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LITERATURE. 

THE SPIRIT OF THE MAGAZINES. 

From the Hlustrated Magazine of Art for July. 

JACQUES CARTIER IN CA- 
NADA. 

BY JOHN BORNER. 

_ Ax hour afterwards, the old chief was 
sitting moodily smoking his calumut. 
His daughter, whose eyes were swollen 
with weeping, was bitterly reproaching 
him with what she conceived to be his ne- 
glect of the duties of hospitality Love 
lent an earnestness to her arguments, and 
the twitchings of the old man’s face—a 
rare thing in an Indian—showed that he 
was not quite satisfied with his own con- 
duct. Large whiffs of smoke rolled into 
the eir, and followed each other in more 
rapid succession as Nasaki dilated on the 
virtues of the chief they had lost. For a 
moment the chiefs hand grasped the 
handle of his tomahawk with _nervous 
energy, and he seemed to meditate repri- 
pr ut his ea right prevailed, and, 
easting a repreachful glance at hi - 
ter, he er : y rks 

* The white man must obey his chief: 
Donnacona cannot stain his “honour by 
Yesisting his rightful authority.’ Nasaki 
fell prostrate at her father's feet. At 
that moment a shout was heard outside, 
a sudden noise of feet followed, and, with 
a single bound, De Mony stood before 
them. 
He had escaped from his captors, and 

was now, as he exclaimed in broken 
Indian, no longer Ds Mony the Freneh- 
man but Nagagin the Indian. 

His countrymen goon abandoned the 
pursuit afier him. The recollection of 
their narrow escape was sufficient to deter 
them from further expeditions of a like 
nature, and they frequently told Cartier 
that he must send his whole force, or re- 
nounce all hopes of Tecovering the desert- 
er. Their commander reluctantly adopt- 
ed the latter alternative. He had, in 
truth, other motives besides fear for shun- 
ning an outbreak with the Indians, 
Meanwhile De Mornag was at the 

point of death. Every day since hig re- 
moval, Tenera, his late hostess, had visit- 
ed the ship with fruits and herbs for the 
sick man : her earnest solicitations had 
overcome the striet quarantine established 
by Cartier, and she alone was suffered to 
infringe the rule ef seclusion adopted 
against her tribe. Much romance there 
was in her visits in the eyes of the French- 
men. Though her lips were sealed, her 
deep affection for De Mornac was plainly 
enough apparent in her eyes and her ges- 
tures ; and the sentinels who watched 
her depart, told strange tales of the Indi- 
an who frequently meu her on the ice, and 
treated her with a savage brutality which 
might very possibly be the fruits of jea- 
lousy Their surmise was goon to be con- 
firmed. Karly in January, Cartier or- 
dered the rule of exclusion to be rigidly 
enforced against the pale Indian woman. 
When she met the sentinel next mornin £ 
ehe was grufily given to understand by 
signs that she could not be admitted to the 
ehip. For a moment she stood paralysed 
with astonishment and despair. Light 
soon breaking in upon her, she acted with 
a vigour and promptitude peculiar to her 
race. With a stick she carried to 
easiss her in crossing the cracks on theice 
she struck the Frenchman a seavy low 
before he had the least suspicion of her 
:o8ign 5 he fell heavily on” the ground 
tad flat 2s. a deer ; she passed him. 
reached the cabin, flew through the as. 
tonished sailors, and clasped Le Mornac 
in her arms. All the effortsof the gentle. 
men to detach her from the invalid were 
unavailing ; and partly from compassion 
for her, and partly in compliance with the 
entreaties of De Mornac, she was suffered 
to remain on board. Cartier consented 
10 grant permission, on the distinet con- 
dition that she was not, under any eir- 
eumstances to rewurn to Stadacona. 
That day, Wakause, with several war 

riors, advanced totheside of Cartier's yes 
sel, and demanded that his wifa be ress. 
red to him. He was told by the infos 
preter that she preferred remaining wh 
she was, and that the white men w 
not suffer her to depart. As he appeared 
diesatisfied with this reply, a couple of 
guns were discharged over his head, his 
companions took to flight, and he relue- 
tantly followed their example. 
Ha oarried his grievances to his chief, 

and implored the assistance of the whale 
tribe to avenge his wrong. The warriors 
Were eager to attack the Frenchmen 
whose conduct had effectaally effaced all 
kindly feolings from their hearts. De 
Mony, or Nagogin, as we should now call 
him, volunteered to go singly to Cartier, 
and pledged his faith that , would drag 
the Indian Helen from the arms of her 
Paris. But Uonnacona weuld not hear of 
ay such rash enterprise. He called a 

*'dhane crime of his orew. 

| to die.’ ; 

council of his warriors, and in the pie- 
turesque language of his race (which we 
regret that we cannot reproduce), gave 
his calm opinion on the matter. ‘Tenera 
was gone,” he said, “she had deserted 
her husband and her home; and 
were she to return, she would assuredly 
be put to death. Was the justification of 
Wakause's revenge on this poor woman 
worth the bloooy encounter thev must 
expect with the white men ? ¢ And oh, 
believe,” he said, the great spirit would 
avenge the Indian’s wrongs. If, when 
summer came, they were still living, it 
would sill be time to wreak their venge- 
ance on the profidious strangers.’ 

This temperate council prevailed. 
Wakause rose moodily from the council, 
and was followed by a few of the younger 
chiefs. The elder portion of the assembly 
though with clouded brows, concurred in 
Donnacona’s sentiment. 
The Indian i too truly. The 
fregug cold had already paralysed the 
renchman. The snow rose in height 

around their vessels until they could no 
longer see the shore from the deck. Every 
thing which was not close to the steve 
became solid and hard as a stone. The 
clothes of thesailors were a contemptible 
Paesion; and, one after another, the 

st men were laid ‘up with frost bites. 
To complicate their misfortunes, the 
scurvy broke out among them with unu- 
sual virulence. Jean Truchy lay helpless 
in his hammock. Both ‘the brothers 
M’ Evreux were unable to crawl on deck ; 
most of the crew of the Emerillon were 
dead. Before January, no lessthan thirty 
men were attacked.  E of diminish- 
ing, the disease increased in proportion 
to the attempts made to check it. All 
Cartiet's sailor experience, and the me- 
dial science of a quack named Fisit, were 
at fault. Twelve men died in January, 
and were buried at night under the smow. 
Cartier himself was attacked and disabled. 
The little squadron was a hospital with- 
out physicians or nurses. An easy prey they 
would have been, had Wakause’s san- 
guinary designs been carried out by the 
Indians. : 

In total unconsciousness of the lament- 
able condition of the foreigners, Wakause 
and a few of the warriors were meanwhile 
laying a profound plot for revenge. It 
created no surprise, therefore, among the 
Indians, when Wakause announced to his 
friends his intention of punishing the se- 
ducer of his wife, and wreaking his ven- 
geance on the whole party of white men. 
A large number of warriors promised to 
Join him in the attack, and emissaries 
were sent to tribes at a distance; request 
ing their aid. It was resolved to postpone 
the attack till the month of May, 
when the ~ hunting season would be 
over. 

Dennacona was not informed of these 
plans, but, as might be expected, they 
came to his ears. His authority, as we 
have said, did not extend far enough to 
prevent them; and he was penetrated 
with dismay when he thought of the cer- 
tain issue of the conflict. His son-in-law 
Nagogin, shared his fears; and after an 
anxious consultation, it was resolved that 
the old chief should make one decided 
effort tosgye the Frenchman. To appeal 
to Wakause they knew would be iruit- 
less: Donnacona resolved to visit Car- 
tier. 

He set out at night alone with the in- 
terpreter. When he reached the vessel, 
he was struck by the death-like silence 
which prevailed, Taignoagny, the in- 
terpreter, called Cartier, but no answer 
was heard. He called a second time nnd 
a faint groan issued from the cabin. 
Donnacona abvanced at once in that di- 
rection, and the French commander stag- 
gered out, more like a speetre than the 
handsome stalwart sailor Donnacona had 
sean only a few months before. The In- 
dian chief lost no time in conveying to 

| Cartier, by means of the interpretar, the 
object of his visit. He warned him of his 

{ danger, aul pointed out, in noble manly 
language, that it was the just retribution 

If Tenera were 
6, back at once, be thought the im- 
ding catastrophe might possibly be 

fried ; but if the white man persisted in 
aining her, no earthly power could save 

them from the Indian tomahawk. 

¢ They must lose no time, then,’ replied 
Cartier, bitterly; ‘a few days hencethere 
will be no more lives here to take. Dis- 
ease and cold have destroyed my crew. 
Twenty-six brave fellows lie frozen in the 
snow ; eight others are dying in the hole. 
Let the Indians hasten their work, if th 
would havo our scal And learn; he 
added, steadying himself with both hands 
¢ that Jacques Cartier will never give up a 

woman who hassought his protection to 

be butchered by savages, The red men 
muy come when they like: we know how 

© (To be comcluded.) 

‘would like drapery instead of drop cur: 

From [llnstrated Magazine of Art for August. , 

HOPHA ON. 

BY DOUG ALL CHRISTIE, 

Iy ever fortune’s sunny face, 
H ath smiled Spee theo for s Epace, 
But frowned when clouds began their face, 

Look not back} 

Ifever Joy’s soul-cheering smile 
Hath lighted vp thy fate awhils, 
But gloomed at last with treacherous guile, 

; Look not back 

Ifever Happ ine 6s’ pure re; i 
Hath glinted on th opeatig day, 
But sorrow tinged thy noon with. gre ry 

Look not bask! 
» 

If ever dreams of well-won fame, 
To weave & garland round thy name, 
Sheuld wake in woe but not in shame, 

Look not back! 

Oh! look not hack with fruitless pain 
Nor hug remembrance’ torturing chain ; 

© What's done is done, and must remsin, 
Then look net back? 

Stoop not to profitless despair, 
" But hope ; the haggard cheek of cars 
May yot a silo of comfort wear, 

Forward leok ! 

Trust tothe Fount of peace and power, 
To soothe the miseries of the hour ; 
Man’s help is but a withered flower— 

Trust in God! 

AND TERI. 
A story is told of a very good and pious 

man whom the chureh of Rome had en- 
rolled among her great saints on account 
of his holiness. He was living at one of 
the Italian universities, when a young man 
whom he had known as a boy, ran up to 
him with a face full of delight, and told 
him what he had long been wishing 
above all things in the world was at length 
fulfilled, his parents having just given him 
leave to study the law, thereupon he had 
come to the law sehool at his university 
on account ef its great fame, and meat 
to spare no pain orJabor in getting through 
his studies as quickly as possible. In this 
way he ran a long time: and when at last 
he eamo to a stopy the holy man who had 
been listening to him with great patience 
and kindness. said = 
Well, and when you have got through 

your course of studies, what do you mean 
to do then ? 
“Then I shall take my doctor's degree,’ 

replied the young man. 
“And then?” inquired Phillippo 

Neri. 
¢ And then,’ continued the young man, 

‘I shall have a number of difficult and 
knotty cases to manage, shall catch peo- 
ple’s notice by my eloquence; my zeal, my 
scuteness, and gain reputation.’ 
“And then? replied the hely man. 
¢ And then, why there can be no ques- 

tion; [ shall be promoted to some high 
office or other : besides 1 shall make money 
and grow rich.’ 
And then? repeated Phillippo. 
‘And then, pursued the young lawyer 

‘then | shall live comfortable and honor- 
able in wealth, and shall be able to. leok 
forward quietly to a happy old age.’ 

¢ And then ?’ asked the old man. 
¢ And then, said the student, ‘and then 

I shall die. 
Here Phillippo lifted us his voice and 

again asked : 
¢ And then? 
Whereupon the young man made no 

answer, but cast down his head and went 
away. This last, ‘ And then? had 
pierced like a flash of lightning into his 
soul and he could not get quit ot it. 

MRS GRUMBLE’S SOLILOQUW. 

BY FANNY FERN. 

‘TaEre’s no caloulating the difference 
between men and women boarders. Here's 
Mr Jones been in my house these six 
months, and no mors trouble to me than 
my grey kitten. If his bed is shook up 
once a week, and his coats, cravats, love 
letters, cigars snd patent leather boots 
left undisturbed in the middle of the 
floot, he is contented as a pedagogue in 
vacation time. Take a woman to board, 
and (if it is perfectly conveniemt) she 

tains ; she'd like the windows altered to 
open at the top, and a wardrobe for her 
flouuoed dresses, and a few more nails and 
another shelf in her closet, and a bench 
to put her foot on, auda little rocking 
chair and a big looking-glass, and a pea- 
green shade for her gas burner. She 
would like breakfast about ten minutes 
later than the usual hour ; tea ten minutes 
earlier, and the going which shoeks her 
nerves go, altogether dispensed with, She 
can’t drink coffee because it is exhilorat- 
ing ; broma is too insepid, and chocolate 
too heavy. She don’t fancy cocon. * Eng- 
ish breakfast tea” is the only beverage 
that agrees with her delicate spinster 
organization. She don'c digest & fried 
fish ; she RES psi Fe at an egg, 
ifit wero boiled with one eye on the 
watch. gn eg never eats, unless she 
knows from what doiry the butter came 

. 

now, with a very flashy waistceat, and a 

matted was his hair. 
within his bat, the change was sll com- 
plete, and he was flank 
who marched him up the street. 
bim but a moment— methinks 1 see him 
now, charged by the worthy officers with 
kicking up a tow. 

which enters into its composition. Every 
article of food prepared with butter, salt, 
pepper, mustard, vinegar or oil; or bread 
that is made with yeast, soda, milk or 
saleratus, she decidedly rejeets. She is 
constantly washing out little duds of lace, 
collars, handkerchiefs, chemisettes and 
stockings, which she festoons up the 
front windows to dry ; giving passers by 
the impression that your house is ocoupie 
by a blanchissevse ; then jerks the bell- 
wire for an hour or more for re-lays of 
hot smoothing irons, to put the finish 
stroke to her operations. She is often 
afflicted with interesting little colds and 
influenzas, requiring the immediate con- 
solation of a dose of hot lemonade or gin- 
ger tea ; choosing her time for these com- 
plaints when the kitchen-fire has gone 
out and the servants are on a furlough. 
0! nobody knows but those who've 
tried, how immensely troublesome women 
are! I'd rather have a whole regiment of 
men boarders. Allyou. have got to dois, 
to wind them up in the morning, with a 
owerful cup of coffee, give them. certe 
lanche to smoke, and a night-key, and 
work is done. 

A. TRUH NOBLEMAN. 
AN EXQUISITE STORY BY LAMARTINE. 

In the tribe of Neggedeh, there was a 
horse, whose fame was spread far and 
near, and a Bedouin of another tribe, by 
name Daher, desired extremely to pos- 
sessit. Having offered in vain for it his 
camels and his whole wealth, he hit at 
length upon the following device, by 
which he hoped to gain the objeet of his 
desire. Ho resolved to stain his face with 
the juice ofan herb, to elothe himself in 
rags, to tie his legs and neck together, so 
as to appear like a lame beggar. Thus 
equipped, he went to wait for Naber, the 
owner of the horse, who he knew was to 
pass that way. When he saw Naber ap- 
proaching on his beautiful steed, he cried 
out in & weak voice, ‘ I am a poor stran- 
gor ; for' three days I have been unable to 
leave this spot to seek for food. Iam dy- 
ing, help me, and heaven will reward you.’ 
The Bedouin kindly offered to take kim on 
4ii8 horse and carry him home ; but the 
rogue replied, ¢ 1 cannot rise ; I have no 
strength left.” Naber touched with pity. 
dismounted, led his horse to the spot, and 
with great difficulty set the seeming. beg- 
gar on its back. But no sooner did Da- 
her feel himself in the saddle, than he set 
spurs to the horse and galloped off; call- 
ing out as he did so, tit is I, Daher: I 
have got the horse; and am off with it, 
Naber called after-him to stop and listen. 
Certain of not being pursued, he turned 
and halted at a short distance from. Na- 
ber, who was armed with a spear. ‘You 
have taken my horse,’ said the latter: 
‘Since heaven has willed it. 1 wish you 
joy of it; but I do conjure you never to 
tell any one how you obtained it’—* And 
why not » said Daher. ¢ Because,’ said the 
noble Arab, ‘an other man might be re- 
ally ill, and men would fear to help him. 
You would be the cause of many refusing 
to perform an act of charity for fear of 
being duped as 1 have been.” Struck with 
shame at these words, Daher was silent 
for a moment, then springing from the 
horse, returned it to its owner, embracing 
him. Naber made him accompany him 
to his tent, where they spent a few days to 
ether, and became fast friends. for 
Iife. 

BreacH or Promise PoxtrY.—In a re- 
cent breach of promise case, somewhere 
down East, the following evidence was 
put in by the plaintiff against the defen- 
dant : 

¢ Rebecoa Crocker, my dear, 
I love you, dear, true and sinoors ; 
| oanpot express my mind, 
Bat roy heart ig truly thine. 
Etell you as plain as a man can speals, 

[love you #8 true as my life; 
And 1 shall never be easy, wy dear, 

Unt 1 you besome my wife. 
If you ohject to me, I will never ask woman 

again 
For ono year, two, or ten’ 

The writer of such pootry as this had | 
to puy 1,600 dols. damages. Served him 
right. 

He worea flashy waistcoat, on the night 
when first we met, with a famous pair of 
whiskers, and an imperial of jet. His Lair 
had all the haughtiness, his voice the 
manly tone, of a gentleman worth forty 
thousand dollars all bis own. 1 saw him 
but a ridwment, yet methinks I ees him 

beaver on his brow And omce again 
I saw that brow, no flashy tile sat there, 
but a shocking bad 'un was his hat, and 

He wore a brick 

. by constables, 
1 saw 

{tained fifty beds— half full of drunk 

The « State of Matriraony” hasat last 

been bound and described by some eu 
West student, whosays : we 

It is one of the Tnited States. It 18 
hugging and kissing on one side, and 
cradles-and babies on the other. Its chief’ 
productions are population, broom sticks: 
and staying out late o'mights. It was: 
discovered by Adam and Eve, while trying 
to find out a northwest passage out 0 

d | Paradise: The elimateis sultry till yom 
pass the tropics of house keeping, when. 
the squally weather sets in with such 
power as to keep all hands cool as ou- 
cumbers. For the principal roads lead- 
ing to this interesting State, consult the. 
first pair of blue eyes you run against. 

Ice iv THE SovTH.—A gentleman who: 
had been in the [ce trade at St. Thomas, 

relates some funny anecdotes about the 

natives there, and the ideathey have of 

the * Boston hard water.” He once sold: 

a lump to a gentleman, who sent a color- 

ed. servant for it, with directions to have 

it kept for the dinner table. The servant 

took. it home, and enquired. of the eook 

how it was to be prepared. After eon- 

giderable discussion in-the Jitchen oabi- 

net, it was decided to have it boiled. As 
dinner. the gentleman called for if, and 

was in high gles, for ho had drank iced 
Champagne in the States, and he felt a 

mighty hankering for & second trial of. 

the same beverage. Soon Sambo made 
his- appearance, with eyes rolling on the 
outside and grinning like a frightened 
monkey. 

* Where is the ice, Sambo 1" demand- 
ed the gentleman. ; 
«Q! gory, massy!” replied Sambo, 

“1 put um in de pot and boil um mores 

half an hour, and when. I went to look for. 

um, he wasn’t dar.” 

The other day a small boy eamo toaring 
round a corner with his rags fluttering in 
the wind, his face smeared with molasses, 

and a shingle flouriehing in his han 
while he was shouting to another boy, 
about the size of a pepper box, who 8 

near a quarter of a mile down the street. 

“Oh, Bill, Bill! get as many boys as. 

ever you can, come up the street, round: 

the corner as soon #8 ever you can, for 
there's » great big, large hogsit of ‘lasses: 

busted on the pavement—basted all to 

smash.” y 

A Sicx. Bacuxror.—The New York: 
Times thus hoads a long article on the: 
subject :—  ¢ 

A siclzbachelor! a-dying camel in the 
desert | A sailor on a hen-coop in 646 
middle of the Atlantic! All the same 

The same incident from different points o 

view. Ifthereis S-prepondazon of aed 
on any side, it is on the side of tho £10 
bachelor. The camel howover unit” 
telligent it may be, is still sonsifive as, 
the human sufferer, and the sailor 1s rr 
the misery of knowing there is help W') % 
in call. The sick bachelor is the ne pus: 
ultra of human misery. 

A person who was very ne 
about to fight a duel, insisted 
should stand six paces nearer 10, a 
tagonist than the other did to sig 3 
that they were to fire at the nn ) ri 
This beats Sheridan's tolling of ® 1a ti 
who was going to fight a thin on Tod 

the latter's slim figure ought t0 gas i h 
on the other's portly person ;8nd if the 
bullet. hit him outside the chalk line it 
was to go for nothing. 

ar’ sighted, 

that ho 
his an- 

One or TEE WaTomMEN.—A « feller" 

coming home from California, had a mag 
ster rattlesnake in a wicker cage, whio 

ho deposited with his other plunder un- 

der his bed at Chagres, The room es 

sick “fellera;” during a temporery ® 
scence of the owner, the snake gob av 

and the owner coming in and fi
nding his 

critter gone, yellows out— 
oy Everlast’ misery | who's seen. my 

watchman 7° 4 
Many heads popped up from the flea- 

inflicted, dirty 3 but nobody: had s
een 

his missingrarticle, i 
“ What was he old feller, you 8 

rin’ for 1 says a bald-headed man. i
 

Why, my watchman ; all my du fon 

under my bed. here, snd [ left & gY 
with it, but he’s gone"! ; 5. 
“Guard pe he a nigger 0-8 white 

foller ¥ 
“No! he was a California sale ee 

nine feet long, and fifty-two rattles = 
Gi 

tail. Have any of you fellers oN 

eternal oritter ¢rawlin’ round in to 

They had'nt—bup all able to & 
bed and mirele, did so, in & bunt: 

el 
13 . 

ViLrace Druves,—one of the * Spirit 

of ‘the Tithes-66 js eharg
enble with the 

following : 5 

> Doctor! hint ‘ere retsbane of your's 
is first rato,” said » Yevkeo 10 ® village 

gion i! Jmowd it!" aid the 


