority, the " Day-Book and Ledger"

demand, and get too much attention. Diligence in business is

a duty, but business alone will not call into play the finer traits

of the mind, or fit man for immortality. Business, alone,

degenerates his lot into ono of servile devotion to a narrow

sphere,—fills up his precious probation-time with thoughts that

rise no higher than the masts of his merchant ships, or the well-

stored lofls of his warehouse, and leaves him at the end of life,

—

on the borders of a world with the grandeur of whose scenes

he has had no previous acquaintance.

Domestic life in Canada, exhibits a decided difference of in-

tellectual cultivation in the male and female members offamilies.

A stranger might engage the husbands and fathers in interest-

ing conversation on various subjects pertaining to the great

world, the existence of such places and things being almost un-

known to the wives and daughters. We have observed a kind

of demarkation in this respect in many families (we speak of

the people as a whole), the wife leaving book knowledge to the

legitimate person, as she seems to think her husband is, and

attending to many out-door details which more properly belong

to him. We do not wish to be misunderstood, the idea we aim

to illustrate is this, that while the men of Canada, as a class,

need much culture to qualify them to fill the stations which

Providence has assigned them, the women of Canada need

much more.

Among the English population there is a preponderance of

solid virtue, well regulated homes and much happiness ; but

female mind does not take that stand it is fitted to take, in or-

der to beautify those homes, and shed the brightest lustre round

the scenes of domestic life. We are sure that a superficial

knowledge of even the fundamental branches of education is

often deemed sufficient for daughters, while their brothers are,

perhaps, receiving a "liberal" course of study. That the

mothers of a country have much of its future destiny in their

hand3 has become an axiom. To woman's moulding influence

the plastic minds of its future legislators, and ministers of the

gospel are of necessity committed. How all important that her

mind should be disciplined,—that she should understand (lie
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nature of cause and effect,—know the efficacy of leaching by

example, as well as by precept, and feel sustained in her deep

responsibility by intelligent views in relation to her duties.

We do not advocate neglect of household duties. Wc would

not abate a tithe of that delicate attention to neatness and or-

der, which go so far to render home cheerful ; we could not ad-

mire those attainments which have been gained at the expense

of family comfort, or apologise for the burned meats, and mud-

dy coffee, that often make their appearance without higher ex-

cuse than neglect. We believe in activity,—in the earnest

urging forward of something worthy of sentient beings. We
believe in thorough house-keeping, but think that is not all. A
lady can, and ought to be a much better housekeeper if she has

a good education. And she will be much better fitted to train

her children and sympathise with her husband. We would

wish to see Canadian females, as a class, receive a more com-

plete and thorough education. Not to go to school, as they

have done, too generally, awhile, then stay at home long enough

to forget what they have learned, and on returning have the

same ground to go over again. The young need to have truths

presented to their minds in a kind of natural order. When
they have accomplished one step in the difficult ascent of the

hill of science, they are prepared to attempt another, and so

step by step, they should be urged onward, until lured by the

beauteous prospect, and enchanted with the flowers that begin

to line their pathway, they press on to gain the summit. Our

daughters can enjoy the noble expanse, spread out beyond, with

as much zest as our sons. The melody of "the spheres" or the

flowers of poesy will not charm them more, than the exact pro-

portions of the temple of learning, whose severe, yet pure style

of architecture they are just as capable of rearing, as their bro-

thers. It may be said by some that they cannot afford to send

their daughters regularly to school, or allow them to study long

enough, to complete a course of school labor. That may be

true, in some instances, and to such we would say, be sure and

send your children long enough to get a good foundation laid,

and a correct knowledge of the primary branches at least.

Have them really know what they profess to study. Then if

they must leave school, they can build upon this, a superstruc-

ture of no mean appearance, they can read and study at home
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as time permits. Many parents expend more in furnishing

their parlors with unnecessary ornaments, or in articles of

dress that add nothing to their own true dignity or beauty, than

would educate a daughter. Less expensive dress, less showy

style of housekeeping might be better, if by that means the

good of a child could be secured.

We feel the importance of this subject, and may have spoken

too plainly. If so, we hope to be pardoned, since it is not our

wish to offend. We are attached to Canada, and would fain add

our mite to increase her fair fame. We love young people, espe-

cially those of our own sex, and believe they are just as capa-

ble of high intellectual culture, and just as well fitted in their

sphere to be blessings to the land, as young men. They will

influence, silently it may be, but surely, the destinies of this

noble country. Female mind, left to revolve in the narrow cir-

cle of thought, suggested by household details, dress, or gossip,

becomes restless. Deprive woman of those exalted views of

God, and the universe which she can derive from study, and her

influence in the family may become, like the waters of Marah,

bitter and disappointing; and her husband be forced to pray

for some green tree of life to be cast into the fountain of his

domestic love that it may become sweet.

Montreal, .Tune, 1854.

The Indian army, on which everything depends in the British

possessions in the East, is composed of the most singular ele-

ments. The conquered and subject races are required to form

more than nine tenths of the conquering army. There have

never been more than 30,000 European suldiers in India, often

much fewer
;
yet the sum total of the troops whom the Company

keeps on foot amounts to little short of 300,000 men. By what

miracle has this great empire been maintained for nearly a cen-

tury with so small a contingent of Englishmen ? The miracle

admits of an easy explanation ; its secret is found in the strict

observance of its promises by the Company, and in its fidelity to

its engagements. Doubtless a very commonplace explanation,

yet history has proved that this sort of virtue is exceedingly rare,

and that great empires are founded on plain common sense.

—

MaureVs Wellington.
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RBMIHIBEN0B8 OF SAN FRANCISCO, IN 1 8 5 0 ,

15VT FRANCESOA.

I well recollect my impressions, as we entered the harbor of

San Francisco, after a voyage of twenty-two days from Panama.

It was on the twentieth of June, and one of those disagreeable,

foggy mornings which give a sad and desolate look to everything.

But just as we entered the Golden Gate, the sun burst forth and

gave us little glimpses of the cily now and then, as if there was

really something worth seeing concealed behind what T. Butler

Kin*; calls the " dry fog of California." Safely landed, we made

our way up Clay Street to the old M St. Francis," then in its glo-

ry ; and first sitting down in the long, dark parlor without any

tire, till somebody could be persuaded to give up his room and

sleep on the dining-table,—or perhaps under it for the sake of

M the ladies,"—we were at last ushered up stairs.

This famous old «' St. Francis" had been compiled out of the

original twelve cottages with which the owner set out from New
York, and which, finding land so dear, he had been obliged to put

together in as good shape as possible ; but sharp were the turn-

ings, and narrow the way by which we reached our sleeping

apartments. Under a front window of the third story- 1 noticed

an immense coil of rope to which was attached a large hook
;

and with some surprise 1 asked what it was for. The attendant

replied, " 0, in case of fire you will fasten that hook on to the

window-sill, and slide down the rope to the ground |7 I was

prepared for original expedients in this rapid country, but this was

entirely beyond my expectations
;
and, my imagination instantly

painting the remarkable figure I should make sliding backwards

down that rope before an assembled multitude, I peremptorily

declined a room in the third story, and was accomodated with

one in the story below
;
where, by dint of great management and

of ejecting all the chairs, I was able to " stow away" my three

trunks and a bandbox. However, anything was preferrable to a

state-room at sea, and, with some trouble to find a standing place,

1 dressed for dinner.

With a famous appetite 1 descended, hoping, rather than ex-

pecting, to find something eatable. But, what was my astonish,

ment at seeing two long tables elegantly set, and glittering with

glass and silver, with snowy napkins folded in the latest fashion,
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and several wine glasses grouped in front of each plate, as if to

leave no wish of the epicure unsatisfied ;—and it was not. Deli-

licious soups were succeeded, a3 it seemed to me, by every varie-

ty offish, flesh and fowl, with their appropriate vegetables. Be-

fore me stood a monstrous turnip weighing seventeen pounds,

which I was requested to carve, and found delicate and juicy to

its heart's core. Besides the civilized meats, 1 recollect there

were elk, bear, and antelope on the table ; the last being the

most delicate animal food I ever tasted. Afterwards came the

desert, comprising puddings and pies of every sort, with jellies

and Charlotte Russe, fresh, preserved, and dried fruits, and nuts

and coffee ;—such a feast for those who had been a month at

sea was not to be neglected ; and I must confess that, after I had

fully satisfied my appetite and sat an hour and a half at table, I

felt disposed to retire for a siesta. My bed was delightful. With

two soft hair mattresses under, and a pile of snowy blankets over

me, I was soon asleep
;
when, after a long nap, I was suddenly

awakened by voices, as I thought, in my room ; but which I soon

discovered came from two gentlemen, one on each side of me,

who were talking to each other from their own rooms through

mine
;
which, as the walls were only of canvass and paper, they

could easily do. This was rather a startling discovery, and I at

once began to cough, to give them notice of my interposition,

lest I should become an unwilling auditor of ma'ters not intended

for my ear. The conversation ceased, but before I was able to

compose myself to sleep again in my novel position, a nasal ser-

enade commenced, which, sometimes a duet and sometimes

a solo, frightened sleep from my eyes, and thoroughly disgusted

me with band-box partitions.

The next day proving bright, though cool, we set out on a tour

of the city, just before desolated by the May fire of 1850. Al-

ready shanties of pine boards were every where taking the places

of those destroyed, in which all kinds of elegant goods and jewel-

ry were exposed for sale, their brilliancy and glitter forming the

strangest contrasts with the rough shelter over them. In the

harbor were some three hundred ships, most of which had been

deserted by their crews for the gold mines, and were either al-

lowed to rot in the harbor, or remain in a state of helpless proba-

tion till crews could be found to man them once more. But

when men can only get fifty dollars a month at sea, while as la-
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borers and miners they could command from one to three hun-

dred, they could scarcely be expected to go to sea in a hurry.

The lower side of the Plaza was one line of gambling houses,

with a piazza in front enclosed in glass, which at night was one

blaze of light, attracting all the moths in the city, who, before they

were satisfied, came away well scorched. But the streets were

very uncomfortable, being a succession of hills and dales, paved

only with empty bottles, and miners' shirts, of which there was an

endless variety. Stockton street was the promenade, when one

wished to be rural and retired. Bushes grew on each side north

of Washington street, and a wild glen and cascade where Jack-

son street now runs, made it quite romantic. If not afraid of

going beyond the extreme outskirts of the city, one could visit the

grave.yard on North Beach, and " breathe the air upon the up-

land lawn," in the most perfect solitude. Here and there in the

hollows of the hills, white tents were nestled, and on the upper

side of Stockton street, there was quite an encampment, looking

as if a small army was stationed there until the next campaign.

The city was considered to extend up as far as Stockton street,

although there were a few country seats above, looking quite sol-

itary and recherche. Still San Francisco, though small, was al-

ways full of business and bustle ; steamers coming and departing

for the various towns above—buying—selling—speculating,—here

projecting a city—there laying out a town—but always men, men,

men everywhere ; a lady was something to be wondered at and

admired.

* * * * * juJM;-. A *V -

One great and chief pleasure in those days was riding on

horseback. Parties often or twenty were got up, and a pick-

nick planned, perhaps at the " Old Fort,'' perhaps a few miles

beyond on the sea-shore. I recollect a large party of us were

collected at the Old Fort one evening just as one of the Panama

Steamers was passing through the Golden Gate loaded with pas-

sengers. As they came near the Fort we went outside the walls,

and quite a picturesque group we formed,—the ladies in their

long riding.dresses, and hats with floating plumes. At first the

people en board seemed to regard us with surprise, but when we
waved our handkerchiefs in welcome, there went up such a rous-

ing cheer from the crowded deck as astonished the echoes for a

mile around. Ah, those rides were glorious ! Now moving qui-
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etly up some genlle ascent, and anon dashing madly " over bank,

bush, and scaur," in a wild race for some point, or after the wild

cattle, who, with staring eyes, and tails in the air, rushed away

as from a party of Mexicans armed with the fatal lasso. Some-

times we would rest in a deep dell, whose tangled sides seemed to

have shut out everything but silence ; then ascending a nar-

row-bridle-path we could catch a sudden view of the ocean,

dashing its monstrous rollers upon the rocks, which tossed them

high in the air, foaming at their own impotency. But alas, our

ancient haunts are all invaded. Purchasers, or squatters have

covered all our old domain. Wire fences have shut us out from

dell and dingle. Curly-headed children play at hide-and-seek

where the rabbits used to dwell, and the long-legged "Shanghai"

raises his sepulchral voice in the true home of the coyote :

—

With the early blush of the dawning day,

Our stamping steeds we mount and away.

Away o'er the hills in their mottled green.

Where the quail and hare in their homes are seen,

—

The coyote raises his plaintive cry,

And the eagle lazily mounts the sky.

With bounding leap we swiftly pass.

O'er the prickly hedge and the dark morass ;

And our steeds with snort and champ reply

To the joyous laugh, or the cheering cry.

And trample the flowers, that thickly lie,

Till they yield their breath in a fragrant sign.

We mount the hill, we pass the lea,

Til! we come to the shore of the glorious sea.

On a flowing sail in the distant west,

The new.born sunbeams softly rest
j

Cut the waves are tossed, and their sparkling blaze

Dazzles and binds the rider's gaze.

On rolls the tide in its mighty power,

And leaps to the shore in a frothy shower
j

While the sea-lion floats on its foamy crest,

And disports him there, as it plcaseth him best

:

While his monster-cubs from a cave near by

('ill their absent sir^ with a yelping cry.

O'er the rocks around marinc-flowcrs twine,

And the strawberry pouts on its scarlet vine,

Like the lips of a maiden we long to press,

—
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In spito of the ban on the dear caress ;

—

The shells, for fairy-goblets meet,

Are crushed 'neath our flying courser's feet.

Now deeply breathe this morning air !

'Tis fraught with life to the drooping fair.

While the darker cheek of manhood glows

With a richer tint than the prarie rose;

Ah ! at early dawn on a courser free

Let me gaily ride by the sounding sea.

— The Pioneer.

[Written for the Maple Leal.

ECHO TO THE VOICE OF "A LITTLE MUD."

BY PERSOLUS.

My window overlooking the street, I am arrested by the melody

of childish voices, and peeping out I observe, on the opposite

pavement, two little children, apparently brother and sister ; the

elder of the pair, the boy, is in advance of the little girl who is

hasting after him, and crying out, "Charlie, why don't you wait

for your little sister ?" But Charlie appears to be a pretty fast

juvenile, and is using all expedition to make the playground in

good time, and so anxious is he with the prospect of fine fun,

that he is quite regardless, and replies not, to the moving petition

of what must be his dear little sister. An ugly, abrupt corner

of the street has hidden the dear children from my view, but

although they have disappeared, their words linger with me yet,

and memory is moving with the recollections of youth. Again

am I, with a shout of triumph urging on my hoop at a fancied

railroad speed, or mounted on a straight stick, nicely bent at one

end, leaping over ditches and stones, in fact every little obstruc-

tion 1 can find, and which I magnify into a mountain ; and when

I perform the glorious, because unequalled feat of clearing both

shafts of the cart at a single bound, and mind you, without touching

them either, I feel as wild a joy as did Alexander when he tamed

the fierce and dreaded Bucephalus ; but turning from such great and

scholar-like things as Alexander and his historical steed, I

am out in the sweetly scented meadow, playing amid buttercups,

and chamomiles, loving the wild rose tree with its red and white

flowers, ere I had ever been forced into a dull knowledge of the

houses of York and Lancaster,—or attracted by the tappings of
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that little soldier drummer, the red headed woodpecker, my soul

is fired with martial ardour, and striking the heads from the

thistles in my path, I have become a conquering hero,—like

whom? Napoleon, of course, for his name is o household word,

and besides he was not much bigger than I,—that is when I stand

on tiptoe, which I do frequently ; and thus my thoughts would

change with the ever shifting scsne around me, and oh ! how
rapidly. Perhaps the meadow lark springing from my very feet,

would rise on fluttering wing, rilling the ear with its rich raptur-

ous song, and watching it in its upward flight, even then, would

I, Shelley -like, see it

Float and run,

Like an embodied joy whose race has just begun.

But I must check my wanton thoughts, or be lost in the fairy

realms of fancy, and although this would be very pleasant, the

pushing utilitarian spirit of the ti nes demand that I dream not

in the sunlight, and if] dream at all, that I do so only during the

few short hours allotted to tired nature's sweet restorer,—sleep.

The imaginative would think this very hard, but if I sorrow, the

evanishing of my day dreams then hath experience taught in vain,

for how often have I toyed with fancy until too late for business,

and then the real knocks against me most severely. Ah, yes,

though life be visionary and fleeting, it is also during its little

space, full of reality, and therefore I would not forget Charlie

and his little sister. Gladly would I watch Charlie joying him in

his success at a well contested game of marbles, even joining him

if I had time ; for then would he be more apt to listen and remem-

ber, when I said he should have waited for his sister; but more

gladly still would I whisper in her ear, that thoughtless life has

many disappointments, and if a brother will not hear nor answer,

there w is one who sticketh closer than a brother," and whose

willing and attentive " ear is ever open to our cry." Thus has

the words of the little sister influenced my thoughts, and now, if

she will turn to the 5th chapter of the second book of Kings, she

will see how the words of a little Israel itish captive did much

greater things. How pleasant to think that the words of " a

little maid" may soothe a weary heart, or become to an erring

wanderer, the potent sesame that will throw wide open the

inflexible gates of the New Jerusalm.

Montreal, June, 1854.



NATURAL riULOSOPHV. 199

NATURAL PHILOSOPHY—PaOFAGATION OP SOUND.

The air is the medium by which sound is propagated to our

ears. The raotior of sound through the air, is at the rate of

about 1,125 feet per second at the temperature of 62°. At

the freezing temperature, when the air is denser, it is only

1,089! feet per second. The method of determining this ve-

locity is to watch the time that elapses between the flash and

the report of a gur fired at the d stance of several miles from the

observer. As ligr t travels at the rate of nearly 200,000 miles

per second, its passage occupies i portion of time too small to be

measured in any errestrial distance. It may therefore be sup-

posed to be seen it the distance of several miles from the ob-

server, at the very instant of its production. If, therefore, an

observer at one s ation begin to count seconds on an accurate

dial the moment he sees the flash of a gun at another station,

—

say ten miles off,—the number of seconds and fractions of a

second, which elapse between sseing the flash and hearing the

report, will give a divisor for the number of ieet between the two

stations ; and the quotient will represent the velocity of sound in

feet per second.

All sounds, whatever their intmsity, whether the noise of a

cannon or a whisper ; whatever their pitch, whether from the

diapason organ-pipe or the chirping of a cricket ; and whatever

their quality, wht ther the finest music or the most grating noise,

all travel with the same amount of speed.

When sound, Vom whatever source, is propagated in air,

waves are formed similar in character to those which may be so

beautifully studied when the wind is blowing over a field of

standing corn. When it is said that sound travels at the rate of

1,125 feet per second, it is not meant that the particles of air

move through that distance any more than the ears of corn

travel from one end of the field to the other ; it is only the form
of the wave which thus travels. So with the particles of air;

their individual movement is confined within narrow limits ; but

the effect of this movement is propagated from particle to par-

ticle with the rapidity of 1,125 feet per second, which, although

it would be thought very rapid for a motion or the transfer of a

body (being about ten limes faster than the most violent West

I
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India hurricane,) is yet very slow for the communication or

transfer of motion
;

for, if we pull or push one end of a solid rod,

or the liquid filling a long tube, the other end appears to move at

the same instant ; and although this motion of motion must

occupy time, (unless the body were perfectly incompressible,)

it is much more rapid in these cases than in air, which, on ac-

count of its great compressibility, is one of the slowest conveyors

of sound. Every one must have observed, that vibration can be

diffused through a long mass of metal or wood, so as to be heard

at a greater distance than through air ; but in this case, if the

sound be loud enough to be audible through the air also, it will

be heard twice—first through the solid, and ihen through the

air. Iron conveys sound about 17 limes faster than air, wood

from 17 to 11 times, and water 4^ times faster than air.

When waves of sound meet a tolerably smooth fixed surface,

they are reflected according to the law of equal angles of inci-

dence and reflection. Between two parallel surfaces, a loud

sound is reflected backwards and forwards, and several echoes

are audible. When the parallel surfaces are much nearer

together, (as the walls of a room,) although a large number of

echoes are produced, they follow each other too rapidly to be

distinguished ; and as they reach the ear after equal intervals,

they produce a musical note, however unmusical the original

noise may have been. Hence all the phenomena of rever-

beration. The pitch of the note depends on the distance be-

tween the two walls which cause it, and may be calculated

therefrom.

A noise may also produce a musical echo, by being reflected

from a large number of surfaces receding equi-distantly from the

ear, so that the sound reflected from each may arrive successively

at equal intervals. If we stamp near a long row of pallisades,

a shrill ringing will be heard. A fine instance of the same kind

is said to occur on the steps of the great pyramid. If the dis-

tance from edge to edge of each step were 2 feet 1 inch, the

note produced would be the tenor C ; because each echo (having

to go and return) would be 4 feet 2 inches later than the previous

one, which is the length of the waves of that note. But as the

steps gradually diminish in size upwards, the echo, if pro-

duced, and heard at the bottom, must gradually rise in pitch.—

Selected,

1
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THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY MRS. NORTON'S "CHILD OP EARTH."

'» I am content to die—but, 0 ! not now Cmu> of Eaeth.

This is the sentiment of every heart, rich and poor, young and

old, high and low, savage and civilised ; all are alike ;— ail are

ready to say, " I am content to die—but, O ! not now !"

However poor and lowly our station, however dark and dismal

our prospects, however worn and weary we may be with the

"load of life,''— still, we are ready to say with Mrs. Norton's
<k Child of Earth," "1 am content to die— but, 0 ! not now!"

The dark valley of the shadow of death lies before us unexplored
5

and we shrink from the dark, solemn, unreturning journey !

Is it the gloom of the path we fear ? or does fancy hear an

awful voice in the thick darkness crying, " Prepare to meet thy

God ?" These have, doubtless, their weight ; but they are not,

they cannot be, the sole cause of this reluctance to die. This

feeling, like many others, we share in common with all the other

varieties of animated nature. The lion, the lord of the forest,

dreads the approach of death in common with the tiny insect that

is only Ci born to flutter through the day." And man, the lord of

the creation, shrinks from it as well as the worm that shrinks from

his footfall on the garden walk.

How suddenly, and with something like terror, when uttered

by a good speaker, does that abrupt turn in Hamlet's soliloquy

strike us

—

e< Ay, but to die !" And that is one of the most wild,

strange, and impressive thoughts that ever came from the dark

perturbed mind of Byron, where he represents the grinning skel-

eton as laughing at U8.

'* Death laughs. Go ponder o'er the skeleton

With which men image out the unknown thing

That hides the past world, like to a set sun

Which still elsewhere may rouse a brighter spring.

Death laughs at all you weep for ;—look upon

This hourly dread of all ! whose threatened sting

Turns life to terror, even though in its sheath ;

Mark ! how its lifeless mouth grins without breath !

And thus Death laughs,—it is sad merriment!"

Ada.



202 THE SEASONS IN CANADA.

[Written for the Maple Leal.

THE SEASONS IN CANADA. — SUMMER*

Dawn ! Nature awakes from her repose ; the sun has not

yet tinged the myriads of dew-drops around, resting like sparkling

gems on leas' and flower, but already his chariot rises in the East.

He come 5 with the same effulgence as when first launched by

his Almighty Creator. He comes, and the whole face of nature

smiles in welcome ; but over all as yet is hung a shadowy mist,

revealing at times, as in a spirit-land, the forms of the beautiful

wooded islands, now appearing, now lost again by the canopy of

mist. 0 he mystical freshness of the early morning ! How much

do those 1 3se who enjoy not its life-giving, soul-healing influences !

Morally a nd physically, the loss cannot be estimated. Gradually,

but some.imes not for two or three hours, the mist rolls away,

leaving jibe lake and islands revealed in their renewed loveliness.

Early &b nine o'clock on these days the heat becomes intense,

and towards mid-day the thermometer, when pur out in the sun,

will rise 20 °
. Fah., and continue thus till the afternoon.

Myriads of insects hum in the pure, transparent atmosphere.

Amidst ti e dreamy stillness and mellowness of the brief twilight,

too lovel 7 to last long, the moon rises in majesty and beauty,

pouring i magic splendor on everything. The graceful form of

many an evening cloud is reflected in the pure lake, whose clear

bosom fo:ms a beauteous mirror. Love, enjoyment, must pre-

dominate at such an hour. It is in June that the far-famed

wild flowers of the Rice Lake plains are in the greatest perfec-

tion. "O what a wilderness of flowers " of every hue and

form! /.conservatory " at home " might feel proud of such

a vivid s! ow. Patches of scarlet, yellow, blue, white, scattered

around in lavish profusion. The calceloria, called appropriately

by the L dians, the Mocassin, from its similitude in 6hape ; the

yellow ar J the white variety, with its exquisite and delicately-

tinted lilac veins; the orchis, lupine, the hepatica?, trillium,

graceful Col .imbine, tossing its scarlet cap so jauntily in the glad

sunshine, and many more, too numerous to mention, form a

successiori of beauty fair, but fleeting all too quickly. The

thornless w Id rose, of a leeper dye than the English wild rose,

lifts its modi st head among this gay company. Its perfume re-

sembles the " Oltar of Rose," and the air is filled with its

fragrance. Then, in July, we have the gorgeous Orange-lily;

* The scene, Rice Lake.
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and not only is the eye delighted, but the palate ci n be grati-

fied at the same time by the abundance of wild lruit. Such

beds of strawberries, of excellent flavor ! the hucklebeny, whose

delicate blossom is succeeded by a purple berry, ric i end juicy,

supplying not only gratification to man, but an aburdant source

of food to birds and four-footed animals

Ravenscourt, June, 1854. C. Hayward.

[Written for the Maplo Leaf.

REMINISCENCES.
It is many years since I first looked on 'the work o ' death. It

was a beautiful afternoon in mid-summer. I was returning from

school with a group of merry children—myself the merriest of

them all. Suddenly our glee was checked. We had reached

a poor, but very neat looking, cottage in the suburbs of the city.

For an instant, as the ringing laugh was hushed, [turr ed involun-

tarily to learn the cause. One of my little companions took my

hand, and drawing me closer to her, directed my attention to the

door, where (according to the custom of the place) a badge of

crape told the sad tale of separation and death. Presently a

woman came to the door, and seeing our inquiring gcze directed

to the house, invited us to enter.

For a moment curiosity and awe struggled for ti e mastery.

Curiosity prevailed, and we went in. We ascendec a flight of

stairs and entered a small room. The uncarpeted floor was

spotlessly white, and the few articles of furniture which he room

contained were scrupulously neat. We crossed the room, and

stood beside the bed. It was an infant's crib. Our kind con-

ductress folded down the sheet, and exhibited to our view the

lifeless form of a beautiful child. Its little hands were bided on

its breast, and the tiny fingers clasped a sweet blush ose. It

was the first time I had looked on death, and I shall never forget

the lovely image of that little infant, looking so like Afe in its

snow-white dress. We passed noiselessly out, and as we went

homewards each one remembered some little anecdote heard in

the nursery and now for the first time realized.

Time passed on,—one, two, three weeks,—and the soene just

detailed had almost passed from my childish memory, but it was

destined to be recalled too forcibly to be forgotten again,

Again it was a lovely day. The holy calm of the Sabbath

brooded over that bustling city. The scene had changed from
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the poor woman's cottage, and the lifeless babe in an obscure

street, to a pleasant house on one of the principal streets, though

quite retired from the din of business. I stood now in a large

room, whose windows, reaching from floor to ceiling, opened on a

garden where the crape-myrtle vied with the fig-tree and orange,

and the air was laden with the perfume of roses. The sun was

just sinking below the horizon, and never did he shed his linger-

ing rays on a sadder scene. The large, curtained bed was

wheeled out in front of the windows, that its occupant might

once more see its golden light ere it should set, for him, forever.

And this occupant? Stand with me beside that bed, and see a

man stricken down in his prime, when life seemed bright, and

hope was buoyant. His brow is covered with the damps of

death. The mass of dark brown hair throws out in strong relief

the outlines of a face, which bears the impress of manly beauty.

A few days have done the work of years ; and he, who one short

week ago revelled in strength, now lies upon the bed of death.

No murmur escapes him, as he bids his friends adieu, one by

one, until his children cling around him for his last kiss, and the

wife of his bosom bends over him with heart-breaking sobs. For

an instant his lip quivers, and his eye fills—then a heavenly smile

settles over his face, and his eye grows bright, as, by faith, he

looks away to his home in "the house of many mansions,"

where there will be no separation, and where the note of sorrow

will give place to the shout of joy, and he whispers, " My loved

ones I leave with my God." With that sentence his spirit

passed away. And though that wife wept him with bitter

tears, she taught the children whom he had loved, to think

of him, not as " by the darkened mould o'erspread, but as a

bright spirit drinking in joy from the " River of God's plea-

sure." And so he passed away. Earth sees him no more; but

the daughter, who now pays an affectionate tribute to a father's

love, has learned that death is not always " the King of Terrors,"

that he may be met as the messenger of love.—Hundreds of

miles divide her from his grave ; but death annihilates space,

and who shall say that the father, whom in chilhood she so loved,

does not now hover around her, a guardian angel sent by God, to

guide her wayward steps until she too shall cross the Jordan.

Be it so, My Father ! Thy child would fain press on, till

Death is swallowed up in victory.

Montreal, June 19th, 1854. Edla.
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DROPS FROM A POLL HEART.
It was Sabbath evening. How precious are the associations

of sacred time ! How sweetly solemn the fading scenes of

closing day ! How in every hymn of praise, or revenlial prayer,

sent upward in the great congregation during the day, the heart

has been consoled, and strengthened for the coming cares of

active life ! How, when listening to the story of redemption,

has heaven been brought near to earth, so that we could al-

most hear the high praises of the upper temple, and perceive

the green foliage of the tree of life, and fondly imagine we were

near the beloved ones who have passed to the eternal man-

sions.
Sweet oasis of life ! blessed garden of love !

Blooming bright for the soul in the kingdom above
;

Moored sate from earth's storms in thy blissful retreat,

May we meet those we love at Immanuel's feet.

The lingering twilight accorded well with the dim light in

in my chamber. All was still in the house, save the sweet

tones of my darlings, who were gradually forgetting to call me.

My little daughter ceased the lullaby, with which she was

soothing her infant sister, and all was quiet around their pillows.

I stepped gently to the little sleepers, to assure myself that all

was right, then returning threw myself upon a couch to rest

my weary head, and indulge in the luxury of thought. " The
dear children," said I, and my mother's heart, like a deep

fountain agitated by internal forces, swelled to overflowing with

anxious love. There they were, safely sleeping, sheltered by

the Good Shepherd. Would they always be lambs of His

flock, guarded in their pilgrimage life, into "green pastures,

and beside still waters "?

The shadows gathered into the room, and the faint light pic

tured strange shapes on the walls. Memory was busy at my

heart*
Stealing like stray sunbeams,

Falls the spell of day dreams,

Round the longing heart.

Struggling through life's arches,

—

In grand forced marches,

Sweet memories dart.

Onward move the phantoms in the misty light,

Now from the shad'wy land beauty meets the tight.
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The hour was propitious to mournful recollections,—the

struggle of life seemed revealed to my prophetic vision. Sur-

rounded by phantoms of the past, I shrank from the future. I

felt all the trembling that appertains to the weakness of mor-

tality. My poor tired frame seemed to anticpate the moment

when it should sink into dust.

Where is the sensitive heart that has not had its sorrowful

hours—its moments of deep disappointment at its own attain-

ments? The prospect of death, at all times trying to nature,

becomes much more so, when we feel that we have not been

victors in the earthly race ;—when we find that our lagging

footsteps have not attained the goal of excellence.

In imagination I looked into the dark valley of the shadow

ofdeath, and walked along its confines, The lost and loved, had

trodden its pathway. I would not recoil from its cypress shades,

or funereal gloom. Still my failure to gain vantage ground from

whence I could see the " land of Beulah," caused me to pray

for life. My little children called me back to every day con-

cerns, and bade me wish to live. I resolved to take a fresh

start in life's struggle, to toil more hopefully amid the cares tha*

beset me, and subdue more earnestly the weakness of a sinful

nature.

Blessed Sabbath strains, were, just then, wafted to me from

evening worshippers, and the elevating influence of sacred

song, lifted me at once but of my self-repinings towards the

heavenly altar. 1 heard no words of sweet encouragement,

—

but the music seemed to whisper in the inner courts of my
h art,

—

Heir of glory—child of heaven,

Lo ! life's pall of woe is riven,

Rolling back the gloom of sin

—

Light and joy shall enter in.

From the heights of Calvary's Mount

—

Glorious scenes shalt thou recount,

Or from Pisgah's favored stand,

View the beauteous promised land.

nifeafMCKKl
"

Judgment, Penetration.—"Judgment is the child of close observation.

Good rules cannot supply the place of good judgment ; nor axioms and

maxims the place of common sense. Knowledge is the treasure, judgment

the treasurer, of a wise man. In active life, penetration and judgment are

more valuable than large erudition."
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THE HOUSEWIFE'S FRIEND.

CONDIMENTS, OR SEASONING AGENTS.

The name of condiment is usually given to those substances

which are taken with foods for the immediate purpose of improv-

ing their flavor. But most of them serve other and much more

important purposes in the animal economy than that of gratifying

the palate. Most of them are, in fact, alimentary substances

—

the use of which has become habitual to us.

But all the substances used as condiments are not necessary to

our existence. This is the case with ihe aromatic and pungent

condiments. The purpose which these substances serve in the

animal economy is not very obvious; they probably act as stimu-

lants, and, in some cases, they may answer to correct the in-

jurious qualities of the food with which they are eaten.

Saline Condiments.—Common salt is considered by most per-

sons as a mere luxury, as if its use were only to gratify the taste,

although it is essential to health and life, and is as much an ali-

ment of food as either bread or flesh. It is a constituent of most

of our food and drinks, and nature has kindly furnished us with

an appetite for it. In many cases of disordered stomach, a tea-

spoonful of salt is a certain cure. In the violent internal pain,

termed colic, a tea-spoonful of salt, dissolved in a pint of cold

water, taken as soon as possible, with a short nap immediately

after, is one of the most effectual and speedy remedies known.

The same will relieve a person who seems almost dead from re-

ceiving a heavy fall. In an apopletic fit, no time should be lost

in pouring* down salt water, if sufficient sensibility remains to

allow of swallowing ; if not, the head must be sponged with cold

water until the sense returns, when the salt will restore the

patient from lethargy. In cases of severe bleeding at the lungs,

and when other remedies have failed, it has been found that two

tea-spoonfuls of salt completely stayed the blood.

Bitter rflmonds are more or less poisonous to all animals.

Dogs, pigeons, &c, are readily destroyed by eating these nuts.

When eaten in large quantities, bitter almonds have caused fatal

consequences. The oil of bitter almonds is a very powerful

poison, being four times as powerful as prussic acid. A single

drop will kill a cat in a few minutes.

—

Selected,
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Mental Recreation — To find a number of which the half, fourth,
and seventh, added to th ~ce, shall be equal to itself.

This was a favorite problem among the ancient Grecian arithmeticians!

who stated the question in the following manner:—«• Tell, us illustrious

Pythag ras, how manv pupils frequent thy school?" " One half" replied

the philosopher, " study inai hematics, one-fourth natural philosophy, one-

seventh obse ve silence, «nd there are three females besides. 1 '

The answer is, 28 14 + 7 + 4 -f- 3 = 28.

EDITORIAL.

Our year's labor ia completed Many times hare we held our silent

interviews with the readers of the Maple Leafy and at each quiet chat, we
have had occasion to record, much that is hopeful and agreeable.

We trust that we have in a good degree fulfilled o»r promise in regard to

the little work. Its numbers taken together, and bound into one volume, will

form a fine collection of pleasing, and useful topics of thought. The articles

are pure and elevating in their character, and almost always embody some

important idea, or illu strate some principle of mind or matter.

The Magazine haj been enriched by contributions from native wi iters,

whose names are not unknown to fame. At the close of our Editorial year,

we cannot refrain fiom thi nking those who have so essentially contributed

to the interests of the M agazine. We parted reluctantly with Mrs. Traill's

dear little " Lady Mary," last January. We have been hoping that her little

ladyship would return soon, and pursue her favorite study, Natural History,

amid the noble forests of our beautiful Canada. Though we bade adieu to

the sunny face of the •Governor's Daughter," we have often heard from

Mrs. Traill, whose tales of Upper Canada life have been welcomed by the

readers of the Maple Leaf. Mrs. Hayward's graceful p< ?) has been kindly

devoted to our pages from time to time during the year. Persolus has em*

bellished them with bis soul pencillings. A.T.C. has enlivened us with his

bold strokes at description, and Edla's name has place among our constant

contributors. We might mention others, whose articles have been well

received, but must content ourselves with these for the present.

We fully expect that the Maple Leaf will continue to improve, and show

in the forthcoming vol jme, higher evidences of intellectual effort, both in the

Editorial department, and contributions. We wish to present more scientific

matter next year, and shall be glad to secure correspondents interested in the

sciences.

The Maple Leaf is a Canadian work. It has existed two years with

increasingly good prospects ; will not those who take it try to extend its cir-

culation 7 We ought to send it into almost every reading family in the

country. Something wl ispers to us " it needs pushing. It is all very

well to write and talk, but the work will not circulate as it ought, without

more agents to urge it into circulation." This is true we are sure ; so we

turn to our writing table, end add another line to our Editorial, in which we

urge those who read our Magazine to form clubs, as the subscription price is

so low, and send for the Magazine in larger packages. Any one could thus

constitute himself an agent.
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THE COBRA.
In serpents the sense oF hearing is very acute, and these

animals evidently derive pleasure from musical notes. Of this

the persons called serpent-catchers, or charmers, who practice

chiefly on cobras, are fully aware.

They pretend to draw these reptiles from their holes by a

song, and by an instrument somewhat resembling an Irish bag-

pipe, on which they play a plaintive tune. That music has

power on them, there is reason to believe. One gentleman

describes the, efforts of a snake.catcher, who had been sent for

to capture a cobra, which some person had in vain attempted

to kill. He had in his hands, when he arrived, two baskets,

one containing tame snakes, the other empty. These and his

musical pipe were the only things he brought; and he was re-

quired to leave his two baskets at some distance, and to ascend

a high green mound, having only his pipe. As he began to

play, the cobra, coiled up in a hole, came out gradually and

slowly. When it was within reach, the snake-catcher seized

it dexterously by the tail, and held it at arm's length ; while
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the cobra, enraged, darted its head in all directions, but in vain.

Thus suspended, it had not the power to round itself, so as to

seize hold of its tormentor. In these exertions it became ex-

hausted, when the snake-catcher descended the bank, dropped

the creature into the empty basket, and closed the lid. He
then began to play, and shortly after raised the basket lid. The
croba darted about wildly, and tried tn escape. The lid was

shut down again quickly, the music being still played. This

was repeated two or three times, and in a very short interval,

the lid heing raised, the cobra sat on its tail, opened its hood,

and danced as quietly as ihe tame snakes in the other basket

;

nor did it again attempt an escape.

—

Selected,

TFor the Maple Leaf.

LINES.
How Ftranse the pover that trndsour hcarti,

And makes our interests one
;

Not all the world, with magic arts,

S<- great a woikhnth done.

The I on heart, th s power can tame,

And make it like a d >ve,

To wo.) in plaintive mood, the dame
Who touched his heart with lure :

Ah ! that's the ttcrvt, now, we've found,

—

That love \f power ar.d might:—
No tyrant, though, was ever known

In him whn us. d it right.

I love iis power, I own its sway,

And g'udly yield my heart,

To b«-at in unison with one

' That tuver w II depart.

L>re is n"t pas?i(n, rude and rough,

With se fi-h end and aim.

But ready to lay down its life,

lis o j ;ct to au tin.

We n vcr c in d yrade the one

We love with heart sincere,

Mu< h s< inner would we dwell a!on<<

Tonn cause one bitter tear.

No ill can flow, t" fnend or foe,

From principle s i pure ;

Its siiurcu is lie: ven,— its end, a fi\>W

Of joy that mutt endure.

OiwcCo, N. Y., Juno Si, 1854. C. B. T.
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A YEAR AT CAMBRIDGE.

It was on a cold evening in the middle of October, that, seated

on the outside of a stagecoach, I made my first entree into

Cambridge. A drizzling rain had commenced falling, just as I

descried the four turrets which surmount the noble chapel be-

longing to King's College, when as yet a distance of four or five

miles separated me fmm them. The rain continued to descend

more and more heavily as we advanced, until what little I had

seen of the buildings before me was shut out from my view, the

whole place being apparently enveloped in a thick mist. Soon,

however, a sudden turn of the road brought us into the town,

and here I must confess that I experienced no small disappoint-

ment. I had frequently heard Cambridge spoken of as an unin-

teresting place, but I was not at all prepared for such an entrance

to the seat of one of our universities. I had expected that we
should at least turn into a tolerably clean and well-paved street

;

but instead of this we took our way through narrow, rough, dirty

lanes, the seeming abode of sq-ialid wretchedness; and lam
sure that any one who has entered Cambridge by the St. Neot's

Road, would confirm my statement. The rain, too, which had

now been falling for nearly an hour, did not tend to improve

either the condition of the streets, or my own inclination to regard

things in their most favorable light.

Before long, however, the coach passed down a street in better

order; at the bottom of which rm, under a single arch, what

appeared to me to be a very dirty canal, upon which were float-

ing numerous coal barges. The sight of water caused me to

recollect, that I had not yet, to my knowledge, beheld the Cam
;

and I hastily asked the guard, who was now unfastening the

luggage at the top of the coach, if he could inform me where-

abouts that river flowed. Judge then my surprise and vexation,

when the man replied thai what 1 had taken for a canal was the

river itself—the ** classic Cam !"

M Cam, to patient science dear !"

1 afterwards found that: this was about the least desirable spot

from which I could have seen the river; as elsewhere, and par-

ticularly above Cambridg?, it is a tolerably clear and picturesque

stream. The coach sour stopped at an inn, and put an end to

my cogitations, which were of anything but a lively character.
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It was now quite dusk ; and hastily desiring a man to take

charge of my luggage at the inn, I inquired my way to

College, on the boards of which I had entered my name. When
I had discovered its locality, (and the building appeared to me

extremely stern-looking and gloomy, as T viewed it by the light

of a few gas lamps which were burning in the court,) I made

my way to the rooms of the tutor, and paid my respects to him.

He had kindly procured lodgings in the town for me, as all the

rooms in the College were occupied ; and to these I directed my
steps, after he had desired me to call again the next morning.

Here it should be remarked, that lodgings in Cambridge differ from

those in most towns ; for the persons who keep lodging-houses

merely find you rooms, furniture, and attendance ; and you

yourself have to furnish linen, crockery, hardware, &c. I have

known men who intended keeping (the Cambridge term for

residing) in lodgings, to go up quite unprovided with these neces-

saries, which they have been compelled to procure at great in-

convenience and considerable outlay, as the good people of

Cambridge are always on the alert to take every advantage of

young men graduating at the University.

I soon got my luggage unpacked, and sat down by the fire to

take some refreshment ; and then an indescribable feeling of

loneliness took possession of me. To think that this was Cam-

bridge, this the commencement of my academical career, to

which I had so long looked forward with the brightest anticipa-

tions ; and that here, in this dismal, dirty town, I was to spend

the next three years of my life ! These thoughts, and others of a

similar nature, had a soporific effect ; and I retired to rest, heartily

disgusted with my first evening in Cambridge.

The next morning seemed to promise to make amends for the

preceding evening, for the sun shone brightly as I threaded the

streets to keep my appointment with the tutor. He received me

very kindly, as before, and proceeded to explain to me the course

of College discipline, the principle points of which were that I

was expected to keep eight chapels a-week at least ; that is, two

on Sunday, and one every weekday, (at most of the colleges

there is service at seven o'clock in the morning, and at six in the

evening,) and that I Was not to be without the college-gates after

ten at night. A man can, however, get in until twelve, upon

payment of a small fine, provided he does not repeat the expert-
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ment too frequently. Should he be remiss in attending chapel,

or stay out later at night than the rules permit, he is reprimanded

by the dean. If this does not prevent the repetition of the

offence, he is gated for a week or fortnight, as the case seems to

require ; that is, he is compelled to be within the college-gates at

a certain hour (usually eight o'clock) earlier than the ordinary

time allowed.

The tutor then showed me over the chapel and the hall of

the College, where all the men dine. After this he walked with

me into the town to procure my gown and cap, recommended

certain tradesmen, and also warned me against some of the im-

positions which many of them practise upon the undergraduates.

And now I saw King's College Chapel, the turrets of which

had been the first objects that struck me as remarkable on my
journey to Cambridge. It is truly a most magnificent pile, and

without doubt the gem of Cambridge. Perhaps I canno* say

more in its praise than that it is well worth the trouble of a

journey from any part of England.

** High heaven rejects the lore

Of nicely calculated less or more;

So deemed the man who fashioned for the sense

These lofty pillars, spread that branching roof

Self-poised, and scooped into ten thousand cells,

Where light and shade repose, where music dwells,

Lingering, and wandering on as loth to die;

Like thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof

That they were born for immortality.

What awful perspective ! While from our sight

With gradual stealth the lateral windows hide

Their portraitures, the stone-work glimmers, dyed

In the soft chequerings of a Bleepy light."

Here the tutor shook hands with me, telling me to walk about

the colleges, and to enter " wherever I saw a door open."

Four o'clock is the usual hour for dining in Hall, and there I

discovered that only one freshman beside myself had at present

arrived. Of course an acquaintance was soon formed ; and

after Hall we set to work to explore the town, starting off in

different directions; but, by some strange fatality, before half an

hour had elapsed, we met again ; and this continued for three or

four days, shaking hands every time we met and separated, much
to the amusement of the other men who were up—for under-
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graduates in Cambridge never shake hands except when they

come up after a vacation, or go down for one.

1 had arrived at Cambridge some four or five days before the

commencement of lectures, (as men generally do their first term,)

and I must confess that I was very glad when they begun, as I

was heartily tired of promenading the dull streets. Now, many
persons might be misled by the term " lecture ;" it is not a

connected discourse ; but the lecturer, as he is termed, fixes upon

a man to translate some portion i f a classical subject, or to de-

monstrate some mathematical problem, corrects him when he is

wrong, then gives his own version, and intersperses the whole

with remarks. There are generally two lectures every morning,

the one classical and the other mathematical. By the time

lectures commence, the appearance of Cambridge alters consider-

ably. It is no longer the dull place that it was in the vacation
;

all the men are up, the various colleges assume an appearance of

life and activity, and put off that dismal gloom which seemed to

overhang them previously. Numbers of men in the academical

costume throng the streets; in short, if a stranger who first

beheld Cambridge in term time were to revisit it in the vacation,

he would prcnojnce it to be a different place altogether, were

not the colleges themselves there to dissipate the illusion.

During the first four or five weeks of a freshman's residence,

he is the great centre of attraction, if I may be permitted the

phrase. Feliow-collegians of one year's standing or more call

upon him if they desire his acquaintance ; secretaries of religious

societies, by the dozen, ask his contributions ; he is invited to

become a rn?mher of the College Boat Club and Debating So-

ciety
;
tradespeople solicit his custom

;
travellers, with the first

numbers of per o jicals, desire him to become a subscriber to

them ; itinerant chiropodists, too, seem to be in great request,

from the way in which he is annoyed by their calls; dentists,

also, m from town," blandly ask whether they may be allowed

to inspect his mouth ; and woe be to that unfortunate man's

teeth (and purse as well) who is tempted to accede to their

demand. In short, I am convinced that a young man cannot be

too strictly ou his guard against these impostors.

However, t h i state of affairs soon subsides; and a man

may, should h i bo so disposed, quickly settle down into the

quiet routine of C ollege life. The following is the manner in
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which reading men (for there are many who go up to Cam-

bridge merely to get through, and who scarcely ever read)

usually spend their day, and one day is a pretty good sample of

the whole course. Chapel in the morning at seven o'clock
s

lectures from nine or ten until eleven or twelve ; then if he has

a private tutor, he goes to him for an hour some where between

twelve and two; then he walks or boats until four, at which

hour he dines in Hall ; after this he generally takss a glass of

wine with a friend, occupying himself in this way until chapel

time (about six); and by the time service is ever he feels

ready to recommence study for the evening.

Boating forms the chief recreation of the men in the Uni-

versity, and it is continued all the year round. The country

being very flat and uninteresting, a man soon gets tired of

taking walks ; and as some exercise is necessary, boating

very nicely supplies the deficiency, and at the sama time forms

a pleasant amusement. Nor is it necessarily very expensive

to belong to a boat club ; for if a man's notions in this respect

be moderate, I think that £2 per annum would, at most of the

colleges, suffice to cover the expenditure.

Lectures for the term end about December 10th. At some

of the colleges there is an examination on ihe subjects that

have just been read in College ; but at others this is deferred

until the following May. After this the men (with the excep-

tion of those just about to take their degree) have Cambridge

for the Christmas vacation.

The lectures for the following term commence about Feb.

ruary 1st; and by this time there are always several sets of

rooms vacant in each college, as most of those nn n who have

just taken th^ir degrees (which are conferred in January) have

left Cambridge. Those freshmen who have no 1

, succeeded in

getting into College when they first came up, (tind very few

are fortunate enough to do so) now usually havo s its assigned

to them. An appraiser values the furniture which their prede-

cessors have left in the rooms, and they have it in .'heir power

either to keep or to reject whatever they like ; I ut whatever

they reject the appraiser is compelled to take at his own
valuation—and this, by the way, is a most admiral le plan.

Some men prefer remaining in lodgings a 1 the period of

their residence at Cambridge ; and this is permitted at most
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colleges, provided there be a sufficient number willing to oc-

cupy all the rooms ; but I certainly myself found it much more

comfortable and convenient to keep in college. A set of rooms

usually comprises three ; a sitting (or keeping) room, a bed-

room, and a gyp-room, where you keep your crockery, &c.

You quickly get comfortably settled in your rooms, and fall into

the regular course of life which I have described above. This

term, which is called Lent Term, is usually the dullest of the

three ; and most men are not sorry when the Easter vacation

commences, which it does about ten or twelve days before

Easter, and lasts between three and four weeks.

The ensuing, or Easter Term, is by far the most pleasant of

the three ; and here I should acknowledge that, by the time I

had passed my first two terms, I no longer held the same un-

favorable opinion of Cambridge which I had previously enter-

tained. 1 had formed several delightful acquaintances and

sincere friendships ; I enjoyed the regularity of college life
;

and, as is not unfrequently the case, the disagreeable impres-

sions which had been imprinted on my mind when I first en-

tered the University, were by degrees entirely eradicated, and

supplanted by a firm liking of my then mode of life.

During this term cricket contributes in no small degree to the

recreation ol the undergraduates. The University gets up an

excellent " eleven," and some capital matches are played every

season. The great boat races, too, take place in this term, and

very well worth seeing they are. And now Cambridge is filled

with strangers, mostly relatives and friends of the undergraduates,

who seize the opportunity which the finest season of the year

presents of visiting their acquaintances.

But although all these amusements are going on, still this is by

far the most important term of the three as concerns matters of

graver moment ; inasmuch as the college examinations upon

the subjects that have been read during the previous year take

place towards the end of May. After these examinations prizes

and scholarships are distributed to those thought deserving of

them. As may be conjectured, many men who have read stu-

diously during their first two terms, yield to the temptations

which the third presents, and spend their time in anything but a

way likely to be beneficial to them in their examination ; and

this is the more lamentable when we consider, that a man's
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position in his college is in a great measure fixed by the place

which he takes in this his first examin'tion.

After this examination the Long Vacation (or as it is termed

in Cambridge, '« The Long,") commences, and with its com-

mencement ends the first year at Cambridge.'

Before concluding I should perhaps state, that it is necessary

to remain three years and three months at Cambridge before

the degree of Bachelor of Arts can be got. In order to obtain

this you have to pass two examinations, (independent of the

College examinations every May) ; one of which is called the

Previous Examination, or Littlego, after you have been in resi-

dence five terms; the other called the Greatgo, after residing ten

terms, which is the examination for the B.A. degree. The

candidates at this examination are separated into two great divi-

sions ; the ?f Honor " men compose the first division, which

consists of three classes. The second division is subdivided into

four classes, and comprises the ** Poll V men, or those who do

not desire " honors," but merely wish to obtain what is railed an

ordinary degree.

The subjects for the Previous Examination and for the Poll

are always fixed some time beforehand, (in fact some of them

never change.) and for these you are prepared by the College

lectures. The men who read for honors usually have a private

tutor.

—

London Magazine.

[Written for the Maple Leaf.

SYMPATHY.
We take our tone of fee'ing very much from those we love. In-

dependent as some may think themselves, they are not proofagainst

the speaking of the human countenance. If those dear to us

smile, we are happy : so happy that a ray of beauteous light

seems to gild our severest toil ; and the commonest task is digni-

fied, when performed under their sympathising notice. If, on the

contrary, they wear an aspect of dissatisfaction, our spirits sink,

—

we miss the intelligent appreciation of our efforts which the quick

glance of kindness could show, and the most fortunate lot, under

such circumstances, would fail to give us pleasure.

There is a silent language,— the language of the face,—that

speaks to our happiness with earnest effect. How careful should

we be to keep the index in this gunge of feeling ever pointing to

cheerful views of life ! How ought we to soften the sharp tone

* The Long Vacation laEts twenty weeks.
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ready to escape us, and quell the rising flush of fretfulness ready

to suffuse our countenances, as the cares of life sometimes seem

about to overcome us ! True, the spirit feels the wearing in-

fluence of the nameless little evils that constantly present them-

selves, and we do not always see the bright lights, that are gleam-

ing to direct the soul in the darkest hours; yet the sacred peace

of home should not be jarred by the selfish parade of individual

sorrow.

Thefeelings ofdespair, and weariness with life, which often seize

the heart of fine sensiblities, ought to be checked within, and never

allowed to appear on the face. It requires a brave struggle

to keep from looking all the deep sorrow, and longing of soul, such

spirits feel ; but in the very contest, the very effort to appear

cheerful for the sake of others, the selfish demands of grief are

greatly silenced, and higher and better hopes are often obtained.

Doing good to others, does not always convey the idea of con-

ferring pecuniary benefit, or personal exertion. The delicate

tact,—by which we express kind interest in their success,—the

cheerful hearty-thoughts of life which actuate our conduct, our

enthusiastic love of the beautiful and excellent whenever we meet

them, all silently, and surely, tell upon the characters of others,

with whom we have intercourse, and tell for good. How we
have sometimes thanked a friend for a kind word, and how in our

heart of hearts have we treasured the picture of the bright look

that glanced from that face like a beam of sunlight to chase away

our gloom !

Our hearts are sensitive plants, folding up their delicate leaves

at the touch of the rude and unfeeling, and only putting forth

green shoots when the atmosphere is balmy with the breath of love.

Present joys are all too fleeting. Opportunities for comforting

and blessing our fellow-beings, are golden moments, when we

may act in unison with angelic agencies.

The moral and intellectual so far transcend the physical nature,

that self denial on our part,to elevate the mind, and confer happi-

ness on the heart, is noble and lovely,.

To be the means of cheering one spirit, bringing joy to one

heart, and above all, assisting one wayworn pilgrim along the

sands of time, to enter the path of life, ought to be sufficient in-

ducement to us to check every passion, and give us a noble

courage to overcome all selfish love o::* personal ease.

Montreal, June, 1851.
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{ Written for the Maple Leaf.

MEM INI LOCUM.
11 There * bright appearances ' have smiled

;

And an«?el wings, at r ve, hnve been
GleHiniiig the shadowy boughs between."

A little cot, embowered deep

Within a leafy shade ;

Around whose door the daisies peep

From out a grassy glade
;

Where lately elms and maples stand

Like guardian sentinels,

Who dearly love their native land,

And watch it close and well.

A little cot, whose moss-grown roof

Shelters a h msehold hearth,

Where purest love ne'er stood aloof-—

Where piety had birth

—

Where purest hearts in love did meet

With fond simplicity—
Where lightly-tripping childish feet

Trod joyously and tree.

Where time poured out with lavish hand

His hidings choice and rare ;

Where gentle breezes softly fann'd

A genial atmosphere

;

And where the sun shone ever bright,

And gloriously too,

As if afra d a shade shouid blight

His daily chosen view.

Oh ! is this not my own dear home—

-

The place where childhood played
j

From which with erring feet I roam,

Sad and unsatisfied 1

Then turn, thou wanderer, return ;

Turn to that blest abode,

Where thy young heart first learned to burn

With love to nature's God.

May, 1854. Persolus.

The Chinese are pouring into California in great numbers. It

is thought that they are likely to make a large part of the popula-

tion. Missionaries might there find an open field in which to

labor, without going abroad.
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[Written for the Maple Lent

HAPPY FANCIES.
I graep, and I fond'y encircle,

Warm thoughts of this glorious life :

1 soar on the wings of emotion,

Beyond earth's dark sorrow and strife.

Sweet fancies come thronging around me,

Bright hues from the azure-lit skies,

I fly near the cloud-crested arches,

Now glowing in sunset's soft dyes.

Oh ! lovely are earth's fading glories.

Viewed thus from my eyrie above ;

The fair panorama before me,

M7 heart swells with gushings of love.

Here, grain fields, and green rolling meadows,

Slope down to Ottawa's swift tide,

—

There, foaming, the Rapids' commotion,

Crest St. Lawrence in bill'wy pride.

Away in the distance, uprearing,

A mountain in sunlight is bath'd:

Its summit is link'd unto heaven,

Its base by pure water is lav'd.

Near by, is Mount Royal's bold outline

With features of beauty, and grace—
A picture of verdure, and splendor,

A g m in the regions cf space.

The city with temple, and tower,

Is silver'd in myriad rays

—

Impearl'd in the sinuous river,

Fair islands enrapture my gaze.

My heart throbs with floods of deep feeling,

And longs to dwell ever in light,

To mount and career in mid-heaven,

And feast on the treasures of sight.

Montreal, June, 1854. E. H. L.

uroaciacswi

The soul has her sunny memories, and joyous scenes to

retrace,—but often heavy shadows cast these joys in the back

ground. Dissatisfied with present attainments and oppressed

with past short-comings, how can she be happy? By relying

on the glorious perfections of the Holy One, and rooking above

the present to an eternal home.
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TEA AND COFFEE.

In the vast variety of drinks provided for man, we find very

few that are not safe and healthful. Green tea and coffee, as

ordinarily used, are very injurious to very many constitutions.

They contain but very little nourishment, except what is added

by the milk and sugar, and training a family of children to love

them (for no child loves them till trained to do it) is making it

probable that all of them will be less healthful and comfortable,

and certain that some will be great sufferers. Training chil-

dren to drink tea and coffee is as unreasonable and unchris-

tian as training them to drink foxglove and opium would be

—

the only difference is, that in one case it is customary, and the

other it is not ; and custom makes a practice appear less fool-

ish and sinful.

There is no need, at this period of the world, to point out

the wickedness and folly of training children to love alcoholic

drinks.

In regard to the use of green tea and coffee, one suggestion

will be offered. These are drinks which contain very little

nourishment, and their effect is to stimulate the nervous sys-

tem without nourishing it. They are, also, usually drank hot,

and heat also is a stimulant to the nerves of the mouth, teeth,

throat, and stomach, inducing consequent reacting debility.

For it is the unvarying law of the nervous system, that the

reacting debility is always in exact proportion to the degree

of stimulation.

It is in vain to expect that the great multitudes, who have

been accustomed from childhood, to drink hot tea and coffee^

once, twice, and sometimes thrice a day, will give up such a

favorite practice. But it is hoped that some may be induced

to modify their course, by reducing the strength and the heat

of their daily potations. It will bo found by housekeepers that

if once a month the daily quantity of tea or coffee is slightly

reduced, the taste will imperceptibly accommodate ; and that,

in the course of six or eight months, the habits of a family, by

these slight monthly variations, may be ehanged so as that,

eventually, they will love weak tea and coffee as much as the}

once loved the strong.— Selected,
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STORY OF A MAGNOLIA.
The evergreen magnolia, so well known for the splendor of

its blossoms, was first brought to Europe, from the banks of
the Mississippi, in 1732, by a French officer of marines, who
planted it at his native place, Maillardidre, about four miles

from Nantes. Here the magnolia grew and flourished
; but,

its introducer having died, little notice was taken of it, and,

when observed, it was supposed to be only some variety of

the common laurel, which it resembles in its leaves. Thirty

years afterwards it flowered, and was then discovered by M.
Bonami, professor of botany at Nantes, to be the Magnolia v

grandifiora of Linroeus. At a meeting of the states at Bre-

tagne, held at Nantes in September, 1760, M. Bonami pre-

sented a branch o this magnolia in flower to the Princess de

Rohan Chabot, and it excited so much admiration that its

fame shortly after reached the ears of Louis XV. The mon-
arch was then ornamenting his garden at the Petit Trainon,

and had there soms small plants of the Magnolia grandifiora,

which had in the meantime been introduced into Europe by

one of the English collectors ; and when Louis heard that he

had in his own dominions a tree of this rare exotic, forty feet

high, which was covered with blossoms every year, he sent

two of his gardeners to examine it, with orders to transport it

to Versailles, if they could ensure its living. This if was a

formidable obstacle
;
and, the gardeners reporting that they

feared it would not survive its removal, it was suffered to re-

main at Maillardiere. Thirty years more brought the Revo-

lution, and amidst the general destruction even the poor mag-

nolia did not escape ; it was mutilated in the war of La
Vendee, and its branches were cut for firewood ; the house

near which it stood was burnt down, and the magnolia was

scorched and withered by the flames. It partially recovered,

and still survives, though now only the wreck of what it was.

— Selected.

Learning Fkench,—When Brummell was obliged, "by

money, debt, and all that," to retire to France, he knew no

French ; and having obtained a grammar for the purpose of

study, Scrope Davies was asked what progress the beau had

made in French : he replied that " Brummell had been stop-

ped, like Bonaparte in Russia, by the elements.'''*
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LUDICROUS BLUNDERS.

General knowledge is unquestionably necessary for the lawyer.

Ludicrous mistakes have frequently occurred through the de-

ficiences of some of them in this respect. We have heard an

anecdote somewhere of an eminent barrister examining a witness

in a trial, the subject of which was a ship. He asked, amongst

other questions, "Where the ship was at a particular time ?"

" Oh !" replied the witness, "the ship was tben in quarantine."

"In Quarantine, was she? And pray, sir, where is Quaran-

tine?" Another instance, given by Mr. Ch/tty , of the value of

general knowledge to the lawyer, is worth citing. It is well

known that a judge was so entirely ignorant of insurance causes,

that, after having been occupied for six hours in trying an action

on " a policy of insurance upon goods (Russia duck) from

Russia, he, in his address to the jury, complained that no evi-

dence had been given to show how Russia dusks (mistaking the

cloth of that name for the bird) could be damaged by sea water,

and to that extent

!

An anecdote has been told of a learned barrister once quoting

some Latin verses to a brother " wig," who i d not appear to

understand them. " Don't you know the lines," said he ;
" they

are in Martial." "Marshall," replied his friend, "Marshall

—

oh ! I know— the Marshall v* ho wrote on underwriting"

When this anecdote was related to a certain judge of the Court

of Review, he is reported to have said, " Why, after all, there is

not much difference between an underwriter and a minor

poet !"

EDITORIAL.
There seems to be, just now, little of interest stirring the current of

business sameness in the good city of Montreal. Owing to the unusual

detention of spring vessels, trade has not come up to the brhk pace that it

did la*t year. We are told that flour merchants have had the most to do,

so far. The weather has been quite cool for the season, and vegetation

wears a fresh and beautiful appearance.

Immense numbers of emigrants arrive here froir. Europe, and are for-

warded to various places in the West- Many of them are in a 6tate of

great destitution when they land ; and many only live to reach America's

shores, look upon the rock-built city of Quebec, or land ir, the midst of these
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busy scenes—and then, with all the high hopes of good that nerved them for

the voy ige yet sw Ming in their hiarts, pass away. Many a sorrowful in-

c dent is transpiring at the wharf, or on board the steamboats fil'ed with

these people, that the bustling world knows nothing of. Thus ebbs and

flows the current of life !

Montreal steadily advances in all the improvements which make a city

desirable as a residence, or interesting to the traveller. BuilJings of

strength, as well as architectural merit, have taken the place «f many

time-worn edifices which h td long disfigured her streets ; while c >mmodious

dwellings have been huilt in the beautlul suburban parts of the city. An
increisini: desire to encourwge works of art. and appreciate science and educa-

tion p evitils among the inhabitants ; while love for peace, good order, and

the preservation of Sabbath sanctity, distinguishes the substantial and infiuen-

tial part of the population

We have received a number of a new publication. Waymarks in the

WilderneaV ** A. monthly Devoted to Scnpiural Studies, Literary obser.

vation, anJ current History." We haii every such accession to Canadian

literature. The country is acquiring an independence in this respect.

Mig^zine* of the character that this work possesses will bear no humble

part in purifying and elevating public taste ana morals.

A friend kindly sends us "The Pioneer,'* published in San Francisco.

We have extracted a fine description of that city in 1850, f<>r our readers.

•"'The Pioneer" is handsomely printed ; its style of editorial critique i* similar

to the " Knickerbocker." Its articles are various, and well w ilten, and

indicate much inielligence. We should like the work better, were less promi*

given to theatrical subjects ; but, as an exponent of Californian manners,

customs, and intelligence, we think it highly valuable. After reading a

number one feels almost acquainted with San Francisco, and is struck

with the amazing growth of every enterprise there, as well as the fact

that the Stage gains the most favor in new countries, where people, intent

on advancement, do not stop to question the moral teudencies of the theatre

and ball room.

The Youth's Casket, " An Illustrated Magazine for the Young," James

O. Brayman, Editor, Buffalo, No. 11 West Seneca Street,— a beautifully

illustrated Utile work, abounding in entertaining matter, both original and

selected. We commend it to our young friends. It can be had for the

very low price of 2s 6d. Canada money.

We are so r ry to dis »blige 41 Caleb." We do not feel bound to keep arti-

cles unless particularly requested; indeed it would be almost impossible

with our multiplied engagements to do so.

We have received communications from different quarters h'ghly pleading

in regard to tho Maple Leaf," and we hope to increase the list nf sub-

scribers, and make some pleasant acquaintances in the course of a trip

which we propose fo make next month to some of the principal places in

Canada West.
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THE SILENT AND INVISIBLE ARCHITECTS.

BY S. E. H.

HE world is so accustomed to noise and dis-

play, that the power of an unseen, silent cause,

is seldom appreciated. We find it very

difficult to realize, or even to compre-

hend the power of a silent, though steady

working in any of the departments of

It is far easier fcr us to understand

the destruction produced by an earthquake or a

volcano, than to realize the mighty changes go-

ing on around us by the constant operation of

any powerful, though silent cause. The effects

in the latter case are evident tc our senses, but aa they are

brought about little by little, we fail to be impressed with them,

and still more fail to refer them to the working of a powerful

agency. Yet, it is by the silent operation of natural laws that

all mighty changes are effected, whether they be sudden or gra-

dual. It is so in the operation of the laws of attraction, of light,

and in fact of all physical laws. The sun in his daily round,

sounds no trumpet before him, yet his rays penetrate the coldest

clime, imparting life and warmth to the most inclement region.

And as a general rule, we may say, that the most effective

working is also the most silent.

As an illustration of what may be accomplished by unremit*

ting toil, we may point to the quiet builders in Torrid seas— the

coral architects, whose labors, in a few short years, have won-

derfully changed the face of the globe, increasing its habitable,

parts, and obstructing the safe na\igation of tropical waters.

When looking at the results of their labors, we should expect that

the builders of structures so vast, would themselves be large and

mighty. But if we attempt an examination of them, we shall

find each builder to be a minute insect, having little definite form,

seeming so frail as to be utterly unable to support its own life,

much less to fashion the abode of so superior a being as man.

But navigators ofthose tropic seas, tell us of hundreds of miles

of coral reef, which have been constructed by these minute in.

sects. The coral insect belongs to one of the lowest orders of
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animal life. It is classed by naturalists among the Polypi, a race

of animals (if animals they can be called) whose structure is very

simple, and whose faculties are exceedingly limited. They seem
to form the connecting link between the animal and vegetable

kingdoms, and receive the designation of Zoophites, or animal

plants. All the species, with perhaps a single exception, fasten

themselves to the solid rock, being destitute of the power of loco,

motion. This animalcule can hardly be said to possess any form.

It is a minute bag of matter, with no organs save a few tentacles

around the mouth. With these it secretes calcareous matter from

its food, found in the waters, and, by an internal process, trans-

forms it into a substance which constitutes its abode. This at first

is serai-transparent, and of extreme delicacy, but it becomes hard-

ened, and has the appearance of bone. This is the substance

which we term coral. It is of several varieties, and contains

cells, which formed the abode of the insect. This animalcule has

the power of sending forth germs, which continually repeat the

same action, and thus in process of time, by the combined action

of myriads of insects, are groups of islands formed in the midst ef

the restless waters of the mighty ocean.

An interesting writer relates the particulars of a visit to the

museum of the celebrated Agassiz, who has succeeded in pre.

serving alive some coral insects. She(LadyWortley) thus speaks

of them. " They were kept in water, carefully and frequently

changed, and various precautions were indispensably necessary

to be taken in order to guard their exquisitely delicate demi«semi-

existence. As to me, I hardly dared breathe while looking at

them, for fear I should blow their lives away, or some catastro-

phe should happen while we were there, and we should be sus-

pected of coralieide. However, the sight was most interesting.

We watched them as they flung about what seemed their fire-

like white arms, like microscopic opera dancers, or windmills
;

but these apparent arms are, I believe, all they possess of bodies."

Animals of this kind, when favorably situated, multiply to such

an extent as to form reefs, and sub-marine banks, often extending

a thousand miles, or more. As soon as they reach low-water

mark they cease to exist, but their solid covering or house re-

mains, and, with the remains of their decayed bodies, constitutes

a soil. But a new series of changes now takes place. Exposed

to the action of the atmosphere, this mass of calcareous matter,



TNE SILENT AND INVISIBLE ARCHITECTS. 223

becomes the depository of various kinds of seeds, which are con-

veyed thither by the winds and waves. These, in their turn, ger-

minate—produce plants, which, after answering the purpose of

reproduction, decay and increase the richness of the soil. Thus,

the surfaces of these coral masses are gradually covered with a

luxuriant vegetation, and the graves of microscopic insects are

converted into habitable islands. Very many of these islands are

found in the South Pacific, where they are generally based on the

craters of extinct sub-marine volcanoes.

In considering these constructions, we are impressed with the

vastnessof the result, and the insignificance of the workers. The

structure is before us, but where is the architect ? He is a ma-

son, not only using stones for his building, but producing them.

He knows nothing of cement or mortar—we hear no sound of

hammer or chisel, see no plain or trowel, yet is the building firm

as the flinty rocks. The architect has neither feet nor hands
;

he has no ear, tongue, nor eye, yet he builds on, and the result is

before us. Truly he is an invisible, silent architect.

But we must not forget in looking at this subject, to acknow-

ledge the agency of a Superior Power. We cannot fail to be

impressed with a sense of the greatness and power of Him, who
accomplishes such stupendous designs, and works through such

feeble, insignificant instrumentalities. Truly they are a little race,

but they do the bidding of a Mighty King, and show forth His

wisdom, goodness, and power.

I cannot better conclude this little article than by inserting the

following lines, by Mrs. Sigourney, on the Coral Insect. They
may be familiar to all your readers, yet they are so fine that none

will object to seeing them here.

THE CORAL INSECT.

Toil on ! toil on ! ye ephemeral train,

Who build on the tossing and treacherous main ;

Toil on ! for the wisdom of man ye mock,

With your sand-based structures, and domes of rock
;

Your columns the fathomless fountains lave,

And your arches spring up through the crested wave ;

Ye're a puny race thus boldly to rear,

A fabric so vast, in a realm so drear.

Ye bind the deep with your secret zone,

The ocean is sealed, and the surge a stone ;

Fresh wreaths from the coral pavement spring,
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Like the terraced pride of Assyria's king ;

The turf looks green w here the breakers rolled,

O'er the whirlpool ripens ibe rind of gold,

The sea-snatched isle is the home of men,

And mountains exult where the wave hath been.

But why do yon plant 'nealh the billows dark

The wrecking reef for the gallant bark 1

There are snares enough on the tented field ;

'Mid the blossomed sweets that the valleys yield,

There are serpents to coil ere the flowers are up ;

There's a poison drop in man's purest cup ;

There are foes that watch for his cradle-breath,

And why need ye sow the floods with death 1

" With mouldering bones the deeps are white.

From the ice clad pohr-to the tropics bright

;

The mermaid hath twisted her fingers cold,

With the mesh of the sea-boy's curls of gold ;

And the gods of ocean have frowned to see

The mariner's bed 'mid their halls of glee :

Hath earth no graves ? that ye thus must spread

The boundless sea with thronging dead 1

" Ye build ! ye build! but ye enter not in ;

Like the tribes whom the desert devoured in their sin,

From the land of promise, ye fade and die,

Ere its verdure gleams forth on your wearied eye.

As the cloud-crowned pyramids' founders sleep

Noteless and lost in oblivion deep,

Ye slumber unmarked 'mid the desolate main,

While the wonder and pride of your works remain."

" Erroneous views have, it seems, been entertained heretofore

with regard to the velocity of the Amazon. A large number of

people think of it only as pouring down with the fierce flow of a

torrent, but the truth is, that its average flow is about three and a

half miles an hour, and its fleetest, not more than five or six miles.

This opinion of its rapidity i-ose probably from the fact, that it carries

its fresh waters far out to sea, discoloring the ocean to the distance

of one hundred and fifty miles
;
yet it would appear that the rush is

never sufficiently strong to impede navigation, even by sail, and

much less by steam. But though the velocity of the Amazon is not

so great as is commonly supposed, the first sight of it produces an

impression of awful grandeur and force."

—

The Pioneer.
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OLD SONGS.

BY PERSOLUS.

<l Such songs have power to quiet
The restless pulse of care

,

And ccme like the benediction
That follows after prayer.''—H. W. Longfellow.

To the many interested, what a fascinating title ; would that

the pen of Persolus were, what too evidently it is not, the expo-

nent of heart-thoughts burnished into beauty, for then would he,

in fitting and appropriate terms, discuss the value and merits of

his subject. Oh, there is a rich joy in an old song, an unde*

finable power, that moves men's hearts as quietly and irresistably

as doth pale Cynthia move the billows of the sea. How exqui-

site the agitation, how impassioned the feeling, excited by its

simplest strain ! Who is, or rather let me ask, who can be

insensible to its magic power? There may be a few such ; 1

am glad they are but few, for I must endorse the philosophy of

our great poet, vide the " Merchant of Venice."—Lorenzo to

Jessica :

—

The motions of h>s spirit are dull as night,

And his affections dark as Erebus :

Let ao such man be trusted."

Here is an inadvertent hint to the but 'tis dangerous,

so I say, to the public,

A modern political essayist of considerable celebrity observes,

"That a country without a national poetry, proves its hopeless

dullness or its utter provincialism." The sentiment is just and

incontrovertible. What breast, catching the spirit of " The

Pibroch of Donnil Dhu," would not beat with a higher impulse,

or come and go feverishly, awakened by " Savourna Deelish,"

or " Will ye gang to the ewe buchts, Marion." Think how
much the simplest little song contributes to the comfort and

enjoyments of the household hearth, and then know that patriot-

ism grows much deeper and more luxuriantly in a happy home

than elsewhere. Is it not to the happy homes, smiling

beneath her Christian sway, that our good Victoria is indebted

for the stalwart arms and willing hearts who bear her meteor

flag triumphantly over land and sea ? Oh yes, old songs are valu-

able—in our experience blending harmoniously the ideal with

the practical. Rude may be their language and common-place
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their thoughts
;
they may want the refinement of a classic frater-

nity, or to us fantastic moderns present themselves in the most

wretched doggerel, and yet how soon do we submit to the influence

of their long-neglected but now well-remembered burthens ; and

even bad rythm and dissonant metre ceases to grate harshly on

our sensitive ears, and we regard them not, for we have found a

sovl, and this hides the most obvious deformities—a soul of

whose former knowledge we have a faint remembrance, and

whose beauty is the more celestial, because that on the freshly

plumed pinions of youthful fancy it comes to us winging its way
from out the storied past. Our old Irish and Scotch songs do I

love the best, for I find in them a fervor of emotion, coupled with

simplicity of thought, a most invaluable consideration, for which

i seek fruitlessly in the Arias and Ariosos of our present fashion-

able and heartless music.

I would like to have indulged in numerous quotations, but

refrain, knowing how unjust it is to excite desire and fail to gra-

tify ; and it would but mar the beauty of such songs as " Peggy

Brian," or u Lassie wi' the lint white locks," to separate their

closely wedded lines, nor could I choose, by reason of the very

amplitude of my material, I cannot, and how useless to dissertate

on " Aileen Aroon," or "Nannie wilt thou gang wi' me?"
These are but a feeble index to the many crowding on my atten-

tion, an attention which I cannot now give ; but ere I drop my
pen, hear the spiritual Wordsworth ; 'tis a fitting finale

—

" Sing aloud
Old songs, the precious music of the heart."

July 5, 1854.

" The art of ventilating rooms and buildings is chiefly dependent

on the currents produced in the air by changes of temperature.

As the heated air and effluvia of crowded edifices pass upwards,

apertures are usually left in or near the ceiling for their escape

;

such an opening, however,"though it allows the foul air to escape

from its specific lightness, is also apt to admit a counter current of

denser and colder air pouring down into the building, and producing

great inconvenience. But if the tube or flue, through which the

foul air escapes, be heated in any convenient way, this effect is

prevented. A current, constantly rising, is thus established ; and

whenever cold air attempts to descend, the heat of the flue rarities

and drives it upwards."
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LOVE'S LAST VIGIL.

From her open lattice gazing,

On the calm, and starry sky,

Stands a mother wildly weeping,

For her darling who must die !

Yes, the fiat has been spoken,

And the fearful truth too well,

In her heart she knows the token,

On that loved one's hrow doth dwell !

She has stolen to the chamber,

Where that heart's fond treasure lies,

And has marked in untold anguish,

That her home is in the skies !

Human aid is unavailing,

Soon her early course is run,

Back those fearful thoughts,—O Saviour

Spare, Oh spare my only one !

As on earth thy tender pity,

To her sorrowing parents gave,

Their belov'd, and only daughter,

Save our darling from the grave!

Wildly as she prayed to Heaven,

Sleep stole o'er her wearied frame,

And in dreams of soothing sweetness

To her soul an answer came.

''Child of earth, thy prayer is heard,

He who died, her soul to save
;

He will to His own safe keeping

Take the treasure that He gave .

" If on earth I now were dwelling,

And those words were told to thee,

Words to Mother's hearts so tender,

Bring thy little ones to me.

" Wouldst thou not with love untiring,

Storms and roughest roads defy,

That within her Saviour's bosom,

That most precious one might lie ?

" Safe within the Heavenly fold,

I will bear her on my breast,
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Where the wicked cease from troubling,

An d the weary are at rest.

" Wouldst thou back to Earth recall,

Her, for whom thy earnest prayer

Was that through her Saviour's mercy
She might dwell for ever there ?

u Wouldst thou bring her back to know

All the grief thou sufferest now ?

Spurn the selfish thought; behold her,

With a crown upon her brow !

"

From her sudden trance awaking

Roused that mother, and she flew

To the bedside of her darling,

There to find her dream was true.

Softly fall the golden tresses,

Like a halo round her brow,

Where is seen the seal of Heaven,

Angels come to take her now

!

Brighter, brighter, joy triumphant,

Played around her as she took

Loving hands within her own,

Pointing upwards, murmuring look !

Vainly look they, hovering angels

Come that spirit to convey,

In their mission pitying linger,

Ere they take the loved away.

One more smile of passing brightness,

On Earth's sorrowing ones she shed,

Then with Heaven's own radiance shining,

Meekly bowed her gentle head.

Gone the Angel child,—and sorrowing

We must tread this earth below.

May thy pure and gentle spirit

Rest upon us in our woe.

Leading us through fiery trial,

To thy brighter home above,

And while here in meek submission

Humbly bow, for God is Love!

C. Hayward.
Ravcnacourt, June, 1854.
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A SCENE IN SOUTH AFRICA.
(Selected for our Young Readers.)

South Africa has long been a favorite field for missionary

labour. Above a hundred years ago, the good Moravians

sent their missionary George Schmidt, who tried to teach and

save the, till then, wholly ignorant, and entirely neglected

Hottentots. Some laughed at " his folly," as they thought it

;

others persecuted him, and tried to hinder his work ; and the

Dutch government at last ordered him to leave the land. Some
souls were saved, however, by Schmidt, and so a good begin-

ning made ; and though he never went back to carry on hia

work, but died on his knees praying for South Africa, others

have followed in his train, and now several great societies are

seeking to convert its degraded tribes. You have all heard of

the travels of John Campbell, the labors of Dr. Venderkemp,

and the successes of Robert Moffat, with many more.

So far, however, the labours of these good men have been

confined to a very small portion of the land. At first, the

missionaries labored wholly within the parts where white men
had plauted their stations, or over which the English govern-

ment had good power to defend their lives. But by degrees

they got farther and farther north, till at last Mr. Moffat fixed
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his dwelling at the river Kuruman, and there formed a mis-

sionary station. By and bye, Mr. Livingston went two hun-

dred miles still further north, and was enabled to form the

station of Kolobeng, where he has now laboured for sometime.

Further than this it was thought no missionaries could well

go, at least till more travellers had examined the country. A
few miles to the north from this place, a great desert crossed the

land, and though reports were often brought of rivers and lakes,

beautiful country, and many tribes beyond that desert, few

could venture to try to cross it, and of those that did, all came

back unable to gain their end. What lay beyond that desert,

who the people were, and what state they were in, was all in-

volved in mystery. Last year (184?9), however, Mr. Livingston

resolved to try to reach the unknown country, and two gentle-

men, Messrs. Murray and Oswell, offering to bear the greater

portion of the expense and to go with him, he set off from

Kolobeng on the first of last June. The party consisted of

these two gentlemen, Mr. Livingston, some native converts,

and a number of Bakwains as guides. They travelled in the

true South African fashion, in large clumsy waggons drawn by

oxen, and laid in a store of such provisions as they thought

they might require, especially water which they knew they

should need in the parched up desert. Nothing particular

occurred at the first part of the journey, they pushed on as fast

as they could over wide spread plains of desert land for about

300 miles, when on July 4th they reached the banks of a mag-

nificent river, the windings of which they resolved to follow.

The country now became extremely beautiful, and the abund-

ance of water enabled them to travel with greater comfort than

they had expected. Day after day they thus journeyed on for

about 220 miles, when finding it very difficult to travel with

all their waggons, they betook themselves to Mr. Oswell's

alone, and left the others till they should return to them. The

river was still their guide, and keeping it in sight, they jour-

neyed on for another 180 miles, when they reached the shore

of a large and noble lake, a sort of inland sea. Of this sea re-

ports had often reached them before, but no European had ever

seen it ; and till they stood upon its shore, much doubt was

felt as to its size and character. This lake is called Nami,

meaning " The great water," and it is said to be about 70
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miles long, and perhaps 15 wide ; but the travellers did not

get round it, and so had to depend on what the natives told

them. The river they had followed is called the Zonga, and

the people said a similar river flowed in at the other end
;
they

also saw the mouth of the Tamunakle, a large river flowing

trom the north, and entering the Zonga near the lake. The

scenery of both these rivers seemed to them more beautiful than

any they had ever seen excepting some parts of the Clyde.

The banks were covered with gigantic trees, and the Boabob

and palm-trees gave quite an Indian appearance to the coun-

try. They measured two of the Boabob trees, and they found

them 70 and 76 feet in circumference. The river Zonga was

clear as crystal, and they were told that it rose and fell twice

every year, at the beginning and middle of the dry season.

The travellers were there in the dry season, and during their

stay it rose three feet. The natives could give no good reason

for this, but the travellers thought it probably might be found

in the melting of the snows on the mountains where it took its

rise. The natives foolishly believe that a great chief living

far to the north, kills a man every year, and throwing him into

the river, makes it overflow. Whatever is the cause, it is a

great blessing to the people, as great shoals of fish are brought

down by the flood, which they catch, and on which they live a

long time.

The travellers found the natives tolerably friendly on the whole,

though in some things they shewed themselves opposed to their

views. They are of a darker complexion than the Bechuanas,

and call themselves Bayeiye (men), while the Bechuanas call

them Bakoba (slaves). They speak quite a different language from

the Bechuana, and support themselves mostly by fishing in the

lake and river, and by hunting the hippopotamus which lives

along their shores. Their canoes are made of the trunks of sin-

gle trees hollowed out, and their nets of a weed that grows in

abundance on the banks. They kill the hippopotami by harpoons

attached to ropes, and show great cleverness both in taking it and

the various kinds of fish they catch. Several of them spoke the

Sitchuana language very well, so that the missionary could con-

verse with them, and they showed great kindness in paddling the

party to the little villages amongst the reeds along the banks, and

giving a good deal of information. A chief living some ten days
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journey still farther north had already expressed a wish for teach-

ers. The missionary sent him a present, but could not reach

him ; and after spending sometime amongst the natives, the whole

party turned again towards home, and reached Kolobeng on

October 10th.

By these new discoveries, fresh fields have been opened up for

the spread of the Gospel of Christ, as well as some good informa-

tion gained of an hitherto unknown land. May God raise up

some faithful laborers to go in and claim the land for Christ

!

The engraving at the commencement of this article is not a

view of the river Zonga, but intended to give you an idea of the

beautiful kind of scenery to be found about the rivers of South

Africa, and is a view on the Kowee River, Cape of Good Hope.

[Por the Maple Leaf.

THI SIEGE OF ANTWERP.
FOUNDED ON FACT.

" It is a fearful thing, dear moiher, to be the inhabitant

of a besieged city, and that, too, a foreign one," observed Fred-

erick Eversfield, turning from the scene of confusion which one

of the principal streets of Antwerp presented to his view. Fugi-

tives of all ranks, ages, and countries mingled in one mass, all

hastening to quit the city before it became the scene of slaughter

and pillage.

The hitherto quiet streets now rang with sounds of discord and

alarm. The trampling of horses, rushing of wheeled carriages,

tolling of bells, and shrill tone of trumpets, and other warlike in-

struments that accompanied the troops destined for the defence

of the city, were sadly mingled with the voice of woe, and

lamentation, and mourning, from those who feared to go, yet

dared not stay to witness the destruction of everything that was

dear to them.

Mrs. Eversfield was one of those whom necessity had con-

strained to find a home in a foreign land. She was the widow

of a half-pay officer, with four children, the eldest of whom was

a youth of fifteen, the three others under eight years of age.

After having with great dilUculty escaped from Paris, Brussels,

and Bruges, she now found herself again exposed to the horrors

thai ihieaten a besieged city.
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* My children ! my dear, dear children, what will become

of you!" exclaimed the distressed mother, turning her eyes,

streaming with tears, upon the helpless family that hung round

her with countenances filled with alarm, though scarcely of an

age to comprehend the full extent of the peril that threatened

them.

" Mother, do not weep," said Frederick, affectionately taking

her hand, '? we can die but once. There is no bitterness in

death to such as love and fear God. I fear God, and I do not

fear man ; for God is greater than man, and he is above all.

Did He not preserve us in our flight from Paris, when the streets

we were obliged to pass through were thronged with armed men,

and the dead and dying strewed our path? Were we not pro-

tected from danger at Brussels and at Bruges ? and shall we not

here also escape, though in the midst of strangers and enemies?

If we could but secure a passage in one of those vessels that lie

in the river, we should soon see dear England's white cliffs, and

be safe from the horrors of civil war."

"But whom have we here, my child, to secure a passage for

us? We are strangers in this great city; and the few friends

we know are too much occupied with their own concerns to

bestow a thought on us. At such a time of general distress and

anxiety, I cannot expect to meet with sympathy or assistance.

You, my boy, are the only person to whom your family can look

for support. And you, Frederick, have been indeed a great

comfort to your widowed mother, beyond what she could have

expected from one of your tender years."

" Thank you, dear, dear mother for those words," exclaimed

the grateful Frederick, while a glow of heartfelt satisfaction

brightened his fine face. " I am proud, dearest mother, of the

confidence you have placed in me ever since the death of my
father, and am truly happy to find that ray conduct has been

such as to merit your approbation."

" It has indeed, my son, and I hope and trust that it will meet

with its reward."

Tears of joy filled the eyes of the dutiful Frederick, as throw-

ing himself into the open arms of his affectionate mother, he

sofilj whispered, "What reward can be sweeter to a child than

a mother's love 1

"

The well-merited praise bestowed upon Frederick served as
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fresh incitement for exertion ; and he hastened to secure, if pos-

sible, a passage for his mother and sister in one of the packet-

boats then preparing to sail for England ; but to effect this was

no easy matter, owing to the numerous applications that were

made to the owners by English families desirous of quitting

Antwerp before it became the theatre of rapine and bloodshed.

Frederick was not of a temper to be daunted by difficulties.

Though but a child in years, he possessed a mind of unusual

strength. Native energies had not been suffered to slumber ; he

had been called upon very early in life to exert them, and he

now found himself capable of acting with firmness and decision

in cases of danger and difficulty, which would have daunted

many a man twice his age.

" 1 will shew those who have forsaken us in our adversity

what a boy can do who has a widowed mother and orphan sis-

ters dependent on his exertions," was the proud determination

of young Eversfield, when he found himself compelled to act in

affairs of great moment, without the assistance of any friend on

whom he could rely for advice ; but he looked up to a higher

power for help, and was strengthened in the hour of trial.

On reaching the side of the river where the English vessels

lay, he learned, to his great mortification, that such as were

ready to leave Antwerp were already filled with refugees from

all parts of the country. " My mother will die with apprehen-

sion if she remain in the city during its bombardment. What
will become, too, of the young children ! " he added, turning

away with tearful eyes from the captain of the last vessel to

which he had made application. "As for myself, 1 do not care
;

but I cannot bear to think of my poor mother. Oh, sir,'* he

added, taking the hand of Captain Stoddart, " do not refuse to

take us on board." The captain was moved by the earnestness

of the boy ; he hesitated, then turned to the long list of passen-

gers before him.

" t fear, 1 much fear the thing is impracticable. I have al-

ready undertaken more than I shall be able to perform. There

might perhaps be room." He paused, and again cast his eyes

on the paper before him. " I might manage for two, but you

ask for four. My dear sir, it is impossible ; more than two I

cannot take."

"What is the question, Stoddart?" asked a plain but gentle-
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manlike man, advancing from a desk in the little counting-house,

where he had been looking over a bundle of papers.

"A family of refugees, sir, want berths in the Speedy Return,

for England," replied the captain bluntly; "and this lad wants to

persuade me I can take four persons, when the vessel is stowed

like an African slave ship, as full of live cargo as she can be. I

might manage the mother and one child, or may be two ; but as

for the four, it cannot be done."

The stranger fixed his eyes on Frederick's agitated counte-

nance, while he modestly, but earnestly related his mother's

widowed state, and the tender ages of her little family. The

gentleman listened to him with deep attention. A child pleading

in behalf of a parent, who could behold without a feeling of

interest 1

" Stoddart, you will greatly oblige me by taking this family on

board ; it is a case of great urgency."

" You are very good, Sir Henry. I will do all in my power

to oblige you ; but 1 dare not promise for them all. I wish 1

could."

<cAnd so do I, from my heart ; for which of her children can

a fond mother abandon in a foreign land ? Surely not this brave

lad," added Sir Henry, laying his hand on the shoulder of Fred-

erick Eversfield.

" Not willingly, indeed, dear sir ; for my mother tenderly loves

me : but if one must be left, it shall be I. My mother cannot,

and shall not be exposed to the terrors that threaten a besieged

city."

" Well, my lad, there is no time to be spared ; the Speedy

Return drops down the Scheldt this night with the tide, and you-

mother must be on board by eight, or nine at farthest. Remem-
ber, I cannot promise to take you all

;
but, as you are a good

son, I will endeavor to befriend you if possible."

"Well, if / am left in a foreign land, it cannot be helped
;

many boys as young as myself have been left to struggle with

misfortunes among strangers. I must take my chance, and say

nothing to my mother till the last minute. It will be time enough

for her to know it when she and the little ones are safely on

board," thought Frederick, as he retraced his steps back to his

mother's lodgings ; and in active exertion preparing for the

voyage, he endeavored to drown the painful thought of his prob-
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able separation from his beloved family, which at times weighed

heavily upon his young mind.

The rising moon was shedding her soft light over the calm

waters of the Scheldt, when the deeply-laden boats left the

shores for the English brig then under sail, with a full tide and

favorable breeze, for England ; and many anxious hearts that

boat contained, but none who felt as Frederick did, So many

fresh candidates had applied for berths, and some of these, per-

sons of no mean rank and influence, that small hope appeared

of his being permitted to remain as a passenger. Yet a pang of

keen disappointment shot through his frame when, on stepping

on the deck of the vessel, the persen appointed to receive the

passengers refused to admit his claims, alledging he had no such

name on the list. Frederick turned very pale. " Every vacant

place has been filled up ; it is doubly full. I may say," was the

brief reply of the mate to the passionate expostulations of the

distracted mother on being told that she must be parted from

her son.

" I told the lad how it was, madam, 5
' said Captain Stoddart;

" and it was only as a great favor, and at the instigation

of a gentleman who kindly interested himself in the business,

that I consented to take yourself and the youug things on board.

I promised to do all I could, but I could do no more than I have

done. I dare say you have friends in the city who will take

care of your son." Mrs. Eversfield could answer only with

tears.

M 1 am very sorry for you, madam, and if I could have served

you, 1 would ; but you see how I am situated."

"Are you the mother of this youth, madam ?" inquired a gen-

tleman, advancing from the further side of the packet, and ex-

tending his hand as he spoke.

11 1 am, sir," was the brief reply of the agitated parent.

"Then, madam, you have cause to consider yourself as the

most fortunate of parents."

•'Say rather, sir, as the most unfortunate, in being forced to

abandon so beloved a son in a fore ;gn land," answered Mrs.

Eversfield. "No," *he added, " since we cannot all return to-

gether in safety, we will go back again to the city."

" No, dearest mother, that must not be," interrupted Freder-

ick; « when I paid doWn the passage money for you and my
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sisters, I was aware that I must remain behind. Fear not, God

will protect your son."

u Captain Stoddart, where '13 your iist of passengers ? " asked

Sir Henry j for it was he. Taking a pencil from his pocket, he

crossed out a name from the list. " Let this blank be filled up

with the name of Frederick Eversfield," he said. " Captain, he

takes my place as a passenger for England. Let himself, his

mother and sisters be shewn every attention, and I will make

you amends myself for any extra comfort they may need on the

voyage."

" God bless you, sir," was all that Frederick's mother could

say ; but the eloquence of tears spoke the feelings of her full

heart more than words. Sir Henry knew all she would have

said, and his generous spirit was fully repaid for the personal

sacrifice of his own safety when he beheld the joy of the mother

and her son as they wept upon each other's necks.

It was a proud moment to Frederick ; he would not have ex-

changed it for worlds. He will never forget the city of Antwerp,

nor the kindness of Sir Henry Grovenor.

C. P. Traill.

Rice Lake, July, 1854.

THE SUNSHINE OP LIFE.

There was sunshine gleaming through the hazel copse, and

upon the little brook which divided it from an ample garden.

There was sunshine lighting up the latticed porch and trellis-

work of the pretty, cheerful rectory of Dahlvvell, which seemed

set in the midst of a garland of summer flowers. And there

was sunshine creeping between the clustering roses and vine-

leaves which curtained the long, low window of its little sitting-

room ; and this light, so soft and flickering, reflected the trem-

bling foliage, and lay in rich golden tracery upon the Indian

matting that covered the floor—as ifthere were enough ofbright-

ness diffused throughout that cheerful room, and this bold sun-

shine was willing to lie still, and form a rich mosaic beneath the

small feet which stepped from an old-fashioned damask couch

placed at the side of the window, towards the casement : and

then the gold tracery rested tenderly upon the rich brown curls

which fell in silken masses over the shoulders of a young girl,
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as, leaning her arms upon the window-sill, she bent herdroop-

ing head lower and lower, till the bright waving hair swept the

lattice-frame, and mingled with the sweet flowers and green

leaves which cluster thickly round.

A few moments, and another light foot-step crossed that

stream of sunshine ; a loving arm was thrown around the young

girl, who raised her head, and turned a sweet hopefnl smile up-

on the pale face which was now bent upon her own with all

the earnestness of a sister's love. There was sunshine in

every expression of the girl's face—the richest, brightest sun-

shine of life, even that which comes from the hopeful spirit

and strong heart within. It was this inner light which fell so

cheeringly upon the path that no outer radiance could cheer and

lighten. The girl knew this, alas ! too well, while closer sank

the long fringes over her eyes, as though it were a mockery to

raise them ever so little. The eyes of the blind girl looked

within, and there, in her own true spirit, she found the light

which to all outer sense was lost for ever.

" How kind dear Agnes, to hurry back so quickly ! Do you

know that I have been indulging in such happy dreams during

your absence, that I almost forgot that my darling sister was

not by my side." And while she spoke the blind girl pressed

yet closer to the side of that loving sister, and suffered her to

draw her gently back to the couch, when Agnes answered in a

cheerful tone

—

" I only stopped to see poor widow Brown, my sweet May,

and to tell her that we would call together on Monday ; but

were the dreams happy, dear one ? I feared that 1 had done

wrong by leaving you to your own thoughts to-day."

" Never fear, my sister, to leave me to my own thoughts,

when they do but make me stronger and happier."

Agnes and Marion were the orphan children of an artillery

officer; their mother dying when they were very young, they

were placed under the care of their maternal grandfather, an

earnest, singie-minded old clergyman, who held a small living

in one of the prettiest villages in Yorkshire. He had been

several years a widower, when the two motherless children of

his only daughter were given to shed new light and happiness

round his desolate hearth. They were the unceasing delight

of the good old man's heart, and never were children's lives
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more truly what they ought to be, than those which the

rector's grandchildren led. Even as they grew up to girlhood,

and the death of their surviving parent left them entirely under

the guardianship of their grandfather, they seemed to lose none

of their innocent happiness ; it was only merged in new de-

lights, won from the rich stores of knowledge which the power-

ful mind of their beloved guardian unfolded for their instruction.

It was in truth a sweet sight to look upon, when, in the cheer-

ful long library of Dahlwell Rectory, the old man sat between

the two fair creatures, who nestled close beside him, and read

them rare lessons from his choice heavy tomes—not the less

precious that they were in part made clearer and lighter to the

young minds of his grand-children, by his own plain alterations

and explanations ; and a sweeter sight still to watch the sunny

faces, and bright eyes of the girls, as they raised them intently

to the mild, earnest countenance of their reverend teacher,

whose white hair fell in thick masses even upon his shoulders.

Rare and precious hours were those passed in the quiet study,

both for the taught and the teacher ; for the young learned,

how holy and sacred is the experience of wise old age—and

the old man felt his spirit refreshed by the glad hopefulness of

youth.

For several years of this happy time of learning, the young

girls had another companion in the old study, as well as in

their woodland rambles, and pleasant wanderings among the

glens and bosky hills which surrounded their home.

The only brother of the squire of Dahlwell came for a stated

time each afternoon, to receive more good help in his studies

from his kind old master. And though Frank Leonard was full

ten years the senior of little May Leslie, and was, moreover,

so good a specimen of the true student, in all calm abstraction,

and quiet earnestness, there never was a gentler friend, or one

readier to help on, and join in the childish pleasures of the

young maiden, than this same grave, loving student. In truth,

any stranger who might have invaded the sanctity of the tutor's

study during the hours when it was only used for its legitimate

purpose, would have seen at once that the young man who
appeared to be so devoutly poring over his Euclid, showed
almost as much devotion to the pretty, graceful little learner,

who drew her seat beside him, and, perhaps, took rather more
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brotherly interest in her studies than there was occasion for,

seeing that her grandfather was as close to her, on the other

side.

So passed these well-spent years peacefully away, uutil the

girls grew up into graceful women. Few sorrows had as yet

been theirs, except the sorrow of saying good-bye to Frank

Leonard, when he left his native country home, and pleasant

studies, for a lucrative appointment in India. His departure

had caused a sad blank in the little circle at the Rectory. The

good old man missed the intellectual companionship of his

young pupil
;
Agnes missed his ready help in all her serious

studies ; and May missed those words of encouragement, and

the kind smile which, after her grandfather's approval, were

the rewards she prized the most.

Still years sped rapidly on, and found and left the Rectory at

Dahlwell the same abode of peace it had ever been.

The long accounts which Frank regularly forwarded of his

successin his new sphere, were an unfailing source of pleasure

to the old man, and scarcely less welcome to his granddaughters,

for they always found a portion of his letters devoted to them and

the remembrance of old happiness.

Marion had reached her eighteenth year, when a fever broke

out in the village ; from the dwellings of the poor to the houses

of the wealthy, it passed with fearful rapidity. The squire of

Dahlwell was one of its first victims ; and from offering the last

consolations of religion to his dying pupil, the rector returned to

find his youngest grandchild in the wild delirium of the disease.

After a severe struggle, the youth and excellent constitution of

May Leslie prevailed, and she was pronounced out of danger.

Slowly, very slowly, did the returning strength of their darling

reward the fond sister and grandfather for their anxious watchings

round her sick-bed ; but more slowly 6till did the strength and

brightness which had always beamed in her clear, beautiful eyes,

seem to return. All the weakness yet lingering after her severe

illness, appeared to have concentrated itself, and fixed upon this

most precious gift— sight. For many weeks Agnes and the old

man kept constant watch within a darkened room, and round a

darkened couch. The most eminent practitioners from ihe

neighbouring cities were summoned; but skill and patience were

equally unavailing.. In an agony of grief, the loving friends
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learned that their sweet May—the bright-eyed, happy girl of a

few months back—was irretrievably, hopelessly blind.

It was in the season of bitter sorrow which followed the

announcement of this sad truth, that the true courage and noble-

ness of May Leslie's spirit was shown ; once convinced that

all hope of regaining her sight was over, she rose from

the darkened couch in all the trust and patience of her

pure womanly nature. She felt it her turn to soothe and cheer

now; and it was indeed marvellous to see that brave young

creature so strong-hearted and cheerful, with the same bright

smile, and the same clear, ringing tones of mirth ever on her lips,

tempered a little by what she would call her " wholesome sor-

row." It was wonderful, too, to see how readi'y she moved

along the old passages, and reached her favourite books from

their familiar places on the study shelves ; and then, taking her

accustomed place between her grandfather's arm-chair and the

vacant seat, which was still called Frank Leonard's, with

upturned face (that her dear friends might see the smile was safe,)

she sat, and listened to the holy teaching of that rare old scholar,

Jeremy Taylor, whose works were such choice favourites with

the good rector. Or Agnes would read to them from that

treasury of golden thoughts and sayings, and of sweetest melodies

of divine poesy, laid up for us by our Shakspeare. Or, oftener

still than these, the old man would open his large Bible, and turn

to that blessed history of Him whose whole life was one long

harmony of love, and mercy, and charity: and so he read on, in

his deep and sonorous voice, of the Saviour's love and pity, and

ever-present help for those who seek it ; of strength given to the

weak, health to the sick in body, and sweet forgiveness to the

troubled soul : and read, too, with a voice perhaps less strong and

clear than was his wont, how the touch of that blessed One had

given sight to the closed eyes, which opened at his word, and

" gave glory to God."

May knew so well the thoughts which were on one of these

occasions busy in the loving heart of her grandfather—for they

were almost the echoes of what had once been her own—that

she clasped the hand she held within both hers more fondly, and

with a smile said gently : " You would hardly grieve for me,

dear grandpapa, if you knew how truly in spirit that prayer of

the blind man has been answered to your blind girl.
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Thus strengthened and held up by Faith and Hope, her dark-

ened life passed happily along ; she listened, if she could not

read, and her voice was cheerful as ever ; her step as true and

light as in other days ; and often in the twilight she would sing

the sweet old melodies which her grandfather loved to hear, till

the old man wept for very joy, and blessed her in his heart for

the true brave spirit she really was

The sisters still sat in their own quiet sitting-room, where we

first introduced them to our readers, when the good rector enter-

ed, his face beaming with pleasure, as he placed an open letter in

Agnes's hand, and seating himself on the other side of the blind

girl, said, while he kissed the fair cheek which was upturned to

him :
i( Good news, my sweet child ! we shall have our old

friend, Frank Leonard, here in two days at farthest. He writes

me from London, saying how anxious he is to be among us all

again, and sends more remembrances than I can deliver to his

1 dear little sisters' as he calls you. Agnes will read his letter,

for I promised to go to the Hall and see Harris about some little

preparations he wishes to make in honour of his new master's

arrival ; and the ringers have been to ask if they may give the

Squire a peal ol welcome. The whole village is rejoicing at

Frank's return."

Long after the old man left them, the sisters bent over Frank

Leonard's letter. Agnes hailed his coming to the house of his

fathers with the same feelings with which she would have wel-

comed the return of a dear brother ; but with the usual tact of

womanly observation, she saw that in this feeling of hers

May had no sympathy. Nobly as she had conquered all

vain repinings for the blessings she had lost, the struggle

must begin anew now. Franks Leonard would be at

Dahlwell in a day or two—but she would not see him- He
would perhaps often, as in old times, share her grandfather's

hours of study, and give his ready help to Agnes in hers—while

she must only sit and listen—not even look upon that bright

smile which had been so dear to her from her very childhood,

and which was even now so fondly cherished among other sweet,

sad remembrances of light and beauty—lost to her for ever.

A year had fleeted past since Frank Leonard's return, and

again the light of a summer's sun shone brilliantly through the
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deep glades and stately woods which surrounded his home, and

lit up its many windows with a broad stream of radiance, until

it looked more like some golden palace of fairy-land, than the

grey old English hall it really was
;
and, through the stained

diamond panes of a deep mullioned window, which opened

upon a blooming rosery, this stream of sunshine fell upon the

interior of a small chamber, known for long years, at Dahlwell,

as the f* Lady's Room." There, before an antique ebony book-

case and cabinet, stood Agnes Leslie, completing the arrange-

ment of a row of dark old volumes, which contrasted strangely

with the handsomely bound, modern looking books on the shelves

above them. This done, she closed an old lashioned piano,

which nearly filled one side of the room, and giving one finishing

touch to the roses, which had been newly placed in some vases

upon the tables, and another to the cushions of a low couch,

which stood beside the window, with a smile of satisfaction

lighting up her thoughtful face, Agnes left the room, and in a few

minutes was standing among the galaxy of blosssoms which sur-

rounded her peaceful home.

For a moment her shadow darkened the little vine-wreathed

casement of the sitting-room ; that moment was sufficient to

satisfy Agnes that May was not awaiting her return with her

usual impatience
;

so, entering the house, she passed quietly

along the passages, and up the bread oaken stair-case to her own
chamber, where a young woman sat sewing busily, in the midst

of such a suspicious confusion of while silk and lace, white ribbon

and roses, that one would have declared, but for the silence of

those village authorities who are always the first to hear and talk

of such events, that there was to be a wedding at Dahlwell Rec-

tory before many more suns had shone upon its blossoming flowers,

and fair young mistresses.

While Agnes took up a piece of the white ribbon, and began

to twist it intosuudry bows and knots, till it assumed the appear-

ance of that familiar bridal appendage

—

a favour, the shadows of

the quivering leaves lay on the Indian matting before the couch

down stairs, where, scarcely a year before, May Leslie wept to

think of Frank Leonard's return ; but where she now sat looking

so serenely happy that one would have thought no tear had ever

fallen on those fair cheeks, where the long laBhes lay in such soft

repose. It was a womanly instinct which made her drop those
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dark fringes yet closer over her eyes ; shefelt that the deep, ear-

nest gaze of her companion was rivetted upon her, and this was,

perhaps, the reason why the blushes came and went so rapidly

with the smiles which dimpled her sweet face. Not that it was
anything new for Frank to take Agnes' place by the side of her

sister.

" The evening is very lovely Frank, is it not 1 I remember
what glorious sunsets we used to enjoy together before you went

to India, and to my dreamy fancy they are clear and bright as

ever. I shall scarcely be able to realize these scenes when I

leave this dear old home for another.''

" We shall, I trust, spend many such rare sunsets together, my
own May ; and you will soon learn to realize them as fully in the

« Lady's Room," at Dahlwell Park, as in this more familiar one.

I left Agnes busy among the books and flowers, and everything is

arranged so exactly after the model of this room, that my sweet

wife will scarcely know that she has left her old home for an-

other."

So these lovers spoke on, till the golden sunset faded to a

rosaic tint, the harbinger of its eastern splendour. And this red

evening light promised no more for the morrow than was richly

fulfilled. There was never a brighter morning known in Dahl-

well, than that which made May Leslie the wife of Frank

Leonard ; and often in after years, when her husband sat and

watched the unchanged sweetness of her smile, or listened to the

clear, joyous tones of her loving voice, he would draw her yet

closer to his heart, and bless the memory of that day when he

won this true wife ; to be, in all her hopeful strength of will and

action, the best and brightest sunshine of his life.

—

Selected,

Hope is the most beneficial of all the affections ; and doth much
to the prolongation of life, if it be not too often frustrated ; but enter-

taineth the fancy with an expectation of good ; therefore they which

fix, and propound to themselves some end as the mark and scope of

their life, and continually, and by degrees go forward in the same,

are for the most part long-lived: insomuch, that when they are

come to the top of their hope, and can go no higher therein, they

commonly droop, and live not long after. So that hope is a leaf-joy

which may be beaten out to a great extent, like gold.

—

Lord

Bacon.
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(Written for the Maple Leaf.

TO OPHELIA.

There's Rosemary, that's for remembrance
;

Tray you, love, remember.
And there's Pansies,—that's for thought.

—

Shak. Trag. of Homln

.

Oil my dear maid, 1 thank thee for thy gift ;

Tis sad, yet fair, indeed 'tis very fair,

'Tis like, alas ! 'tis too much like thyself

;

As it is purely fair, even so is it

Most weak, and sadly frail, though it be bruis'd

And sorely broken, still is it lavish

Of its fragrance, and full of gentleness
;

Rudely pluck'd from its stem, nay, not, rudely
;

Was it not gathered by thy gentle hand 1

Thou like these flowers, now drooping with decay,

Dost meekly woo my fondest sympathy.

Will not this sprig of Rosemary recall

The sweetest memories of vanished joys
;

Thy simple Pansies, too, will furnish me
With drifting clouds of tender, silent, thought

Thoughts which will closely bind the golden past,

The phantom future, and this sad present,

Into a single moment,—that moment,

My existence, and that wholly thine ;

—

Oh! poor Ophelia, like these flowers art thou,

Both fair, and frail, and fond, and broken.

Pkrsolus.

Montreal, June, 1854,

[For the Maple Leaf.

CHILDREN.

Reader are you fond of children 1 Do their young and joyous

faces charm your fancy, and awaken in your mind memories of

the past—sweet recollections of early joys, and happy hopes ?

Do the kindlings of thought in their speaking eyes, and the shadows

that flit across their sunny brows, call to your mind the time when

light-hearted, and happy, you lived in your little world of blithe-

some cares, and innocent pastimes, and looked to the future with

earnest faith in the excellence of all created good ? Those were

times when you were petted and loved,—when tender hands

ministered to your wants, and soft voices instructed you,—when,

stretching sublimely before you, the universe glowing in bright
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imagery, fascinated your gaze, and life seemed near ending in

its far away shadowy windings.

I love to look upon a group of happy children.—Even a plain

looking little child is lovely to me, if I see the dawnings of intel-

lect in his features. The merry laugh which rings out clear, and

hearty from playful childhood finds an answering chord in my
heart. Their glee is contagious, and often as a gush of cheerful

music from such little voices is borne upon me, I bless the darl-

ings for teaching me that human nature is loveable.—How dif-

ferent their beauty. One little one with clustering curls of finest

hair, and a complexion of dazzling purity, has light blue eyes,

over whose depths come and go expressions of evanescent feel-

ing, light joys, and disjointed visions and hopes. It is easy to see

that this little spirit is happy and tender while joining in every

childish pastime with gentle voice, and graceful gesture. What

a prophecy could we unfold for the dark-eyed little child,

that steps so firmly ; he has a warm heart
;
high resolve already

lends fire to his eys, he will not be unjust even in play. The

mimic battles in which he engages inflict no wounds, and the war

of life is all unknown to his happy spirit.

Bright children, carol away—enjoy the spring time of your

existence ; bird like float along the current of years. Time will

soon write other lines upon your fair smooth browi, and touch

with sadness the merry tones of your sweet voices. May we
learn lessons of tenderness while looking upon you, and our

hearts become softened and purified in your society and love.

Isidor.

Montreal, July 17th, 1854.

FRANKFORT.
"Frankfort has much to interest for a day or two. It is

surrounded by a fine fertile country. It is famous as a free

city, and for its love of republicanism, when that form of go-

vernment was at a great discount in Europe. The new part

of the city is fine, the houses of many of the rich bankers arc

really palaces.

We went to the Jew's quarters, where for many years they

were shut up after a certain hour in the evening, and feared for
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a time that we were lost beyond hope,—but finally got out of

the narrow labyrinth, and got back in safety to our hotel. The

sons of Abraham wearing that mark on their visage, which

designates equally under tropical suns, and polar snows, were

there in hundreds. It was in these narrow alleys the father of

the Rothschilds laid the foundation of their great fortune.

Nor would his widow desert her humble abode among old

clothes, and the poor of her people, for the splendid palaces of

her sons
;
preferring an abode among her own down-trodden

and despised people, to all the trappings and attentions which

their more than regal wealth could purchase. A fitting mother

for such sons. All honor upon such unwavering affection, even

when fastidious and ill-directed.

The history of this wonderful family has its lessons. Mayer
Anselm was born in this city, in 1743, and died in 1812.

Left an orphan at 12 years, he was educated for a teacher.

Not liking this employment he commenced business in a small

way. He was subsequently employed in a banking-house in

Hanover. By industry and frugality he saved some money,

and returned to Frankfort, where he established a banking,

house of his own, which is still in existence. Before he was

50 years of age, he loaned the Danish Government $4,000,000.

Alter the manner of his people, he called his sons around his

dying bed, and his last words to them were respecting honesty,

frugality, punctuality, and industry. And in 12 years these

sons raised for different governments in Europe five hundred

millions of dollars, proving them to be the most wealthy and

extended banking firm in the world. Their great success they

attribute to two causes—to adopt ro project until examined

and sanctioned by them all, and then unitedly to execute it
;

and to aim less at great profits than at an entire security.

Simple in their plans, reasonable in their terms, true to their

contracts, and punctual to every engagement, they enjoy the

entire confidence of the civilized world as bankers. Their

letters of credit will carry a traveller, without question, round

the globe. And their manners are as simple as their credit is

extended. Are not principles involved, and lessons taught by
this brief narrative, worthy the attention of all men of business ?

Is not 4 honesty the best policy ? '
"

—

Selected,
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ITT EN ON REVISITING OLD 8f

Years have pass'd since last 1 saw thee,

Quaint and quiet little place,

Nestled down so calm and lovely

'Neath Hie blue ethereal space,

As I gaze upon thy hill- tops

—

Or into thy valley's fair,

Olden memories steal o'er me,

Wafted on the summer air.

Here, when life was young and buoyant,

And my heart was light and free,

WanderMI with lov'd ones—dearer

Than than the light of life to mc.

Ev'ry tree has some old mem'ry—
Ev'ry hill and ev'ry dell,

And the path across the meadow,

Where the dew so gently fell.

All, all fair and glowing pictures j

Deep, deep down within my heart
,

Are engrav'd on living tablets,

And can d. ver more depart.

Once I saw them, bright and joyful,

So I cannot see them now,

For long years have since passM o'er me,

Leaving shadows on my brow..

Hopes have sparkled in their noontide,

Love has shed his wild'ring ray
j

But the night, with darkness, ever

Hovers on the verge of day

—

So the hopes, that cheer'd my spirit,

Gleam'd, and died out, one by one,

Leaving twilight deep and holy,

Where before had shone the sun.

Hills and vales are green as ever,

And the sunlight is as fair

;

But the friends, so lov'd and cherish'd,

They, alas, are scatter'd—where 1

As I question echo answers—

Slowly—sadly—" Where, O, where ?"

And with mournful swelling cadence

Dies away upon the air.

Time has chango'd them—some are absent,

Some are in the home above,
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On their graves the grass is waving.

In my heart abides their love.

Yet a few belov'd ones linger,

Chang'd in naught, save weight of years,

A.nd I clasp their warm hands fondly-

Chiding back, sad mem'ry's tears.

Years of absence soon must part us,

Quaint and quiet little place,

For, with purpose and endeavor,

I must strive in life's great race-

But thy hill-tops bath'd in sunlight,

And thy valleys, green and fair,

Vision-like shall pass before me,

Veiling ev'ry trace of care.

Edla
Monklon, Vt., July 20th, 1854.

NOTES OP A 811 YEARS RESIDENCE IN MADEIRA,

BY A SCOTCH LADY AT PRESENT RESIDING IN MONTREAL.

Sept. 1847, I sailed from Greenock in a vessel called the Dal-

housie, Captain Wilkie, and after a very pleasant passage of 15

day6 we came in sight of this fair Island of the sea. We had a

few passengers on board, and as usual the Custom-House people

came off to prevent any smuggling, as the Cii9tom.House regula-

tions are very strict here. The island is very rocky and moun-

tainous, and presents a beautifully verdant aspect, as seen from

the bay. feViends came for me and the other ladies who were

on board, and kindly conducted us on shore. The landing

effected in Island boats as the beach is dangerous to those not

acquainted with the place.

The beach itself is steep and composed" of immense round

stones, which are ever being rolled down trom the beds of the

many rivers which intersect the Island. It seems curious on land-

ing to find the boat yoked to two large oxen, hung with bells, to

drag it high, and dry on the beach, ere you are permitted to land.

Then the Custom-House must be passed, and all luggage left

there save a carpet bag, (containing immediate necessaries for

the toilet,) which is examined, and handed to you. Then

comes a palanquin, where comfortably seated on cushions,

with a curtain to shade you from the sun, you are borne along by

means of a long and strong pole at the top, on the shoulders of two
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men, and thus was I conveyed to the house of a kind relative.

The houses there have no far-off resemblance to those in the

suburbs of Montreal, though in number they are very defi-

cient; the population of the town is not above 30,000.

The houses are built of whinstone, for which purpose the rocks

in the vicinity require to be blasted with gunpowder, as the

chisel is useless where the stone is so hard. Then the houses are

plastered up with lime, and painted white, red, or yellow as each

one may think good, while the green Venetians, and the many
gardens and trees interspersed, convey an idea of coolness that is

infinitely refreshing. For my part the first view I had of the

place reminded me of an Eastern story. Corridors and trellis-

work hung with vines, with the beautiful fruit in full perfection.

Tulip trees, magnolias, bananas, drooping with a weight of fruit,

and gracefully waving its slender branches, the beautiful Dahlia

bending under its load of snowy flowers. There the days and

nights are nearly of equal length, and I must say I enjoyed the

social gathering to tea by the lamp light, (for there are neither

coals nor gas,) and the cheerful evening spent together in Music,

Chess, or work and talk. Moonlight walks in the garden, or

along the levada, the water courses which cover the hills in

all directions are so named, were at times a pleasant variety,

where some lively friends joined us in our walk.

The climate in winter is cool and pleasant; at times too cold

for houses where there are neither fireplace, nor fires except

an apparatus of the rudest kind in the kitchen for cooking. It is

composed of large hollow stones with a hole at the top, on each

hole rests a pap, and the stones rest on a hearth both high and

large. The oven is likewise a hole in the stone wall, heated by

means of brushwood thrown inside, which is taken out ere the

meat is enclosed, and a lid covers it to keep in the heat. Wood
and broom are used to put under the pots, when cooking, at other

times the fire is put out.

Montreal, 24th July, 1854.

THE HARVEST - MOUSE.—(Mus messorius.)

The Harvest-Mouse is the smallest of the British quadrupeds
;

so small is it, that a full-grown one weighs no more than sixty-five

grains. It is a lively, active, playful little creature ; its eyes are

dark ; its general color is a delicate reddish fawn ; but the under
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parts are white ; the ears are short and rounded ; the tail is rather

shorter than the body. The length of the head and body is two

inches six lines. The nest of the Harvest-Mouse is a very singular

construction ; it is usually suspended on some growing vegetable, a

thistle, a beanstalk, or some adjoining stems of wheat, with which

it rocks and waves in the wind
;
but, to prevent the young from

being dislodged by any violent agitation of the plant, the parent

closes up the entrance so uniformly with the whole fabric, that the

real opening is with difficulty found. The nest is most artificially

platted, and composed of blades of wheat nearly round, and about

the size of a cricket-ball ; it is so compact and well closed, that it

can be rolled across a table without being injured.

The Rev. W. Bingley, in his Memoirs of British Quadrupeds, has

the following very interesting remarks, illustrating the habits of an
individual for some time kept alive in his possession. " About the

middle of September, 1804, I had a female harvest-mouse given

to me. When there was no noise, she would venture to come out

of her hiding place at the extremity of the cage, and climb about

among the wires of the open part before me. In doing this, I re-

marked that her tail was prehensile, and that, to render her hold

the more secure, she generally coiled the extremity of it round one

of the wires. The toes of all the feet were particularly long and
flexile, and she could grasp the wires very firmly with any of them.

She frequently rested on her hind feet, somewhat in the manner
of the jerboa, for the purpose of looking about her, and in this atti-

tude could extend her body at such an angle as at first greatly sur-

prised me. She was a beautiful little animal, and her various

attitudes in cleaning her face, head, and body, with her paws, were
peculiarly graceful and elegant.

One evening, as I was sitting at my writing-desk, and the animal
was playing about in the open part of its cage, a large blue fly hap-
pened to buzz against the wires ; the little creature, although at

twice or thrice the distance of her own length from it, sprang along

the wires with the greatest agility, and would certainly have seized

it, had the space betwixt the wires been sufficiently wide to have
admitted her teeth or paws to reach it. I was surprised at this oc-

currence, as I had been led to believe that the harvest-mouse was
merely a granivorous animal. I caught the fly, and made it buzz

in my fingers against the wires. The mouse, though usually shy
and timid, immediately came out of her hiding-place, and, running

to the spot, seized and devoured it. From this time I fed her with

insects whenever I could get them ; and she always preferred them
to every other kind of food that I offered her. When this mouse
was first put into her cage, a piece of fine flannel was folded up
into the dark part of it as a bed, and I put some grass and bran into

the large open part. In the course of a few days all the grass was
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removed ;
and, on examining the cage, I found it very neatly-

arranged between the folds of the flannel, and rendered more soft

by being mixed with the knap of the flannel, which the animal had

torn off in considerable quantity for the purpose. The chief part

of this operation must have taken place in the night ; for although

the mouse was generally awake and active during the daytime, yet

I never once observed it employed in removing the grass. On
opening its nest about the latter end of October, 1804, 1 remarked

that there were among the grass and wood at the bottom about forty

grains of maize. These appeared to have been arranged with some

care and regularity, and every grain had the corcule, or growing

part, eaten out, the lobes only being left. This seemed so much
like an operation induced by the instinctive propensity that some

quadrupeds are endowed with for storing up food for support during

the winter months, that I soon afterwards put into the cage about a

hundred additional grains of maize. These were all in a short time

carried away, and on a second examination I found them stored up

in the manner of the former. But though the animal was well sup-

plied with other food, and particularly with bread, which it seemed

very fond of, and although it continued perfectly active through the

whole winter, on examining its nest a third time, about the end of

November, I observed that the food in its repository was all con-

sumed except about half a dozen grains.

—

Chronicles of the Seasons.

EDITORIAL.
The July number of the u Maple Leaf" was issued later than usual.

The extreme heat, together with the prevailing sickness in the city, affected

business, and prevented the necessary despatch. Our publisher found it

difficult, for a while, to retain men enough to keep the press in motion.

Such being tho case, we trust our subscribers will overlook the tardiness.

Notwithstanding the heat, we have received a good number of original

articles for this issue. Mrs. Traill's pretty little narrative will be liked.

The charm of her writings is their truthful simplicity of style. She is, we

believe, about to send forth a work of practical character, which will be

very useful to settlers in Canada. We are expecting to receive a specimen

number, when we shall notice it more particularly.

We have to ihank " Pcrsolus" for his continued interest in the " Maple

Leaf." His articles exhibit a cultivated taste, not only, but most of

them seizing on some passing incident, or sentiment, bring out fine

thoughts, and convey elevating moral lessons.

We welcome the communication from "A lady residing in Montreal,"

and hope she will favor our readers with more of her interesting notes.

u Edla" has sent us a sweet little poam, inspired by tho pure influence*

of Green Mountain scenery. " S. R. H." and " Isidor " have also our

thanks, and wo arc glad to find that Mrs. Hayward does not forget us,

though the first chapter of a promised tale from her facile pen has not

reached up. Wc hope to lay it before our readers in the next number.
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THE STDDlf 0 P NATURE.

O Lord how manifold are thy works! in wisdom hast thou made them all : the

earth is full of thy riches."

There is no branch of earthly study which is so worthy the

attention, not only of the scholar,but of every intelligent mind, as

the study of nature. The diligent perusal of this First Book,

written by the hand of the Almighty, will infix in the soul, beau-

tiful and enduring lessons of the wisdom and skill of its great

Author. Its teachings will enlarge the mental vision, elevate and

purify the sensibilities, and furnish ample scope for the greatest

activities of those faculties of the mind, which otherwise, would

either lie dormant, or be employed in a manner worse than

useless. It is certainly true, that by occupying our minds in

studying the works of nature, we take the surest course to free

ourselves from the thraldom of those narrow and contracted

views, which a constant attention to our own physical wants is

calculated to produce. And whatever has the tendency to draw

away our minds, even for a brief season, from our every-day

wants, and personal concerns, is elevating to the soul.

We have called this an earthly study, and so it is ; for by the

study of nature, we mean researches and inquiries concerning

the globe upon which we dwell, and its myriads of inhabitants,

from man, at the summit of the scale, down to the lowest form

of animal life, and we would by no means exclude the vegetable

kingdom from the field of our inquiry
;

yet, though it be an

earthly study, it must lead the thoughtful mind upward from

earth to the Great Being, who is the Creator and Upholder of this

vast assemblage of animate and inanimate matter. We have here

a vast field for research ; so vast, that the longest term of years

allotted to human existence will in no wise exhaust its resources.

The more one learns here, as elsewhere, the more he may learn

of the skill and wisdom everywhere displayed in the works of

God. And no study can be more fascinating than this. Those

who give themselves up wholly to it, as a pursuit, become so

charmed with it, as to regard other branches of knowledge with

disrelish. While it is, doubtless, both wrong and unwise to de-

vote our energies exclusively to any one study, to the neglect of

others, or of our ordinary duties, yet it seems strange that an in-
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telligent, inquiring mind can live in this " beautiful world of ours,"

surrounded by objects of such deep interest, and give no heed to

the countless examples of contrivance and skill, which examples

are, one, and all, so many illustrations of the power, wisdom, and

goodness of their Maker. But very many do this. Very many
see no beauty in the blue sky over their heads, with its hosts of

glittering stars, and its moon with placid face; to their ears, the

green earth, with such a vast variety of animal life, and teeming

with its luxuriant vegetation, speaks no language, or at least one

they do not care to understand. True, the sun, in his g'ory,

shines upon them, but they deem him but the herald, summoning

them to another day's toil, «r another day's pleasure. As he

issues from " his fair chambers in the east," he speaks not to theii

hearts of One, mightier and more glorious far, and beautiful than

the sun. The dim old forests, decked in their summer apparel,

or stripped of their foilage by the rude blasts of autumn, have no

voice for them. The babbling brook, the placid lake, the majes-

tic river, waken no response of joy in their bosoms. The grey

peak of the distant mountain, shrouded in mist, may rise to kiss

the clouds, they heed it not. The flower, blooming by the way-

side, or in the poor man's garden, or mid the desert sands, tells

to them no tale of the loving care of God, the merciful All-

Father. They crush the " wee daisy" under their feet, all un-

mindful of the beauty of its delicate cup, and slender stem. The
songs of the birds, those minstrels of nature, carolled forth in joy

and gladness, are unheard, or if not unheard, are unheeded by

them.

The grass may grow, the flower bloom, the sun shine, the

rain-drops fall, the streams rush on to the mighty deep, they seem

to care not, so their chase after wealth is not checked, so they are

not hindered in their hot pursuit of worldly fame. True, to many

the question, ** What shall we eat, what shall we drink, and where-

withal shall we be clothed ?" is the great question ; and to a vast

majority of our race, it is so of necessity. But still, though such

cannot, and ought not, to devote themselves to the study of nature,

as a pursuit, they can, and ought, to avail themselves of the cor-

dial of peace and joy, which even an occasional interview with

her will yield. If the leisure moments of the man of toil, now

too often spent in the haunts of dissipation and vice, or worse

than wasted, in imbibing the moral and intellectual poison, con-
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tained in what is termed " light reading," if these moments were

employed in gaining some knowledge of those works of nature im.

mediately around him, we can scarcely estimate the result.

Happily there are some noble examples of men, who have devoted

their hours of relaxation from severe manual labor to the acquisi-

tion of natural science, and, in many cases, their attainments

would do honor to the closest student. In this way, many valuable

collections have been gathered, in the various departments of

natural science, as Geology, Mineralogy, and Botany ; and many

a cabinet of dried insects and stuffed animals in the poor man's

home, attests the practicability of prosecuting'these studies, under

similar circumstances.

It is, however, generally true, tiiat unless there be a strong

natural bias in that direction, the uneducated working-man will

not voluntarily seek his recreation here. He must be encouraged

to do so. The man of cultivated mind and refined feelings walks

forth under the canopy of the starry sky and moonlit firmament.

As he looks up to the shining vault, his heart thrills with emotions

of sublimity. On the same evening, perhaps in the same neigh-

borhood, a weary laborer returning from his daily toil looks up to

the same sky, but no emotion of sublimity or beauty swells in

his bosom. If he thinks of the moon and stars at all, it is only

as lighting him home from his toil. Why this difference ? We
must ascribe much, perhaps most of it, to their different circum-

stances in life. In the one, the original tendency of the mind to

admire what is beautiful and wonderful in nature has been

strengthened; in the other, repressed. But there are thousands

above the reach of want, who are under no necessity of working

for their daily bread, who can see nothing to admire in nature.

They cannot understand the zest with which the naturalist pur-

sues his favorite study, They call it the merest folly to spend

io much time in examining 11 bits of rocks,'' or in studying the

structure and habits of quadrupeds, birds, and insects. To their

obtuse minds, it seems as child's play to be so charmed with the

delicate organization and brilliant hue of a simple flower, blos-

soming on the highway, which the first careless foot may crush.

They are more nobly engaged in collecting heaps of shining

dust, which too soon the " rust will corrupt." They are bend-

ing all the energies of their immortal minds to gain a treasure,

which, even if gained, will perish with the using. So fully have
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they succeeded in enslaving their higher powers to the service of

their lower nature, that now they can find no delight in be-

holding the works of the inimitable Artisan. To such I speak

not—they would not hear me ; but to the young—to those

whose tastes are yet uncorrupted by the gaudy tinsel of the

world of fashion and pride—to them I would address a word of

advice. If you would possess a source of unfailing pleasure—if

you would know of a fount of perpetual freshness—seek ac-

quaintance and familiarity with the handiwork of the Creator,

as seen everywhere in this beautiful world. It is a study that

one never tires of ; it is ever opening fresh springs of wonder

and delight to the humble student.

If to any one branch of study, and to any one text-book, I am
indebted more than to another, it is to this—the study of God
in his works, and to Paley's work on Natural Theology, as

opening up the subject to my mind, in all its freshness and

beauty. I love to recall the hours spent in the study of that

work, under the instruction of one, whose mind and heart were

fully imbued with its spirit. Every recitation was a new plea-

sure ; and the profit derived from those lessons I trust I bear

with me yet.

But, while I have said so much in favor of studying the book

of nature, I would not be understood as advocating the neglect of

that younger, but more precious book, the bible. By no

means ; for I truly believe, that till one is imbued with the spirit

God's word, he is not capable of reaping the largest benefit from

the study of nature. Rather let these, like sisters, go hand in

hand—the younger ever leading the way—inasmuch as Nature,

being here blind herself, can in no possible way show to us the

«« way of life." But with Revelation for a guide, she will point to

us many beautiful illustrations of the wisdom and goodness of the

Great Being who is the Father of both. Let us seek to know

more of Him in his works here; and hereafter, if we are his

children, we shall be taken to see Him in that bright and glorious

world, of which the poet says :

—

" The stars are but the shining dust

Of his divine abode."

S. £• H.

Montreal, August, 1854.



k * THE SHIPS," HE CRIED, ETC. 157

[Written for the Maple Leaf.

" THE SHIPS, HE CRIED, THE SHIPS OF THE LONELY ISLES,"

BY PERSOLUS.

I have had a pleasant ramble, and enjoyment prompts my
wanton pen. What a difference between the sultry sluggish air of

the counting-house, and the cooling grateful breeze from our

bright river ! Often have I fancied that 1 met it, like a strange

and bewildered wanderer, struggling to find its way through the

close dusty streets. I would feel a refreshing puff upon my
face, but ere I had time to catch a single inspiration, 'twould be

gone, completely lost in the choking pent-up atmosphere, that

rots within our city and its suburbs.

1 am very fond of ships. In days not very far " Lang Syne,"

one of my most valued playthings, was a miniature ship, inge-

niously constructed with a leaden keel. Often did I wade

through mud-puddles, after my little boat
;
which, though but a

toy, and perhaps sailing in a wash-tub, I looked upon as

<c A gliitering ship that hath the plain

Of ocean for her own domain

and on board of which I had hair-breadth escapes innumerable,

from long low polacres, and rakish privateers ; but I was not

always the' "chase" for the glory of our country, and the

honor of that country's meteor flag. I had the satisfaction of

soundly drubbing, in many exciting engagements, and Anally

capturing, a certain u Paul Jones," who much troubled my
budding patriotism ; inasmuch as he had (vide the appendix to

an American edition of Walker's Dictionary) frequently, with

half the weight of metal, half the men, and despite the most

adverse winds, and all other such considerations, succeeded in

hauling down our proud flag, even on its own imperial seas.

We had martial law in those days ; and be sure, I never saw as

much grace and elegance in the varying motion of the yard arm

of my little ship, as I did when my hated enemy depended

therefrom. But I must close the gates, or the stream of memory

will whelm me in its rushing flow.

Broad rivers have abrupt turnings, just like little rills ; so also,

uoth the strange metaphysical faculty of thought, whether in a

small or great mind, abruptly change its tour. Thus justified, I
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am again in the present, and strolling along our wharves. 1

amuse myself by comparing the build and rigging of the different

vessels in front ; and although a mere land lubber, unable to see

either as a seaman or shipbuilder, I cannot iail to notice a giant

form and strength in their blackened hulls. And when my eye

follows the graceful, airy cordage, from the staunch bulwarks to

the summits of the towering masts, a clear sense of Hogarth's

line of beauty fills my mind. No matter how much begrimmed

with tar, or how funereal its color, a beautiful thing is a ship.

And every one that lies along the dock, the trim brig from the

Indies, as well as the dignified three-mast vessel hailing from

some noted port far across the sea, all are rich in pleasant and

stirring associations. How many sunny seas have they sailed

through ; and again, how often has their canvass been torn to

shreds, and their stately masts made to bend, like wands, before

the storm king's power. Here is one very much shattered, her

figure-head carried away, doubtless in some fierce conflict with

the treacherous deep, now safely moored in a peaceful haven
;

she is gently bobbing up and down, as if in sympathy with the

full pulsations of the noble stream on which she rests. The

little waves ripple laughingly along those sturdy sides, where

once the mountain billow dashed itself to foam j the masts are

bare and naked, as when she lay rocked

" In the cradle of the rude imperious surge ;"

Or when,

" In the visitation of the wind?,

Who take the ruffian billows by their tope,

Curling their monstrous head?, and hanging them

With deaf'ning clamors in the slippery clouds,"

she sped before the driving gale, her groaning timbers throbbing

with energetic life.

But there is a ship in motion ; a pretty name too, the

" Sunrise," with her bow turned eastward, (how fitting !) she is

clearing the port. There is danger on the sea, but no evidence

of fear with her : the gay pennon that flutters from her mast»

appears the very personification of that daring hope, which is so

repeatedly successful. 1 hold no Bills of Lading from her captain,

yet am I interested. Whither away, thou ship ? 'Tis a start-

ling question. Ask whither away !

July 18, 1854..
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L ETTERS.
They are the harbingers of joy, the bright picturings of home

scenes and endeared associations
;
they come to us in the artless

style and pathos of expression suited to the flow of affectionate

feeling; they enclose gems of thought, dashes of wit, and glow

with fanciful delineations. Divested of formality, yet tenderly

alire to the nicer courtesies of feeling, bringing to light many a

forgotten pleasure, burnishing many a long.gone joy till its mem-
ory is radiant, speaking of present hopes and pleasures, present

anxieties and sorrows, a well-written letter, coming from the

home of our love, receives our warmest welcome, and bespeaks

from us a tenderness which we cannot express in words.

Letters—we mean neatly, well-filled sheets—plainly directed,

how pure and beautiful they look ! bringing the absent friend

before us. We enter into his feelings, sympathise in his hopes,

our hearts beat with pleasure as he recounts his plans, and gain

strength as we read of his victories over self, his noble endeavors

to live usefully and worthily. Often when we are discouraged,

sick of our own thoughts, pained at our own imperfections,

ready to say " Who will show us any good,'' we receive a letter,

and forget ourselves as the well-known writing meets our view.

Encouragement and sympathy blend in every line, and pervade

the whole. O what a treasure is that well-timed letter ! What
a soother of our morbid heart ! what aspirations take the place

of our former gloom, and how strong grows the link that binds us

to that absent friend.

A letter from home,—the husband and father eagerly opens it.

He sees the same peculiar chirography that charmed his eye

lang syne, when a ray of beauty first rested upon his life,—perhaps

not quite so firm now as then, for household cares have blunted

the pen's free course, and the expressions are tempered, for ex-

perience has added a shade of prudent thought to the still fair

brow of the writer. Every line is filled with tender devotion to

his happiness, and every affectionate mention of his absence,

every right sentiment expressed by his children, she weaves in

as flowers into her sentences, the burden of which is, their de-

privation at his absence, and their ardent desire for his speedy

return. If that husband's heart had grown indifferent, or too
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much occupied with other things to realize the charming minis-

tration of loving ones, the cheerful letter, coming to him fresh

from the domestic circle, will draw him towards it irresistibly,

and warm into new life, holy sympathies in its joys and occupa-

tions.

We have seen a mother whose heart was bound to an absent

son, a youth of promise, who left her to better their fortune.

From a distant land, written amid the hurry of business, at inter-

vals that others would have consumed in idle conversation, his

letters come regularly, cheering her widowed heart, and raising

hopes of future happiness with the son ©f her love. He gives

her graphic descriptions of the country, its scenery and inhabi-

tants ; and endeavors to make her acquainted with the charac-

ters who most interest him. He knows that the fire of imagina-

tion has not died out of that warm spirit, and that the pleasures

of his youthful heart will be appreciated by the mother who,

while she taught him to regulate his desires by the standard of

right, set an example of cheerful interest in all his joys.

Tupper has said, beautifully said, "A letter timely writ, is a

rivet to the chain of affection." We ought, then, to prize letters,

and never let them lie neglected. It is a good habit to answer

them at once, at the earliest leisure,—not in careless style, as if

we thought anything in the shape of a letter would do to send

our friends, but carefully, cultivating a refinement of expression

and a natural flow of sentences that shall commend us to others
j

for letters are transcripts of our minds, and indexes of our

hearts.

August 10, 1854-.

A Good Man's Wish.— I freely confess to you that I would rather,

when I am laid down in the grave, have some one in his manhood
stand over me and say, " There lies one who was a real friend to

me, and privately warned me of the dangers of the young ; no one

knew it, but he aided me in time of need ; I owe what I am to

him ;
" or would rather have some widow, with choking utterance,

say to her children, " There is your friend and mine. He visited

me in my affliction, and found you, my son, an employer, and you,

my daughter, a happy home in a virtuous family." I would rather

«uch persons should stand at my grave, than to have erected over

it the costliest monument of marble.
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View of Vp-jlu.

GEMS OF THE OCEAN.

Give wings lo your imagination, young reader. Soar away
over land and sea to the far oiTand wide-spreading Ocean deno-

minated the Pacific, and there poising your wing, look down
upon the innumerable islands that lie scattered over tha tvast ex-

tent of water. There they stand, earth's loveliest spots, all beau-

tiful by reason of their natural scenery, their glowing verdure,

their pleasant climate, and their brilliant sky. I call these islands

' Ocean Gems,' and so they are. Gems in the sight of the natu-

ralist, because here some of nature's rarest works are found
;

gems in the estimation of the philanthropist, because here he has

found a fine field producing laurels for his brow; and gems in

the view of saints and God and angels, because from these islands

of the Southern Sea, bright souls have gone up to glory ; there

the cross has triumphed ; and often from their shores, there

mingle with angel-songs and voices, the sweet offerings of holy

prayer and praise to heaven.

Over these Ocean Gems I want you for a little time to pause

and look about you, while I present to you some brief descriptions

of their character. More than one sort of island meets the view.

There are the beautiful volcanic islands, some of which have

towering mountains rising to the height of from 10,000 to 15,000
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feet. These are the most beautiful of ail the islands. The im-

mense mountains rise directly from the sea, and tower away, till

their lofty peaks are lost amidst the clouds above. The most

fantastic shapes are assumed by these mountains. Here, one

stands out like a vast pyramid
;

there, another like a tall spire
;

and there, a number together, giving you the idea of the rugged

towers and strong walls of some gigantic castle. Running in be-

tween these noble mountains, are deep valleys abounding with

scenes of exquisite beauty and grandeur. There grow the stately

palms, the noble bread fruit, the elegant cocoa-nut, the great ba.

nana, the Brazilian plum, besides many other vegetable produc-

tions of tropical climes. Trees of gigantic size, and splendid with

foliage, always green. Here, beauty, wildness and grandeur, all

mix together, and produce scenes of loveliness unequalled upon

earth.

There is no doubt that these mountainous islands are of vol-

canic origin, and that, at some very remote period, they were

pushed up from great depths in the sea by the action of volcanoes.

There is evidence that, at some time or other, they have all been

under water ; for on the tops of the highest mountains yet reached,

corals, shells and other marine substances, are found. You

may think what a heaving there must have been below to raise

up these hills ; what earthquakes to rend them asunder ; and

then, perhaps, what burning and boiling on the island for ages,

till the volcanoes had cooled down, or burned out their fire, and

left the place fit for man to live on. Then, following the volca-

nic in order of beauty, are the crystalure islands. These are

thought to have been at one time coral, but being upheaved by

some great convulsion to from 100 to 500 feet as they now stand

above the level of the sea, and thus exposed to the action of air,

and light, and sea, for many ages, the rocks have become hard

and bright, and are now crystalized carbonate of lime. These

islands are not so magnificent as these above named, but ex-

tremely beautiful, and though less rugged, are even more clothed

with a fine and luxuriant vegetation than those with loftier and

more broken hills.

Still lower than these, only a few feet above the level of the

.•>ea, are the far-famed coral islands. These are often small, and

always Hat and low. The soil on them is very thin, and the veg.

otation in general less luxuriant, though some of them are very
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fertile and beautiful. These islands are universally believed to be

the work of the little coral insects, which beginning their labours

far down in the sea, have toiled on with constant perseverance,

adding particle to particle of the lime they gathered from the sur-

rounding sea, till they had piled up a wall of many hundred feet

in height, and reached the surface of the ocean. There their

work has ceased, and the rolling waves have done the rest to

finish the island for the residence of man. Sand, rubbish, trees,

sea-weed, and other matters, have gradually been washed upon

the island, so forming a sort of soil on its surface in which trees

and plants might grow. Seeds have been dropped by birds, or

brought by the sea, and by and by the island has been covered

with lovely shrubs and trees.

Such are the gems of the ocean. Fancy yourself as placed

like a bird in the air, high up above the lofty hills of the island of

Upolu ; and now look far and wide upon the sea, spreading out

on every hand. Just below you is the Samoan group, with Savai.

Upolu, Tuituila, and others of the volcanic class. Some hun-

dreds of miles to the south-east are seen the Hervey islands, one

of the largest of which is Aitutaki. Far to the east of these again

are the Society islands, the chief of which is the ill-used but ever

deeply interesting island of Tahiti, and beside it the lovely little

Eimeo. East of these you see the Dangerous Archipelego, stud-

ded with little islands 5 and on, far to the north of these, the

Marquesas group. Looking due north—far as the eye can reach

—you catch a glimpse of the Sandwich islands, where Hawaii,

the largest, is still burning and boiling away. On to the west and

north-west, innumerable islands are to be seen ; and coming

nearer, and close at hand, are the New Hebrides, the Figii, the

Friendly, and other groups. All these islands are more or less

filled with people. Many of them are yet covered with pagan

darkness, but about 200 have now been claimed for Christ ; and

from their lovely groves, sweet songs and holy prayers go up daily

to His throne, the delightful earnest of all being some day con-

verted by his love.

—

Selected.

Men will have the same veneration for a person who suiters

adversiry without dejection, as for demolished temples, the very

ruins whereof are reverenced and adored.
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[For the Maple Leal.

LILAC COTTAGE,
August 16, 1854.

Dear Editor,— It is several weeks since I left your city for

a season of relaxation among the hills and valleys of New
England. 1 need not tell you that, as I left its glittering spires

and noble mountain in the distance, a thousand strong affec-

tions clasped their invisible links around Montreal, and earnest

prayers ascended to heaven, and fell like a benediction over

the place.

Could / have directed, how quickly would I have transferred

the busy, careworn brains and languid frames of many of its

denizens to the quiet retirement I myself was seeking, but this

might not be, and I satisfied myself with the hope that for

them too a day of rest would dawn.

I am passing my time in one of the most quiet and rural

little nooks to be found among the Green Mountains. The
village consists of about twenty houses, among which may be

numbered a neat little church and school-house.

The place is humble ; it boasts no attractions save those

which nature has lavished on it, and these, to the eye accus-

tomed to the sameness of brick walls, and the smoky atmos-

phere of the crowded city, are sufficient of themselves.

There is an old saying— «f God made the country ; man
made the town "—which is perhaps the best comment on the

difference between the two. This charming little place is not

new to me, though years have sped since I last visited it. Its

hills and valleys, its rocks and trees, are all dear to me,—dear,

because over them brood sweet memories ; around them clus-

ter pleasant associations, which glimmer like evening stars

over the landscape of the past.

But, as I write, I forget that of all the readers of the " Maple

Leaf," none will be interested in " Lilac Cottage,"~-none will

care for its quiet retirement ; to none, save myself, will it mat-

ter that within its walls loved voices have echoed ; that dear

forms have sat with me in the deepening twilight ; that gentle

hands have clasped mine, and links of friendship, stronger

than death, have been cemented. Oh ! no, this will not in-

terest strangers
;
they cannot look down into the heart, and
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behold engraved on its living pages the glowing pictures of

by-gone time. For them I must speak of the present, and

gladly would 1 describe the beauty which seems to hover like

a guardian spirit over this romantic section of country.

We are environed by the Green Mountains, and as far as

the eye can reach on the distant horizon, are defined the

wood-crowned summits of the Adirondack. Here and there,

between the hills, glimpses of the lake, which forms the west-

ern boundary of Vermont, greet the eye ; while over all, like

;i halo, rests the pure, warm sunlight. The road, passing the

door of the cottage, winds its way down a hill, and is lost in

the woods beyond. The houses— good, substantial farm-

houses—stand on either side of the road, short distances apart,

and, at the farther end of the village, stands the burying

ground,—a place of such deep interest to the living, that it may

not pass unnoticed.

A few evenings since, I strolled down to this hallowed

place ; J had not been in it for many years, and memory

called up, very vividly, the time when I had stood there, and

beheld a beloved brother consigned to his last resting place.

I was then very young, and, as I saw the coffin lowered into

the earth, and heard the mournful echo of the clods as they

fell on it, I felt that there could be no balm for such a sorrow,

but now, as I stood by the green mound which had so long

covered all that was perishable of my beloved J , I no

longer thought of the frail, but beautiful tenement, over which

had been pronounced the solemn words, " Dust to dust, and

ashes to ashes," but of the radiant spirit for awhile a dweller

among the mists and shadows here,—now an inhabitant of the

glorious spirit-land. The voice, which swelled so musically

as it poured forth the song of the redeemed on earth, now ac-

companies an angel-lyre amid the jubilant hosts of heaven ;

—

the smile, which rested like a halo over the face of the dying

boy, has been replaced by the beauty which immortals wear.
' 4 Made perfect through suffering," he now revels in the

scenes he longed for here ; even though his pilgrimage was

short. He has gone home, but often at the twilight hour, when

the great heart of Nature beats with gentler pulsations, and

thought involuntarily reaches out over the broad universe, he

seems once more present with us,—suggesting high aims and
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holy purposes.—loading us, with invisible hands, from earth

lo heaven. And so of all the loved and lost,—" Are they not

all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister for them who
shall he heirs of salvation ." This idea seems to many, who
accept nothing which they cannot understand, too visionary for

belief; and yet, if we were to base all our belief on what

we knovj, how limited would be our intellectual and moral

vision.

How little, for instance, do we £12010 of the process by which

animal and vegetable life are produced or sustained, and yet,

who doubts that the earth is clothed in her beautiful garments,

or that roe live ?

\f, (hen, we cannot explain what we see, shall we refuse to

believe what we- cannot see, simply because it is mysterious?

The book of Nature and of Revelation alike forbid it. Let us

beware, then, how we set down, as visionary, the belief in

which so many find comfort,—viz., that the spirits of the de-

parted minister to us here.

But I have been led on to say more than I intended on this

disputed point, and refrain, feeling quite incompetent to touch

a subject which has puzzled so many wiser heads than mine,

and on which so much has been said and written. And now

to return to the little grave-yard. The tombstones are nearly

all white, though some have grown gray with the lapse of

years. These stones are monuments of severed ties, telling

tales whose sequels are written on high ; records are they of

heart-rending separations, only to be compensated by the end-

less re-unions of heaven. Thus much for the resting place of

the dead, though memory loves to linger over the scene, and

imagination to picture the glory of the waking at the resurrec-

tion.

There is little of note in M to interest strangers. In

one part of the iowti there is a cave, which tradition says the

red man once occupied as a rendezvous. The mouth of the

cave is reach 4d by a succession of what may be called natural

stairs descending in a defile of rocks. Near the entrance is a

small cavity in the side of the rocks resembling a fire-place,

and said to have been used for that purpose. The burned and

blackened appearance of the back seems to warrant the fact.

Though this cave is not to be compared to many of the
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wonders of nature in other places, yet the wild rugged scenery

by which it is surrounded, will well repay a visit. The cave

is about forty-two feet in depth and ten in width, and is divided

into two apartments. At a little distance from the cave, on

the side of the hill, is an immense rock called the Natural

Oven. In shape it resembles the old-fashioned brick ovens,

which we sometimes see in the country. The roads in this

vicinity are rough and hilly, and riding over them may be sup-

posed to be anything but monotonous.

On the whole, there is about everything here, a sort of

freedom and independence one cannot help liking.

I shall soon turn my steps northward, but I shall not go

back with indifference. Since I have been here, Friendship

has strengthened her stakes, and though she must lengthen

her cords to follow the wanderer, she is powerful to do so.

The strong bands of affection will reach back from my heart

to encircle the friends who have made me so happy. Still

young and joyous, the loved of other years are to me un-

changed, and though some are united in stronger bonds than

those of friendship, that fact has not weakened old ties. But

I trespass on your patience, and must bid you adieu.

Edla.

[For the Maple Ltaf.

EVENING AMONG THE GRAVES.

The other evening I wandered into a burying-ground at that

holy hour when "even the very leaves seem stirred with prayer,"

and the spirit of contemplation flings its mantle over the soul. It

was one of those lovely e\enings when the great king of the fir-

mament sinks to repose in more than regal splendour ; when we
can almost imagine that the angels of heaven have gathered

around the great luminary in his western palace and doffed their

garments to make a couch for him. At such moments as these,

the beauty and harmony of the natural world, which God has

made, contrast strangely with the endless jarrings and twisted

deformity of the artificial world, which man has made. The
time and place were peculiarly fitted to foster such reflections, and

dreaming and pondering in this strain, I loitered among the dead

until the sun completely disappeared, and the cold night-breeze
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was creeping among the graves. "Melancholy past-time, cheer-

less recreation," some will say. Melancholy, it is, but not alto-

gether cheerless, and certainly neither uninstructive nor unprofit-

able. Perhaps it is a singular habit, but from my earliest days

the churchyard has been a favourite haunt of mine. " Lang

syne" I was wont to indulge this propensity by scrambling over

the close-laid stones in the High Church cemetery of Glasgow,

my native city. I have since loitered in the grave-yards of Eng-

land, Ireland, Scotland, Spain and America ; wherever my way-

ward fate has led me, I have visited the homes of the dead. I

have strolled amongst them when the snow crisped under my
feet, and nature, like the sleepers beneath, was hushed in the em-

brace of death ; and I have mused over them when the fresh

green grass was glancing in the sunbeams and the "gowans"

were springing thick among it, and all nature was bursting into

glorious life, as we believe the dead who "die in the Lord" will

one day do. In all seasons, and in all places, a visit to a " field

of the dead" inspires holy feelings and pleasingly melancholy

thoughts. Whether we stand over the bed of some one whose

gaudy monument tells that the sleeper below was rich in this

world's goods; or over the unmarked hillock which tells that its

peaceful tenant was one of the many children of poverty who in

death, as in life, remain undistinguished ; one cannot spend an

hour in such meditation without being better and wiser for it, at

least for the moment; and we would be permanently so, were it

not that the first brush we receive from the world brushes the

calm holy breathings from the soul, as the first touch of the fingers

takes the down from the wing of the butterfly. While we are

thus engaged, the great world of humanity, with all its harassing

cares and petty vexations, is for the time shut out ; we can hear

its din, but for the moment we have no sympathy with it, but

feel a kind of pity for it, and involuntarily quote the words of

inspiration—« we spend our days as a tale that is told ;" for

all that is near us at that moment, conspires to impress the mind

with the fleeting nature of man's earthly career, and the very

evening air among the grass whispers in the listening ear "Pre-

pare to meet thy God !"

Ada.

Montreal, August, 185*.



NOTES OF A SIX YEARS RESIDENCE IN MADEIRA. 269

[For ihe Maple Leal'.

NOTES OF A SIX YEARS RESIDENCE IN MADEIRA.

NO. II.

One of the Madeira peculiarities which annoyed me much on

my first landing was* that every poor peasant thinks it only-

politeness to speak to you in passing. " Com s'ta V* " Sta hsa."

" Passon bein o' noite?" "How are you?" " Quite well."

" How did you pass the night?" This is the unvarying saluta-

tion, and seeing 1 knew nothing of the language, or of the mean-

ing of what was said, I did not feel quite at ease to be stopped at

all times in my rambling expeditions. The Portuguese gentlemen

again think it their duty to take off their hats to every lady, if she

will only give them the opportunity by raising her eyes in passing

them, a circumstance which sometimes prevented my recognizing

my own English friends, so afraid was I of countenancing these

impertinent Signors, who are always to be found in clusters at

corners of streets, or in the (Prasas) public walks, ready to per-

vert any poor silly servant girl who, being newly come out, is

foolish enough to permit their attentions. The Portuguese man-

ner of disposing of property has something to do with the idle and

useless life the Morgado or nobleman leads. When the proprie-

tor of an estate dies, the property is equally divided amongst the

heirs, and though there is but a bare subsistence, still he must not

soil his hands by trade. Their custom is to make a bargain with

a wine merchant for the proceeds of their estates, which are all

cultivated with a view to the Madeira wines, so famed in all

countries. The wine merchant consents to divide the sum agreed

upon into twelve portions, and the Morgado calls every month to

receive his stipulated payment. The estate itself is fanned out to

some industrious man, the invariable arrangement being, that

after the church has received a tenth, the landlord and tenant

divide the profits, while the tenant at the same time has to bear

all the expense for treliis-work, out.houses, or anything required.

The Portuguese are very affectionate in their greetings to one

another ; and it certainly is somewhat startling to see great black-

bearded men rush into each other's arms, and hug and kiss each

other from ear to ear. The Portuguese are all Roman Catholics,

and even some of the English residents have been led astray.

Of course there are numberless holidays which the English resi-
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country excursions. In this way, my kind friends shewed me
:he Corrals, Cape Geram, Mount Church, and many other inter-

esting points of scenery. Higher up, amongst the hills, the

scenery reminded me of some pans of the Highlands of Scotland.

Everything is on the grand and majestic scale,—high rocks,

deep ravines, wooded valleys, path-ways but a few feet in

width, where one false step of your horse, sends you rolling down

what seems a fathomless abyss. These real dangers, and the

ratigue resulting from bad roads, right up or down hill, deprived

iiie of much of the pleasure which the beautiful scenery would

Dtherwise have afforded me. The horses, too, are very uncer-

tain, unless one keeps their own pony,—a course which is no;

advisab!e 5
unless you can make up your mind to ride severa

hours a day, for if not ridden regularly they are quite unmanage-

able, The general custom is to apply at the stables, which are

Sept in town, where both horses and bouraguceras, or grooms,

are provided. Whether you are to have a good horse or not

iepends much upon the manner in which you fee your groom.

The groom himself is a curiosity : as soon as the horse begins to

rot he takes hold of it by the tail, and its wildest gallop can sel-

iom induce him to let go his hold.

Montreal, August, 1854*.

[Written for the Maple Lea'

F HE SAP OF DUNLOE

.

In an apartment furnished not only with every luxury ol

modern days, but also embellished with exquisite gems of rare

and ancient art, the walls adorned with paintings by the best

toasters, the very atmosphere around breathing the abode of a

efined and intellectual mind, sat a man apparently in the prime

jf life. Among the dark rich locks shading his finely developed

r^cad and brow, were, however, scattered lines of grey, and over

lis handsome features was spread a shade of gloom, as he sat

gazing intently on the cheerful light of the wood fire before him.

Suddenly, his eye flashed with an almost supernatural brilliancy,

(he proud and finely chiselled lip curled with scorn, he sprang

ip from the reverie in which he had been indulging.

' Why should I have allowed the idle remarks of a thoughtless
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nortai thus to move me I But it : s past, and it wilt no», again be.

within his power to annoy me, * Happy old Bachelor,' ioo ofter.

used, but how misapplied an expression. How would those

who laughingly address that stale vu'gar jest to nr.e, start with

horror could they see the wearied worn heart concealed by a

seemingly calm exterior/ Happy,' and the long sigh which

followed this sojiloquy, as he again sunk down on the couch from

which he had arisen
;
told, indeed, of a heart but iil at ease. And

how often do we hear that expression thoughtlessly spoken by

those who see not beneath the surface.

Many a wounded and noble heart jies buried under thai

apparently joyous, but to many the truly joyless portion of a

bachelor.

One perhaps, with warm enthusiastic feelings, woven witc

every honorable emotion of which the human soul is capable,

aas been wrecked for ever by the false heart of her to wnom his

early faith was plighted. In some, perhaps, the shock, so sud-

den, so overwhelming, has in time yielded to the deep love of a

true woman. A mother, or loving sisters have bound up the

scattered links of faith and hope, and by their untiring devotion

he has again ventured to seek for, and win a love worthy his

own. But it may be, he had no other ties to bind him to earth

and his soul, tempest-tossed and reckless, from the one bitter and

abiding pang, has never sought to sun itself again in the light of

womanly affection.

In another, death may have snaiched from his fond clasp the

being so formed to bless him, and her tomb has become his living

grave. In another, 6ome feeling of wounded pride, some mis-

understanding, which could, by the slightest concession on eithe*

part have been fully explained ; some imagined want ofconfidence

or it may be

' A look ur kind, or wrongly taken,

A love, that tempest never shook,

A word, a breath like this hath shaken
'

For my own part I never see a man whose heart is unsharec

by woman's love, treading alone the rugged pathway of life, but

I feel there has at some time or other in his career, been ar

spoch, which would stir the deep founts of womanly sympathy

And should even the pang have been self-inflicted by his owe

reckless or proud self-will, yet the punishment, has been more



272 THE GAP OF DUNLOE.

than an atonement for his folly. But we ask pardon for this

digression, and will once more introduce our readers to that

luxurious apartment, and its solitary tenant, Col. Fortescue.

A few moments before our opening scene, the door had closed

on a man apparently some years younger, than he who sat there.

They had for some time been conversing on various subjects,

when, emboldened by Col. Fortescue's cordiality of manner, and
his long intimacy with him, he, in an unlucky moment, had, to

gratify his own curiosity, and to fulfill a wager he had laid with

a friend, ventured to touch on (he well knew) a forbidden

subject.

" Col. Fortescue, do now gratify me by informing me of the

real cause of separation between you and the beautiful Emilie de

Beranger.''

The next moment, but little aware of the smothered wrath

and agony those few words had aroused, he would, how gladly,

have recalled them. A deadly paleness overspread the features

of Col. Fortescue. He essayed to speak, to move, but the past

agony of a life prevented him.

Mr. Seymour sprang to him, entreating him to be calm, and

imploring pardon for the pain he had unwittingly given him.

He haughtily moved him aside, and in a few minutes rising,

his commanding figure, drawn to its full height, his eyes fixed

steadfastly upon him, he spoke, though in a hollow and

sepulchral tone.

14 Mr. Seymour, we have for many years been intimate friends
;

but I never expected to see the day when you would encroach

on that intimacy to touch a sacred and forbidden subject.

Henceforward we are strangers." "Leave me Sir," as Mr.

Seymour again attempted to excuse himself; " leave me, and

know there are human hearts whose hidden founts of joy or

of sorrow must be let alone, save by Him to whom all hearts are

open."

From that hour they never met, and in a few days Mr. Sey.

mour found himself in possession of a valuable appointment in

the Presidency ofMadras. He but too well knew to whom he

was indebted for it, to one, whose heart, though scorched by the

bitter fire of unavailing regret, yet overflowed with noble and

generous emotions.

Perhaps our readers will be anxious to hear to which class of
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bachelors Col. Fortescue belonged, but before they ascertain that

fact, they must be content to retrace some five and twenty years

of his life, which, however, we will reserve for another chapter.

C. H.
Ravenscourt, Port Hope.

A CALIFORNIA SCENE.

FROM MY SCRAP-BOOK.

BY J. M.

The valley of the Sacramento I should judge to be about four

hundred miles long, and from fifty to one hundred and fifty miles

in width. Leaving the city of Sacramento and travelling about

one point south o( east, thirty-fivemiles, or there abouts, over a

slightly undulating countrv, we come to the Macosumnes river.

About one mile and-a-half before we reach its waters, is a some-

what abrupt descent from the table-land into the flat or bottom-

land which forms the valley of the river. The shelf-like emi-

nence which overhangs the flat is nearly one hundred and fifty

feet above. Taking my stand on this spot I obtained one of the

most remarkable views that ever met my eye. It was in early

Spring, when Nature was dressed in her most lovely attire. The

scene was better suited to a painter than a feeble pen ; but I could

not help reflecting, how inferior are the works of art when com-

pared to the majesty of God's handiwork. The grand, sublime

and beautiful, on the most magnificent scale, were b!eaded into

one and the same view. I was filled with awe and wonder when

for the first time T stood on Table Hock and gazed upon the Falls

of Niagara; but no such peculiar sensation came over me, as on

this occasion. That was a unity ; this a combination of many

elements in exact harmony.

On the west was the Sacramento Valley, stretching out as far

as the eye could reach in almost every direction, spotted here and

there with clumps of trees, which mark the winding course of the

American river until its placid waters combine with those of the

Sacramento, and flow still onward to the ocean. A little farther

to the right, was the Coast Range, presenting a long line of craggy

cliffs, piled one upon the other in so confused a mass as to give

one the idea that the refuse of creation had been "tipped up"

there, hurly-burly, without any particular regard to arrangement

;



274 CALIFORNIA 3CEN*.

opening its massive walls to the right and left, as if in proud sub-

mission, to permit the waters of the majestic Sacramento to past

on. Still farther north, rising majestically above the other peaks,

and looking down upon them as if in scornful derision, the Buttes

stand out, a kind of guardian sentinel over the inferior portion ol

the mountain family, a huge guidepost to direct the traveler along

his way. This is what Benton proposed as the everlasting monu-

ment of Washington and of the glory of America. What an idea !

Only think of a sign-board extending across that huge pile, the

glittering letters carved out two miles apart whieh the emigrant

is he passes over the peaks of the Sierra Nevada at the distance

if one hundred miles, reads plainly, making out the words

—

Washington and America. Apparently but a shor1

distance to the south, the Table Mountain modestly raises its form,

and looks very much as though it had been beheaded. Trees are

visible on its rugged sides ; but the top is fiat, giving it the ap-

pearance of the base of a cone, or a table, from which it received

its name. Still further to the south, and almost buried in the

distance is Mount Diabolo, which overlooks the Bay of San Fran-

jisco. The Mexicans have long had a superstitions belief that

efril spirits had their abode there. Turning to the east, the grand-

est spectacle is here beheld. Below, the gentle waters of the

Macosumnes wind slowly through the valley; flowers of every

hue meet the eye; at least a hundred varieties fill the air with

their delicious odors; grass of luxuriant growth waves in the

freeze; while above, commencing apparently but a few miles

distant, and extending to the utmost limit of view on either side,

.he Sierra Nevada are covered with deep snows. Not like dis-

tant clouds as seen in the west on a summer evening, piled up

like bags of cotton, but one continuous line of deep, deep 6now.

These snows continue till late in the summer, wasting gradually

:*way when the heat becomes so intense that they yield to its

warm embrace : all except here and there a spot on the more

elevated peaks. Between, among the hills which rise gradually,

jne after another, and along the upper part of the Macosumnes

is you ascend into the mountains, are thousands of miners busily

ielving, like so many moles, from morning till night, day after

lay, washing in the cold water which flows from the everlasting

mows above them.

Bui a short distance from this locality, where the hills begin tc
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present an abrupt form, and the traveler begins co grow vvearj

from the prospect before him, is a spring of perennial flow, from

whose waters many a tired pilgrim has slaked his thirst. I sav

down by its side, thinking more of the journey before me than of

quenching my thirst. Near by I observed a grave; standing a.

each end was a roughly hewn pine slab, partially decayed, upor.

one of which, had been carved with a knife, " C. Mason,'' the

name of him who slept beneath. It was a miner's grave. Or
inquiry I learned that it was my old friend and acquaintance.

Charles Mason, of Connecticut. He was the only son of a

widowed mother, a noble fellow—frank, generous, open, who by

his own exertions had obtained a fair education : of poor, but re-

spectable parentage, and moderately ambitious. In '49, wher

the gold-fever raged so generally throughout the country, he be-

came its early victim. He left all the endearments of home

impressed the parting kiss upon his mother and sisters, and w\tk

buoyant hopes of speedily obtaining a competency for their sup

port, sought the far-off land of California. He swung the pick

and shovel in these deep gorges ; his merry laugh rang through

•he hills ; the sound of his voice echoed along the peaks, and hit

counsel was listened to by his companions. Time passec

smoothly on, till relentless disease seized him as his victim, anc

prostrated his manly form. His malady commenced with t

Jiarrhoea, but terminated in a fever. Confined to the rough

couch of his narrow tent, he passed day after day in lonely medi-

tation, as he felt his strength fast wasting away. " O, that I

could see my mother !" would he often exclaim; on suddenly

awaking from a feverish dream. But no mother stood by him tc

smooth his burning brow, and with guardian-angel care, ease his

rough passage from life; no sister bent over him as he contended

with the fell destroyer ; but a few cold, unfeeling strangers only

were there, as the icy bands of death closed around him, and hi&

manly spirit was released from its earthly tabernacle. He died.

No friend shrouded his remains, and prepared him for the coffin
^

no parents shed tears of affection over his clayey form ; no sob-

bing wife or sisters bent over his coffin-lid to catch the last linger-

ing look; no throng of mourners followed him to the tomb; no

church-bell tolled at his departure ; no venerable clergyman ut

tered a prayer at the funeral, and administered heavenly consola-

tion to the weeping. Wrapt in his own blanket, a few neighbor
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ing miners bear him a few paces back of his tent, and deposit

him in the ground. Hurriedly, the coarse gravel is thrown in

upon the uncoffined corpse. He is buried. There, by the side

of that cool spring, at the foot of the Sierra Nevada, sleep the re-

mains of Charles Mason. No marble monument marks the spot

;

no lettered tomb. stone stands at the head of the grave ; no rose-

bush or weeping-willow grows there, planted by the hand of

affection ; that dear mother cannot pay her weekly visits there,

and shed burning tears over the grave of her only son. But there

the mournful howl of the coyote is heard ; the wild birds scream

in the mountains, and the hoarse winds whistle through the

branches of the tall pines. As the widowed mother gathers her

little family around the domestic altar, and lifts her feeble voice to

heaven in prayer on every returning eve, one seat is vacant
;

one seat is vacant around the fire-side of the family circle ; one

vacant seat at the table ; one in the old church pew.

More than two years elapsed before that sorrow-stricken family

could hear anything of the fate of Charles, and then not till

accident enabled me to forward them the melancholy intelli-

gence.

How many have thus found their graves among these mountain

ranges, who left home with strong hopes and stout hearts—visions

of gold dancing through their minds. How many sleep thus

lonely on the plains ; how many on the Isthmus ; and over how

many have the curling waters closed, as their lifeless remains

were cast unceremoniously over the railing of the steamboat and

the unseaworthy sail-vessel. Many an unrecorded tale of sorrow,

suffering and death has followed in the train of California gold-

hunting.

Call it weakness if you please, but when the life-giving spirit

shall quit this mass of flesh and bones, my prayer to Heaven is

that this lifeless form may find a lodgment in the old family

church.yard by the side of my mother.

" Let my death-slumber be where a mother's prayer,

And a sister's tear shall mingle there
;

For 'twill be sweet, ere the heart's throb is o'er,

To know, when its fountains shall gUBh no more,

Those I su fondly have yearned for will come

To plant the first. wiM-tfnwrr of ppringr on my tomb."

—Selector!.
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TO —
Am I not thine—thv truest friend ?

Thine by a deathless tie

—

A friendship which will never end,

A love that may not die 1

Yes, I am thine—around thy heart

My mem'ry still doth twine,

And of my inmost life, a part

la thine, forever thine.

1 linger o'er the vanish'd hours,

Sacred to love, and thee,

And on their graves I scatter flow're,

Sweet flow'rs of memory.

1 know that often on thy way,

In sorrow, or in glee,

Thy heart will turn to life's young day,

And kindly think of me.

And yet our paths are sunder'd wide,

—

Between us, billows roar

—

My bark is tossing on the tide

—

Thine moor'd by home's green shore.

Over thy calm, unbroken life,

May no dark clouds descend,

Oh ! may no notes with discord rife

Wilh thy heart's music blend.

But may the strongest, purest ties

Of hearth, and home be thine,

—

A type on earth of Paradise-

Affection's holy shrine.

Perchance, on earth, we ne'er may meet,

But on the evening air,

Wafted to heav'n with incense sweet,

I'll breathe thy name in pray'r

—

And, though thy lips move not in words,

Thy heart will pray for me,

And o'er the tuneful spirit-chords

Will sweep the melody.

Thus—thus on earth—and then, in heaven,

When life's short dream is o'er,—

Where friendship's ties are never riv'n

—

We'll meet to part no more.
Edla

Augu st, 1864.
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THE CHEERFUL BOT
BY AUNT HATTIE.

This morning, it was raining very fast, as it had been doing,

almost without intermission, for the past three days, when I put

i n a thick dress and overshoes, wrapped myself in a large shawl,

an 1, taking an umbrella, started out. I soon had reason to regret

having carried the last named article, for the wind blew so hard

that I found it impossible to keep it raised ; so I put it down, and

walked on, without any shelter from the driving, pattering rain.

" What ! walked out when it was raining so?'* I hear you ask.

Yes, for I wanted to go to the post office. I was away from

home, and I knew that a mail had arrived during the night, and

hoped it had brought something for me. Though I thought the

weather might clear up during the day, I did not feel like waiting

in suspense ; 60, as there was no one to send, I went in the rain

to see if there were any letters. It was very cold and disagree-

able out, and ihe streets looked deserted. People were glad to

stay by the warm fire, and read or talk, so as to forget the cheer-

less state of things out of doors.

As the cold winds chilled me, I drew the folds of my shawl

closer and hurried on, thinking of the letters I hoped to get from

home ; and when I reached the post office, there they Were, sure

enough ! just the ones I wanted ! My heart told me they were

lor me, as soon as I espied them in the box, and before I was

near enough to see a word of the direction on them. Yet other

persons' letters besides mine are placed in that box. As I went

back, with those letters in my hand, I cared nothing for the cold,

nor for the rain, which was still falling, for I was thinking what

a treat 1 should have in reading them. I turned them over and

over as I walked rapidly forward, and had just pulled one open

far enough to see the words, " All well, and send love to you,"

when my attention was arrested by hearing a child singing, in

clear tones, " at the top of its voice." I looked around, and saw

a little boy coming, with a ^eavy load of something that looked

bite a bag of meal. His Una clothes were already drenched by

the rain, and the siglit of his bare feet, on that wet, cold ground,

niade me shudder. The wind blew him about so that he could

scarcely walk, and once I stopped, thinking " there, he is going



THE CHEERFUL BOY. 279

to fall now !" but no, he regained his looting, and his hat, too,

which had been blown off, though he was bent nearly double by

the load he carried. As he C8me nearer, I saw that ho was g all

in a shiver" from the cold, yet still, he sung as merrily as before.

" That little fellow has a brave heart," I thought to myself; and

i slackened my pace, that I might observe him more closely.

Encouraged by my smile, he nodded, and said, 4< Aint it cold to-

day, lady?"
M Indeed, it is cold," I answered, 44 and you ought not to b©

barefoot in such weather as ihis ; have you no shoes?"

M Yes, ma'am, I have a pair, but mother won't let me wear

them in the rain ; she says the wet will make them go just a» fast

again, and that poor folks must be careful not to abuse their

things."

44 Why did you come out, then ?"

41 Oh, I had to ; there was no meal in the house for breakfast
j

and though my brother and me could do with potatoes, mother

couldn't; so I had to fitch some."
t% Didn't I hear yo« singing, just now ?

w

" Oh yes ; I was singing to keep the cold off."

••Does that keep it off?"

44 Well, it keeps me from thinking how cold I am, and that Is

just the same," he said, pleasantly. 4 T always sing when 1 am
cold or hungry, and that makes me forget it. When I get tired a

working, too, I begin to sing, and then I can work aloiig without

knowing it."

« Who taught you to sing ?"

" Oh, nobody Uarnt me ; 1 just picked it up of myself, though

I've heered more tunes since I went to Sunday bchool than ever

I'd a thought of."

u You attend Sunday School, then ?"

« 4 Yes, I wouldn't miss it for nothin 1—it's so pretty to hear

them all singm'— I go this way," he added, bs we camo to a crosa

road.

44 How far do you live from here?''

,J About a half-amile, I reckon."
4< A half a mile further to go in this rain, and you so cold and

wet, now ?"

4< Oh, I'll soon be there," he said, as he trudged on, an 1 in a

moment I heard him singing, as cheerily as if he were warm and

dry, sitting by a bright fire.
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** That is right," I said to myself. "Sing away, and forget how
uncomfortable you are. Though poor and uneducated, you are a

true philosopher. You don't sit down and grieve over hardships
;

when things don't go right with you, instead of fretting aboui it,

you raise your voice and drive away the vexation, by singing.

Even hunger and fatigue cause you little annoyance so long as

you can sing ! That's wise ! sing on—sing cheerily on through

life ! Sing away all the sharp corners and rough edges which

would otherwise wound you."

And then I thought what a good thing it would be if all boys

and girls had his courage ; but I know some who have not. I

have seen boys, older than he, who thought it a great hardship

to be required to get up of a morning in time to breakfast with

the family. They have a pleasant room to sleep in, are awa-

kened by a kind voice, and find comfortable clothes all laid

ready for them to put on
;
they know that a nice breakfast is

prepared for them, and yet they are so cross that they seem

much more disposed to scold than to " sing." Suppose they

had to trudge off, in a soaking rain, with no shoes, for the ma-

terials to make breakfast of, would they be able to sing as they

toiled on with their heavy load ? Others feel cross because

they are required to go to school, and spend their time in gain-

ing knowledge. I have seen some of them sauntering along,

with their books in their hands, looking as miserable as if some

great hardship was demanded of them
;
when, if they appre-

ciated their privileges as they ought to, they would go singing

for very joy, to think the opportunity was thus afforded them of

gaining an education,

Some little girls think it very hard that their mothers require

them to mend their own clothes ; and when they sit down with

their needles and thimbles, they pout out their lips, and say to

themselves, in a fretful way, " Oh dear, how tiresome this work

is ! Mother need not make me do it
!"

My young friends, does the task seem any easier by fretting

thus ? If not, just try singing at your work, and see if you do

not get on faster with it.

Take care, all of you, or that poorly-clad illiterate boy J saw

this morning, will accomplish more in life than you do, because

he makes his duties and troubles seem lighter, by singing over

them, while you make yours heavier, by fretting and pouting.—

Cin. Herald.
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SONNET.
JUDITH

M The beautiful Widow of Manasseh. '»

O thou brave woman's heart, that beats so high

With inborn nobleness, a giant stay,

Whose aid thy feebler warriors well might pray

;

Though they were Titan's sons, whose arms outvie

The mythic gods of Saturn's warlike sky.

Bold as the Persians, dauntless as the Medes,

Yet weak 89 infants, when thou doff'd thy weeds,

And dared the hosts of Assur's chivalry.

Thou valiant one, who on Bethelid's plains

Turned firmly to thy God, and sought that He
Would move thy woman arm to clear the chains,

And let its kindred, the oppressed go free,

Hector himself would quail beneath thine eye—

And memory loves thy name, fair Merari.

Pejisolub.

July, 1854.

fWritten for the "Maple fteaf."

"
I LOVE GOD, AND EVERYBODY, AND EVERYTHING THAT GOD HAG MADE,"

A TRUE INCIDENT.

An aged man lay on his death-bed. For many wearisome

days and months that bed had been his home. Through the

long days of the sultry Summer he was there—unable to rise

and go forth in the glad sunshine, and to the green forests

that he loved so well. True, loving hands cooled his fevered

brow, and moistened his parched lips. The gentle tones of

affection greeted his ear, and sought to cheer the weariness of

the sick chamber. The youngest and loveliest of his house-

hold band, forgot not to bring to her father's pillow the wild

flowers which, in health, he had with so much delight made

his study ; but it was not, after all, like gathering them in their

forest home, with his own hand. As the curtains at evening

were drawn aside to admit the fresh breeze to the couch of

uffering, how often had he Jonged to go forth again—once

more to walk erect in health and strength—again to visit his

loved haunts, and, more than all, to engage again in his much
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loved work of breaking the * Bread of Life" to a cherished

flock, who were now without an under-shepherd to go in and

out before them. The beautiful, but sad days of Autumn had

also found him there. Only in imagination, aided by

memory, had he seen the changes going on in nature, in

which the fresh greenness of Spring and Summer were

exchanged for the varied tints of Autumnal colors. He had

not, as formerly, seen the ripe fruits and golden corn gathered

by the husbandman. True, many gifts of delicious fruits came
to his bed-side, but though he thanked the givers, deep in his

heart was the desire again himself to go forth, to pluck the

fru:t and flower. He had lingered through the long dreary

Winter. He had listened with sadness to the wild raving of

the Storm-King, and had seen from his window the snow-

wreaths, covering field and hill. Latterly, his thoughts had

made frequent visits to the burial place, where, it seemed too

probable, a snowy bed would be made for him before another

Spring should again gladden the earth. By degrees he had

come to look forward with calmness to this last resting-place.

The inner struggle and conflict had not been slight, as he

thought of bidding a final farewell to the beautiful world, which

all his life long he had loved so to behold in its various phases

of Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter. He had passed

through the trial of giving up his beloved people, with whom,

fot nearly a third of a century he had labored in the Gospel.

At first, he would gladly have toiled on longer in his Master's

vineyard, for he knew that though the " harvest was great, the

laborers were few." Then, too, he had suffered the anguish of

giving up his precious family. It cost many days and nights

of agony when he anticipated leaving these loved ones, unpro-

tected, to the mercies of the world. But now the conflict is

all over. His faith and hope burn brightly, and with undimmed

eye he can look upon the faces of those he so soon shall see no

more. As he thinks of those of his fire-side circle who are

safely gathered into the fold above, he longs to be there also

;

and he can cheerfully trust the lambs he is shortly to leave

behind, to the loving care of the " Good Shepherd," knowing

that he will gather them also, in his own good time, into the

heavenly fold.

But one longing desire yet lingers in the breast of the dying
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man : 'Us to look again upon the earth in its Spring-tide beauty.

He would again hear the voice of singing birds—again inhale

the odor of the early Spring flowers before he goes hence, to

be here no more. He knows that he is going to a world

where it will be Spring-time always ; yet his heart longs to

look once more upon the scenes he has loved all his lifetime.

His wish is granted. The bright glad Spring has come
again. Through the open window comes the fragrance of

leaf and blossom ; the youngest daughter has been to the

woody dell, where bloom the earliest violets, and brought hence

not violets only, but others of her father's favorites. The birds

are singing in peace and gladness their evening song. Around

the death-couch are gathered the sorrowing children of the

dying Christian, with mauy who knew and loved him for his

Master's sake. His three daughters—the youngest just in the

freshness of early womanhood—have received their father's

dying counsel—they have, as they believe, heard his last words.

For some time he has been unconscious, and the lethargy of

death is fast stealing o'er him. Suddenly he arouses; he

speaks in a voice scarcely audible, asking them to sing his

favorite hymn, "There is a land of pure delight." With fal-

tering tones they begin, but when they come to the stanza

beginning, "There everlasting Spring abides," the dying

father joins the 6train, and in a firm voice sings through the

verse. The effect is startling, k solemn silence of several

moments ensues. Again he speaks—" / love God, and every*

body, and everything that God has made" It is the language of

his heart—a heart ever overflowing with love. He repeats it in

a louder, plainer tone—" J love God, and everybody, and every-

thing which God has made.'* And these are his last words. He
speaks not again. A few more feeble breathings, and that

loving heart is at rest. He has gone to behold the God he

loves, and to drink in more fully the d9ep beauty there is in the

works of God. S.

All is order, all is harmony in the universe, because the whole

universe is a thought of God ; and it appears as a combination of

organisms, each of which is only an integral part of one stili more

sublime. God alone contains them all, without making a part of

any,— Guyot.
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EDITORIAL.

The Summer, so sultry and oppressive, is over now, according to the

calendar, though she often encroaches upon Autumn, giving us July heat

in September. All will welcome the cooler days, which this month usually

brings ; and we hope that the change in the weather will restore to our

city, numbers, who, a few short weeks since, fled with their household

treasures from the first breath of the pestilence. Happy will it be for them

if, when gathering again round the social board, in their own homes, they

find no vacant seats at their table, no missing faces in their family circle.

To many of those who have remained here through the season, the coming

of Autumn will but deepen the remembrance of the sad scenes of Buffering

and death which they have witnessed, it may be in which they have parti*

cipated. How many desolate homes and hearts does the coming of

September find in this city, and in other places, which have suffered from

the ravages of the Cholera. The Death-Angel has looked in upon many a

happy household, and suddenly i* changed the countenance " of one

—

perhaps of more than one—of those who were the joy or reliance of the

family. M 8ny orphaned hearts are proving the bitterness of the cup which

has been pressed to their lips—they know what it is to be fatherless or

motherless ; and in some instances entire families have together gone down
to the grave. It seems as if it were almost a merciful stroke which cuts

down a whole family at once, if they are but prepared to go ; for then there

are no breaking hearts left behind to mourn over their dead. Now that the

dark cloud is lifted, and we can breathe freely, the past teems like a

troubled dream ; but, alas, there is too much painful reality in it : many
hearts, yet bleeding with agony, will carry to their graves the remembrance

of the Summer of 1854 in this Cholera-smitten city. But with earnest

gratitude we would acknowledge the mercy which has rebuked the pesti-

lence, and given us again health and prosperity. Surely we ought to be a

loiser and a better people after so fearful a lesson.

We wish to anticipate, and at the same time to disarm all criticism with

regard to this month's issue of the " Maple Leaf," by saying that it has

been prepared for the press in the absence of the Editor, who left tho city as

soon as the sickness abated, so that she could do so. A number of letters

have been received from her, in all of which she makes grateful mention of

the cordial hospitality she has received in Upper Canada. We trust that

she will derive the highest benefit from her journey, in renewed health and

invigorated spirits, and that no future number of the magazine will suffer

from her absence. With this explanation, we resign the editorial chair, to

which we are all unused, and commit our labors to the clemency of the

reader.

The little piece, " A Cheerful Boy," being from the pen of a very dear

friend, we were glad to insert, though not written for this Magazine.

To the regular contributors of the " Maple Leaf" we return thanks, for

their promptness in sending their communications. A number of other

articles have been received, which arc carefully laid aside, awaiting' the

return of the Editor.
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[Written for the Maple Leaf.

REMINISCENCE OP A DAY IN DUBLIN.

I found myself approaching "Dublin sweet city" one fine

morning in the month of June, Anno Domini, 1847 ; the year of

the potatoe disease, death in Skibereen, Lord John Russell's

11 ten millions," soup kitchens, public subscriptions civil and

military, charity sermons, charity concerts, charity balls, and

charity boxing-matches, (a fact,) all for "poor ould Ireland."

The morning was cool, and the country I passed through beau*

tiful. Here and there, on the hill-side and in the dale, the

smoke was rising lazily, but picturesquely, from some humble

Irish cabin. How interesting they are, and how they add to

the beauty of the landscape, these Irish huts, when they are

seen by the light of the rising sun, and the ivy which luxuri-

ates around their old mud walls is glistening with dew ; or when
seen by the rich light of the sunset, their lowly moss-cov-

ered chimneys are dyed with the crimson light of departing

day. But, alas, " 'tis distance lends enchantment to the view

when you approach one of them, the aspect of everything

changes, and the Irish cabin, like many more things in this

world, is most interesting and beautiful when seen from afar.

As the morning sun was casting his glories upon the waters

of the Irish channel, and lighting up with the smile of Aurora the

gloomy brow of the " Hill o* Howth"—of St. Patrick notoriety,

I found myself within the boundaries of Clontarff, a 6mall ancient

town, about three miles to the north-east of Dublin. Here, in

1013, the battle of Clontarff was fought, so famous in Irish his-

tory. I looked around me for some rustic chronicler with whom
I might converse on the celebrated engagement, and I found one

in an old peasant who was leaning over alow turf wall, listlessly

gazing around him, whistling a few bars and singing a few

lines alternately. As I approached him he was ranting over

with great spirit the words

—

*' My name is bould Morgan Macarthy from Trim,

My relations all died, except one brother Jim—

"Good morning, sir," said I, accosting him.

" Good morning, kindly,
1 * was his ready reply.

" You are merry this morning," said I.
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" Well," he replied, " sure what's the use o' being down-heart-

ed these hard times."

Alter a few more words, I brought forward the subject of the

celebrated battle, and he pointed out to me the ground where it

was fought, and told me exultingly of the utter defeat of the Danes,

and pointed out the very spot where Brian Boru, king o' Munster,
** druve" them into the " say." The nationality so conspicuous

in the Jrish character, awoke in the old peasant with the recital,

and 1 could not help feeling touched myself, and felt a kind of

sorrow at parting with him.

Leaving Clontarff, I struck in towards the city. From the

road, the city view lying spread out in the distance is grand and

imposing ; while on the left, the Bay of Dublin, said to be the

most beautiful in the world, next to that of Naples, lies with .its

waves and woods, mountains, shores, and sky. Dublin is very

ancient. It is said to have been a place of importance in the

time of the Romans. The impression it made upon my mind on

my first entrance into it was a rather unfavorable one
;
though

taken singly or separately, Dublin has many fine buildings,

some of her bridges, over the Liffy, are handsome, while others

are meagre enough. The Custom-HouRe, with its statuary and

architectural decorations ; the Bank of Ireland, where the legis-

lators of Hibernia, half a century ago, held their deliberations ,*

the Castle, the abode of the Lord Lieutenant, Ireland's King;

the Four Courts, with its ancient gate-ways and weather-beaten

Btatues ; and Sackville Street, with its fine monument to Nelson

standing in its centre, all attract the attention of the stranger,

—

but the narrow streets and brick buildings, with which they are

generally surrounded, impair the grandeur of their appearance.

I spent the early part of the day within the walls of Trinity

College, among its play grounds and shady walks. I almost felt

inspired as I trod the same ground where Goldsmith had conned

his task, and the author of " Lallan Rhook" had, perhaps, loiter,

ed at 6unset, humming over some Irish melody. This University

is said to be one of the most richly endowed in Europe. Dean

Swift was educated here. And it is said that he entered rather

freely into the follies and prank3of youth when a student. Once

after being guilty of some irregularity, he was obliged to go down

upon his knees and beg the pardon of one of his superiors. This

Buperior owed his position in Trinity, not to his worth or talents,
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but to the patronage of the Duke of Wharton, who presented him

with the Jiving, on one of the most degrading of all condi-

tions ! What an impressive lesson is here for youthful ge-

nius ! Let the young who imagine that talents will atone for in-

discretion and imprudence, look upon this young man, whose

name was soon to be ranked among the great names of his coun.

try, bowing before such a man, and learn that genius without pru-

dence and good moral behaviour cannot save them from hurniiia

tion and disgrace.

Leaving Trinity College, I visited the Royal Dublin Society

House. It contains an extensive Museum, a fine collection of

paintings and statuary, and a library of twelve thousand volumes,

besides manuscripts. The Museum, among the more remarka-

ble of its contents, has a mummy brought from the Great Pyra-

mid ; a skeleton of the fossil deer of Ireland more than twelve

feet in height, dug up from a bog in the County of Limerick ; and

a bronze image, of Boodha, brought from one of the sacred cav-

erns of the East, that cradle of man and his religions. The col-

lection of minerals and rocks is very extensive ; two pieces of

rock, one from Mount Sinai, the other from Mount Calvary, at-

tracted my earnest attention, for I thought they might have been

trod upon by Moses and the Messiah, the two great lawgivers of

the Jewish and Christian faiths. The Ornithological department

is also well furnished, and there is a goodly variety of the strange

inhabitants of the deep, with a multitude of " four-footed beasts"

and " creeping things." When the mind has been for some time

absorbed in the contemplation of the wonders of nature, animate

and inanimate, with which these rooms are stored, the following

passage from Job, written in large letters above the principal en-

trance, sinks upon it with impressive solemnity :
—"Ask now the

beasts, and they shall teach thee ; and the fowls ot the air, and

they shall declare unto thee : Who knoweth not in all these that

the hand of the Lord hath wrought this?"

After Kildare Street, I visited the two Cathedrals,—Christ's

Church and St. Patrick's,—both very old. Christ's Church is a

massy edifice ; St. Patrick's has a more ancient appearance ; the

ironical Swift was Dean here, and he is now buried within its

walls by the side of Mrs. Hester Johnson, his well-known

« Stella."

After nightfall the streets of Dublin have a very animated ap-
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pearance, at least they seemed so to me, for I could not help

thinking that there was a dull listlessness hanging over them dur-

ing the day ; bat at night all is life and bustle. The street lamps

which shone brilliantly, and the glaring lights streaming from the

shop windows illumed the various streams of human beings as

they glided onward ; the fine lady and the squallid fruit-vender,

the sparkling gentleman and the hollow-cheeked mendicant.

Passing along Sackville Street bridge, I leant over the parapet to

gaze upon the Liffy flowing darkly on its way. There has al*

ways appeared to me something solemn in a river flowing through

a large city in the night time. And I have often thought, as I

gazed upon it, that it resembled the life of man. The water

which then flowed dark and silent beneath me, had in the morn-

ing flowed through rural banks, to the songs of birds, gilded by

the beams of the rising sun, and kissed by the balmy breath of

the morning—like man in " life's morning march" when every,

thing seems to him bright and beautiful, and he is himself fair and

unpolluted. The river at night has become contaminated with

the filth of the city, and though the city lamps throw the glim-

mer of their lights upon its bosom, they are but poor substitutes

for the brightness of the morning, and it creeps gloomily on to its

destination. So is it often with man
;
though friendihip, love,

and other heavenly feelings which linger, and are sometimes seen

like M angel visits" among us, throw, like the city lights, their fee-

ble glimmerings upon his heart, yet it is night, dreary, dark night,

with him when compared with his morning course.

As I strolled leisurely towards my place of rest for the night, I

was attracted to the wall which runs along the river's edge all

through the city, by a crowd which appeared to be collected round

some object ef interest. On pressing myself into the centre of it, I

beheld the most mournful spectacle I ever witnessed. A poor wo-

man who appeared to have come from the country, for she seemed

to have been travelling, was sitting in the dark, with her back

against the wall dying of hunger, with a child in her arms already

cold and stiff in death ! Poor little thing, it was saddening to

look upon its stiff emaciated features ; and yet it was a relief to

think that it had escaped from a world where, in all probability,

had it lived, it was destined to experience nothing but hunger and

peverty ! The dying mother and dead child were taken off in a

cart to one of the hospitals, of which Dublin has more, of one
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kind and another, than any city I have ever visited. With this

melancholy incident I close my "Reminiscence of a day is

Dublin."

Ada.
Montreal, Sept. 1854.

[For the Maple Leaf.

LOVE.
BY PERSOLUB.

'It is decreed by Heaven above,

That soon or late we all must love."

There is something, I suppose a guardian angel, whispering me
Beware ; but then, I am safely chambered in the quietness of my
room, and, therefore, whence the danger 1 I can sit here com-

paratively free from trembling, and fancy I see bright eyes flash-

ing, and lily hands clutching with a keen energy the Maple Leaf.

Ah, Love !

" Love rules iho court, the camp, the grove,

And men below, and saints above."

A potent word is lo\e. To the affected 'tis not only a definition

to every word in the vocabulary of our language, but it also gives

a u local habitation and a name" to those otherwise inexplicable

thoughts and emotions that burn in the breast of every Adam,
when he cries aloud

—

. Return fair Eve,

Part of my bou! I seek tbec, and thee claim—

My other half."

When first this fair earth began its course, there was everything

to love, and nothing to hate, consequently the earliest or most an-

cient historic records give due precedence to love as the first ac-

knowledged or noted mental passion. With this graceful and pro-

found exordium, I once essayed a brilliant and philosophic speech

before the members of a very respectable club; but alas, the

myrtle was beyond my reach, for she was there, and thus were

my searching arguments and polished peroration lost, forever lost.

How could it be otherwise ? Some person has written that

*• The mail-clad warrior trembles, in her presence, like a child.*'

And, although I am not aware that a real mail-clad warrior

ever woo'd her, 1 have olten seen strapping militia-men turn
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pale and tremble nervously, when in her presence. Their " migh-

ty swords," forgetting all grace and dignity, would dangle foolishly,

placing the wearer in every possible awkward " fix" and uncouth

attitude. Though but a glance, it gave to the sunbrowned face a

deeper tinge, streaking the cheeks with a changing white and

blue, making even the ears a transparent crimson, softened the

hand, hard with toil, and made it keenly sensitive to those tickling

little fingers, that would find their way through the knottiest beard,

and laid upon your eyelids, would weigh them down so gently, yet

with unequalled power.

Dipping my pen I purposed the expression of individual

thought, but so overwhelming is the rush of thought already

within, that of necessity I yield, and doffing the spangled and

attractive garb of the "lion," am well content to don a leas

showy costume, while I perform the humble duties of scene-

shifter to a few of the "greater lights" who are, with your kind

permission, to tread the stage. The bell rings, and the curtain

slowly rolling upward, reveals a poet of the olden time, our

first great artist, the musical Spenser, and whom I beg to in-

troduce with a stanza from Barry Cornwall, the poet of the

heart ; 'twill do for the epilogue.

*< Love the poet, pretty one,

He unfoldeth knowledge.. fair,

Lessons of the earth and sun

—

And of azure air,"

Spenser has but little to say, but will say that little as few

•thers could.
M O sacred fire that burnest mightily

In living breasts, kindled first above,

Amongst th' eternal spheres and lamping sky,

And thence poured into men, which men call love.

"Tie that sweet fit which does true beauty love,

And chooseth virtue for its dearest dame.

Whence spring all noble deeds, and never-dying fam«."

Circumscribed as are my limits, I should not, but must quote

from him again, this for the

" Forsaken woful solitary maid."

It is the passionate language of 44 Una."

" The lion, lord of every beast in field,

Quoth she, his princely puissance doth abate,

And mighty proud to humble weak does yield,
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Forgetful of the hungry rage which late

Him prick'd with pity of my sad estate

;

But he ray lion and my noble lord,

How does he find in cruel heart to hate

Her, that him iov'd, and ever most ador'd

As the God of my life ? why hath he me abhorrM."

Many will find these lines difficult to read, but those who are

well acquainted with the particular speed, and at other times

apparent sluggishness, of Christabel, will be able to read and

feel the presence of a spirit almost divine.

But here is something which the majority will like much

better , 'tis from Marlowe. He, too, had tasted love, the keen

appreciative love of a poet ; for when Faustus summons Helen,

he speaks as love could only prompt

:

" Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss,

—

Her lipa suck forth my soul ! see where it flies.

Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again.

Here will I dwell, for heav'n is in these lips—

And all is dross that is not Helena.

• . • _ » • • • • . •

Oh thou art fairer than the evening air,

Clad in the beauty of a thousand stare."

I think these lines exquisite ; they insensibly lead one to

Coleridge's " broad breasted old oak tree," inducing the same

feeling.

I guess 'twas frightful then to see

A lady so richly clad as she,—

Beautiful exceedingly."

The dreariest days may darken, clouding life with gloom,

but everyday is not a dark one. These changes are but tempo-

rary, and are by the wise, patiently borne. I have met many
who could not endure the slightest cross in love, although 'tis

as true in this case as in any other, that those who would wear
the crown, must first learn to bear the cross. Thus, love may
be " a re-delight," 6i a labyrinth of doubts," er as many other

things, vexatious and painful, as the always experimenting little

beauty may choose to make it j but as was said long ago, who
does not say now.

"Yet hurt her not, lest I sustain the smart,

Which am content to lodge her in my heart."

I think just now, that the best illustration we have of love is

from the universal pen of " Will, of Avon."
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When you speak, sweet,

I'd have you do it ever j when you sing,

I'd have you buy and sell so, bo give alms :

Pray so, and for the ord'ring your affairs,

To sing them too. When you dance, 1 wish you

A wave o' the sea, that you might ever do

Nothing but that; move still, still so,

And own no other function ; each your doing

So singular in each particular,

Crowns what you're doing in the present deeds,

That ail your acts are queens."

The chief charm of love is constancy, and those who fancy

that love " may fly like a bird from tree to tree,*' will experi-

ence the most bitter disappointment. A wanton fancy never

knew those
u Hopes and fears that kindle hope,

An undistinguishable throng,

And gentle wishes long subdued,

Subdued and cherished long.**

That " ocean of life" on which all young lovers are em-

barked, can never prove a u sunless sea," if they do but love

faithfully ; if false, then must all order and beauty perish,

for "Chaos is come again."

A clergyman lately illustrated the necessity of corporal pun-

ishment for thi correction of Juvenile depravity with the re-

mark, that " the child, when once started in a course of evil

conduct, was like a locomotive on the wrong track—it takes

the switch to get it off."

Decidedly Cool.—An Arkansas volunteer in the Mexican

war, riding on horseback, came across an Illinoian who was

shot in the leg. The Illinoian told him he was wounded, and

suggested to be taken up and conveyed out of danger. "Arkan-

sas" placed him on behind his saddle, and fastened him to him-

self with a leathern strap. While they were hastening from

danger a grape shot took " Illinois' " head off, but f
k Arkansas"

thought he had only fainted from fatigue and pain. When a

safe place was arrived at, the horseman released his charge,

and seeing his head was gone, exclaimed, " Well, these Illi-

noians are the greatest liars. Here's a rascal with his head

cut off, when he told me he was only shot in the leg. You can't

believe a word they say."
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SPONGES.

There are few subjects which h&ve so long puzzled naturalists

as the real nature of Sponges, whether they are vegetable or ani.

mal substances. Great names may be mentioned as maintaining

each side of the question, and some indeed vacillating from one

to the other, and back again. But, thanks to the aid of the

microscope and the patient and accurate observations of Doctor

Grant, the fact may be considered as now firmly and satisfactorily

established that they are living creatures, of a low organisation

indeed, but still of a most curious nature.

4t Sponges," says Dr. Johnston, " appear to be true zoophytes ;

and it imparts additional interest to their study, to consider them,

as they probably are, the first cradle of organic life, and exhibiting

before us the lowest organisation compatible with its existence."

" Having put a small branch of the Spongia coalita^ with some

sea-water, into a watch-glass, under the microscope," Dr. Grant

says, u on moving the watch-glass, so as to bring one of the aper-

tures on the side of the sponge fully into view, I beheld, for the

first time, the splendid spectacle of this living fountain vomiting

forth from a circular cavity an impetuous torrent of liquid matter,

and hurling along in rapid* succession opaque masses, which it

strewed everywhere around. The beauty and novelty of such a

scene in the animal kingdom long arrested my attention, but
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after twenty five minut> •
r <•< nstant observation, I was obliged

10 withdraw my eye fro < none without having seen the torrent

for one mutant change it> direction, or diminish in the slightest

deg-ee fhe rapidity of its course. I continued to watch the >ame

orifice at short intervals for five hours, sometimes observing it lor

a qinrter <>f an hour at a time, but siill the stream rolled on with

a constant and equal velocity. About the end of this time, how-

ever, I observed the cum nt become perceptibly la gmd ; the

small opaque flakes which had neen thrown out with so much
impetuosity at the beginning were now propelled to a shorter

distance from the onfice, and fell to the boitom of the fluid within

the sphere of vision; ami in one hour more the current had

entirely ceased." From numerous experiments on many species,

Dr. Grant infers that all Sponges in a living s-tate exhibit this sort

of c'ncu'Mtion, imbibing the untainted waier by the pores, and

pr ioe I'ng t in regular currents through the wide csnals.

The Sponge Hnlichondria oculoia may be found hanging from

the under surface of rocks about the low-water mark of spring

tides. A very curious specimen of this was found growing on

the b'ck i>f a small crab, a burden apparently as disproportionate

as was that of Atlas, and yet the creature was seemingly little

inconvenienced with its arboreous excrescence. Indeed, the

protection and safety which the Crab would derive from the

Sponge might more than compensate the hindrance opposed to

its freedom and activity. When at rest its prey might seek

without suspicion the shelter afforded amid the thick branches of

the Sponge, and become easy captures; while when in motion

scarce, an enemy could recognise it under such a guise, and the

boldest might be startled at the sight of such a monster.* *

Another species of Halichondria, the Funnel-shaped Sponge,

is found occasionally on the shores of the northern islands, bear-

ing an analogy to the Neptune's Cup of the Tndian Ocean, vastly

inferior indeed in size, but excelling it in neatness of texture and

sponginess.

Some Crabs of the Caribbean I&lands " have on their backs

houses «»f Sponge excavated and fitted to their shapes, under

winch they be concealed while their prey approaches. In one

species the houses were inimitably cut. having loop-holes (or the

eyes, ami ridges on which the dorsal legs were fixed. The sponge

• Johnston on British Sponges.
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does not lose its vitality, though it is probably cut and modelled

by the Crab, a circumstance which would assist it in deceiving

the animal on which it feeds."*

A few species of the Spenge of theUlvaB family are used at table.

The Laciniated Purple Laver (Porphyra luciniata), belonging to a

genus distinguished by the delicacy of color and glossy hue of

the frond, is very abundant on rocks and stones. This and the

Common Purple Laver (P. vulgaris), if indeed they are not both

the same plant distinguished only by size, is much eaten in many

places, particularly in the south of England, pickled with salt, and

preserved in jars, and, when brought 10 table, served up with

lemon-juice and Cayenne pepper. It requires a little courage,

perhaps, at first to taste it, but it is in general very much liked by

those who once eat it. The collecting and preparing it affords

occupation to many families on the north coast of Devonshire.

According to Lightfoot, the inhabitants of the Western Islands

gather it in the month of March, and, after poundingand macer-

ating it with a little water, eat it with pepper, vinegar, and

butter. Others stew it with leeks and onions. In Scotland and

Ireland it is called Sloke or Slokaun.

A green species, oaest abuadant, called Green Laver, or

Oyster-green ( Viva latissima), is also served at table in the same

manner as the former. This diet is esteemed good, as almost all

esculent vegetables are, for scrofulous habits. L ;ghtloot says that

the islanders ascribe to it an anodyne virtue, ai.d bind it about the

forehead and temples to assuage head -ache in fevers and to pro-

cure sleep.

A singular species, named Viva thermaliS) from its place of

growth, was found flourishing in the hot-springs of Gastein, where

the water was of the temperature of 117 ° Fahrenheit.

This plant, also, which is attached to the stem of the Tangle,

belongs to a genus of exceedingly delicate, rose-coloured plants,

marked occasionally with faint veins towards the base ; the sur-

face of its frond is also very glossy : it derives its name, Doited

Nitophyllum (Nitnphyllum punctatem), from the seed spots

which are srattered about the frond. Another common species,

the Lacerated Nitophylum (./V*. laceratum), has the power of

attaching itself by the edges, and creeping, as it were, upon the

rocks and plants in its way; so much so, that it can hardly be

gathered without some resistance and laceration.

—

Selected,



296 SINGLE YET.

[For the Maple Leaf.

"SINGLE YET!"
BY EDLA.

" Single yet ! Is it possible that one whe used to talk so elo-

quently of the beauty of a life-union, has failed to form one for

herself?" This exclamation and question were addressed to me,
with reference to a mutual friend, by one who had launched her

bark on the sea of love, and was sailing before favoring gales on

its gentle waters.

Over her no clouds had gathered—no voice of tempest had

broken the sweet calm ©f her life—no scathing lightnings had

flashed athwart her way. Ah me, thought I, as I heard the

remark, how little does the world know of heart-histories ; how
little does the looker-on see of the depth of tenderness often con.

cealed under the gay exterior—the heart-wrung sigh which

heaves beneath the ringing laugh !

The one of whom we had been speaking had been my earliest,

most intimate friend, and to me, more than to any other, had she

unveiled her heart.

She was a plain girl—nature had lavished on her no beauty,

and yet there wa ks a certain something about her, no one could

tell what, which always insured her a full share of attention.

The gift of language was peculiarly hers; and I have often seen

her surrounded by a group of gentlemen listening, spell-bound, to

her conversation, while many a more beautiful girl was for the

time unthought of.

It was well known that several gentlemen had been deeply

interested in her, and, as she was dependent on her own exertions

for the means of support, it was to many a matter of wonder that

year after year passed by, and left her still single. Had any

one asked me, I could have told them why, with all her earnest

enthusiasm and appreciation of the happiness of a well-ordered

home, she was still tossing, a stray waif on the sea of existence.

I could have pointed them to a time when, in early youth, the

treasure of a noble heart had been laid at her feet. She was

very young

—

too young to analyze the difference between friend'

ship and love, and accepted the gift, ignorant of its value, or the

necessity of returning an equivalent.

Time passed on, and her residence was changed, from the

picturesque little village where she had passed the early spring-
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time of youth, to a place which seemed at first utterly void of

attraction; but it was destined to be to her the point from which

to reckon the longitude of life. In this obscure little place were

to be found only a few persons of her own age, and, among

them, still fewer whose tastes and pursuits were at all congenial

to her. She had enjoyed few scholastic advantages, it is true,

but those few had been improved to the utmost. She had read

much, and possessed a fund of information, which would have

done credit to many a daughter of wealth. Possessed of a tern-

perament highly susceptible of the finer emotions, she revelled in

the beauty of nature, and her heart beat in full measure to the

sweet notes of the poet's lyre. As she gazed into the deep blue

sky and counted the glittering stars, those watch-fires of angels,

or over the broad green earth, with its untold wealth of beauty

and love, she wove bright dreams of a glowing future, and her

heart went out longingly in search of some kindred spirit,—and

she was not long left to search in vain.

One there was—a young man some few years her senior, who
was prosecuting his studies in a neighboring college—whose

home was near hers. In the vacations he washer near neighbor,

and an acquaintance soon sprung up between them, which was

not long in ripening into intimacy. Day after day found them

together, reading, or talking, or at times sitting side by side in

silence. I know not what strange spell bound him. I often

thought it was only pity. She never asked or thought; it was

enough for her that he was beside her—that she was listening to

the music of his voice—that his dark, earnest eyes were gazing

kindly into hers.

When he was absent, in term-time, she was ever looking

eagerly for his return, and all her pursuits were planned with

reference to him. If she read a fine poem, she remembered all

the passages which would please him ; if a story, her admiration

of the hero was measured by his resemblance to Eustace. A
song pleased her only as she thought its notes would fall

pleasantly on his ear. And all this she did, and felt, without

suspecting that he had become to her heart a part of its life

—

that he was more to her than a brother might have been.

Rumor indeed said that he was already engaged, but this did

not trouble her—she only asked to be his friend.

With this strong attachment weaving itself into her very
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being, it is no wonder that, as time wore on, she felt that she

could never be happy with him, to whom she was virtually

pledged ; and as soon as she began to realize it, she frankly told

him so, offering him a sister's affection as a small substitute for

the devotion he had hoped to win.

And now life assumed to her a new form—set free from the

old bonds, she seemed to herself like a bark cut loose from its

moorings, and drifting amid breakers and quicksands.

Oh ! how she longed for some friendly hand to grasp the

strong cable of affection—but while she was waiting, it was

winding itself more and more firmly around the young student.

Do not deem her weak. Do not blame her that she did not

stem the tide ere it grew too mighty for her. Hers was a wo-

man's heart, and far down in its depths the waves of a death-

less love were surging. Had fortune smiled on her, you would

have lauded her devotion.

As it was, the storm-king was gathering his hosts to crush

the life from her young heart— the clouds were already lower-

ing portentiously over the horizon of her life—the cold waves

were slowly, but surely preparing to roll over her, and O, sad-

dest of all, she must stand unmoved and buffet the tempest

alone. No cry of alarm must betray her position—no scalding

tear must tell of her anguish. A fearful struggle was to be

hers—God help her to endure it !

Oh ! how rapidly flitted away the months of that last Sum-

mer, and when Autumn had donned his russet coat, how sadly

she counted the days, for she knew that, when the first snows

fell, she would be alone, for he was going away to assume the

duties and responsibilities of his profession. They ha I talked

over together all his hopes and plans—even his intended mar-

riage. She schooled herself to sympathise in all, and for his

Bake she loved his chosen bride. Yes she really loved her, and

would ever speak of her, as a sister might. Henceforth the

gentle being, who had been crowned with the garland of affec-

tion by his hand, was to be, next to him, the dearest object in

life. Oh ! how she prayed that he might indeed find happiness

in her, and, though she had won from her a priceless jewel,

she did not envy her—she only prayed that God would teach

her how to wear it.

If Eustace ever guessed the truth, he gave no evidence of it.
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He had no sister, and seemed gladly to take her home to a

hrhtiiHr** heart. Alter their separation they kept up a correg.

|)oiiitf>-irr», and in the letters, which came at intervals, she seemed

to i e over again all that was lovely in the past.

\t last it letter in his well. known hand came, telling her of

M-p consummation of his happiness, and calling on her tu sym-

pathise with him in his joy. I shall never forget the look of

hopeless, inexpressible anguish which she wore that day. I

shall never forget how, on her knees that night, when she

thought herself alone, she prayed for him and his bride, and

then, as she asked for power " to suffer and be strong," I

thought how pure and deep was 'hat love, which gave no place

to envy— which only longed for his happiness.

Sh*» rose from that prayer, outwardly calm. She had not

laid down her hurden, but an Almighty arm was helping her

to bear it. This had been the one, great sorrow of her life, and,

as its dark waters rolled over her, she had cried 44 Lord save

or I perish," and the arms of Infinite Love had closed around

her sinking soul.

The next day she wrote to Eustace, entering into the fulness

of his joy, and telling him how truly she was, what he had

called her, 44 his sister." And then she walked on in her

lonely way ; but hers was no sickly sentimentality. She was

no love-lorn maiden. Disappointed she was not for 6he bad

had no expectations. He was to her all that he had ever pro-

fessed to be—her friend. * * * • •

Years made no difference in her love to him ; though time

6wept over him, with its indellible impress, leaving ever

broader and deeper the line, and the shadow, yet, amid all its

changes, he still stood forth to her gaze, crowned with the halo

of youth and of love. With his image thus graven on her heart,

she could not give her hand to another. This is why she is

u Single yet" and, though it is a story, which no one, who
hears her ringing laugh, would guess, it is nevertheless a true

one.

Environed by her prayers, he still keeps on the even tenor

of his way, and wonders, with others, why his best friend, as

he still calls her, does not marry.

" Single yet /" Sad words, if they are indeed true, but how
few are really single. How few hearts, in this world of our-
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beat for self alone ! How few are there which have not some

sacred reminiscences—some well-trod footpaths in memory's

domain, over which wander the spectre forms of olden loves !

" Single yet?' O speak it not lightly) you cannot tell how
mournfully these words may echo through the galleries of the

heart—what monuments they are of withered hopes, of bleed-

ing hearts !

But if single here, there is one strong consolation, in heaven

there will be no barriers to divide hearts. We shall meet our

kindred spirits. We shall know as we are known—there will

be no mistakes there.

It is this hope, which cheers my friend, and, as day by day,

she commends her loved ones to His care, who is unfailing,

she looks forward to an endless union on high. God grant her

enduring love may meet its reward.

Montreal, Sept. 16th, 1854.

AUTUMNAL TIN T S. -OCTOBER.

Perhaps there is not a more beautiful sight throughout the

whole year, than that which is presented by our woods and

groves in the month of October. The richly-diversified tints

and hues of forest.trees at this season give an air of grandeur to

the landscape, which is altogether unrivalled ; and yet accompa-

nied as it is, and must be, with the thoughts of decay and

approaching desolation, the scenery of autumn generally inspires

the observer with pensive emotions, approaching to sadness.

—

The eye of man is gratified by a mild and almost uniform tint

during the period when the sun is brightest ; but at the close of

summer the richest and most varied hues are imparted to the

landscape, and the yearly exhibition ofthe phenomena of vegeta-

tion is thus terminated by a brilliant and beautiful display.

Many persons regard the autumnal coloring of the leaves of

trees as the consequence of a diseased state of the foliage, which

precedes its final decay ; others ascribe it to an alteration or dimi-

nution in the nutritive juices, which prepares the way for the fall

of the leaf by paralyzing the upper net-work. But although in

general it is true that the fall of the leaves is preceded by their

change of color, yet there are many cases in which the leaves

fall green ; and this fact must be considered of some importance,
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because if the change of color in autumn foliage were a token of

disease, and a commencement of death, we should expect the

token (o be constant throughout vegetation ; but if it be a conse-

quence or continuance of the regular action of the same agents

which preside over the other functions of the plant, and thus

exhibit a sign of life rather than a token of death, it is to be

expected that such variations should occur.

It is well known that it is at the end of summer, or in the

course of autumn, that the change in the color of leaves is pro-

duced. However varied their tints may be, they nevertheless,

with few exceptions, come to shades of yellow or red, which are

at this period the predominant colors of the landscape. This

change is far from being sudden. In general the green color in

the leaf disappears gradually
;
many leaves, however, as those of

the acacia and apricot, begin to grow yellow here and there, and

in spots. In others, as the pear tree, &c, spots of a beautiful

green remain for a long time on the orange cr yellow ground of

the leaves. Some leaves, those of the sumach for instance, begin

to change at their edges, and especially at the tip. The nerves,

and ihe adjacent parts of the parenchyma, or pulp which connects

the veins, seem to retain the green color longest. It has been

observed that leaves of the deepest green assume the red color,

and those whose green is pale, the yellow or yellowish tint.

—

Most of the leaves, however, which become red, pass through

the yellow as an intermediate tint, as in the sumach.

Light exerts a great influence upon the autumnal change in the

color of leaves ; for in those which naturally overlap each other

in part, the uncovered portion is always more quickly and more

deeply colored than the rest. By entirely sheltering from the

action of light either whole branches, or parts of leaves, it has

been found that the change of color is prevented. If an entire

leaf is excluded from the light, it falls from the stem in the green

state ; if a portion of a leaf is shaded, the remaining part changes

color, while the shaded portion retains its original hue. If leaves,

or portions of leaves, which are yellow before reddening, as those

of the sumach, are placed in the dark, the leaves fall offyellow,

or the covered part retains that color, while the rest becomes

red ; thus proving the necessity of the action of light in ali the

stages of coloring.

It is well known that the green parts of plants absorb oxygen
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during the night, and exhale a certain proportion of that gas when
exposed to the action of the sun. It has been ascertained by a

series of experiments that the leaves already colored do not dis-

engage oxygen gas by exposure to the sun's light : that when the

leaves are either colored in part, or at the point of changing color,

even although they yet appear green to the eye, they from that

moment cease to give out oxygen when exposed to the sun: that

the leaves on arriving at the very point where the tendency to

the autumnal coloring commences, continue to inspire oxygen gas

during the night, and in a quantity always decreasing in propor-

tion as the coloring advances: and hence it is to the fixation of

the oxygen in the coloring matter of the leaf that the change of

tint is most probably owing.

The green substance of the leaves possesses peculiar proper-

ties, and appears to be the seat of the modifications which take

place in the appearance of the foliage. It has often been proved

that if a green leaf is left in an acid, it becomes yellow or red,

and that if it then be placed in an alkali the green color is restored.

So, on the other hand, if the yellow leaf of a tree be allowed to

remain for some time in potash, or any other alkali, it becomes

of a beautiful green, without experiencing any other sensible

alteration.

If the reddened leaves of the sumach, or of the pear-tree, are

treated with boiling alcohol, the liquor becomes of a fine blood-

red, and by evaporation deposits a resinous substance, which

becomes of a fine green by the action of alkalies. An acid in

this case restores the red color. As the green is frequently seen

to pass through the yellow hue before arriving at the red, we
might naturally conclude that the latter is at a higher degree of

oxygenation. Hence the autumnal change in the color of the

leaves may be owing to the successive fixation of new doses of

oxygen, which continue to be absorbed without being exhaled.

This would explain the phenomena presented by certain leaves,

as those of the Arum bicolor, which exhibit the three orders, red,

yellow, and green, at once, or those of the Tradescantia discolor,

which present a beautiful red color at their under surface, while

the upper is green. Experiments made by M. Macaire prove

that the same coloring principle that is found in the leaves may

also be found in the flowers.

The red substance obtained from the colored calyxes of Salvia
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splendens was rendered green by the alkalies, and became red a

second time by the addition of an acid. The red principle

obtained from the petals of red geranium, Bengal roses, asters,

&c, followed the same rule ; while from yellow flowers a yellow

coloring matter was obtained, which was rendered green by

alkalies. White flowers appear to contain a slightly yellow

substance, modified by some natural process. Reddish-blue

flowers, such as those of the gilly-fiower, yield a tint at first rosy,

then purplish, and leaving a residuum of a fine violet color. The
flowers of the blue sweet violet give also a substance of similar

hue, which, like the others, is rendered green by alkalies, and red

by acids ; it is soluble in cold water, and might be kept in a state

of powder, were it wished to preserve the color of violets.

From these and numerous other similar facts M. Macaire

endeavored to prove— 1st, That all the colored parts of vegetables

contain a substance capable of changing color by slight modifica-

tions. 2nd, That it is to the fixation of oxygen, and to a sort of

acidification of this coloring matter, that the autumnal change in

the appearance of leaves is owing.

The ascent of watery exhalations from the earth during the

middle of the day, and their sudden condensation at night by the

chilling frosts of this month, make it in general a time of mists

and fogs : the singular appearance of these, as they sometimes

come gradually over the landscape, is well described by a modern

writer. " The vapour rises visibly (from the face of a distant

river, perhaps,) like steam from a boiling caldron
;
and, climbing

up into the blue air as it advances, rolls wreath over wreath till

it reaches the spot on which you are standing 5 and then, seem-

ing to hurry past you, its edges, which have hitherto been dis-

tinctly defined, become no longer visible ; and the whole scene

of beauty, which a few moments before surrounded you, is, as

it were, rapt from your sight like an unreal vision of the air, and

you seem (and in fact are) transferred into the bosom of a cloud."

It is very interesting to observe the beautiful provision made

for the dispersion of seeds, which are now fully ripe, and if not

disseminated by the active care of man, are yet provided, each

according to its peculiar character and requirements, with the

means of " sowing themselves." Such seeds as require protec-

tion from the variations of the weather during their progress to

maturity are enveloped in husks, or shells, or stones, as we are
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accustomed to call them, on account of their excessive hardness
;

others are inclosed within a case or pod of peculiar texture,

fined at once for protection and nourishment
j some lie within

scaly cones, others in husky sheaths, while numbers are provided

with a delicate apparatus for transmitting them to other spots,

and are called winged seeds. Whether contained in stone or

pod, Uuik or shell, the kernel or seed is set free by the opening

of its prison- doors, as soon as it has attained full maturity, and is

ready to be deposited in its proper soil.

Although from the age of Numa, October has been the tenth

month of the year, it derives its name from its original position in

the Alban Calendar, being compounded of octo, eight, and of

imber, a shower. It was dedicated by the Romans to Mars, and

bore for a short period the names of Fauslinus and Invictus, but

quickly regained its original appellation. The ancient Saxons

called it Wyn Monath, or the wine month, and also Winter

Fyllyth, from the near approach of that season.

In old pictures, this month is represented by a man sowing

corn ;
but, in more modern ones, by a man w'uh a basket of

chestnuts, and clothed in a mantle of the color of the decaying

leaf, which at this period begins to strew the earth, and clothe it

in a sad-colored garment. The scorpion is the sign which the

eun enters on the 23rd of this month.— Selected.

WONDERS OF THE SEA SHORE.
" A kind of shell called the Pecten Jacobcea, or Pilgrim Scallop,

was formerly worn on the hat or coat as a mark that the wearers

had crossed the sea for the purpose of paying their devotions in

the Holy Land. It was not, how7ever, only the mark of pil-

grimage to the Holy Land, but this species has been termed the

shell of St. James the Greater, as being his peculiar cognizance.

The great Spanish military order of Santiago de la Espada is said

to have beer, instituted in memory of the battle of Clavijo, in

which no less than 60,000 Moors were killed. At the battle

(such was the belief) St. James appeared on a white horse,

the housings charged with escallops, his own particular cogni-

zance, fighting for the Christians under Ramira, King of Leon, in

the year 844. The saint was thus represented in his military

character on the standard of the order used in the army of Ferdi-
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nand and Isabella at the conquest of Granada. The city of

Compostel'a, in Gallicia, became the seat of the order of Saint

James, from the legend of the real body of the saint having been

discovered there in the eighth century, and which became almost

immediately an object of pilgrimage. Ships were loaded every

year with devotees to his shrine, who carried out large sums to

defray the expenses of their journey, and it appears that the

pilgrims in many instances united trade with their devotion.

Some went for payment ot a vow,

In time of trouble made
;

And some who found that pilgrimage

Was a pleasant sort of trade.

An order of knighthood, denominated the Ship and Escallop-

shell, was instituted by St. Louis, to induce the nobility of France

to accompany him in his expedition to the Holy Land. And
Guillim, in his Display of Heraldry, says, " Such is the beautiful

shape that Nature hath bestowed upon this shell, as that the

collar of the order of St. Michael in France, (founded by Louis

XI. in 1476,) in the first institution thereof, was richly garnished

with certain pieces of gold artificially wrought, as near as the

artificer could by imitation express the stamp of nature." The

jewel to the collar represented the saint trampling on a dragon.

It is still borne in the arms of many families, but whether legiti-

mately, according to the poet's verse, is perhaps difficult to

determine :

—

For the scallop shews in a coat of arms,

That of the bearer's line

Some one, in former days hath been,

To Santiago's shrine."

A Joke.—A well-known physician in a certain town, is very

much annoyed by an old lady who is always sure to accost him

in the street, for the purpose of telling over her ailments.

—

Once she met him in Broadway, as he was in a very great hurry.

" Ah ! I see you are quite feeble," said the doctor; "shut your

eyes and show me your tongue." She obeyed, and the doctor,

quietly moving off, left her standing there for some time in this

ridiculous position, to the infinite amusement of all who wit-

nessed the funny scene.
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T Written for the "Maple Leaf."

WHAT IF?

What if the hope of the heart were lost ?

—

What if, with his sable wing,

The stern, unbending spirit of fate

Dark shadows should o'er us fling f

What if the love, that shines on us here,

Should fade, and vanish away

—

What if the gloom of the midnight deep

Should fall on the rising day ?

What if the friends, we so dearly love,

Should shrink from our warm embrace,

And our hearts should sad and weary grow

As we run life's onward race ?

—

Still can we turn to a higher hope,

A purer—holier love—
To a morn which midnight darkens not

Earth's shadows and mists above.

We still can look to a blessed land,

Where friends will be friends for aye—
Where partings come not, to wound the heart

—

Where love holds an endless sway.

We ne'er shall tire of that glorious life,

That measureless wealth of joy

—

The gold of our hearts will ever glow

Untarnish'd by grief's alloy.

Edla.
Ferrisburgh, Vt., August 18th, 1854.

[For the Maple Leaf.

THE GAP OP DUNLOE.
CHAP. ir.

Near the far-famed and beautiful Lakes of Killarney stands an

ancient and castellated mansion, the view from which forms,

even among the many rivalling each other in picturesque loveli-

ness, a gem of concentrated beauty.

On the southeast side ran a wide stone terrace in the Italian

style, large stone lions guarding each flight of steps leading to it

from successive terraces below, forming the descent to the pleasure

garden.

At the foot of this ran the Loune, a broad and noble river, rising
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a few miles distant in the lower Lake of Killarney, and here

broken by small, irregular, and richly wooded islands, connected

by rustic and picturesque bridges, forming a succession of turbid

rapids. The islands, beautifully wooded, are the favorite resort of

that ancient bird of the land, the Heron, who build their nests in

the highest trees. From the upper terrace the eye gazes with

delight over the winding waters of the Loune to the landscape

beyond.

Issac Walton would have revelled in the rural shades on its

picturesque banks, and the burnished fins of the salmon would

have delighted him equally, with natures sweetest sounds. There

is a peculiar feature connected with the salmon of this river
;
long

after salmon fishing is over in other streams, they resort hither,

as though they too could appreciate a scene so fraught with

loveliness.

On a small mound, some distance above the islands, rises one

of those most ancient and singular round towers so peculiar to

Ireland, and so fraught with touching interest connected with the

past.

The principal approach to the mansion was by a massive

stone bridge, with its time-worn buttresses, on ascending from

which, the magnificent panorama unfolds its diversified beauties.

The first and grandest feature in the landscape is the Purple

Mountain, towering in shadowy grandeur to the left, deriving its

name from the tint peculiar to it, forming one side of the famous

Gap of Dunloe. At its foot stands an ancient rookery, with its

gigantic trees, coeval with the lapse of centuries
;
beyond rises

Brandon Mountain, whose top is covered with eternal snow.

The Mountains to the West continue to form one grand amphi-

theatre, and at their base lies a beautiful and sun-lit landscape.

Still farther, they are lost in the azure firmament, the view

terminated by the far-famed " Magilleguddy Reeks." Another

feature and a most striking one in this wonderful blending of

scenery is the Gap of Dunloe, a natural pass formed by the

the Purple Mountain, and another nearly equalling it in height.

For many miles this singular and romantic pass may be clearly

seen, and at the close of day, when the sun throws the gilding

rays of his departing glory on the deep and narrow gorge, one

might fancy it the entrance of the golden gate ot Eden, so calm

and still is the magical scene around. All this diversified love-
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liness is rendered still more striking by the view which meets the

eye of the spectator as he glances to the North
; there extends,

far as the eye can reach, a wide moorland waste, and the wearied

vision aches as it traverses this vast monotonous plain, unbroken

by aught to relieve its death-like stillness and dreariness, an apt

similitude of the physical beauty and mental prostration of ihe

land. Ireland, for thy poor misguided sons a dawning of brighter

days has already begun,—kindled in the west,—and we hail it

as the embers of a fire which shall yet run throughout the length

and breadth of the land, when her sons may seek the truth, not

from the crafty words of men's wisdom, but direct from the

source of Light. The thunders of the Vatican may be launched

over her valleys, but the perfumes of a holy and pure worship

will yet arise from them ; as the lonely wild flowers raise their

heads unharmed by the lightning that flashes over the rocks

above them. A hush of deep expectation is even now taking

place at the giant-like contest between truth and superstition.

The former is seen approaching with celestial power the false

altars of the land. Already are heard the whispers of the sera,

phim, the gentle voices of angels through the still air, expressive

of that sympathy which I think we are authorized to believe the

invisible hosts of heaven take in this lower world.

And yet this dreariness does but enhance the transcendent

beauty of the former view, the very contrast rendering it still more

striking. Who can gaze untouched upon such a scene, or

without the heart rising in gratitude to the giver of such good ?

Let the sceptic or the doubting spirit stand here, watching the

sinking of the setting sun behind the distant mountains, its depart-

ing rays shedding a softened glory over the landscape, then reflect

that the darkness stealing over this world, visible to him, brings

light to another hemisphere. After the hours of rest he again

awakens to see the glorious orb of day shine upon him ; will not

his spirit believe, if, indeed, it ever doubted, that man, so surely

as he lies down in his last long sleep, will rise again fo com-

mence, according to his life on earth, a course of uninterrupted

brightness, or one of endless misery ? Can we look untouched

on such a scene? Will not our hearts, casting off the dross of

earthly worldliness which they have contracted, rise with grati-

tude to Him, at whose all powerful word arose this fair and beau-

tiful creation ? In the words of the sweet bard of Erin, we well

may say,

—
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" Some flowrels of Eden we still inherit,

Though the trail of .the Serpent \3 over them all."

But while gazing thus the spirit leaves, far behind it the

dross of earthly worldiiness, and an earnest longing after

what is fair and good must surely rise in the heart, however

sin may have heretofore reigned there. In this, one of a fallen

earth's most lovely homes, and among scenes of so inspiring a

nature, resided a gentleman of the old school, descended from a

Hugenot family, whose predecessor had for many years occupied

the above mentioned mansion. His family consisted of two sur-

viving daughters, Constance and Emilie de Beranger. Some years

before he had lost his beloved wife, and his affections were now

centred in then) ; and they did, indeed, experience the fullness of

of a father's love. Their mother dying when the little Emilie

could hardly appreciate her irreparable loss, the child had clung

in all the strength of her loving nature to her older and more

thoughtful sister, who, with untiring devotion, had endeavored

to supply the place of her lamented mother.

C. H.
Ravenscourt, Sept. 19.

(To bz continued.)

[For the Maple Leaf.

OUR JOURNEY.
Homeward bound, we exclaimed, as the door closed upon the

friends who accompanied us to the cars, and the quick click of

wheels announced the moment of departure. Homeward ! at the

thought up gushed in torrents the warm blood till our heart beat

tumultuously, and the very air seemed endued with new vitality.

We adjusted a travelling bag, leaned back in our seat cheerfully,

and felt a wenderful elasticity of spirit. In a moment memory

busied herself with the scenes we had witnessed during the past

few weeks. We saw again the beautiful variety of our Upper Can-

ada landscapes,—the grand flow of the river, the far stretching

Ontario, the regularity and elegance displayed in the cities, and

above all, with a sweeter and more powerful effect, the faces of

the friends, whose voices had sunk into our heart in tones never

to be forgotten. Yes, we were turning towards our home trea-

sures. How inexpressibly dear does each loved one become to

the wanderer, and how fancy runs wild with her fairy sketches
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ef the forms and grouping, the sayings and doings, tableaux

vivantes of the precious household band, as the traveller hurries

on his way to meet them ! We had been absent for several

weeks, and no wonder we wished the almost " lightning" Speed

at which we were dashing on might be uninterrupted until borne

as on a stream ofelectricity, the whole majestic train of cars should

wheel up at the terminus opposite Montreal. But perfection, even

in modes of travelling, has not yet awarded her palm of victory to

any invention, nor will she, probably, until in the latest era of time

the most approved serial carriage shall be patented, and man, pro-

vided with wings, shall fly swifter than eagles across deserts and

over lofty mountains. Till then the traveller will find ample time for

speculation as he journeys from one " station" to another, and he

will do well to give the reins to imagination, and delight himself

in a world of his own creation. If he is alone, as we were, and

looks in vain for some friendly eye to sympathise in the glance

of pleasure which he casts upon the glowing beauties of hill and

wooded valley, he will need to forget himself, and weave a garland

from the materials he can see in nature before him, and the

human forms within and immediately near.

It was a lovely day, and the flourishing little city of London

appeared to good advantage. Its fine features were warmly

appreciated by us, as it vanished in the distance, and the last

glimpse we could catch of its cozy dwellings gave birth to plea-

sant recollections of the friends we had left, and the hospitality

we had received. Henceforth this is to be a spot to which

memory will journey, and the beautiful view we had obtained

from the top of the Court House, where a friend conducted us,

will live fresh in our mind as long as that mind can enjoy a bright

landscape, or re-create the past.

We passed two days in London very pleasantly. We think

we should like to live there. It seems to be a place where one

could feel at home, and take root, and where business thrives.

The city is laid out with great regularity, the streets are very

broad and straight. We experienced a peculiar temporary acces-

sion of strength while walking through those broad streets, similar

to the impression we had in Toronto, while walking down

Yonge Street; a kind of sympathetic emotion of grandeur, a pro-

phetic foreshadowing of the future greatness of these young cities,

already so dignified and imposing in their character. The railroad
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coming in at London has given a wonderful acceleration to

enterprise; the people are intelligent, industrious, and success,

ful. We could not help feeling a great desire to go on westward

to the end of the Canada route, the mind so naturally reaches

forward in the direction of a definite end
;

but, though we could

have reached Detroit in a few hours, we concluded that the

desire to see the end of a railroad route would be equally strong

when we could once be in a full career in an opposite direction,

and, therefore, deterred visiting that part of the country until a

future period. Railroads and telegraph connect Montreal with

all the important places west ; it is really magical to witness

their operation when applied to every-day life. A lady who

was travelling in the cars with us, received by telegraph in De-

troit, at 7 o'clock one evening, the news of her father's illness, at

7 o'clock next morning she left Detroit in the cars, took the Ca-

nadian route to the Suspension Bridge, then the New York

Central railroad, at 10 o'clock that night arrived at Port Byron, a

place near Syracuse, where her relatives reside. A few years

ago letters were nearly a week travelling between these points.

The country between London and Hamilton is finely diversi-

fied. The two streams uniting at London to form the Thames,

meander through the country for miles along the railroad route,

their windings add much to the beauty of the hilly landscape, which

is constantly changing to the eye of the spectator. One moment he

sees a deep ravine, through which flows a little stream, and anon

a thrifty settlement, with its saw-mill and flouring establishment

testify to the activity and prosperity of the inhabitants. A
stranger who looks upon this country,—sprinkled as it is with

growing villages and well cultivated farms,—perceives at

once that it is a desirable location for enterprising people. Paris,

Brantford, and Dundas are fine flourishing places in this vicinity,

easy of access, and inviting from their picturesque situation.

Hamilton, at the head of navigation on lake Ontario, is fast

acquiring importance and substantial commercial character; in-

creasing rapidly in population, and numbers many churches and

public institutions. It is situated about a mile and a half from

the steamboat landing. Omnibuses and carriages are in readi-

ness to convey travellers from the wharf to the city. The
weather was so warm, while we were there, that we did not

dare to go about as much as we wished. The mountain, back
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of the city, its chief ornament, bears some resemblance to Mount
Royal. There seems to be room enough in the great business

streets, and as one looks down at the long line of stores, he is

impressed with the fact, that a great amount of business must

be transacted ihere. The hotels of Hamilton are respectable,

some of them are on a large scale, handsomely furnished, and

well attended. At the City Hotel the most admirable system

seemed to prevail. Colored waiters anticipate the wants of tra-

vellers in a quiet, polite, and efficient manner.

In travelling one cannot help philosophising a little; calling to

mind what a wonderful world this is, what untold myriads swarm
over its surface, each individual heart carrying a little world

within itseT; one cannot he'p thinking of the sorrows and joys,

the beauties and deformities that appear in close proximity amid

its every-day scenes, and realising that human nature is the same

in essence everywhere. Still, as we journey from one place to

another, we meet kindred spirits, for there are invisible telegraphic

lines running here and there through the world, keeping open

communication between hearts. Thus thinking we are apt to

feel aware of the majesty that gathers around human existence,

and perhaps are much more benefited by journeying, because we
get time to think, than we could be any other way. For our-

selves we felt so cheered by all we saw of prosperity in Upper

Canada, that we turned homewards with new energy to the city

of our adoption and love. We came back by way of Lake

Champlain and Rouse's Point, and as the spires of Montreal came

in sight with the line of noble wharves in front, we thought no

city could present a more beautiful appearance.

Montreal, September, 1854.

The Bear and the Monkeys.— A great number of monkeys
lived in a delightful country stored with all manner of pleasant

fruits. A bear travelling that way by accident, and considering

the beauty of the residence, and the sweet lives the monkeys led,

said to himself, "It is not just or reasonable that these little ani-

mals should live so happy, while I am forced to run through forests

and mountains in search of food." Saying this, he ran among the

monkeys, and killed some of them, and dispersed others. But,

uniting their force, they fell upon him, and bit and mauled him
with such effect, that he was soon covered with blood, and did not

ultimately escape without great difficulty. Combined exettions of

the individually insignificant are more than adequate to repel the

aggressions of the individuully strong. Union is strength.
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EXTRACTS FROM "SUNNY MEMORIES OP FOREIGN LANDS."

BY MRS. H. B. STOWE.

The next morning, at ten o'clock, we rode with a party of friends

to see some of the notabilia. First, to Bothwell Castle, of old the

residence of the " Black Douglas." The name had for me the

quality of enchantment. I cannot understand nor explain the na-

ture of that sad yearning and longing with which one visits the

mouldering remains of a state of society which one's reason wholly

disapproves, and which one's calm sense of right would think it

the greatest misfortune to have recalled
;
yet when the carriage

turned under the shadow of beautiful ancient oaks, and Mr. S. said,

" There, we are in the grounds of the old Black Douglas family !

"

I felt every nerve shiver. I remembered the dim melodies of the

Lady of the Lake. Bothwell's lord was the lord ot this castle,

whose beautiful ruins here adorn the banks of the Clyde.

Whatever else we have or may have in America, we shall never

have the wild, poetic beauty of these ruins. The present noble

possessors are fully aware of their worth as objects of taste, and,

therefore, with the greatest care are they preserved. Winding

walks are cut through the grounds with much ingenuity, and seats

or arbors are placed at every desirable and picturesque point of

view.

To the thorough-paced tourist, who wants to do the proprieties in

the shortest possible time, this arrangement is undoubtedly particu-

larly satisfactory ; but to the idealist, who would like to roam, and

dream, and feel, and to come unexpectedly on the choicest points

of view, it is rather a damper to have all his raptures prearranged

and foreordained for him, set down in the guide-book and pro-

claimed by the guide, even though it should be done with the most

artistic accuracy.

Nevertheless, when we came to the arbour which commanded

the finest view of the old castle, and saw its gray, ivy-clad walls,

standing forth on a beautiful point, round which swept the brown,

dimpling waves of the Clyde, the indescribable sweetness, sadness,

wildness of the whole scene would make its voice heard in our

hearts. " Thy servants take pleasure in her dust, and favor the

stones thereof," said an old Hebrew poet, who must have felt the

inexpressibly sad beauty of a* ruin. All the splendid phantasma-

goria of chivalry and feudalism, knights, ladies, banners, glittering

arms, sweep before us ; the cry of the battle, the noise of the cap-

tains, and the shouting ; and then in contrast this deep stillness,

that green, clinging ivy, the gentle, rippling river, those weeping

birches, dipping in its soft waters,— all these, in their quiet loveli-

ness, speak of something more imperishable than brute force.
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The ivy on the walls now displays a trunk in some places as

large as a man's body. In the days of old Archibald the Grim, I

suppose that ivy was a little weak twig, which, if he ever noticed,

he must have thought the feeblest and slightest of all things
; yet

Archibald has gone back to dust, and the ivy is still growing on.

Such force is there in gentle things !

I have often been dissatisfied with the admiration which a poetic

education has woven into my nature for chivalry and feudalism

;

but, on a closer examination, I am convinced that there is a real

and proper foundation for it, and that, rightly understood, this poetic

admiration is not inconsistent with the spirit of Christ.

For, let us consider what it is we admire in these Douglases, for

instance, who, as represented by Scott, are perhaps as good ex-

ponents of this idea as any. Was it their hardness, their cruelty,

their hastiness to take offence, their fondness for blood and murder ?

All these, by and of themselves, are simply disgusting. What,
then, do we admire ? Their courage, their fortitude, their scorn of

lying and dissimulation, their high sense of personal honor, which
led them to feel themselves the protectors of the weak, and to dis-

dain to take advantage of unequal odds against an enemy. If we
read the book of Isaiah, we shall see that some of the most striking

representations of God appeal to the very same principles of our

nature.

The fact is, there can be no reliable character which has not its

basis in these strong qualities. The beautiful must ever rest in the

arms of the sublime. The gentle needs the strong to sustain it, as

much as the rock-flowers need rocks to grow on, or yonder ivy the

rugged wall which it embraces. When we are admiring these

things, therefore, we are only admiring some sparkles and glimmers

of that which is divine, and so coming nearer to Him in whom all

fulness dwells.

After admiring at a distance, we strolled through the ruins,

themselves. Do you remember, an the Lady of the Lake, where
the exiled Douglas, recalling to his daughter the images of his for-

mer splendor, says,

—

" When Blantyre hymned her holiest lays,

And Bothwell's walls flung back the praise? "

These lines came forcibly to my mind, when I saw the mouldering

ruins of Blantyre priory rising exactly opposite to the castle on the

other side of the Clyde.

The banks of the river Clyde, where we walked, were thick set

with Portuguese laurel, which I have before mentioned as similar

to our rhododendron. I here noticed a fact with regard to the ivy

which had often puzzled me ; and that is, the different shapes of
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its leaves in the different stages of its growth* The young ivy has

an indented leaf ; but when it has become more than a century old

every trace and indentation melts away, and this I found to be the

invariable shape of the oldest ivy, in all the ruins of Europe which

I explored.

This ivy, like the spider, takes hold with her hands in king's

palaces, as every twig is furnished with innumerable little clinging

ringers, by which it draws itself close, as it were, to the very heart

of the old rough stone.

Its clinging and beautiful tenacity has given rise to an abundance

of conceits about fidelity, friendship, and woman's love, which

have become commonplace simply from their appropriateness. It

might, also, symbolize that higher love, unconquerable and uncon-

quered, which has embraced this ruined world from age to age,

silently spreading its green over the rents and fissures of our fallen

nature, giving " beauty for ashes, and garments of praise for the

spirit of heaviness."

Hiere is a modern mansion, where the present proprietor of the

estate lives. It was with an emotion partaking of the sorrowful,

that we heard that the Douglas line, as such, was extinct, and that

the estate had passed to distant connections. I was told that the

present Lord Douglas is a peaceful clergyman, quite a different

character from old Archibald the Grim.

The present residence is a plain mansion, standing on a beautiful

lawn, near the old castle. The head gardener of the estate and

many of the servants came out to meet us, with faces full of interest.

The gardener walked about to show us the localities, and had a

great deal of the quiet intelligence and self-respect which, I think,

are characteristic of the laboring classes here. I noticed that on

the green sweep of the lawn, he had set out here and there a good

many daises, as embellishments to the grass, and these in many
places were defended by sticks bent over them, and thatr in one

place, a bank overhanging the stream was radiant with yellow daf-

fodils, which appeared to have come up and blossomed there acci-

dentally. I know not whether these were planted there, or came
up of themselves.

We next went to the famous Bothwell Bridge, which Scott has

immortalized in Old Mortality. We walked up and down, trying

to recall the scenes of the battle, as there described, and were

rather mortified, after we had all our associations comfortably lo-

cated upon it, to be told that it was not the same bridge—it had

been newly built, widened, and otherwise made more comfortable

and convenient.

Of course, this was evidently for the benefit of society, but it was

certainly one of those cases where the poetical suffers for the prac-
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tical. I comforted myself in my despondency, by looking over at

the old stone piers underneath, which were indisputably the same.

We drove now through beautiful grounds, and alighted at an ele-

gant mansion, which in former days belonged to Lockhart, the son-

in-law of Scott. It was in this house that Old Mortality was
written.

As I was weary, the party left me here, while they went on to

see the Duke of Hamilton's grounds. Our kind hostess showed me
into a small study, where she said Old Mortality was written. The
window commanded a beautiful view of many of the localities de-

scribed. Scott was as particular to consult for accuracy in his local

descriptions as if he had been writing a guide-book.

He was in the habit of noting down in his memorandum-book
even names and characteristics of the wildflowers and grasses that

grew about the place. When a friend once remarked to him that

he should have supposed his imagination could have supplied such

trifles, he made an answer that is worth remembering by every

artist,—that no imagination could long support its freshness which

was not nourished by a constant and minute observation of nature.

EDITORIAL.

The summer heat so oppressive in our cities, offers a reasonable excuse for

our wishing to have a change, and the facilities for travelling are increas-

ing so rapidly, that almost every one can avail himself of them at lea9t for a

short lime. In the present age so much is to be learn d, and kept in mind,

it becomes a kind of duty for all to move about some. Besides in travelling

we come in contact with character, form new associations, and call upon

memory to lengthen her cords and strengthen her stakes."

We felt happy to get away from the du9ty city, and look out upon a scene

unbounded, save by the imaginary boundary of the horizon, and it was in-

spiring to see the evidences of so much manly energy and skill as continually

presented themselves to our view during our journey up the St. Lawrence.

Pleasing as this was for a time, and rich as it made us in happy remem-

brances of kind friends as well as lovely scenery, we gladly found ourselves

back in our cozy little sanctum ready to devote ourselves to our labors with

fresh zeal. And sure we are that life and labor with all their earnest reali-

ties will become doubly interesting to us from the accessions of thought ga-

thered from the varied scenes we beheld during our little trip. We are

happy to express our thanks to the kind friend who presided so efficiently at

the editorial table during our absence ; the September number which came

out under her supervision abounds in excellent matter.

The " Gap of Dunloe," written by Mrs. Hay ward, for the Maple Leaf,

promises to be deeply interesting. The description of mountain scenery is

given with a delicate appreciation of beauty that indicates the eye of an

artist.
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AMERICA RICH IN HISTORICIINCIDENT.

HERE is scarce a spot of ground in classic

Greece, or Italy, that has not been traced

in description, by artistic travellers, and

rendered vividly beautiful in the glowing

colors they have spread so delicately yet

lavishingly upon it. The vine-clad sum-

mits of Grecian mountains have been

brought before us, with their deep green foli-

age shading into richer hues, under the broad

flush of southern sunlight. Heavy clusters

of grapes purple and silver-tinted, with fair

groups of sweet- scented blossoms, have been

tinted to the life, beautifully contrasted with lucious

fruit peeping out amid the shining leaves of the orange

tree. Scarce a ruin of ancient Egypt, lifting time-

worn memorials of grandeur towards the skies, but has

found its sculptured beauties shadowed forth in enthusiastic de-

scription by artist and tourist. The Alpine pass, and awful sub-

limity of the down-rushing avalanche have had devoted admirers.

The dreamy serenity of Italian landscapes has been so aptly de-

scribed, that one could almost hear the soft rustle of balmy airs,

and the musical dip of the gondolier's oar, or the sweet cadence

of the moonlight serenade, floating like the strain of some angel's

lyre above the waves of the Mediterranean. A kind of halo rests

on the craggy sides of Sinai, and fills with enchanting light

the vales of Palestine. The thought of Lebanon with his

venerable cedars, fills us with awe, and we call it holy ground

where Horeb rears his head, or Pisgah's verdant top overlooks

the fertile plains of Jordan. The Christian heart expands with

delight as he sketches the scenery of that clime so rich in interest.

While pondering the records of past ages he does not forget that the

tide of human life which flowed rill-like from the earthly paradise,

is destined to flow broad and deep into the paradise above. Look

where we will in Asia, on the shores of the Mediterranean, or

where the Himalayas, peak above peak, lift their majestic forms

crowned with perpetual snow, or set ourselves down in imagina-

tion among the fanes of Benares and Mecca, and we feel ira-
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pressed with great and solemn emotions, until, all glowing with

feeling, we desire to bear our part in restoring her to the golden

prosperity of early times. The whole eastern continent abounds

in classic shrines, memorials of deep interest, and natural beauties

peculiar to itself.

America never can become venerated in the same sense

as the old world. The imposing flow of ages has swept

over it, but history breathes no record of the remote past

replete with memorable incident, and pictured in the semi-

luminous drapery which lapse of years lends to acts of

doubtful excellence. No orator, or poet has celebrated

the mighty achievements of the warriors and statesmen who
once figured on this continent. We have only a modern history

to look back upon. Though that history does recount deeds of

many, really mightier than Caesar and Alexander, and some im-

bued with a spirit akin to Paul's, yet our cities are comparatively

new, our institutions in their infancy, and we, as a people, must

travel in spirit to the halls of the ancients to satisfy our love of the

venerable and magnificent,— a love which finds ample material

upon which to expand, and grow vital when we turn to the vivid

imagery of Sacred narrative, and follow the pen of inspiration

back to Eden, whose " loftiest shade," like a vanishing picture of

beauty, lures us onward to creation's dawn when " the morning

stars sang together and the sons of God shouted for joy." This

love for the old world grows with our growth, our hearts send out

fibres that cling to the cross and the sepulchre, and thence rise to

the new Jerusalem to be nourished near the river of life.

America, though comparatively modern in history, and lacking

the fascination which gathers around the eastern world, is rich in

resources for perfecting the human intellect, and feeding that ad-

miration of the lofty and grand which is implanted in our hearts

for a wise and benevolent purpose.

The idea that so vast a continent lay becalmed ages upon the

bosom of our earth, that the waves of the Atlantic made cease-

less music upon a beach extending hundreds of miles, while the

Pacific, the father of oceans, kept time in mountain surges upon

the opposite shore has something of the sublime about it. Vain

man dwindles into his true position when we realise that this

vast expanse of country, so lovely and diversified, lay centuries,

for aught we know, undisturbed in its virgin purity, beautiful
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to His eye alone, who penciled its bold mountains, and hollowed

channels for its rivers ; and thought gathers another element of

sublimity, when we infer that the moment when all this wealth

of beauty was to be opened to the world, was selected by that

Providence who guided three fragile vessels over the then

unknown ocean to its shores in safety.

We have said that America would never present the same

venerable aspect as the Old World
;

true, but will she lack

scenes of deep interest to the lovers of nature and art? Here is

a varied surface. Nowhere does sterility prevail for a great dis-

tance. The golden sunsets of her tropical regions vie with the

beauteous blending of cloud tints in Italy, while the fertility of

the soil furnishes delicious fruits and innumerable flowers. Far-

ther north, mountain ranges stretch through the country, and

rolling away from these toward the sea coast, the land presents

gentler inequalities of surface, varied by noble rivers and lakes.

One of the most interesting features of America is her prairie

land. Spread out for miles in extent, the prairie country is per-

fectly level, covered with tall grass, which, when agitated by the

wind, resembles the waves of the sea. There is the same

boundlessness of extent that is noticed at sea, and this, together

with a sense of loneliness, makes an uncultivated western prairie

imposing and awful. The number and length of the rivers of

America far exceed those of the eastern continent. Many of

them flow hundreds of miles, gathering tributaries, increasing in

size and rapidity, until they mingle with the ocean. Cataracts

dash and foam, or rush in immense volume into fathomless

abysses, while caverns and mines reveal the mineral wealth

of the country. The climate of North America is brac-

ing, giving to the inhabitants a more abiding energy than is

natural to those of the Old World, and they exhibit this energy

in becoming masters of the grand natural resources of the coun-

try, and turning them all to assist the march of improvement.

One of the most fascinating features of American history is

the interesting delineation of aboriginal character and prowess.

—

The dim spectres of the Iroquois, Algonquins, and Hurons, the

deeds of the majestic Delawares, or the savage Mohawks,

are presented to the youthful student of American history ;*

* We speak of American history as a whole, embracing that of Canada and the
United States.



320 AMERICA RICH IN HISTORIC INCIDENT*

their majestic forms, and solemn gravity, aptly represent-

ed by the rich colors of olden times. In fact the legends

of Indian warriors, their customs, and grave code of honor,

go a great way towards giving the annals of our country a ro-

mantic interest. In this respect there is much more of real

fascination than can be brought out in the history of the early

inhabitants of Britain, who lacked that grandeur of soul which

nerved many an Indian like Philip of Mount Hope, or the just

Massasoit.

But America, though so young in historic story, already num-

bers many spots sacred to warm remembrances, where hundreds of

pilgrims resort to keep alive the memory of her heroes and pa-

triots. She boasts of Plymouth Rock and the brave men who
" raised their songs of lofty cheer," and heard them echoed from

the " dim aisles" of the almost leafless woods. She points to the

rock-built city of Quebec, and shows where the pioneers of

civilization held council with the red men of the forest, and

set their pallisades on an eminence overlooking a wild and

magnificent country ; and the multitudes who now visit this

spot, sacred to heroic records, bear enthusiastic testimony, not

only to the sagacity and good taste of the early founders of that

city, but to its unique beauty of appearance.

The stranger is informed of the wall which once encircled

the city of Montreal, when her dwellings, scattered among

the wigwams of Indians, were few in number ; and he is

also told that the lovely island of Manhattan, under the

renowned administration of the tobacco-loving, doubting, and

slow moving Dutch, could not then, as now, compete with that

of Montreal, whose wild beauty of scenery was only equalled by

the fearless prowess of its first settlers. And where beats the

heart of the true American that throbs not with quicker pulsa-

tion when he thinks of the brave struggles of our forefathers ?

Champlain, Frontenac, Washington, Montcalm and Wolf have

become household words, and the quiet shades of Mount Vernon,

as well as the heights of Abraham, are endeared to our proud

remembrance.

The dark eyed Indian maiden who saved the heroic Smith

from the uplifted club has become the type of many noble hearts

among the aborigines of our country, who were noted for a

courtly dignity of manner and eloquence of speech.
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Nature's magnificence is still the same. Forest and valley,

mountain and plain, are enchanting in their beauty. But the red

men are best known to us in history, and best remembered when

the sighing winds and falling leaf seem to speak of the spirits of

those who once built their council fires where the mighty tide of

civilized life now rolls.

The study of Indian life and character will form a taste

among our young people for grand scenery, and win them to

admire that self-control and bravery which sustained the Indian

in the most trying reverses. While we would familiarize their

minds with the facts of ancient history, we would have them

make American history their own by an actual transfer of

its incidents to their glowing minds and hearts. The men
of iron nerve and enduring perseverance, who struggled

to establish institutions which are the pride of the New
World, have long since passed away, but the record of their

magnanimity lives, and our children will embody in verse

and song the story of American liberty and American bravery,

and thus in process of time shall we have a literature purely

national and purely original. Though America cannot

vie with the Eastern Continent in holy associations, na-

ture has so garnished her landscapes as to leave nothing to

wish for, in point of beauty and diversity ; and man has so set

his impress throughout the length and breadth of the land, that

the march of intellect goes on with celerity 5 and the time is

not distant when, arresting the mighty machinery of home im-

provement, she will be able to look across the billows to ancient

Asia and Africa, and say, " Come thou with us, and we will do

thee good."

Montreal, Oct., 1854.

MY AUNT MARY.

a sketch.—(Original.)

I have rarely seen a lady of such unequivocal beauty as my
aunt Mary. Her features are perfectly symmetrical ; rather of

the Grecian order. Her complexion is fair to transparency, con-

trasting finely with her raven locks and fine dark eye. A faint

color in the cheek, the rich ruby lip, the intellectual expression,

and the deep melancholy which almost always rests on her lovely

face, her graceful, yet dignified deportment, and agreeable con-
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versation, lend a charm to her appearance which render her an

object of peculiar interest. But how much is this interest in-

creased when the particulars of the events which cast a shadow
over her future life are related 1

Aunt Mary, at the early age of eighteen, left the fashionable,

though practical boarding school, of which she had for three

years been a member, an accomplished scholar. Her mind is of

no common order ; and her natural love of intellectual pursuits

led her to look deeply into those studies which, in the opinion of

her instructors, were sufficient for the education of the female

mind.

After her release from school she spent much time in visiting,

in company with friends, most of the places of interest in the

Northern States.

On one of these excursions she became acquainted with Her-

bert E., a young man of extremely prepossessing appearance,

possessing a noble and finely cultivated mind, and that rare gift,

the power of conversing well, and delightfully too, on almost any

subject

The congeniality of disposition and feelings existing between

young E. and aunt Mary, together with the peculiar fascination

of his manners, was a charm against which the heart of my aunt

Mary was not proof. Nor was the impression made by my
lovely aunt less enduring, and when the declaration of his attach-

ment was made, it was answered most favorably by the object

of his devotion, and her parents, who were happy to obtain for

their daughter a man of such intrinsic worth.

The father of young E. lived in a pleasant village, a few miles

from aunt Mary's, and it was owing to her absence, and that of

the young man, at their respective institutions, that they had

never met. Immediately after graduating, E. commenced his

profession—the law—in a flourishing village in the western part

of this State, where he was rapidly rising to eminence.

During the intense heat of summer he indulged himself in a

trip to Niagara and the Canadas, and it was on this excursion he

first saw and loved my aunt. An early day was named for their

union, and the intervening time sped swiftly by in making pre-

parations for that important event. A short time before the day

appointed for the wedding H. E. returned home. To improve

his health, which had become somewhat injured by close appli-



MY AUNT MARY.

cation to the duties of his profession, he employed the favorable

opportunity then offered for equestrian amusements. Not unfre-

quently he was so incautious as to greatly fatigue himself by a

long ride, and would find it necessary to call at my aunt's to rest

himself before proceeding further.

On one of these interesting occasions, a day or two before the

one which was to crown their happiness, he called as usual, and

so agreeably did the time pass that the hour of eleven surprized

them still H holding sweet converse."

The lover lingered one moment at the gate to hear the entrea-

ties of his Mary that he would be careful of his personal safety
;

for the night had closed in dark and stormy, and his steed was

one of high metal.

She permitted one fond embrace, and they parted. The road

which he took was one of danger, it lay along the margin of a

rapid stream. As it was a much shorter distance to the village

by this road, he was induced to take i^ notwithstanding the peril

he would encounter. The swollen waters had crossed the road

in some places, and the horseman could perceive that his steed

was annoyed by the waves as the wind blew them occasionally

over his feet, To avoid exciting his horse beyond the power of

control, E. attempted to guide him up a slight acclivity into a

field, which opened into the main road. Meeting with some

obstacle, the animal gave a bound which threw his rider with

such violence as to cause insensibility.

The next morning E.'s body was found further down the

stream, and conveyed to his bereaved family.

But who shall attempt to describe the grief of those fond

parents as they witnessed in the clay-cold corpse of their gifted

and accomplished son, the ruin of their fondest hopes ; in him they

lost the only stay of their old age.

This agonizing intelligence was imparted as gently as possible

to aunt Mary, who seemed perfectly stupified by her unuttera-

ble grief. But to portray her anguish, while leaning over the

lifeless form of him who was her idol, would be impossible.

—

She there beheld the annihilation of every fond hope, the de-

structionof those blissful dreams of felicity he himself had plan-

ned when animated by delightful prospects, and buoyant with

life and hope*

But now, he lay before her dead,
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Oh ! it was terrible to think of it, and she sank into a sort of

insensible apathy from which nothing aroused her until his body

was consigned to its kindred earth. Then indeed did the extent

of her bereavement break upon her with fearful distinctness, and

the result of this mental agony was to prostrate her upon a bed

of lingering and dangerous illness, from which she rose with a

heart purified by the severe chastisement which had been in-

flicted on her. She had learned that she could have but one ob-

ject of worship, and that one her Father and her God.

Though her own life has been shaded by gloom 6he endeavors

to find forgetfulness of her sorrows by relieving the wants and

distresses of the wretched, and suffering, around her.

Her loveliness of disposition and character still shine pure and

fresh as in the days of sunny and untried girlhood, though receiv-

ing an additional charm from the holy influence of the Christian

graces, and the spirit from on high.

SIMPHEROPOL.
(Extracts from Russian Shores of the Black Sea, by Oliphant.)

Simpheropol, in the Crimea, contains about fourteen thousand

inhabitants. Though it seems to lie in a plain, a great part

of the town is situated on the precipitous edge of the steppe,

from whence a magnificent view is obtained immediately below
\

and at the foot of abrupt rocks, two hundred feet high, runs

the tiny Salghir, dignified with the name of a river, and if not

entitled to it from its size, worthy the appellation by reason of

the lovely valley which it has formed in its northern course. Or-

chards and gardens, containing every sort of fruit-trees, and

abounding in rows of tall poplars, line its banks, until the hills,

becoming higher and more thickly wooded, form a ridge, which is

connected with the Tchatir Dagh, a noble back-ground, and one

which does full justice to this lovely picture.

Fortunately the annual fair, which takes place the first week of

October, was being held during the period of our stay, and then

it is that the greatest variety of costume, and all the characteris-

tic features of the Crimea, are most opportunely collected for the

traveller's benefit.

An enormous square, many acres in extent, contained an in-

discriminate mass of booths, camels, carts, droskies, oxen, and
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picturesque groups. Here may be seen the red-bearded Russian

mujik, in jack-boots and sheepskin, in close confabulation with a

gaily-dressed Tartar, who has just galloped across the steppe, and

who sits his horse as if he were part and parcel of him. He
wears a large white fur-cap, a red striped embroidered jacket,

fitting closely to his body, with wide open sleeves, while his loose

dark blue trowsers are girded with a bright-colored sash, amid the

folds of which the massive handle of his dagger appears, and his

slippered feet are thrust into clumsy stirrups at the end of very

long leathers. His horse is a wiry little animal, possessing an in*

finitely greater amount of intelligence than beauty. Farther on

among the crowd, and distingushed by his green turban, floats the

robe of some pious Hadje ; nor does he seem in the least scan-

dalized by two young ladies in a drosky, not only devoid of fe-

reedje, but even of bonnets, and wearing only the jaunty little

caps of the Parisian grisette. We might very fairly suggest, how-

ever, the propriety of their profiting, in some degree, from the ex-

ample of the muffled females over the way, who seem afraid to

expose to the profane gaze of men the dyed tips of their finger

nails. In the narrow lanes formed by carts and tents, Greeks, in

a no less gay though somewhat different costume from that usually

worn in their country, are haggling with Russian Jews in long

blaok beards, and long black cloaks reaching down to their ankles.

It is an even bet who will have the best of such a bargain.—

Savage-looking Nogays, and Cossack soldiers, are making pur.

chases from Armenian or German shopkeepers. There are large

booths, like gypsies' huts magnified, which have no connection

with the ragged representatives of that wandering race who swarm
at the fair, but which contain quantities of most tempting fruit,

huge piles of apricots, grapes, peaches, apples, and plums, of any

of which, one farthing will buy more than the purchaser can con.

veniently carry away with him. Besides these booths, there are

heavy carts, with wicker-work sides and ungreased angular

wheels, which make that incessant and discordant creaking fami-

liar to those who have ever heard a Bengal bullock-hackery.

—

Presiding over the whole scene, not in the least disconcerted by

the uncongenial forms which surround them, are hundreds of

camels, in all sorts of positions, chewing the cud with Eastern

philosophy, and perfectly submissive to very small ragged Tartar

boys, who seem to have entire charge of them, and who do not
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reach higher than their knees. Rows of shops enclosed this mis-

cellaneous assemblage, containing saddles, knives whips, slippers,

tobacco-pouches, and morocco-leather boots, all of Tartar manu-

facture, besides every description of European article. It was

some satisfaction to feel, as we moved through the busy throng,

in plaid shooting coats with mother-of-pearl buttons, that we too

were adding another variety to the motley costumes of the fair at

Simpheropol.

{For the Msple Leaf.

MUSINGS.
" Ay I they that fix

Affections perfect trust oa aught of earth,

Have many a dream to start from."

Like a joyless spirit now
She wanders through her home,—that home.

Ah ! cun ft be, once so o'er fraught with happiness,

That oft it bure the stamp of that bright world,

Among the bowers of which, ere sin had marred

The impress of their Maker, they did wander,

First parents of mankind in Eden's vale !

B it now, like a dark spirit, sorrow broods,

—

Her sorrow only—other spirits hold their away,

E*ling life's happiness—all torturing thoughts

Of doubt, and dread, and vague uncertainty

In the dim future—throwing a pall

Over the warm deep love which there had guih'd

L>ke welcome Spring in some fur desert land I

A love which storm had crushed not,

Or sunshine could allure. O better far

To close the eyes, so wildly loved in truth,

Than live and know them changed, to feel

Them resting on the form.—Ah ! once how dear,

Witn looks of coldness or ind (Terence.

Better by far to die in early youth

Leaving thyself deep treasured in the heart

Of the beloved onr, than thus to live

When change has crept with stealthiness so soft,

That M was as from a dream thou wakedst up,

To drink of bitterness far worse than death !

Autumn Leaves.

A Rhode Island clergyman lately illustrated the necessity of

corporeal punishment for the correction of juvenile depravity, with

the remark that u the child, when once started in a course of evil

conduct, was like a locomotive on the wrong track, it takes thtv

twitch to get it off."
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[Written for the Mtple Leaf.

REFLECTIONS.

Autumn, with its gathered fruits, its garnered grain, and its

many tinted leaves
;
Autumn, with its days of glowing sunlight,

when it seems as if Nature was gathering her forces for one, last,

grand display before she is wrapped in her wintry shroud
; and,

more than all, Autumn, with its sweet associations, and tear-

bedewed memories, is here.

I love the Spring with its bursting freshness, and the Summer

with its music and sunshine, but far more do I love their melan-

choly successor. In these days my heart is full of the past.

Every falling leaf and passing cloud calls up some sweet, though

it may be sad, reminiscence, and I live over again the Autumns

of long ago.

As I sit by the bright woed-fire my thoughts are wandering

away to a far off home, where the first bright years of my life

glided away, with scarcely a care or a sorrow. That was the

Spring, then came a golden-hued Summer, darkened ever and

anon by storm-clouds, and shaken by deep-toned thunders. Here

and there, some cherished tree, kissed by the hot. breathed light-

ning, withered away, leaving only a scathed and blackened trunk

to tell what might have been ; but still it was Summer, and even

amid ruins the song-bird's voice made sweet melody.

Now the Spring-time is gone, and the Summer, seen from the

mountain I have been climbing, far away in the mist-shrouded

valley, looks angel faced. Over that valley wander loved forms,

and 6weet voices sounding there, wake an echo in my heart of

hearts.

But not alone for its associations of the past is the Autumn
pleasant to me. It is itself a beautiful present, and speaks in un«

mistakeable tones of a glorious future.

Gathered fruits and garnered grain are true and beautiful

emblems of the labors and affections which crown a good life, and

though Autumn, in its turn, must surrender to stern old Winter,

it is ever done with a view to the verdant Spring, time approach-

ing—just as man, when the bleak winds of life have swept over

him, lies down in the winter of the grave, looking for, and

believing in, the dawn of an endless life.

Edla,
Montreal, October 19, 1854*.
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MOUNTAIN SLIPS AND TORRENTS OP MOD.

In the higher recesses of mountain regions, the Alps for in-

stance, slow and silent processes are in operation, sometimes for

many years together, which not only produce changes in the form

and character of mountains, but at length issue in the most un-

expected and appalling effects. These processes may be, first ,

the gradual, but irresistible, motion of those icy streams, called

glaciers ;
or, secondly , the penetrating of water from melting ice

and snow through fissures or openings in rocks, until, by alternate

freezing and thawing, it separates portions of their substance
;

or, thirdly, the softening of immense beds of clay, on which

many rocks are found to rest. From such causes as these, arise

the land-slips, inundations, avalanches, and torrents, to which the

Swiss valleys and villages are liable. It was owing to the gradual

softening of extensive beds of clay, that a most destructive land-

slip took place in 1806 from the Rossberg, a mountain in Switzer-

land, nearly five thousand feet high. Suddenly, and within the

6pace of five minutes, a portion of this mountain, a league in

length, one thousand feet broad, and one hundred feet thick, was

precipitated, together with a torrent of mud, into the valley be-

neath, and destroyed three villages, more than three hundred

houses, stables, and huts, and about four hundred and fifty human

beings, besides whole herds of cattle.

This fearful catastrophe was witnessed by Dr. Zay, from whose

description the following passages are selected :

—

"The summer of 1806 had been very rainy, and on the 1st

and 2nd of September it rained incessantly. New crevices were

observed in the flank of the mountain, and a sort of cracking noise

was heard internally. Stones started out of the ground, detached

fragments of rocks rolled down the mountain ; at two o'clock in

the afternoon on the 2nd of September, a large rock became

loose, and in falling raised a cloud of black dust. Toward the

lower part of the mountain the ground seemed pressed down

from above ; and when a stick or a spade was driven in, it moved

of itself. A man who had been digging in his garden, ran away

in alarm at these extraordinary appearances ; soon a fissure larger

than all the others was observed
;
insensibly it increased ;

springs

of water ceased all at once to flow ; the pine trees of the forest

absolutely reeled ; birds flew away screaming. A few minutes
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before five o'clock the symptoms of some mighty catastrophe be-

came still stronger ; the whole surface of the mountain seemed

to glide down, but so slowly as to afford time to the inhabitants

to go away. An old man, who had oftened predicted some such

disaster, was quietly smoking his pipe when told by a young man

running by that the mountain was in the act of falling ; he rose

and looked out, but came into his house again, saying, he had

time to fill another pipe. The young man continuing to fly was

thrown down several times and escaped with difficulty
;

looking

back, he saw the house carried off all at once.'* In another

house a nurse, while crossing a room, leading a child by the hand,

was suddenly thrown down. " The house, as she afterwards

said, appeared to be torn from its foundation, (it was of wood,)

and spun round and round like a teetotum ; I was sometimes on

my head, sometimes on my feet, in total darkness, and violently

separated from the child." They were both afterwards dug out

of the ruins alive ; it appeared that the house, or themselves at

least, had been carried down about fifteen hundred feet from

where it stood before. In another place a child, two years old,

was found unhurt, lying on its straw mattrass upon the mud,

without any vestige of the house from which it had been separa-

ted. Such a mass of earth and stones rushed at once into

the lake of Lowertz, although five miles distant, one end of

it was filled up ; and a prodigious wave passing completely

over the island of Schwanau^ seventy feet above the usual

level of the water, overwhelmed the opposite shore, and as it re.

turned, swept away into the lake many bouses with their inhabi-

tants. The village of Seewen, situated at the farther end, was

inundated, and some houses washed away, and the flood carried

live fish into the village of Stimen. The chapel of Olten, built

of wood, was found half a league from the place it had previously

occupied, and many large blocks of stone completely changed

their position."

The most considerable of the villages overwhelmed in the vale

of Arth was Goldau. Some persons who, from a distance of four

miles, were observing with a telescope the summit of the Ross-

berg, state, that all at once a flight of stones, like cannon-balls,

traversed the air above their heads ; a cloud of dust obscured the

valley ; a frightful noise was heard. They fled. As soon as the

obscurity was so far dissipated as to make objects discernible,
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they sought some friends who had gone before them into Goldau,

but this village was lost under a heap of stones and rubbish, one

hundred feet in height, and the whole valley presented nothing

but confusion. Nothing is left of Goldau but the bell which hung

in its steeple, and which was found about a mile off. With the

rocks torrents of mud came down, acting as rollers ; but they took

a different direction when in the valley, the mud following the

slope of the ground towards the lake of Lowertz, while the rocks,

preserving a straight course, glanced across the valley towards

the Righi. The rocks above, moving much faster than those near

the ground, went farther, and ascended even a great way up the

Righi : its base is covered with large blocks carried to an incredi-

ble height, and by which trees were mowed down as they might

have been by cannon.

Such are the fearful effects of a mountain-slip. The glacier

may also be the cause of no less imminent dangers.

The Val de Bagnes, near Martigny, has been more than once

devastated by means of masses of ice and snow from the glacier

of Getroz, completely blocking up the mountain torrent which

feeds the river Dranse. Behind this barrier the waters accumu-

lated in a fearful manner in 1818, forming a lake which was esti-

mated to contain eight hundred millions of cubic feet of water.

Notwithstanding the most persevering and ingenious efforts to

drain this lake by means of a tunnel cut through the ice, the

waters burst through the barrier with a tremendous crash, carry-

ing away rocks, forests, bridges, houses, and cultivated lands.

Between Martigny and the lake of Geneva, in the month of

August, 1835, a torrent of mud descended from the summit of

the Dent de Midi, into the Vallais near Evionaz. The following

account of this catastrophe has been communicated to us by a

gentleman who visited the spot in August, 1838.

!« It would appear, from the accounts of the people in the

neighborhood, that one day in August, 1835, a crashing noise was

heard in the mountain, and shortly afterwards the ecoulement or

torrent was seen to issue from the ravine, overthrowing and carry-

ing along with it trees and everything else that it met in its course.

The advance of the slimy torrent, although not rapid, was irresisti-

ble, and in about a couple of hours it had covered, in a fan-like

form, the whole slope down to the Rhone. No lives were lost ; but

the peasants who lived in a few scattered cottages in the ravine,
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and in the vicinity of its mouth, were scared from their dwellings,

and suffered some considerable los9 of property. 1 was assured

that no water was seen:—It was like a deluge of bluish grey mud,

intermixed with slaty rocks, and exhibiting much the same ap-

pearance to the eye as it does at present. It continued to flow,

but gently, for two or three days, and then stopped.

As it moved down from an immense height, the momentum
it acquired carried it forward at last with irresistible violence,

sweeping away blocks of stone many tons in weight, which

floated like corks upon the surface. It covered the high road for

a length of about nine hundred feet, and overwhelmed many fields,

orchards, and some few houses. Such phenomena are by no

means new in that neighborhood. It appears, from the accounts

of the people in the neighborhood, that 11 some very long time ago,

the Rhone, in that part of its course, flowed much more nearly

through the centre of the Vallais, and that a town or village,

named Penassez, stood upon its bank, but that a debacle from this

same ravine overwhelmed Penassez, and drove the Rhone east-

ward, to the channel which it now occupies, at the very foot of

the opposite mountain, the Dent de Morcles, which bounds the

Vallais on that side."—Selected.

(For the Maple Lett

A SKETCH.
n The death-bed of the ju«t ! is yet undrawn
By mortal hand ; it merits a divine.
Angels should pnint it, angels ever there."

There he lay, the cold hand of death already on his brow, and

his emaciated features settling in the repose that knows no

waking. Peacefully he sank to his everlasting slumber. No
traces of suffering disturbed the serenity of his brow, or marred

the holy calmness that pervaded his last moments 5 the spirit of

his life, struggling onwards, had at last reached the confines of

time, and was about to pass into the vast unknown. Not a

sound was heard ; no sigh of complaint was uttered ; for the

deep solemnity of the death-chamber hushed our voices, and we
knew that the spirit passing away in death's deep silence would

inherit the reward of the just. No shuffling tread broke the

solemn stillness ; no dissonant note of grief fell amid the awful

gloom, We heard the voice of the minister breathing words of
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heavenly comfort to the departing spirit, and we were resigned.
» • • • • * * * »

He was not old, but he had lived a good life. Checkered as

his days had been by cares and griefs, his hopeful spirit had borne

up with all, and his life of self-denial and disinterested kindness

had not been unfruitful of much good to his fellow beings. He
had not entered much into the gaieties of life, and knew but

little of its boasted joys ; his pleasures were his own, and his

enjoyments, hid, as they often were, in the recesses of his own

warm heart, nevertheless painted their impress upon his benev-

olent countenance. Others had blessed him *' by day and by

night," and prayed for his weal ; he had lived to be honored and

loved ; he died to be regretted and remembered.

It is evening ; the lints of the setting sun deck the heavens, and

his glorious beams light my way. 1 stand by the cold sod that

lies green above his dear remains, and my thoughts seek to hold

communion with the spirit world. I feel happy in the conscious-

ness that God watches over the precious dust here fast mingling

with its native element, and blesses the soul He has taken to

Himself. Oh ! that I may be inspired with strength to live as

he lived ! to do as he did ! This wish shall merge in purpose,

and hereafter in solitude, or in the deep stillness of midnight, I

hall be able to think of his death-bed, and rest in happiness.

llIDOR.

Montreal, September, 1854*.

Japanese Culture.—The Japanese are far from being as

much behind the times as we are apt to imagine. There is

probably no country, not Christian, in the world, so educated,

cultivated and refined. Their mechanics are in some things

more ingenious and skilful than our own. Their farmers, if they

fall behind ours in enterprise, beat them in thrift and economy,

and in the quantity of produce they raise under the circum-

stances. They had printed books long before we had. They

watch the progress of European science and art, and avail them,

selves eagerly of its discoveries. Their coasting trade is large

and busy. They take and read the Dutch newspapers, and thus

keep themselves posted up in the progress of western events.

They knew of the coming of Commodore Perry's squadron, and

were prepared for its arrival.
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JERUSALEM.
a

Palestine is the land, of all others, towards which the heart

of the Christian turns with interest and love ; the scene of

events, which, for sublimity and pathos, have no equal in history.

Palestine, the ancient home of the Jew, the present possession

of the infidel, how full of thrilling interest is the name ! It is

the land, which of old, was trod by patriarch and prophet ; the

land over which Abraham journeyed, in full belief of the pro-

mise that it should be given to his seed for an inheritance,

when as yet he had no foot of it in possession ; and where,

centuries after, his descendants lived under the immediate

government and protection of the Almighty. It is here that

David the king reigned, where he wrote those beautiful psalms

which have been the language of God's people in all ages.

Here was the law given amid awful solemnities, and here also

was first published the Gospel. It was in Palestine that,

according to the promise, Christ was born. It is most dear to

every pious heart, because Jesus called it his earthly home.

He journeyed through its towns and villages, over its hills and

plains ; he sailed on its waters ; and, when foot-worn and

weary, he rested beneath the shadow of its trees. But, though
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all its dust is precious, yet most of all does the Christian long

to walk the streets of Jerusalem, the holy city, because here

were spent the last hours of the mortal life of the glorious Re-

deemer, the Son of God and the Son of Man ! We envy not

him who feels no kindling of soul as, in imagination, he visits

the scenes consecrated by the Saviour's presence ; whose heart

does not burn within him as, in fancy, he accompanies the

chosen three as they ascend with their master the Mount of

Transfiguration, or retire to the Garden of Gethsemane.

The events which immortalize the Jerusalem of old are, to

the Christian, the earnest of the joys he hopes to possess in the

new Jerusalem above.

But a visit to modern Jerusalem must awaken emotions of

sadness, for, instead of a city magnificent in its splendor, as

was the ancient city, it presents a most poor, dirty, and mise-

rable appearance.

Ancient Jerusalem is thought by some to have been founded

by Melchisedec, king of Salem ; if this be true, it was one of

the oldest cities in the world. The first certain knowledge we
have of it is when Joshua led the twelve tribes to the pro-

mised land. It was then in the possession of the Jebusites.

Only a part of it was conquered by Joshua. The place was
then called Jebus, and the conquered portion was inhabited by

the tribes of Benjamin and Judah. It thus remained till king

David's time, when it was taken by that brave and war-like

prince. He made Mount Zion his chosen residence, expending

much labor and skill in fortifying it. Here was his palace
;

and here, too, he found his grave, so that Mount Zion was

appropriately called " the city of David."

The palmiest days of Jerusalem, as regards eartWy splendor,

were in the reign of Solomon, who greatly extended and

beautified it. He built on Mount Moriah, one of its three hills,

the magnificent temple, so much the pride of Israel; and he

made the city so rich and splendid that it had no equal in the

the* known world. Those were its most glorious times.

Then all the Jewish nation used to go up to worship at its tem-

ple, and hold their solemn feasts within its sacred walls. But

these times of pomp and splendor lasted not long. Scarcely

had Solomon been laid in his grave, ere its glory began to de-

cline. In punishment for the sins of its inhabitants, God sent
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various and terrible judgments upon it, till at last, in the reign

of Zedekiah, it suffered a three years' siege from the Assyrians,

and finally surrendered to them. Its conquerors set its beauti-

ful temple on fire, razed its walls, destroyed all of beauty or

magnificence that the city contained, and carried many of its

citizens captive to Babylon. After lying in ruins seventy

years, the city was re-built and restored in a measure to its

former grandeur. The temple was re-built, but, though a

beautiful building, it was greatly inferior to that erected by

Solomon.

After this restoration the city passed through various changes.

It was taken by Ptolemy, and many of its citizens were carried

captive to Egypt. Then Anliochus Epiphanes plundered it,

and desecrated the temple by placing in it an image of Jupiter.

This so enraged the Jews that a rebellion broke out, which

finally resulted in the recovery of the city by its rightful owners.

In their possession it remained till about sixty-three years

before Christ, when it was conquered by the Romans under

Pompey, and 12,000 Jews were massacred in the courts of the

temple. It was still under Roman sway when Christ was born,

and continued so seventy years after, till in consequence of a

revolt by the Jews, a Roman general was sent against the city,

and, after a long and fearful struggle, it was completely de-

stroyed. Nearly a hundred thousand persons were taken

prisoners, and many more perished during the seige. Since

that dreadful time it has never regained anything like its for-

mer magnificence. The city has passed through many hands,

being at one time under the rule of Pagan, then of Christian

Rome ; in one age possessed by the Arabians, and changed to

a Mahomedan city, then passing under the control of the Turks.

In A.D. 1100, owing to the insults and persecutions heaped

upon Christian pilgrims to the holy city by the Turks, attempts

were made by European Christians to rescue Jerusalem from

them. This was the beginning of the Crusades, or wars of the

Cross. Thousands of zealous, though fanatical, persons united

together in endeavors to wrest the holy city from the infidels.

In these wars were enlisted many of the noble and mighty of

Europe, and though we by no means approve of their doings,

yet one cannot help sympathizing with their desire to redeem

Jerusalem from the tyranny ofthe Turks, nor can we but admire
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the bravery and enthusiastic zeal with which they pursued their

purpose. After a severe struggle of forty days the Crusaders

were victorious, and the city surrendered to them. For more

than eighty years they retained possession of the place, and

many thousands of pilgrims annually flocked to its sacred

shrines. In A.D. 1187 the city was again taken by the Turks,

in whose possession it remained (with the exception of four

years, when it was in the hands of the Christians) till 1822.

At this time it became subject to the Pasha of Egypt, who re-

tained it under his power till 1841, when it was restored to the

Turks, who are still its rulers.

Though the wild enthusiasm of the days of the Crusaders has

passed away, it still is visited by many with the deepest interest.

It is now inhabited by Mahomedans, Jews, and Christians.

Its present condition is a striking commentary on the truth of

the Holy Scriptures, showing how precisely God fulfills all his

threatened judgments. Though once " beautiful for situation

—the joy of the whole earth," it now presents no remains of

its ancient beauty. Eighteen hundred years ago the place

where it once stood was ploughed over as a field, and not a

stone left of its glorious temple which was not thrown down.

Now, alas ! it is in the hands of the enemy, and only by suffer-

ance can its ancient people visit its ruins. The place so pre-

cious to them, as the scene of their nation's glory, has been

wrested from them, and they are scattered throughout the

world a nation of out-casts. And all this has befallen

them because of their sins, especially because of that climax of

guilt, the rejection of the Messiah—because they put to death

the Lord of Glory !

Yet, even in the ruins of Jerusalem the Christian sees

ground of confidence and hope, confidence in that God who has

so fully vindicated his honor, and hope, that as his threatenings

have been so exactly fulfilled, so his promises of mercy will not

fail. By the eye of faith the Christian looks forward to the

time as, perhaps, not far distant when Jerusalem shall again

be the home of the Jew, who, if he " abide not still in unbelief,"

shall become a living branch of the true vine. The signs

of the times seem, to the observing mind, to point to the

fulfillment of those prophecies which foretell the restoration of

God's ancient people to the land of their forefathers ; when
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after that the " fullness of the Gentiles be come in," they, too,

shall acknowledge Jesus of Nazareth, whom their fathers re-

jected, as the true Messiah—the Saviour of the world.

To that blessed consummation may our hearts be directed,

and for this may our prayers ascend, till Jerusalem again

becomes the city of God ;
4< beautiful for situation—the joy of

the whole earth."

S. E. H.

Montreal, October, 1854.

[Written for the Maple I*af.

AUTUMN.

Welcome, welcome, grand old Autumn,

Though thou art not crown'd with flow'rs,

Gathered closely round the hearthstone,

Glad we greet thy coming hours.

Love we well the Spring and Summer,

But the thoughts of days of old

Cling with closest, fondest pressure

To the Autumn brown and gold.

We remember how in childhood,

By the crackling Autumn fire,

Sat we, drinking in the lessons

Taught us by a sainted sire.

We remember how the sunshine,

Through the crimson curtains, shone

On that head that long since glisten'd

In the light that gilds the throne.

Many an Autumn since hath vanish'd,

Many a joy been quench'd in tears,

But those pictures of the old time

Fade not with the lapse of years.

Still we love the glorious Autumn
For the joys he once hath brought,

Still we keep the rose-hued mem'ries,

In our life's deep tissues wrought.

Edia.

Montreal, Oct. 19, 1854.
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[Written for the Maple Leaf.

THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A THIMBLE.

I have not much recollection of my young days. That I am
from a respectable ancestry I know, for, though not exactly

belonging to the silver family, I am cousin-germain to that bril.

liant " connection." I belong to the german-silver " branch of

the house." The various stages of my early education, and pre-

paration for " coming out," I am ignorant of, but I know that this

preparation for my debut before the world was carried on in

rather a hot manner, and, before I was 16 licked into shape," I

received many a hard blow from the brawny hands of my master.

My moral education must also have been strictly attended to, for,

though a thimble, I am no thimble-rigger, and I can solemnly

affirm that no treacherous pea has ever been concealed by me.

I distinctly remember the day when I left my native town,

Birmingham: that manufacturing atmosphere of smoke and iron

filings. It was rather a great day for me, for I was destined to

make a trip across the Ocean, and, in the new world, commence

the busy scene of active and, I flatter myself, useful life. I, to-

gether with a great number of my companions, was carefully

stowed away for the voyage, and being, as you may perceive, of

"genteel connections" I was awarded the best berth in the box.

Our voyage was a short and prosperous one ; our good ship the

Canadian steamer Ottawa having exceeded the poet's idea of

" walking the waters like a thing of life."

Not long after my arrival in Canada I was taken to a large

warehouse, where I remained not only in " bond" hut in bondage;

however, by the kindness of the Custom House officers I was

soon removed from my prison house, and again allowed to

breathe a purer atmosphere. The master into whose hands 1

had now fallen was one who could not appreciate my excellent

qualities, and—thus giving only a too common specimen of want

of appreciative discrimination of genius—he made every exertion

to get me off his hands. He succeeded ; and this time a lady in

the " fancy and Berlin wool line" was my purchaser. This lady,

after carefully brightening me up with a little powder, set me on

the counter of her grand shop, and enclosed me in a glass case,

where I enjoyed a congenial circle of acquaintanceship. I was

put in the midst of jewellery, bijouteire, and trinkets of every
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color, form, and value. But here, I may remark, I got my first

lesson in life. I tound out that what we of the metals often say,

" it's not all gold that glitters" is too true. What was my sur-

prise to find that the rich and sparkling broach on my right turned

out to be a very near relation of the paste connection. Picture

my disgust when the topaz ring which, perhaps, had templed

many a stylish servant girl, upon more intimate acquaintance,

was found to smack terribly of the cut glass u set." And when

the " yellow metal" itself, lying in massy ornaments around me,

was silent upon the subject of acids, and changed color in their

presence, I came to the conclusion that every pretension in this

world is as hollow as—I am myself; in fact, that as many holes

can be picked in most things, as the needle's head will find in

" your humble servant."

As I had detected all this soon after I was introduced to the

gaze of the public, it may readily be supposed that I longed for

a speedy removal. But before this wished-for event took place,

I had ample opportunity to see a " little shopping," and it may
not be uninteresting to detail in what way that momentous

operation is conducted. 1 remarked that it was a general rule

that the shopper should never know, before coming into the shop,

what she wanted to buy. Indeed the main delight of shopping

consists in a sort of blindfold entree into the midst of w pretty

things," and then a sudden removal of the handkerchief, followed

by a dash at every thing. In this way I was often disturbed and

removed from my otium cum dig; but, from a little circumstance

in my formation, I was always returned to my place, after being

uncomfortably squezed on delicate fingers that had fingered the

piano keys and the dinner dishes alternately. The fact is I was
rather delicately formed ; to such a degree that I am prevented

from entering into an alliance with a good many fingers. Quite

well do I remember a lady with a very strong and hearty body,

but a die-away, fainting manner, coming upon me in her miscel-

laneous search one morning. She was a person formed by

nature for a hardy prosecution of field work, but from some in-

sane notion of her own physical incapacity she was accustomed

to live on the verge of vertigo. The fingers of this fair shopper,

however, dissipated any apprehension of the presence of consump-

tion—except of the good things of this life ;—consequently when

I was taken on trial, I was found to be totally unserviceable, and,
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in the course of my probation, proved a severe trial of patience

to her. Having been found unfit for this lady's fingers I was of

course pronounced unfit for any other fingers. But I knew
that that was a mistake, and on being returned to my retreat 1

took occasion to ruminate on the vanity of all flesh. Not long

after my fruitless interview with this lady, I was presented to a

fashionable girl who informed my mistress that 6he had joined a

Dorcas affair, and required me, as, perhaps, she would be ex-

pected to do a little needle-work. I heard the conclusion of the

bargain with feelings of pleasure, I felt eager to enter into the

world, and I was not sorry, at any rate, to leave the " fancy

store." I was accordingly packed carefully, for fear of the damp
air, and was sent home to my new mistress.

My impressions upon entering into fashionable life I will give

in the next chapter of my adventures.

A. T. C.
Montreal, Oct., 1854..

No man not a savage has a right to educate his children with

a view simply to the passive enjoyment of life. This is wholly

to mistake the end and meaning of life. Life was never meant

to be a mere pleasure save to the brute. To higher natures, it

has always been, and always will be, a school, a discipline, a

journey, a march, a battle, a victory. The law is absolute and

wholesome, growiug out of the very divinity of man's source.

No amount of fortune, therefore, can exempt a -man from its

operation. It leaves no one where it finds him. If it does not

elevate him above the lambent stars, it makes him grovel in the

dust of the earth.

The Better Land.—Our relatives in eternity outnumber our

relatives in time. The catalogue of the living we love becomes

less, and in anticipation we see the perpetually lengthening train

of the departed j and by their flight our affections grow gradually

less glued to earth, and more allied to heaven. It is not in vain

that the images of our departed children, and near and dear ones,

are laid up in memory, as in a picture gallery, from which the

ceaseless surge of this world's cares cannot obliterate them
;

ihey wait there for the light of the resurrection day, to stand

forth holy, beautiful and happy,—our fellow-worshippers for

ever.
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PARISIAN WHAT-NOT.

Materials.—A piece of pale blue moire silk, claret velvet, pure

gold braid, gold thread, and gold and ruby beads.

The Parisian what-not is an article of furniture very little

known in England, where, however, it deserves, from its use-

fulness and elegance, to be generally adopted. It is a sort of

embroidered pocket, standing on a table against the wall, to

contain odds and ends of all descriptions. The back, made of

silk, and covered with cardboard, is quite flat, the foundation is

nearly a half-round, and the front takes that form. It sometimes

has cords, by which it is suspended to the wall. These what-nots

are worked in braiding, canvas work, crotchet, or embroidery.

The beautiful specimen we now give, is of embroidery in

application. The entire pattern is cut out in claret velvet, laid

on a light blue moir6 ground. The edges of the flowers, <fec,

are worked with gold thread ; the stems with coarse gold cord.

The fibres of the leaves and the thorns in gold bullion. The
eye of the flower is imitated by gold and ruby beads. The
scroll, also formed of velvet, is edged with gold braid, and all the

pattern on it is worked on the same.

When made up, the bottom of strong cardboard is to be cov-

ered, as well as the back, with light blue moire, like the front,

on the inner side, and with claret on the outer. The front is

to be lined with thin cardboard only. The work covers it on

one side, and blue miore on the other. A cord, to match, finishes

the edges ; and also, if desired, serves to suspend it to the wall.
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For the Maple Leaf.

THE GAP OF DUNLOE.

CHAP. III.

The education of the young and beautiful Emilie was to Con-

stance a source of untiring delight, and their father's greatest

happiness was in providing them with every possible amusement

and pleasure that could make home, what home ever should be,

the centre of joy and social delight. All that art and nature

combined could supply, he had endeavoured to gather around

them, and though they lived in great retirement, yet their variety

of occupations and pursuits prevented them from ever either wish-

ing for change, or finding any monotony from their calm course

of life. The wings of the house were of a more modern date

than the centre, and consisted of the usual suite of drawing-rooms,

dining-rooms and library. The right wing was appropriated en-

tirely to a suite of apartments fitted up with exquisite taste for the

two sisters, on one side of which ran a spacious picture gallery,

a noble apartment, and luxuriously furnished, where one might

contemplate at ease the glorious creations of art, both ancient

and modern. There the Divine Kaffoille speaks to the inmost soul

in some madonna and child, where motherly gentleness is blended

with the dignified consciousness of that honor so mysteriously laid

upon her. There also were master pieces of Rubens, Silvata Rosa,

Carlo Ralae, Correggio, Rembrandt and Vaudghern. And dis-

posed through the picture gallery, were exquisite groups ofstatuary,

and glass doors led from it into an extensive conservatory, where

flowers of every hue and clime were scattered profusely around.

No wonder a love, a deep love of the beautiful, should pervade

hearts brought up among such scenes. But nurtured as they were

amidst all that could enlarge the intellect and refine the mind,

with expectations of great wealth, they were easily led to look

upon all as talents of which they were to render an account,

and act only as stewards, feeling their responsibility as such.

Stewards of that Master who has said, " Occupy till I come."

On one, and on all, is laid the solemn charge, a stewardship.

Alas, only too often served with faithlessness. From her

earliest youth Consiance would take her beloved Bister with her

into the surrounding country, and visiting with untiring benevo-

lence the poorest hut, making no distinction in their difference
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of faith between Roman Catholic or Protestant, but doing all as

for Him, who has said, " Inasmuch as ye do it unto these, ye

do it unto me," and their tender sympathy and bountiful aid in

supplying the physical and menial destitution of their poor neigh-

bors, did much towards softening the animosity which had pre-

viously prevailed between the two parties. Even the prejudices

existing in the heart of the neighboring priest seemed to disperse

as the venerable old man savr, in his daily rounds, the beautiful

form of the youug Emilie gliding from door to door conveying

consolation to the lonely around, and his benevolent face would

light up with feelings of compassion and interest for her,

whom his Church called him to look upon as a heretic.

He had not imbibed that fierce denouncing spirit, but too often

the characteristic of that Church j indeed his gentle, child. like

spirit mourned deeply over those of his brethren, who, by stimu-

lating the passions of their auditors against their Protestant bre-

thren, seemed to think they were doing God's service. Into his

parish, therefore, had not crept, at present, those bitter feelings

which in later years have given rise to those diabolical outrages

which have disgraced some parts of the island. The Berangers,

living as they did in the hope of being made a blessing to their

neighborhood, embracing all in the wide circle of charity, had

been free from the dark shadow gathering over the hearths of

many, though painfully reminded, such was the case, by the

rumours which had already reached them ; but in their own
peaceful home none had made them afraid, and they wished for

no greater precaution than the love they inspired among the

warm-hearted peasantry.

C. H.
(To be continued,)

GOTTA PBRCHA.

GuttaPercha—the Malayan term given to a concrete juice

taken from the Isonandra Gutta tree—is indigenous to all the

islands of the Indian Archipelago, and especially to the Malayan

Peninsula, Borneo, Ceylon, and their neighborhoods, in which are

found immense forests of this tree, all yielding this product in great

abundance. Its fruit contains ft concrete edible oil, which is

used by the natives with their food. The gutta, or juice, circu-

lates between the bark and the wood of the tree, in veins whose
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course is distinctly marked by black longitudinal lines. The na-

tives were formerly in the habit of peeling the tree when they re-

quired a supply, but have been taught by experience that the

juice can be obtained by cutting notches at intervals in the trunk,

and thus preserve the tree for future tappings, as our maples for

successive years yield their sap to the sugar manufacturers. The

juice consolidates in a few minutes after it is collected, when it is

formed by hand into compact oblong masses of from seven to

twelve or eighteen inches in length, by four to six inches in thick-

ness ; and these, when properly dried, are what is known as the

Gutta Percha of commerce. It is of a light brown color, exhibit-

ing a fibrous appearance, much like the inner coating of the

white oak bark, and is without elasticity. When purified of its

woody and earthy substance, it becomes hard, like horn, and is

extremely tenacious ; indeed, its tenacity is wonderful.

The strength of tubes of this material is so great that no visi-

ble effect was produced upon them by the proving-pump of the

Water Company of the city of Stirling, in Scotland, which gives

more pressure than any other pump in Great Britain—a pressure

that would scatter the rivets of leather hose in all directions.

The application of heat to the crude makes it soft and plastic,

and in a temperature of about two hundred degrees it becomes

ductile, when it can be moulded into any desired shape, which it

retains when cool. It can be dissolved by sulphuret of carbon,

or chloroform, or if immersed for a time in spirits of turpentine.

It is a repellant of and completely unaffected by cold water,

and, unlike India rubber, it resists the action of oil and other fatty

substances without injury. It is a non-conductor of electricity
;

is proof against alkalies and acids—being only affected by the sul-

phuric and nitric, in a highly concentrated state, while the most

powerful acetic, hydrofluric, or muriatic acids, or chlorine, have

no perceptible effect upon its structure or capabilities. This gum

has qualities entirely different from India rubber. It cannot be

worn out. It can be melted and remelted, and repeatedly re-

moulded, without changing its properties for manufacture, or los-

ing its virtue. It is lighter than rubber, of finer grain, and pos-

sesses certain repellant properties unknown to that material ; and

is extremely tough. It disregards frost, and displays remarkable

acoustic qualities.

The experiments which resulted in the astounding discovery of
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a process of vulcanization, by which Gutta Percha was made per-

manently elastic and flexible, like India rubber, were made by

Wm. Rider, of the firm of W. Rider and Brothers, now the Pre-

sident of the North American Gutta Percha Company, and his

brothers, Emory and John Rider, who had for years been engaged

in experiments with India rubber, (which resulted in the vulcani-

zation, as patented by Goodyear.)

No time was lost in making application for a patent, which

was granted.

Under this discovery, Gutta Percha, which before was a

fibrous, non-elastic and horny material, and affected by the

changes of climate, is converted into pliable and elastic fabrics,

which remain the same under all changes of climate ; is not in-

jured by acids or fatty substances, is free from offensive smell, and,

unlike India rubber, does not decompose and get sticky : with

such advantages this invention must prove one of vast import-

ance in the arts.

As this discovery presented a field for business beyond the

means of any individual or firm, it was deemed advisable to vest

the right to the same in a company. Accordingly the North

American Gutia Percha Company was incorporated.

This Company have an extensive establishment in Twenty-

fifth-street, in this city, covering eight lots of ground ; their ma-

chinery is of the most approved make, and very ponderous,

weighing over one hundred thousand pounds, which is driven by

a splendid engine of one hundred horse-power.

The cutting, cleansing, mixing, grinding, calendering and vul-

canizing.rooms are all arranged with regard to the economical

despatch of business—the work-rooms are light and airy, and the

whole establishment is lighted with gas. The establishment em-

ploys about two hundred females, and fifty men and boys, and

can turn out six hundred thousand dollars worth of goods per an-

num.

—

New York Day-Book*

IMPORTANCE OF THE COMPASS.

Captains of ocean steamers differ considerably in their at-

tention to exactness in compasses. Good compasses are doubt-

less furnished to all vessels of this important class ; but the

very best compass may be rendered worse than useless by a
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disregard of the petty circumstances on board that derange its

action. Captain Shannon, of the Cunard steamers line, re-

lated to us a curious instance of a derangement in the compass,

which had since rendered him punctiliously cautious. He had

left Halifax with his vessel on the homeward bound voyage
;

it was during one of the cold winter months, when fogs prevail

on the American coasts. His directions to the officers of the

watch was to run for a point thirty miles eastward of Newfound-

land, so as to make sure of keeping clear of its rock-bound

shores ; and the point of the compass that would lead to this

required direction was fixed.

On coming on deck in the grey of the morning, what was his

horror on seeing that the ship had just entered a small bay,

and seemed about to be dashed to pieces on the lofty preci-

pices that revealed themselves through the mist. By instanta-

neously shouting orders to the man at the wheel, and by re-

versing the engine, he barely saved the vessel from destruction.

After some trouble it was paddled to deep water. His first

impression of course was, that the compass had been neglected.

But to his surprise, he found that his orders had been ex-

actly followed in this respect. The head of the vessel had been

kept in the direction which, by compass, should have led to the

open sea, 30 miles from land, and yet here it was running full

in shore. To all concerned the deviation seemed perfectly mag-

ical—not on ordinary principles to be accounted for. The truth

at length dawned upon the captain.

The error must have arisen from local derangement of the

compass. He caused all the compasses in the ship to be

ranged on the deck ; and soon it was perceived that no two

agreed. The seat of the disorder was ascertained to be a cer-

tain spot close to the funnel of the saloon. Could this funnel

be the cause ? It was of brass, and had never before shown

any power of distracting the needle. On looking into it, how-

over, the captain discovered that, when at Halifax, a new iron

tube had been put inside the brass one, without his knowledge,

and the circumstance had never been mentioned to him. There,

in that paltry iron tube, was the whole cause of the derange-

ment, M which," said Captain Shannon, " I speedily made

to shift its quarters." How near was thus a fine vessel being

wrecked, from a petty circumstance which no one would have
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previously dreamed of ; and it may not be said how many ves-

sels assumed to be diverted toward rocks by currents, may have

been led to destruction from causes equally trivial.

—

Selected.

MARRIED YESTERDAY.

Every day in the journal that with the first gleam of the sun

is flung within our portals, we read this little sentence :

—

" Married yesterday, So and So." Every day there is a wed-

ding feast in some of the mansions of earth ; a clasping ofhands

and union of hearts in the dim aisle of some holy temple j a

pledging of eternal love and constancy during all the hours that

are yet to come down, like spring flowers, upon life's pathway.

Each day some new marriage-crown is put on, and she who
wears it, leaning upon him whose love is the brightest jewel

set amidst its leaves, steals away from the " dear old home,"

and nestles tremblingly in the fairy cot where Love's hand has

trained the honey-suckle over the latticed porch, and placed

jEolian lyres in all the casements.

" Married Yesterday."—There are pearls and gold shin-

ing now amid the flowers that fringe love's pathway, and stars

gleaming like great chandeliers in the firmament of Hope.

—

There are harps tinkling now whose melody is sweeter than

the sound of evening bells, and joys falling like a shower of

anethysts upon the hearts that yesterday were wed. Life now
is become beautiful ; the soul soars upwards from the dust, like

a dove loosed from its cage ; there is melody in every breeze

and every place
;
yea, there are angels in every path, with

crowns for those who are pressing onward with song and

prayer.

" Married Yesterday."—It seems now a long distance to

the grave—a long road to the final rest. But soon the shadows

will come, and life lose its summer bloom. Then, as the pat-

ter of tiny feet is heard about the grandfather's house, and little

bairns cluster about his knee, they who were "married yester-

day," mayhap will turn back to the records of the past, weep-

ing silently the while, remembering that their summer is gone,

their harvest ended, and that soon, gathering up their sheaves,

they must pass beyond the gates of pearl, where will evermore

be but one marriage—that of the Lamb with his chosen people.



348 EDITORIAL.

A Good Suggestion.—Rev. Mr. Choles, in an address on agri-

cultural subjects says :—" I wish that we could create a general pas-

sion for gardening and horticulture—we want more beauty about our

houses. The scenes of our childhood are the memories of our future

years. Let our dwellings be beautiful with plants and flowers.

—

Flowers are, in the language of a late cultivator, the playthings of

childhood and the ornament of the grave
;
they raise smiling looks

•to man and grateful ones to God."

A Severe Rebuke.—Fletcher, Bishop of Nismes, was the son of

a chandler. A proud duke once endeavored to mortify the prelate,

by saying at the levee that he smelt of tallow ; to which the other

replied,—" My lord, I am the son of a chandler, 'tis true ; and if our

lordship had been the same you would have remained a tallow-

chandler all the days of your life."

EDITORIAL.
Autumn reigns in regal splendor this year. He holds his court high up

in the blue expanse, with the grand panorama of nature spread out before

him. Rolling back in fleecy masses, the clouds form a coronal of beauty

round his head, while gorgeous tents adorn his robes. Never were days

more lovely than those just passing. Lingering on the verge of a new
dynasty, like a procession sweeping along from the eastern to the western

horizon, in single file, they pass away until lost amid the golden sunsets of

the distant west. What have they heralded for all of us to be written in the

archives of heaven ? Flitting like spectres from earth, they have borne our

history to imperishable tablets, and then, side by side, they have been ranged

in the long cavalcade of the Ages, there to await the decisions of the judg.

ment. There is something inexpressibly grand and solemn, something

wondrously interesting in human existence. As a pebble dropped into the

water produces motion in continuous circles to a great distance, so thought,

launched into the great ocean of eternity, widens and ever widens, des-

tined to exert an influence forever. What then should be the character of

our thoughts and aspirations ? The shadows of nobler forms, and nobler

scenes that fall upon us from above, the yearnings of the earth- worn spirit

for something satisfying, the innate sympathy we feel for the good and

beautiful, remind us of that perfection of intellect and heart which will fit

us for the society ef the blest. Merely living, merely vegetating,—living to

eat, and drink, and adorn ourselves,—will not answer the demand of our

being. We come of celestial lineage ; the anticipation of future happiness

ought to nerve us to personal exertion, and self-denial. The desire to use

our talents to the best advantage ought to animate us every moment, and

the thought of the august assemblage that sympathise in our success ought

to fill every heart with ardent enthusiasm to live not in vain, while we live,

that u departing we may leave behind us footprints on the sands of lime."

Articles for the Maple Leaf should be finished when sent, and accom-

panied by the real name of the writer. We have received the first chapter

of a tale, which we cannot inucrt until we hear from the writer again.
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A NOBLE PROFESSION.

vR||9eaciiing is a profession for which comparatively few arc

<4^J> really fitted. The most accomplished scholar has not

always the tact requisite to command the attention of the youth-

ful mind, and awaken an enthusiastic interest in acquiring

knowledge. Peculiar skill is necessary to enchain the

roving thoughts, and concentrate the scintillations of youthful

fancy upon something real. The man of profound research,

of mathematical acumen, and logical precision, may quickly

arrive at the premises in any course of reasoning pre-

sented to him, or lay down a proposition, and from thence

draw his own inferences with perfect accuracy ; but his

thoughts, accustomed to bold conclusions, to a kind of mental

prescience, often disdain the trammels of exact order, and lose

their strength if brought to the slow pace of ordinary thinkers.

The teacher, however, ought not only to be a polished scholar,

but to be able to recall his mental experiences, and detail the

steps he takes to arrive at certain points. He should understand

his subject thoroughly, and possess a gift of language, so that

he can explain it, and carry along with him the rapt attention of

his pupils. The person who does not love the young for them-

selves, who does not feel a kindling of heart, as he looks round

upon a class of young persons, ought never to teach.

The bright eyes of affectionate scholars, like so many
radiant points, seem to light up the school-room, and lend an

ingredient of vivacity to the very atmosphere that pervades it.

The exciting interest that animates the class-room is astonish

ing, when one who loves to teach attempts to unfold a subject.

The mysteries of vulgar fractions are soon unravelled, the

abstruse definitions of grammar assume a tangible shape, and

as he urges the idea that history is not to be studied for its

facts merely, but to be reasoned about, and made the index to

point out the curiosities of human character in different ages of

the world, the pages of the otherwise dull study become,

to the scholar, luminous with undying thought, and the teacher

can turn the glowing minds before him to noble aspirations after

future excellence. Geography, as a study, becomes delight-

ful, when taught with reference to its more extended bearings.
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Mere definitions of latitude or longitude may give birth to many
highly interesting thoughts. The adaptation of man to the
zone which he inhabits may be improved by the skilful teacher
to compare the habits and appearance of the Esquimaux, for

instance, with those of some other nation, and while fixing the

fact clearly upon theft- minds, he may arrest the train of thought
in a class to advert to the wisdom of God in thus planning the

wondrous machinery of the physical world, and fitting men
and animals for the locality they occupy. What an opportunity

has he of setting his impress upon the young hearts before him,

and stamping upon their memories facts and associations that

they will never forget

!

We have said that but few, comparatively, are fitted for the

employment of teaching, and we believe this is true. Teaching
calls for great self-control, deep insight into human character,

and ardent desire to do good on the part of the teacher. It

demands untiring patience, sympathy in the trials and difficulties

which beset the pupil, and decision to execute necessary rules

for his benefit. It absolutely forbids self-indulgence, or self-

satisfaction with present attainments, and urges upon the

teacher to be " always and everywhere a learner," ever ready

to treasure up a happy thought, or forcible expression for the

benefit of his scholars, and ever on the alert to call out their

talent, and show them their own strength. The person who
lacks imagination, and possesses little enthusiasm of character,

had better, if possible, leave the business of teaching to those

whose warm hearts beat gladly when they enter the school-room,

and whose encouraging tones urge the pupil to make great ex-

ertions to advance in knowledge. Young people are not Stoics.

Their affections are ardent, their imaginations lively, their

perceptions are keen, and they are ever ready to respond to

just reasons, and sympathise in measures, which can be shown

to be for their good. A school is a little community, a minia-

ture government. The great secret of success in teaching, lies

in bringing opinion in the little society to embrace sound prin-

ciples. Rules are necessary, but let the teacher convert the

influential members of a school to a belief in the doctrine of

personal responsibility, and show them that he loves to instruct

them, that he seeks their true welfare, and the work of govern-

ing will becomo comparatively easy. Viewing in his scholars
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the future men and women of the country, the conscientious

teacher feels that they will soon pass from the mild restraints,

and pleasant associations of the class-room, into the bustle and

earnest warfare of life, and he nerves himself day by day to

make each lesson tell for their benefit, and each hour show

some advance in the noble art of self-control.

Montreal, October, 1854.

[Written for the Maple Leaf.

LIFE AND ADVENTURES OP A THIMBLE.

BY A. T. C.

No. II.

Not long after my arrival at my new home I was ** brought

into play,"— I can hardly call it work. My new mistress, re-

volving in the higher circles, of course never seriously worked
;

true, she did something now and then which she dignified with

that name, but it never came up to what a needlewoman

would understand by the term. She didn't require to make her

own dresses, trim her own bonnets, nor darn her own stock-

ings. She knew little about these homely things, and cared

less. You know it is all very well for those who have plenty

of time, or who are impelled by necessity, to undertake such

vulgar work, but such young ladies as ray mistress, have to

attend to their music and dancing, and, of course, have an

aversion to spoiling their hands and manners by hard work, or

contact with vulgarities. So, while we elegantly employed our

time with a little " fancy work," another more sturdy pair of

hands, and a relation—a very distant relation—of my own were

doing the little necessary manual exercises I have before men-

tioned, far away somewhere in the kitchen atmosphere. I was

fast becoming a convert to my mistress's views, and began to

sympathize with her in her aversion to being caught with a

stocking in one hand and worsted in the other, and, in conse-

quence of this antipathy, I think she favored Berlin more than

any other of the wool variety.

1 began, however, to feel my life rather monotonous. In

the morning I had ample time for reflection and quiet meditation,

while my mistress was either testing the reflecting powers of

her glass, or meditating deeply upon " Evangelina." I was
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sometimes required in the afternoon when my mistress was

not going out, but dressed to receive visitors ; and on these

occasions I gathered a vast store of useful and varied informa-

tion, which may perhaps be of service when I come to under-

take my great literary task of " a friend—behind his back." My
mind at one moment became impressed with the great fact that

Mrs. Dash had got such an ugly bonnet ; bulletins of the state

of various gentlemen's moustache duly impressed me ; I dwelt

upon the truth, gathered from so many sources, that "domestic

treasures" are necessary evils ; and I drank in \'ae slories of

the evanescnce of china when left within their magic influence.

Of course I was well up with the latest fashions, the most

approved shapes of the " wide awake" and " come and kiss

me" bonnets, the newest puff comb, the proper size of the new
heel to the boot, the most fashionable polka, and the last novel.

It would take me a long time to name all the subjects I have

heard discussed
;
and, if I only had the necessary time to spare

?

I might let you behind some of the scenes, and describe, for in-

stance, the little " at home" given by Mrs. Stunner, as detailed

by that lady's very dear friend, Mrs. Bjghtbac
;
upon which

occasion the bed-room was turned into the supper-room,—to

the dissatisfaction of quiet Mr. Stunner, who was sent to the

garret for three or four nights, while Mrs. Stunner " put up"

comfortably at a friend's house,—and also upon which occasion

the little Stunners were banished to some penal colony, and

when the kitchen became a domestic Balaklava—a grand basis

of operations.

From what I have said it may be seen that I have had an

opportunity, in one epoch of my life at least, to lay in a vast store

of knowledge ; and that, in point of fact, I have actually done so,

is apparent from the little scintillations 1 have just allowed to

sparkle out.

Now, to me, brought into the world with the one grand idea

of usefulness in my head, this life of mine appeared rather frivo-

lous. I often asked myself what was the great object of our lives,

and 1 think the answer suggested was, to be of use in the world
;

and then I would moralize upon this fundamental principle, and

try to prove that the life 1 led was a useful one. But we thim-

bles know very well when we are employed on a useful piece of

work. Some of us are desperately utilitarian, as, for instance,
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our brethren under the tailor's auspices ; but others of us, and

amongst the number myself, enjoying life in the higher circles,

are employed in the fancy rather than the useful line. One fact

was that I never helped at a good vigorous " quilting bee," but

for days and weeks fiddled away at a complicated collar, which,

after a fortnight's toil, never looked half so nice as a shilling one

worked by machinery.

And this brings me to an event which I hoped would change

the current of my reflections a little, and make me feel myself at

last a benefactor in an humble way. The fall of the year was

approaching, when the ladies annually meet for the purpose of

preparing something comfortable for the poor. 1 heard a meeting

of the " Dorcas sewing circle" announced with great pleasure.

On the day appointed my young mistress took me, along with

some M work," to the meeting. It was held in a room replete with

every comfort, and made cozey by the presence of arm chairs,

sofas, and a blazing fire. We were rather early, but soon after

we entered several of the segments of the 16 circle" dropped in,

with bundles of work ; and about an hour after the appointed

time a very full meeting, because the first of the season, was

hard at work. I will jot down a few of my observations.

The composition of the Society exhibited a great variety.

There were a great many married ladies, probably with large

families, whose establishments I thought would rather suffer by

their absence ; a great many young ladies, who should have been

reading and sewing under the direction of a school-mistress , one

or two old maiden ladies, Dorcas veterans ; and a few, very few,

plain, unpretending hard workers, who talked little, but whose

fingers went like spindles.

But if the composition of the circle was varied, much more so

was the occupation and conversation of the ladies composing it.

Mrs. Stunner was at a bonnet, a fragment bonnet, which no

doubt she intended to be very becoming for the poor old lady to

whose lot it should fall, but which elderly person in her simpli-

city would probably object to such a close adherence to the

fashion, and might possibly prefer an article more fitted to cover

her head, and freer of those external decorations which Mrs.

Stunner thought proper to put upon it. One sentimental young

lady was engaged upon a pair of fancy slippers, probably destined

o adorn the feet of a pauper hodman, and, if not exactly suitable
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for the purpose, at least well fitted to enable the possessor to

obtain a quart of whiskey on the strength of them. Another lady,

one of the hard workers, was shaping something warm from a

great piece of flannel. Miss Lydia Languish was embroidering

the hem of an elegant geranium-colored child's pelisse. Miss

Lacy was crotcheting a Berlin wool waistcoat, while her friend

next to her was engaged upon something which was probably

destined to increase the attractions of a mendicant apple-woman.

Your humble servant was occupied with a child's frock of crim-

son cashmere, neatly trimmed with white braid, destined to cover

the back of a charwoman's young hope, whose happiest moments

are spent in the dirt. And, by the bye, two or three hard workers

were sewing away at a quilt, which, most likely, would be given

in charity to one who had plenty of blankets.

A continual buzz of conversation went round the room, and

it was rather curious to listen to the disjointed sentences that

floated my length in the current of small talk.

Before all the members had assembled, the conversation was

pretty general.

" I wonder," remarked Mrs. Stunner, " if Mrs. John Smith

will appear with a great bundle of that odious red flannel V9

ft You may be sure she will," rejoined Miss Young, " because

you know it's the cheapest stuff to be got."

At that moment the identical Mrs. John Smith appeared with

the predicted bundle of red flannel.

« How do you do, Mrs. Smith ?" said Mrs. Stunner, « what a

delightful piece of warm flannel you always bring us !"

Mrs. Smith immediately commenced upon a petticoat.

"What a lovely sermon that was last Sunday!" remarked

Miss Stacey.

" Yes," said Mrs. Dash, " but did you notice how shabby the

Minister's gown is getting. I propose we make him a new one

immediately."

" I would think it more charitable," Mrs. Smith rejoined, " if

we got ready something for our poor. The season is very far

advanced, and the cold will bring great suffering, 1 fear."

" Yes," whispered my mistress, " but that red petticoat of yours

would make a whole regiment warm if only hung up to look at."

As more ladies dropped in, the conversation became divided

among little knots, and the sentences, to a quiet listener, appeared

confused and ludicrous enough.
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" Hand me those scissors, please," was answered by, « Did

you ever see such a fright of a shawl ?" and my ears were

tickled with the general buzz of conversation in such fragmentary

portions as " No, I never went there. You know they're ter-

ribly vulgar." " Oh ! I am sure he's no friend of mine."

" Don't you think she has a very red nose?" "I don't know
what size to make these slippers ; I never noticed a laboring

man's feet." " If I were you I would make them quietly for

Frank u Never mind, put a tuck to it." " He is so

handsome," " Have you been very gay lately ?" " Yes. I

have the gussett ready."

The red petticoat was proceeding to a full development of its

glowing proportions ; the bonnet was getting into shape ; the

slippers got the addition of a flower and part of a leaf ; the waist-

coat was increasing in size ; and the numerous little infantile in-

describables began to assume intelligible shapes, when the hour

for dissolving arrived, and the Dorcas sewing circle adjourned to

meet again next week.

(To be continued.)

Confidence in One's Self.—When a crisis befalls you and

the emergency requires moral courage and noble manhood to

meet it, be equal to the requirements of the moment, and rise

superior to the obstacles in your path. The universal testimony

of men whose experience exactly coincides with yours, furnishes

the consoling reflection that difficulties may be ended by opposi-

tion. There is no blessing equal to the possession of a stout

heart. The magnitude of the danger needs nothing more than a

greater effort than ever at your hands. If you prove recreant in

the hour of trial, you are the worst of recreants, and deserve no

compassion. Be not dismayed nor unmanned, when you should

be hold and daring, unflinching and resolute. The cloud, whose

threatening murmurs you hear with fear and dread, is pregnant

with blessings, and the frown whose sternness now makes you

shudder and tremble, will ere long be succeeded by a smile of

bewitching sweetness and benignity. Then be strong and manly
;

oppose equal forces to open difficulties
;
keep a stiff* upper lip

;

and trust in Providence. Greatness can only be achieved by

those who are tried. The condition of that achievement is con-

fidence in one's self.

—

Selected.
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EARTH'S DWELLINGS.
" Come, Jet us laugh, as ivc oft have laughed

Tiic livc-long night away,

And fill the cup with the ruddiest draught,

And sing tiie merriest lay.

Laugh, drink ! the rosy flowers arc quafiiing

Full many a liquid gem,

The moon and stars o'er earth are laughing
;

Laugh, laugh, and drink with them !"

And rose upon the silent night

The shout of revelry,

And the bright moon shed her silver light

Upon the House of Glee.

" Oh ! let us weep, the task is done,

The toil of the weary day

;

Let us mourn awhile for the kind hearts gone,

For the fond hopes passed away.

Heaven's silent tears the earth are sleeping,

Beneath the waving fir
;

Sad night o'er all the world is weeping,

And we will weep with her ;"

And brake upon the silent night,

A wailing voice and low,

And the fair moon shed her gentle light

Upon the House of Woe.

44 Ah ! let me die ! 'tis time, 'tia lime !

I'm sick of the world's hard strife,

Of the maze of folly, and griuf, and crime,

That ye mock with the name of life.

1 go, the night-wind's idle sighing

My sweet, sole requiem
j

The last palo stars in heaven are dying,

And I will die with them ;"

And burst upo~, the silent night

One sobbing:, struggling breath,

And the wan moon shed her trembling light

Upon the Huusc of Death.

" Come, let us pray, the hour is come,

Night's shades arc gathering dim,

The peasant child, in his cottage home, ^L-
ls singing iiis evening hymn;

Through the tall elms the breezes strayir
}

The light leaves scarcely stir,

All nature seemeth mutely praying,
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And we will pray with her

And murmured through the silent night

Deep tones upon the air,

And the pure moon shed her holy light

Upon the House of Prayer.

R. A. P.

Cobourg, November, 1854.

[Written for the Maple Leaf.

THE STEP -SISTER.

A VILLAGE STORY OF REAL LIFE.

By Mrs. Trail, Author of the Backwoods of Canada, fyc, fyc.

lt Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile,
The short, but simple annals of the poor."

u
it is not a story of faries or giants, or great lords or ladies I

have been thinking of to tell you, my child," said Mrs. Harrison,

a mild, gentle old lady with dove-like eyes and silver hair, press-

ing her hand kindly on the head of a little girl, who sat at her

feet with upraised face and look of anxious expectation ;
" it is only

about a poor village girl, that I knew many, many years ago,

when I was a little maid like you, dear Katie, and lived with my
father and mother in a mud-walled cabin on the outskirts of Red-

esdale moor.

" Mary Elliot was the only child of poor parents ; her father

tended sheep and cattle on the moor, or dug peat or turf from the

bogs; her mother earned a trifle by spinning and knitting, for

there was much of that sort of work done when I was young.

There was little or no other goods woven at that time, and such

things as stocking-looms were never heard of. Many persons

think the introduction of these things has been the ruin of the

country, for much money was earned formerly by means of the

spinning-wheel and knitting-needle, but you know nothing of

these matters, Katie, so I will go on with my story. Only, I

would say, that come to Miles Elliot's cottage when you would,

Mary and her mother were never idle. The spindle and distaff

were in the hands of the one, and knitting-needle or sewing work

in those of the other. Or it might be of a fine spring or summer

evening you would see Mary seated beneath the overshadowing

woodbine and sweet briar roses that grew beside the cottage door,

with the Bible on her knees, her round arms folded over her
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waist, reading with studious care some favorite passage from that

holy book. Or maybe she was singing in her sweet notes her

evening hymn of prayer and praise, her meek . blue eyes just

glancing upwards from among the thick ringlets of pale flaxen

hair that shaded her delicate cheek.

" It was pretty to see her frolicing on the heath among the

lambs, or chasing the small blue butter-flies, or those with dark

and crimson wings, which we call Bracken-clocks, that sported

among the heather bells and daises that starred the dewy grass.

" 1 knew Mary well, for our cottage stood on the same bit of

waste-land. The same green lane led to both our dwellings, and

we were as twin sisters in affection. Our hearts and minds were

as one, only Mary was better than I. She was one of the meek

of the earth, and ' they are blessed.'

"Though an only child, Mary's mother did not spoil her by

over-indulgence. She loved her child too well to suffer her faults

to remain unchecked. When Mary was froward or disobedient

she chid her. She early taught her to control her tongue, and

to be humble in her own eyes, to bear with patience the crosses

and vexations of life, and to do good to her fellow creatures, to

those that were unkind, as well as to the gentle and affectionate.

" It is a good thing, my Katie, when children are blessed with

parents able and willing to instruct them, and to lead them for-

ward in the path of duty. Mary had but one good parent. Her

father was a harsh man, who had not the fear of God before his

eyes. He often treated Mary and her mother with great un-

kind ness. He would repel his little girl's affectionate caresses

with 6urly rudeness, and repulse her when she sought most to

please and serve him, and these were sorrowful things to Mary,

but her good mother checked all complaining on the part of her

daughter by saying, * Mary, he is your father, and, as such, it is

your duty to be patient under reproof from him, and obedient in

all ihings that do not interfere with your duty to God.'

•'One day when Miles Elliot had been unusually cross to

Mary, her mother took that opportunity to remind her of the

necessity of bearing in mind the promise contained in the fifth

commandment. Do you remember what that commandment is,

my child V9 The old lady paused and looked earnestly at little

Katie.

" Honor thy father and mother, that thy days may be long in

the land which the Lord thy God giveth thee," replied the child.
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" It is so, and Mary's mother explained it all to her, and then

she said, « Should I be taken from you, Mary, promise me you

will be kind and dutiful to your father, even if he should be un-

kind to you. Never leave nor forsake him. He is your father.'

M Mary, with tears in her eyes, promised to bear in mind her

mother's advice, but she did not then think how soon she should

be called upon to act upon that promise, nor did her poor mother

know how fast the time was drawing on that would *ee her Mary

motherless. God keeps the book of life and death closed from

mortal eyes, and surely it is in wisdom. Were it not so, our

days would be spent in grieving for the coming woe, and in taking

too much thought for the morrow.

"It happened early in the spring of that year the small-pox

broke out in our village, and many persons died of it. Mary fell

ill just as Spring flowers were beginning to make gay the fields

and lane, and she had the disorder so badly that for many days

she laid between life and death, and was quite blind ; she could

not so much as unclose her eyes, and no one that saw her thought

she would ever have opened them to meet the blessed light of

the sun again.

" Her mother used to sit beside her bed and weep, and pray

that God would restore unto her her child, her only child, and

that if she lived her eye-sight might be spared. The mother's

earnest petition was not refused. Mary lived, and was not

blind.

" I think I shall never forget the cry of joy that burst from her lips

when, after several days darkness she opened her eyes and looked

upon her mother who was kneeling by the bed-side holding her

hands in hers.

"I had just recovered from this dreadful malady myself, and

was able to come abroad, and as there was no danger of my
taking any hurt, my mother suffered me to go to the cottage to

see my sick friend.

" In my way to the cottage I had gathered a nosegay of hare

bells and heather blossoms, and some favorite white flowers that

grew in the lane. Mary and I always reckoned on the return of

spring, because the banks of that green lane used to look so

beautiful, covered with deep blue violets, and primroses, and

daisies, and blue-bells, and those sweet silvery flowers that some

call silver-locks. When Mary saw the flowers I had brought for
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her to smell, she burst into tears and passionately kissed them.

She told me that during the time she had been blind her thoughts

had dwelt on those white blossoms. < I thought, dear Annie,'

she said, * I should have looked upon these flowers no more,

unless it had been in my dreams.'

* Well, Katie, Mary got well at last, but it was only to nurse

her poor mother. She had taken the infection while tending on

her sick child. Though very weak, and far from well, Mary

scarcely left her mother's side, but tenderly kept watch beside

her till she died, which was on the evening of the ninth day.

" I will not dwell on the grief of Mary for the loss of her

beloved parent, she sorrowed, but not as one without hope, for

she knew her mother had placed her trust in him who is the re-

surrection and the life of those that put their trust in his mercy.

* Mary soon found the necessity she was under of rousing

herself from an indulgence in sorrow, that she might attend to

those household duties which her mother had hitherto been

accustomed to perform. She had often heard her mother say

that true affection is not shown so much by unnecessary weeping

and mourning for the dead, as by doing one's duty to those they

have left behind them. She remembered the promise she had

made to her dying mother to do all in her power to make her

father's home happy and comfortable. So she strove as much

as possible to appear cheerful before him, for she knew he would

not like to see her crying continually.

" Miles Elliot's cot soon wore the same appearance of neatness

and comfort as when his wife was living, for Mary was very

notable, and had a clever way ot managing her household. The
spindle and distaff did not remain idle, tbey were but transferred

from the hands of Mary's mother to those of her child, and in the

quiet fulfilment of her duties Mary felt that peace of mind, which

may be said to be the peculiar gift and blessing of God to those

that humbly and faithfully walk in his ways, and do their duty in

the sphere to which it hath pleased his wisdom to call them.

" That summer was the saddest season Mary had ever known,

hitherto sorrow had been little more than a name, but this year

it had come home to her dwelling, and there were times when

the recollection of all she had lost by the death of her mother

pressed very heavily upon her young heart.

f< Many a time have 1 lifted the latch of the cottage door and



THE STEP-SISTER. 361

stepped in so silently that Mary had not noticed my approach,

and have seen her with tearful eyes leaning her head mournfully

on her hand while the unspun flax stood before unheeded, and I

have wept with her just for company sake.

M It I were sad Mary would weep with me, if I were gay her

sweet face would catch a smile from mine, even though it

gleamed through her tears ; it was like the dew drops glittering on

the pale blossoms of the May flowers.

" And though I am now bowed down with years and infirmity,

and the green turf has long been springing over the mould that

covers the grave of my early friend, her memory is still as dear

to me as when we roved among the heather on Redesdale moor,

or paced the green lane, and wove garlands for each other's hair

of Spring's sweet flowers.

w It happened one hot day in the middle of August that, as

Mary sat at her cottage door spinning and singing with light heart,

a neighbor came to the garden gate, with her lap full of gleaned

corn, and asked Mary to give her a cup of cold water, for she

was ready to faint with heat and thirst.

" Now, Mary knew it was a bad thing for any one to drink

cold water when they were hot, so she bade the woman step into

the cottage and sit down, while she shook down some ripe sum-

mer apples from the old tree that grew by the well.

u While the gleaner was eating the apples, she looked round

and praised the neatness of Mary's cottage, which was in truth

a picture to be seen.

* * I doubt, Mary Elliot,' said she, < your cot will not look thus

when you have two little children running in and out at all times

of the day. Well it's a pity people do not know when they are

well off, I think.'

" Mary looked at the gleaner with a face full of wonder, for

she could not think what she meant, and the woman seemed

equally surprised that Mary should not know what every one in

the village did, that Miles Elliot was to be married in a few days

to a young widow with a family of two small children.

" Mary felt very uneasy on hearing the change that was about

to take place in her quiet, happy home. The neighbor, who was

a gossipping sort of woman, began to condole with Mary, and tell

her what a bad thing it was to have a step-mother. When she

had finished all she had to say, she thanked Mary for the apples
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and went away, leaving the poor thing in great perplexity and

tribulation of mind.

" My mother found Mary sitting on the green bank under the

great oak tree in the lane crying bitterly, and when she learned

the cause of her distress she gave her some good advice, and

pointed out very clearly her duty as a child, and as a Christian.

" Wei!, Katie, not to tire your patience, I will say that a short

time after this conversation took place, Miles Elliot married and

brought home his wife and her two young children, the eldest of

whom was only five years old.

"Mary felt very uncomfortable at first, for she had been her

own mistress now for nearly two years, but she took great pains

in shewing her the ways of the house, and telling her where

everything was kept, and she strove to wear a cheerful counten-

ance and to gain her step-mother's good will by many little acts

of kindness.

" Now,Miles Elliot's wife was a very sickly person, and not being

at all of an active turn of mind, she took no pains in keeping the

house neat and clean, besides she suffered the children to run

about with dirty feet, and to be very noisy and troublesome, so

that Miles did not find his home so co nfortable as formerly, and

he grew cross and surly, and seldom came home after his day's

work was over till late of an evening, and so everything went

wrong.

" Poor Mary found she had now nearly twice the work to do

she had when she was alone. Mary would have gone to service,

but her father refused to part with her, for he knew if she went

away there would be an end of all comfort for him. Mary re-

membered the promise she had given to her dying mother, and

she considered it was her bounden duty to remain at home, as her

father wished her to do so.

" At the end of a year's time Miles Elliot's wife gave birth to

an infant daughter and died at the end of a few days, leaving to

Mary the charge of her young baby, and her two motherless boys.

This was a sad trial for one so young.

" Mary'3 kind heart was deeply grieved at the death of her step-

mother, who had grown very fond of her, for she had had a long

illness, during which time Mary had nursed her with as much
care as though she had been her own mother, and had tended

her night and day, and it was a great satisfaction to her that she had
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done so, for in the midst of all her troubles, she was glad she had

not to reproach herself with unkindness to her poor step-mother.

" The neighbors came to offer their services to Mary in this

season of distress, and some of them advised Miles Elliot to get a

house-keeper to take care of his family, but Miles, who was a

selfish man, would hear nothing of the kind, and replied that he

had never been so happy as when Mary kept his house, and he

would not be troubled with a stranger ; for he well knew there

was no other person who would put up with his ill humour like

his own meek Mary.

" Others advised him to send the two biggest children to his

wife's friends, but for once Miles displayed a kindly feeling, and

said, 'No, it never shall be said that as soon as their poor mother

was laid in her grave, Miles Elliot sent her orphan babes out of

the house.' And Mary declared, as the children hung weeping

round her, that they should never want a mother's care while

she lived. 6 And thou, motherless babe,' she said, looking kindly

on the helpless infant that was sleeping in the cradle at her feet,

6 hast early been deprived of thy mother, and will need a double

portion of my care to nurse and tend thee.'

" Though only a step-sister, Mary fulfilled more than a sister's

part. In due time she began to reap the benefit of her care.

Little Sally grew a healthy babe
;

while, under her judicious

management, Tom and William became very quiet and orderly

children. Besides the work of the house and the care of the

young child, Mary devoted a portion of her time every day to the

instruction of her step-btothers, and, by the aid of an old spelling

book and primer, she taught them both to spell and read, and

also to spin and knit, so that they were rather a comfort to her

than otherwise.

" Though she was often much fatigued before the close of the

day, she laid down to rest each night with the happy conscious,

ness that she was contributing to the general comfort and welfare

of several beings, whose very helplessness and dependence on her

rendered them more dear than they would have been had they

been more fortunately circumstanced.

(To be continued.)

The Irritable Man.—Hood gives a graphic picture ot an irrit-

able man thus :—" He lies like a hedgehog rolled up the wrong
way, tormenting himself with his prickles."
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Tell me, O tell me, ye stars on high,

As ye roll through the upper deep,

Gaze ye not down on many an eye

That waketh to watch and weep ?

Shine ye not oft on the splendid dome,

Where gilded misery dwells ;

Gleams not your light on the humbler home,

Where the note of sorrow swells?

Say, as ye look on the homes of earth,

With their sable tints of woe,

Or list to their hollow sounds of mirth,

As the life-tides ebb and flow;

Veil ye not oft your light in the cloud,

And feel ye no pangs of pain,

As now ye shine on the long, white shroud,

And now on the bridal train 1

Methinks the dews of the early dawn,

And the gentle showers of rain,

Are tears ye weep for our lov'd ones gone,

For hopes we've cherished in vain.

Methinks that your long white rays of light,

Like fingers so fair and thin,

Beckon us up to your home so bright,

And sweet voices say, %t enter in."

And then from your walls of pearl I see,

Far up in the realms of space,

Fond arms reach lovingly down to mc,

And I feel their soft embrace

—

And I long to drop this robe of clay,

And soar through the ether blue,

And forget that 6orrow here hath sway

—

That hearts are not always true.

Roll on, roll on ye orbs of the night

In your circling cycles vast,

And still your calm and silvery light

On the earth-worn pilgrim cast

—

Roll on, roll on, and still as ye roll

Shall your light a beacon be

To cheer the weary and storm-toss'd soul

Over life's uncertain sea !

Edla.

Montreal, November, 1854.



SILK OP THE CHINESE.

One of the most famous manufactures of China is silk, in the

production of which they excel all other nations. The Empress

is the patroness of the manufacture ; and once every year she

goes with her maids to worship the god of silk, while she does

everything she can to encourage the rearing of the worm and the

weaving of the article amongst the women. In China the people

wear silks in many ways. They are used as robes of state, as

trousers, shoes, caps, boots, and in many other ways. In genera]

they are plain silks, but of the most brilliant colours, and often

beautifully embroidered. All, from the princes to the peasants,

wear them more or less ; and those who connot afford to get much
are delighted if they can only get a little.

To supply the large demand for silk, both at home and abroad

they rear great numbers of the silk worm ; and its proper feeding

and management is quite a business amongst them. They have

houses built on purpose in which to keep them, and people em-
ployed continually attending to them. Their common food is the

mulberry leaf ; and they have, therefore, large plantations of this

tree. The houses for their rearing are in the centre of these
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plantations, and great care is taken to keep them quiet, as they

maintain that the worms will not thrive, but often die, if disturbed

by noise. These houses are heated or cooled as the weather and

season require, so as to bring out the young brood, just as the

mulberry tree puts forth their supply of food. The principal

provinces in which the silk worm is bred, are Che-keang, Keang-

nan, Hoo.pe, and Sze-chuen. Here too the mulberry is most

cultivated. They are planted in a kind of orchard, at a conve-

nient distance from each other, and every means tried to make
them produce great quantities of leaves and little fruit. To effect

this, the trees are not allowed to exceed a certain age and height

;

and when they grow too old, or show a tendency to produce

fruit, they are uprooted and cast away. In gathering the leaves

they use a sort of ladder, with a prop to support it, as the young

trees could not bear the weight of a common ladder, and our en-

graving gives you a view of the process.

The Chinese loom in which the silks are woven seems to be

a very simple kind of thing; and yet such is their ingenuity that

they can imitate the most beautiful patterns from either France

or England, and produce materials, that we, with all our finer

machinery, can never imitate. Their flowered damasks and

satins, their crape (Canton crape), and their washing silks

(Pongu), which grow more beautiful and soft the oftener they

are washed, have so far defied all attempts at imitation by us.

—
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THE GAP OF DUNLOE.

BY MRS. C. HATWARD.
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(Continued from page 343.;

About the time we write, Father Dolan was summoned on

ecclesiastical business to a distant parish, and during his absence

one of his flock became seriously ill, to the dismay of his family,

and of the poor man himself, who was earnest in his prayers for

the speedy return of his spiritual adviser. Word had reached

Beranger Hall of his illness, but not contenting themselves with

sending bodily comforts to the sufferer, they yearned with aching

hearts to impart the comforts of the Gospel in all its purity and

simplicity to one entering, in darkness, the dark vale of death, odium

jt •>! m.„^ n : »., R tmhfiM llstii 10t 89811011 8dT .99'll
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• j," 0, papa/' said the young Emilie, that same afternoon, " do

let me go and see poor Larry ; Father Dolan is away, and who
can tell him of the Saviour?'' ,XfVr oj faldBas ad Jrigrm

" My child, my heart bleeds as I think of the ignorance under

which he is resting, and yet I shrink from thus openly interfering

among Father Dolan's parishioners, it might cause ill feeling

between us which I should indeed regret."

« O no, papa, indeed I think not," pleaded Emilie, " he

always looks so kindly upon me when we meet him in our walks,

so differently from that gloomy, dark looking man we once met

with frim." ton uo% Uiw ^ mill o.t jnd

jj
He, my dear, is, I fear, of a very different spirit from Father

Dolan j it is that spirit which has unhappily in other parts caused

in some parishes such bitterness of feeling, and which falls as a

curse upon this otherwise beautiful and highly favored islaad. I

observe, too, since his brief visit here, a surliness of manner on

the part of Larry's family, which I fear has sprung up from some

remarks of his."

" But poor Larry himself, papa, I am sure he is grateful ; he

has never forgotten your kindness the time he was in such trouble

;

do let me go and ask for him."

" Well, my love, I suppose I must consent ; God speed thee,

sweet one, in thy mission of mercy," as he kissed the brow of

his pleading daughter ; " you will accompany her, Constance,"

and the sisters hurried off on their walk.

It was nearly dusk ere they reached the lowly cot where Larry

lived, but sounds of sorrow fell on their ear, ere they reached it;

and, at the same moment, his mother rushed to the door, wring-

ing her hands, and praying to the Virgin for aid.

Emilie hastened on, « What is it, Mary? how is Larry ?"

" O, lady, sure is not the boy of my heart passing away, and

the priest not here to commend his parting soul. My boy ! my
poor Larry I" .., .;.- ,>•. \Unh mli bavismaq eda

g Let me go to him, Mary,'' exclaimed Emilie, and without

waiting her reply, she entered the cabin. Larry was propped

up in bed, wasted with fever ; his hands were clasped, and his

eager gaze rivetted upon a small wooden cross, held by his weep,

ing sisters before him.

" There, look at it now, mavourneen," said the heart-broken

mother ; "it will help you."
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Emilie sprang forward, u Let me speak to him, let me speak to

him," and casting herself on her knees by the side of the dying

boy, she bowed her head in silent prayer to heaven that she

might be enabled to speak words of comfort to the passing spirit.

For a few moments emotion checked her utterance, but soon, in

accents of irresistible tenderness, she began to tell of the Saviour

who on that cross had died. 11 Hear me, Larry, and I will tell

you of one, the great High Priest, who came down from

heaven, and bore death upon that cross, that you, and all who

believe on Him, might be saved, and who has promised to hear

your penitent cry. He has said, ' Look unto me,' not to man,

but to Him ; will you not look? he will see and hear yow."

Larry groaned. " Let me tell my beads,'' said he faintly.

" O, Larry, listen to that precious Saviour," pleaded Emilie
;

u he says, 1 Gome without money, without price,' only believe,

that is all he asks. He has taken your sins, and borne them

upon that cross for you," and gently she repeated the words of

that beautiful hymn :

—

" Just as I am—without one plea

—

But that thy blood was shed for me,

And that Thou bid'st me come to thee,

O ! Lamb of God I come.

"Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot,

O ! Lamb of God I come.

Just as I am Thou wilt receive

—

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve,

Because thy promise I believe,

O ! Lamb of God I come."

At that moment Father Dolan entered the cabin, and with

him a dark, tall form, which Constance instantly recognized as

the priest who had formerly visited the parish. She trembled as

she perceived the dark scowl of ill concealed hatred which his

face wore, as he perceived Emilie. Father Dolan advanced

to Larry
;

but, unable to control his anger, the strange priest

interrupted him, " Father Dolan, I pray you command the with-

drawal of that heretic."

Father Dolan gazed on Emilie ; her bonnet had fallen, her

golden ringlets parted on the fine brow ; the soft eyes filled with
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tears. His own better nature prevailed, and removing from the

grasp of the excited priest, he bent over Larry, whose eyes

were rivetted on the earnest, speaking face of Emilie.

M Larry." He turned his eyes to Father Dolan, the mist of

death sat on them, but his lips moved faintly.

"What is your hope, Larry?" said Emilie, regardless of

aught save the dying boy.

For one moment the dim eyes lighted up with an almost un-

natural brilliancy, and repeating in a cl.3ar voice the words,

M Just as I am," his soul entered on its eternal rest.

Father Dolan spoke not ; was it that light had, indeed,

entered his own soul, or that the stifled convictions of years

were at last too strong for him.

For a moment Emilie bowed her head in thanksgiving to

the Saviour, on whom she had been leading poor Larry to rest

his hope, and then rose to leave the cabin. As she did so, she

firsi became aware that many others had entered it ; she shrunk

from some of the fierce looks she encountered, and advanced

timidly to Father Dolan, who was standing by the threshold,

and by him a tall commanding figure, enveloped in a military

cloak. He withdrew as she spoke ;
" you will forgive me, good

Father, will you not V*

The pleading voice, tearful eyes, and his own inward con-

sciousness, perhaps, of the truth, all overcame him« He moved

a few steps by her, watched with suspicious and threatening

looks by the newly arrived priest.

" My child, God bless thee ! May that plea become mine,

which was poor Larry's." Then lowering his voice, as he

witnessed her look of astonishment. M Hasten home, my child,

the night is growing dark. Alas ! I fear evil days are coming

upon my poor country. Farewell."

( To be continued.)

TRUE LOVE.
w Love is not love, which uttereth when it utteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove.

Ah ! no; it is ever fixed mark,

Which looks on tempests, and is never shaken
;

It is the star to every wandering bark."—Sonnets Shakespeare.
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" Mamma, mamma!" exclaimed a little girl of some seven

winters, as she bounded into the kitchen after her mother, who
was overlooking some preparation for dinner. " Manama, is

there any little brook here with clear, sparkling water, and

beautiful little white stones in the bottom ?" Ilbd U-iutori

Mrs. Crampton, quite occupied in her own thoughts,

answered halt-abstractedly, " No—yes—no—I don't know."

"But which, please mamma, do you mean," asked Bessie,

with a face really woeful at her mother's contradictory answer.

oJ nmW^i *n trutn ) my dear," replied Mrs. C, now raising

her head, " I do not know, but I think there is no brook here

about which answers to your description. The one below the

old saw-mill has a pebbly bottom, but the stones are anything

but white, and the water at times, if not always, is dark^d
muddy, for above the mill there is a sand bottom. Why are

you so anxious to know ?" lumrnoo IhaJ b mill yd bast

As the answer was not quite as favorable as Bessie
, had

hoped she did not at once reply, but stood revolving thes object

in her mind, as if she might compass her object in some

other way. Mrs. Crampton, therefore, resumed her work,

while her thoughts reverted to their former channel. Bessie

stood some moments apparantly all absorbed in the progress

of her mother's operations. When, as if hastily gathering up

her courage, she asked quickly, i( mamma, did you ever wade in

J.#iJPWfc Jsmod itaJaisH " .JnomdgifloJsB to ilool isd bsaaanJiv/

This question was a key to the former one, and Mrs. Cramp-

ton replied, after a moments hesitation, " Not exactly, Bessie."

<* What do you mean by exactly, mamma V9

M I ought, perhaps, to say that I did once, but it was probably

so different from you ideas of ' wading,' as hardly to deserve

the name." „ « r „ n a m

* Was it in a beautiful, clean little brook, with white stones,

mammal" » i
>• 1! »o rioirfw >»vol San. li woJ

»

"No ; far from it. It might have been called muddy brook

had it been of sufficient dignity to have received any name."
" Won't you tell me all about it, please V
" Why yes, my dear, if the story will be of any service to
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you, though it is not much of one after all. When a little girl,

1, with six or eight other little girls, went to the village school,

which was held about a quarter of a mile from us. We were

all just about the same age, and in our plays out of school were

always together, and always separate from the rest of the

school. Not far from the school-house ran a little brook, which,

when swollen by the melting snow of spring, or the autumnal

rains, was of considerable importance. But in summer it

moved very lazily, if it moved at all, and the bottom being

mud, it took but a step or two to make it as dirty as the little

pools you see in the roads after heavy rains. At this time,

however, I am telling you of, there was considerable water in

it, owing, perhaps, to a previous rain, though I don't quite re-

member about it. As we often carried our dinner-baskets we
had nothing to do during the { noon' but amuse ourselves the

best way we could. So we wandered over all the hills, hunted

all the pastures for berries, scoured all the woods for flowers,

and drank water from all the many springs within any reason-

able distance from our house. But we had done that again and

again, till every rock, and bush, and tree was familiar to us.

So one day we set off in a different direction, and pulling off

stockings and shoes explored a marsh formed by this same little

brook. Here we found 'Spearmint,' which we ate with our

dinner, and flowers, which we carried to our teacher. But it

was pretty tiresome work, and the next day we felt inclined to

try something else. So after a general council it was pro-

posed to try wading in the brook We all jumped for joy at

the thought, and wondered we had never thought of such a

beautiful thing before. So sitting down on the green hill side

we began our preparations. The stockings and shoes were

deposited in one pile. Then we rolled up our panties,

gathered up our dresses, and all started for the brook. Down
we ran, hurry-scurry, like a flock of sheep, and into the water

pell-mell, splash, dash. But our light calicoes told long storiea

to our mothers that night. For the water being stirred from

the bottom was of the thickness of hasty pudding, and every

splash left a spot, which only water and soap could take out.

We' very soon began to think that there was not much fun in

this, and were talking of getting out, when a sudden, sharp

disagreeable feeling in my leg, a little way above the ancle,
jaWa ouiq en aSboo vTflsrcnFaiiJ ^^ uw" w gni
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persuaded me to get on the grass as quickly as possible, and

the rest followed suit. On looking down to see what was the

trouble, I found a blackish thing, about as long as my finger,

dangling down, having attached itself to the leg by a sort of a

round mouth."

"Why, mamma!" exclaimed Bessie in a choking voice,

« what was it? Did it hurt you?"

" None of us knew what it was. It looked, in tome respects,

like a little snake, and yet we were sure it wasn't. We pulled

it off with considerable violence, for it stuck very tight, and when

it was off the blood flowed very fast. We were all a little

frightened
;
and, running to the school-house, washed it in some

cold spring water which we found, and this soon checked the

bleeding."

« But didn't you ever find out what it was, mamma ?"

" Yes, dear, my mother told me that night that it was a leach,

or blood-sucker. They are gathered, some in this country, and

more from other countries, for the very purpose of drawing blood.

They are used when there is great heat and inflammation. When
your father was sick with scarlet fever he had six upon his

throat at one time. And your little brother had three on his

temples and that poor blind eye. They are very useful creatures,

and the gathering of them is a regular trade."

"Don't they hurt, mamma ?"

" I suppose not greatly, though they produce a disagreeable

sensation when drawing. I will tell you more of them some

other time. 1 was talking now, you know, of our adventure in

the brook. Our experience cured us all. We never tried it

again, and never wanted to. The little brook long since dried

away. The green grass grows thickly over its bed ; the marsh

has become a beautiful fair field, and it is only when the heavy

snows of spring are melting away that I can trace the bid

channel."

* But all brooks do not do so, mamma," said Bessie, after a

few moments silence; "some live for ever, don't they? that

is, I mean as long as the earth lives. That beautiful little brook

you told us of when Clara and her sister used to play, don't you

suppose it's there now ?"

" Very likely," said Mrs. C, " it flows, and will flow on, send-

ing down to the broad river and the mighty ocean its pure sweet
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waters, when E«ma shall have found her last rest by Clara's

side, under the old elm tree. Yes, Bessie dear, many a dear

brook that yo« and 1 have looked upon will run on, and sing on,

when our bodies shall have long since mouldered in the grave."

Bessie stood a moment, sobered by her mother's last remark.

But presently looking up she exclaimed, " I don't like your

brook, mamma, but I do wish I could play in such a pretty brook

as Clara's, don't you wish I could V 9

4< Well, dear, if it would really make you happy or better, 1 do.

What do you think?"

"I think it would make me happy," answered she.

" Doubtless yoa would enjoy it as others do. But it is not

necessary to your happiness, and as there are no means of grati-

fying your desire here, you may be just as happy without it, if

you choose. For happiness is found in what weore, rather than

in anything outside of us, however pleasant it may seem.

You are happy when you have been kind and dutiful, though

you may have been in no play ; while the best play in the world

can't possibly make you happy, if you have an unkind or dissatis-

fied spirit. But, Bessie dear, if you had the dearest little brook

in all the world to play in, something which you now don't know
of might come up to mar your satisfaction. Not in the same way
that mine was marred, but yet just as completely. Pleasures

seem a great deal brighter a good way off than when we have

them really in our hand. So, my dear, learn a lesson from your

mother's experience, and be satisfied and happy on dry land."

Mrs. Crampton now left the kitchen, and Bessie followed her

convinced indeed, but not a whit the more satisfied, or less eager

lo paddle in a brook.

It was a beautiful sunny day in April, and the show was melt-

ing away like a morning cloud under the sun's soft beams. Bessie

stood a few minutes at the window, wearing a most dissatisfied

expression upon her usually happy face. But catching a sight

of her brother, she quickly inatched up her shawl and hood and

ran into the end yard, where the men were busily engaged

chopping Robert was seated on a log 6 scraping birch,' his

cheeks stuffed out with the precious morsels, equal to a young

squirrel's who had made a clear gain in his day's gleaning among

the beech nuts. For he had so made his way into the good

graces of the workmen as to persuade them to remove the outer
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bark from the sticks, thereby making it an easy matter for him

to get at the soft, sweet coat which envelo,pe3 the wood. Bessie

was soon seated at his side, and commenced operations with as

much zeal, and considerable more dexterity than himself.

The day passed quickly away, and Bessie's thoughts scarce

reverted to the morning's conversation till her head was fairly on

its pillow for the night, her mother's final kiss was given, and the

last sound of her footsteps had died away. Then, instead of

shutting her eyes in sleep as usual, all her thoughts and faculties

seemed to waken into a new life, and concentrate themselves

upon some scheme for the accomplishment of her desire. Bessie

was a very romantic little being, and her head teemed wTith con-

ceits and fancies as varied and droll as were ever dreamed of on

a fairy's pillow. Her safety, however, lay in the fact that they

were entertained only for the briefest time in the same form.

They changed with every changing hour, though they might have

developed from one idea, yet it would have taken a very wise

head to have established their relationship, or traced their pedi-

gree. But in the present instance she had actually held to

the same notion for two whole days, and it was now further than

ever from being given up. So she lay for two whole hours re-

volving in her head soma possible plan for getting to a brook.

But the brooks were all so far off, and*so difficult of access, how
could she get to them ? At last from very weariness she fell asleep.

Yet, with her mind so pre-occupied, her waking and sleeping

dreams so interlaced, that it would not have been easy separating

them.

Sometimes a fair brook ran like a silver thread through bright

dreams, and she played on its flowering banks, or danced over

its sparkling bed in a very extacy of delight; then suddenly the

fair waters swelled and grew deep and dark, and she struggled

vainly midst a mighty torrent which was sweeping her away from

all she loved. Her deep distress now answered to her former

joy, and O if she could only gain her mother's side again, the

world would not tempt her away. Thus, during the live-long

ni'ht, she tossed upon her little bed, as light and shade chased

each other in rapid succession through her excited mind. But

the morning came at last, and broke her uneasy slumbers. The

sun, as if caught napping beyond his honest time, sprang with a

bound from his " saffron couch,'' and climbing the steep ascent
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of that long line of hills which engirdled the slumbering village,

poured forth such a flood of rosy light as unsealed, in a twinkling,

the lids of its many sleepers. Bessie was one of the first to greet

the glad morning. And worth many a greeting it was, so bright

and joyous in its early light, There is nothing like it even in the

far off, dreamy south, its glowing beauty and beautiful exhilara-

tion are lavished only upon the dwellers in this northern clime^

The stern, unbending winter has fairly yielded to the soft embrace

of spring, and lies weak and faint in her arms. Soft airs and

warm suns are breaking nature 5
s long repose ; a repose so like

death that the awaking is as the re-kindling of dead fires, the re-

vival of departed existence. A new life pervades her great

heart, and the freshness of youth is mounting to her brow. There

is not a spot in this vast domain, nor a fife amid her countless

myriads, from man, her highest form, down to the poorest insect

that has slept on her bosom, that is net thrilled by this influence,

and breathes not a newer and more vigorous existence. But

none are more cusceptible to these influences, more completely

yield to them than children.

Bessie and Herbert had been chasing each other over the hard

crisp snow, a full hour before the beil called them to breakfast.

And now, reluctant to leave, they stood within the shadow of the

old shop' with glowing "cheeks, and sparkling eyes, their merry

laugh ringing out full and clear on the morning air. But a new
sound has caught their eai\ and hushed their voices. It is the

morning song of the newly- arrived robin, trilled forth from the top

of the old poplar tree—his favorite home in summers gone.

" O, Bessie, doesn't he sing as if he was glad to be back ?" said

Herbert, at length breaking silence, " I believe he's trying to tell

us how much pleasanter 'tis here than where he's been staying."

" Yes," said Bessie, " he's glad to get home I know, and if it

is a bit colder here he doesn't mind it, it will be warm by and

by. Maybe, too, he will sing to us morning and evening, just as

he used to last summer."

A second bell started the children, and saying good morning to

robin, they hurried in, for now they bethought themselves, their

appetites were quite clamorous.

The hour for breakfast and prayers had hardly passed, ere the

patting of feet and the sound of many voices was heard, and soon

some half a dozen bright little faces appeared incmiring if the
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children were ready for a " slide." Equipped in cloaks, mittens

India-rubbers, and so on, the little party soon set forth. Mrs.

Crampton, like a properly careful mother, bestowed sundry

charges on the little troop, the last of which was to be at home

before ten, so as to avoid the softening snow.

The hours flew quickly by. At home they were improved,

as everybody knows the absences of children are, for the accom-

plishment of divers things which their active bodies, seeing eyes,

meddlesome hands, and insatiable curiosity render exceedingly

difficult. Mrs. C. was startled as the clock told the hour of ten,

and hastening to a window looked out upon the hills whither the

children had gone. She saw them in the distance, slowly drag-

ging their sleds homeward. Some little time, however, elapsed

ere their voices were heard from the yard, and the troop, weary

from their excessive exercises, stopped at the door a moment
before separating. But good-bye was said at last, and the two

children entered the houie. Bessie flung herself into the first

rocking chair she found, exclaiming, M O dear, I'm so tired. I

don't think there's so much fun in sliding."

" Then you have not enjoyed the morning," said her mother.

" Why yes, mamma, at first," replied Bessie, " but then the

snow grew soft, and it was such hard work getting the sleds

home."
" Well, my dear, suppoiing you had remembered mamma's

advice and came home before ten, what then ?"

Bessie was silent, and her mother thought better to leave her

to her own reflections. But Herbert suddenly turning up his

eye in a roguish manner to his mamma said, " and how much

fun do you think it is to wade in the spring, Bessie ?"

Bessie answered her little brother only by a look of supreme

contempt.

"What does Herbert mean, Bessie," said her mother, choosing

that she should make the explanation.

" Oh ! just nothing at all, mamma, I only thought it seemed

so bright and beautiful, and the water looked so clear that I'd just

try it."

" In the spring," said her mother, " that ice-cold spring !" and

the thought ran like a chili through her heart.

" Yes, mamma, there wasn't much ice in it, not near so much

as there was two days ago."
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"And what did you do?"

" I sat down on the rock and pulled off my stockings and shoes,

and put my feet into the water. But I didn't get clear in, for it

was so cold, and Henry Uewcombe said there were poisonous

things in the bottom, his mother told him so. He got one out

one day. It was a sort of a brown creature, with little short

legs and feet, and had a tail, and it looked some like a fish.

Wasn't it a little like the one you saw?"
" No ; he probably means a lizard, they are sometimes in the

bottom of springs."

" Are they really poisonous ?"

" They are said to be ; I don't know how much so. But how
long did you stay in the water?"

" Oh ! only a little. I pulled my feet right out when Harry

told me that, besides it was too cold," said she, looking up a little

conscious.

" How did you dry and warm them V
" Oh ! I wiped them on my handkerchief, and then I dried

it on the rock in the sun, and I am sure," said she, pulling it out

of her pocket, " it looks as well as though it was just ironed.

Why, doesn't it !" she exclaimed, a little petulantly observing her

mother smile.

" O yes, it looks quite smooth. But how did you warm

them?"
" Oh! they warmed themselves, as warm as pussy, when they

were out of the water."

Well, Bessie, now you have fairly been in the water, I sup-

pose you are a great deal happier than ever before, and will be

happier all the rest of your life. How is it?"

"I don't feel very happy."

"You ought to have some recompense for the risk you run.

Smaller things have brought many children to their graves."

14 But this wasn't like wading in a brook."

" No, my dear, it was a very different thing. That might be

pleasant and perfectly rfafe in a warm summer's day. But this

was presumptuous and yielded you not the least satisfaction. Let

this be a warning to you, my child, your life long. If a pleasure

is reasonable, and within your reach, take it, \nd enjoy it, and it

may add to your happiness. But if, for any reason, it is denied

you, or lies beyond your grasp, be content without it. If you
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rush head-long after it, determined to have it at any rate, it will

certainly disappoint you in the end, if nothing more. But it will

be likely to do more. It will be very likely to bring mortification

and distress upon you, and nay be your ruin for this world and
for the next. So, Bessie dear, vi'riie it down in the little book of

memory which God has given you, and it will serve as a * guide-

board' to you the rest of your life."

We will only add that Bessie has never mentioned the subject

since.

A. R. D.

LADY'S WORK-BASKET IN BEAD WORK.

Materials.—Perforated card-board ; a wire frame, 10 inches by 4, and about 2 deep
;

a little narrow satin ribbon, broader ditto, fringe, gold thread, and beads of various

colors, all No. 2.

The dimensions we have given are for the bottom of the basket.

The upper part must of course, be proportionately larger, as it is

very open. A wire at each corner must connect the two parts of

the frame. The handle is also formed of two wires, placed about an
inch apart at the bottom, but close together along the upper part.

The best way to form these baskets is to cut the various pieces the

proper leneth, and a little over, and join the ends by binding them
round with fine wire.

The perforated card-board, of which the basket is chiefly com-
posed, is in five pieces, namely, for the bottom and four sides. All

are embroidered in beads. For this purpose a Berlin pattern of pro-
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per size may be used, and adopted to any beads that the worker
may have by her. As there is not the same variety to be found in

beads of the required size that we can obtain in wool, and this fre-

quently prevents the adaptation of designs intended for the latter

material.

The leading colors in beads are—blue, about four shades
;
orange

about five
;
green, about seven

;
pink, not more than two

;
gray,

three; lavender, three or four; white, four; bronze, three; ruby,

one ;
coral, one ; and black.

Suppose that, on an average, four shades enter into a single leaf,

and you intend to work a group of three leaves in bronze. The
lightest you will compose of the four lightest shades,—that is gold
and the three lightest bronzes. For the leaf nearest to it—which
therefore, you would like to make as great a contrast as possible

—

take black and the three darkest bronzes, and the third leaf may be
worked in the bronze only. Other colors, whether for flowers or

leaves, must be arranged with similar care.

In the list we have given four whites ; these are chalk, alabaster,

opal, and clear white. Steel beads are frequently mixed with these

in white flowers, and grays and stone-colors are employed to deep-
en the shades.

With a little ingenuity, therefore, a great variety may be made,
and almost any Berlin pattern or section of one, used. For roses, the
two pinks, the coral, and ruby

;
and even black may be employed.

All the dark shades for a dark rose ; and pinks, fading into white,
for light.

The perforated cardboard being worked, the frame must be en-
tirely covered by winding round it satin ribbon of any predominant
color. Light blue, pink, or crimson, will answer for this purpose
The handle must be covered in the same way. Then the pieces
are sewed in at the back of the frame ; the fringe is placed at the

top, and a quilling of narrow ribbon, with a gold thread run along
the centre, forms the heading of the fringe, and the cover of the
handle. Bows and ends are placed on each side of the widest part
of the latter.

The basket may be worked on silk canvass if preferred.

EDITORIAL.

The present number of the Maple Leaf abounds in original matter. Con-

tributions from the United Stoles, r.s well as from Canada, enrich its pages.

"A. T.C." gives some true views of gossipping sewing societies. We would
like to have him know, however, that his picture by no means applies to al!

who meet to sew for besevoUnt purposes. The beautiful little poem by " R.
A. P." we insert with much pleasure.

We call attsn'iion to Mrs. Traill's new work, "The Female Emigrant's

Guide, or Hints on Canadian Housekeeping." He; - experience in regard to the

subject on which she writes renders it very valuable. The publishers have

already received Ir.rga orders fur it be h in Canada and the United States.

It is written in that eecy, truthful st;;!e that characterizes her productions;

and.while it abounds in valuable directions to the newly arrived settler, it is also
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adapted to the general reader. Wo should like to hear that every family in the

country hai ordered it.

Our design for fancy work in this number has beencut fimtm a new pattern,

and will be much liked for its elegance. The principal topics of conversa-

tion here just now, are the price of markets and the progress of the war in

the Crimea, among the older citizens, and the Christmas festivities and " ex-

amination" among young people and scholars " generally"—these last are

anticipating grand times during the holidays
; may they find the reality

equal to their fond hopes.

We were thinking just now of our little magazine, and adopted nursling,

how in proportion to the anxiety it has cost ue, has been our pleasure at see-

ing it keep fresh and flourishing. Each monthly number finished and sen-

forth, strengthens the tie that bind9 otfr heart to the country already en.

deared to us by tender associations. We have felt that we were not really

alone in the world when we could apeak our thoughts to so many, and

have hoped that in thus speaking, we may have stirred some mind to nobler

resolutions and earnest activity. It is, therefore, with a kind of regretful

tenderness towards the Maple Leaf, that we learn from our respected pub.

lisher that he feels unwilling to continue the work any longer, unless his ap-

peal in the circular sent in this number is promptly responded to. We took

the responsibility of the magazine at a time when touched with sorrow wc

turned instinctively to some friendly iource for comfort. What we have

said urging others to persevere in a course of self.conquest, has come

warm from our own spirit, ihe fruit of our own desire to add a miteof influ-

ence on the side of right.

To see the little magazine die suddenly after living so long will be doubly

trying, since it will add another name lo the number of magazines that have

failed in Canada for the want of proper support. We hope, however, that

it will not be given up. Its contributors, for whom we entertain a grateful

regard, will, we trust, long find a place for their names on its pages, and sec

the Maple Leaf outlive the blasts of winter, and, like the land of which it if

a scion, remain green and flourishing many a day.

We feel that this life is not intended as a place of repose ; these are not 4t the

vales of heaven," that wc need wish to slumber. The pilgrim road along

which we journey is often beautifully diversified, but the traveller needs to

be well fortified, and well instructed lo walk safely and happily. Thus feel-

ing, wc look upon the young as the most interesting portion of the commu-
nity. They need stirring up to know their own abilities and responsibilities.

They ought to be taught to live less for show, less fur public enjoyment and

more for home comforts and intellectual pleasures. Let the present race of

young people be well taught and well disciplined, thoroughly grounded in

good principles, and the land will feel a new impulse. The next generation

will sec the broad acres of Canada teeming with plenty, and her cities and

villages, under wise and just policy, ranking high among the places of the

Western Continent.
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