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NOTCHES ON THE ST:CK. 

PATERFEX THOUGHTS SUGGESTED 

BY MOVING DAY 

A Chamber of Dreams and ita Hallowed 

Assoclationg=Some Cavadian Writers— 

Mr. Herbin and his Sonnets—Wisbes for 

the New Liberal Government. 

Have you ever moved ? Mistake me not : 

1 cannot suppose your corporeal person to 
have been quite stationary since the bright 

dawn of its existence ;—but have you ever 

exchanged houses ? No? Then you are not 

a clerical itinerant. He who has exchang- 

ed one place of residence for another has 
had exp<rience of sensations worthy of re- 

memberance and of record. To awaken 

with the first blush of morning, in the best 

of heal:h, and suddenly to remember—this 

day I must die! might move the mest vir- 

tuous man to pensiveness. But it is not 
till evening that pensiveness comes when 

you are only “‘flittin’”, as the Scotch eay, 

and with morning comes a m2od more ac- 
tive and eager. You forsake the pillow 

under the endeared roof that for a season 

has sheltered you ard your household gods, 

albeit the last time, with such a busy un- 

consciousness as admits of little sadness or 
sentiment. The time is mot yet. You 
gpend tte early hours in th2 production of 
disarray that finally merges in domestic 

chaos and bewilderment ; then comes the 
loading up, and the rcad is endlessly re- 
traced, while you keep the track of the 

cart and the patient steers, till the late 
afternoon, by which time the community 

has bad free exhibtiion of your hcusehold 

shrines and utersils. 

To bear a hand, and have a care that 
mirrors are kept intact, lest they should 

give a broken expression to admiring beauty 

seeking iteclt; that pitchers, jugs and all 

brittle things, are neither abridged nor 
mutilated ; that chromos are not illustrated 

by daube, ncr illuminated by any such pin- 

punched holes as we see sometimes in ccl- 

ored transparencies, ors'e:eoscopic views ; 
—such vexirg concerrs as these may ali- 
enate all pensive reflection, and make the 

dusty day as common-place as possible. 
But when— 

Eve has drept her curtain down 

And pinned it with a star; 

or when October's grirness shu's all stars, 

and gives a chilly rustle to tke ser: elm- 
leaves just outside that staring window in 
that familiar room, now becomirg strange ; 
wen everything is gene that was there the 
evening befcre, and you stand k 

about you, and reflect; then your emotions 

deserve a scribe and a pencil, and a mo- 
ment wherein to ‘‘make a note ont.” Yet 
this *‘flittin’” experience is common to 
ministers, gipsies, circus-mz2n,and occasion 

ally, 10) good, commonplace, regular-go- 
ing people. 

It you are one in the geod graces of the 
folk about you, having many whom ycu 

bave helped in time of need, who are now 
desircus of returning your favors, it is sur- 

prising how useful you may find them. 
There are so many, who find nothing to 
do. There is comfort in this faithful at- 
tendance on your exits, as well as on your 
entrances. [Especially are the maidens of 

your parish then found as kindly vestals in 

the temple where you have burned much 
mcense, and which in memory you are to 

recall as cne of your tomes. If you are 
a man of delicate feeling, now, as scon as 

tte push and burry have abated, the dis- 

msant’ed place will seem already sacred and 
breathing of the past. How dear, tos, will 
scem these friend)y neigkbors you are 
leaving—Heaven bless them and repay 
their kindness, for you never can!—who 

will do more out of love and good will than 

others might do for money. Even when 
the ever-smiling tace cf the dear mistress— 

who could not te disturbed by all this 

worry,—bas finally vemisked from the 
vacant balls where once she presided, 
there is one who cares for her who will re- 
main ard see to it that nothing is forgotten 
or neglected, and that the doors are finally 

closed and secured. 

And did you then, my reader who must 
necds te gentle, baving forgotten eome- 

thing, or perkaps following the leading of 

your heart, ob*ain the key again, enter the 

deserted house and move slowly from one 

wacant room to another, whi'e the shadows 

deepened around you. Now c(verything 

and everybody has gone,and your pretence, 

about to vanish forever, has scmething of 

ghostlicess, as you gez3 upon the blenk 

windows and the dismantled walls, how 

are you given to the reminiscent fancies 

suggested by such a scere and hour! What 

a sudden vibration runs through that 

electric chain by which wa are darkly 

bound, till the house is peopled with pban- 

toms: Memory is busy; all tke friends 

you have ever welcomed herz assemble at 

its call, while the deserted parlor and 

silent s'udy are suddenly animated and 

vocal. In this pleasant ncok— this win- 

dow recess—you passed your quiet even- 

ings, and read your favorite book, while 

your wife sat by with her sewing, and the 

children were snugly tucked for the nigkt, 

n yonder room where they have been so 

often, and will never be again. You go 

tor one more peep into that chamber where 

sleep and your little ones have hid such 

sweet times together, and where faces lock- 

ed like the sky-born, much as anything 

can which must some day dissolve in dust. 

Here you eat by Willie's restless couch 

during those fevered nights. You start 

to recall how bare and silent the room is, 

and krow that you are alone. Well, we 

must be alone sometimes, it is good for us; 
we must learn to bear it. What though 

the untenanted chambers ring as you tread 

the carpetless floors, while in your thought 

every object is restored to its wonted place. | 
Then you notice that west-end window 
which was left open; tkere is a storm 
brooding not far off, and the sky above and 
the river below are in sombre expectation. 
You reflect that the stected rain will be 
better dashed against the window pane 
than beating in upon tke floor, so you go 
to close it down, Itis your own chamber 
of-dreams, where rest has been given, and 
often waking visions. Here you linger a 
moment. Whose couch wi'l be spread in 
the accustomed place, in coming days,— 
the place where you krelt after you had 
opened the book of grace and found some 
hope-glcam, or promise of con- 
so'ation, before your tenses swam away 
into the sea so soft and sweet and dim and 
silent. You stand by the open window 
and before you close it, by the day's fad- 
ing glimmer, take in the accustomed land- 
scape. This 1s the l:st time its now pen- 
sive beauty will greet you from this famil- 
iar point of view. How clearly this and 
that object stands out, how fondly it is 
noted. You say, ‘‘Goodbye, dear hills, 

and ye farms and homesteads, that blessed 
my eyes with your greeting “every morning 

when I awoke. And thou, river, chiming 

away on thy pebbly bottom, curvitg round 
yonder steepy bank-—thou crystal harmony, 

thou tting ot motion and music, gocd-bye ! 

Still rush away seaward, and chafe thy 
stones, and utter the same voice of power 

that vs2d to socthe and charm ree on wake- 
ful nights, or in early morning before the 
sun; others shall hear you, and be glad. 

Ye high bank, above which 1 duskily see 
ths white chapel with its surrounding 
graves, and their stones so spectral among 
the firs and beeches and the shrubs that 
overhang the gliding current below, I bid 

you farewell.” Yonder is the door of 

your {riendly neighbor, which now it is not 
convenient for you to enter.” It is closed 

now, and you reproach yourself for the 
omission of neighborly offices, so much en- 
riching the keart {hat bestows them. The 
time for departure hes come. 

“T shall leave the old house in the autumn,” 

So 1uns a line of the old song,tkat comes 
to mind. You are leaving it now; so you 

linger and stind yet a moment on the 
threshold of the old, before going forward 
to the rew. 

But perhaps, my reader, I take too 
much for granted, and this may be a mood 

of my mind, and not of yours. You may 

be of the number whom the world calls 
practical, ard will say to me,—‘‘why are 
you not forward helping the folk, or cheer- 

ing them ? Is all this business?” Nay, nor 
wholly pleasure. These stolen interviews 
with my own tou), tkese glances upon the 

past ate taken in the hour betwien day 
and dark, and Ishall be the straightfor- 
ward man of action scon. Oaly let me say 
in passing, this mood is mine, and I report 
it faithfully as I can. The soul casts its 
own lights or shadows on all around it, and 
the familiar forms we dwell among becoms 
to us what the heart makes them. 

“We receive but what we give, 

And in our life alone does nature live, 

Oars is her wedding garment, ours her shroud.” 

Soon will come another flitting, and a 
final one, when it will be said, ¢ Adieu, 

adieu, ye besu'iful world, acd ye plea-ant 
companions !” Ours is a strange, and yet 
fami'iar, half-mournful, half-joyful, exodus 

to a country of promise, and a habitation 
whose foundation is neither stone nor brick 
ard whose root-tree is 'aid in the Invitible 
by no mertal hand. Maybe this mood of 

parting from the toute I now leave behind 

me, in pensiveness end pathos, may be a 
forcast of the hour ¢nd ifs emotions, when 
the soul shall stand at the threshold of the 
clay babitation, out of which most of her 

treasures and effects have gore ; when, 

pausing to gather courage and gird herselt 
for Ler journey, she shall give a last tond 
glance bebind and within, then putting her 
fingers to tke la‘ch shall close tke portal 
forever. 

“Some quiet April evening soft and strange, 

When comes to the change 

No spirit can deplore, 

1 shall be one with all I was before, 

In death once more.” 

An Acadian poet of worth has been find- 
ing favor in regions where no mere favori- 
ism, or friendly partiality can be the 
occasion of praise. We clip the following 
notice of Mr. Herbin's ** Marshlands” from 
a Western (Ohio) paper: 

“These are but sketches of the common way,” 

says the author of Marshlands,” a dainty volume of 

more than two score descriptive poems and sonnets 

of more than ordinary merit, many showing poetical 

genius of a high order. The author, John F. Her- 

bin, is a native of Windsor, N.8., of Acadian an- 

cestry, and a resident of Wolfville, that town : 

* Lolling on a hillsid 2, dark with wood, 
And orchards red and ripe, she lovely lies ; 
Her spreading folds of dress of many dyes 
Trail in the waters of the murmuring flood.” 

Mr. Herbin shows a true sympathy with nature, 

has a happy faculty of description clear and concise. 

Note this beautiful simile from ** Change”: 

“Like thiv-draped poverty with bending form 
Scarce hid beneath the tatters of her dress, 
Appear the willows moaning in the storm, 
Unpitied in their shivering nakedness.” 

And the striking metaphor from ‘‘ Ebb ard 

Flow": 

* Moving again on the meadows, heaving in endless 
unrest, ’ 

Filling and falling as ever, the tie is a living 
breast; 

Ridng the white ribs of wreckage under the dome 
t has set, 

Roaring the first oath of vengeance, weeping the 
after regret.” 

The tide is a living heart—what simplice 

ity, what streng'k 
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The author 1s imbued with patriotism, 

and an unquestionable love for the land of 

his fathers. 

“For this is the Jand of Acadie, 

The fairest place of all the earth and sea.” 

That Le feels atrongly the wrong done 
h's fore-fathers, is ev.nced in many of his 

poems, this from ‘The Gaspereau:” 

“Below me winds the river to the sea, 

On whose brown slope stood wailing, homeless 

maids; 

B3tood exiled sons; unsheltered hoary heads; 

And sires and mothers dumb in agony- 

The awful glare of burning homes, where free 

And happv late they dwell, breaks on the shades, 

Encompassing the sailing fleet, then fades 

With tumbling roof, upon the night bound sea.” 

From **An Acadiin at Grand-Pre:" 

“Before the march of power the weak must bead, 

And yet forgive; the savage strong will smite 

The glossing words of reason and of song, 

To tell of hate and virtue to defend, 

May never set the bitter deed aright, 

Nor satisfy the ages with the wrong.” 

“The Reiurned Acadian is pathetic : 

“Along my father's dykes I roam again, 

Among the willows by the river side, 

These miles of green I know from from hill to tide, 

And every creek and river's ruddy stain. 

Neglected long and shunned, our dead have lain, 

Here where a people's dearest hope has dled, 

Alone of all their children scattered wide, 

I scan the sad memorials that remain. 

The dykes wave with the grass, bu’ not for me; 

The oxen stir not while this stranger calls, 

From these new homes upon the green hillside, 

Where speech is strange and a new people free, 

No voice cries out in welcome ; for these halls 

Give food and shelter where I may not bide.” 

Speca forbids otber quotations from an 

exquisite sonnet on 

“Thon land of promise, youthful and mature, 

Fair Canada of legend and of song.” 

We tike the concluding Iincs: 

“Cling to the arcient good; and to the new 

Cry out with welcome as it comes afar 

With love and strength; and in thy great domains 

Give hand to all, but to thyself be true.” 

— Bertha R. Mather. 

“Our Monthly,” a Mage zire devoted to 

a literature and to euthors strictly Canad- 

ian, suspended with the second number. It 

was cdited and published by George Moffat 

of Toronto, and was in its appearance one 

of the most attractive of the ten-cent month- 
lics, while its literary ccntents wee fur- 
nished by some of the most popular of 

native literateurs. It was liberally illus- 
trated, and the number fcr June isso good 
as to make us wish that the volume might 
have been completed. A porirait is given 
of some Canadian Veteran, with the fol- 
owing motto by “The Khan :” 

“B'iingo he was at Batoche, 

An’ fit at Fish Creek too, b’gosh.” 

Tite grand old man looks like some 
Walt Whitman of the Dominion. We 
find in the May number an article on J. 
Cestell Hopkins, with a portrait; and in 
the June number is an article by this vig- 
orous writer, on “Canada’s Defence and 

Defenders. A series of articles, accom- 
panied by portraits, on ‘‘Literary Men and 
Women of Canada,” were in prospect, end 

of the list we find the following : “William 
Willifrid Campbell,” by Ctarles Gordon 
Rogers, Jean Blewett,” by “Kit.” “Rob- 
ert Reid, (Rob Wanlock,) by Rev. Wil- 

liam Wye Smith; *‘Faith Fenton,” by Alice 
Ashwcrth ; “Louis Frechette,” by Edgar 
Maurica Smith, Shcrt stories from Guy De 
Maupassart, translated by J. Ramsay 
Montizambert, add to tke interect of these 
numbers of a periodical so hopeful and so 

brief. 
» >» bd 

The “Middlesex Hearthstone” is so good 
we might wish there was more of it, but 

that we are in this age discouraged by the 
excess of the meritorious. This invites from 
the fact that that we can giveit just and 
due atterticn. To a sober, refized taste 
its contents cannot fail to be gratifying, and 
i's illustration of local scenery will com- 
mend it to home folks who may now be 

away from home. Tite May nunber bas 
an article by Samuzl T. Pickard, entitled, 

«“Whittier in Lowell.” Oliver W. Rogers 
gives an account of the old Middlesex Canal 
and there are engravings of “TLe old 
Towpath, Ncrth Billerica,” “‘In the Canal” 
“Ruins of Lock,” “Viaduct over tte Shaw- 

skeen River,” etc. Rev. Robert Court, D. 

D., writes on some ‘‘Scottish Song Writers 
Subsequent to Burns.” Among the poems 
one is drawn first to “The Gift of Katahdin 
An Algonquin Legend,” by Ralph H. Shaw 
the editor, with its illustrations of that 
well known mountain in Maine. ltaac Bus- 
set Choate has also some pleasing verses, 
entitled “The Secret of the Daisy.” This 
excellent monthly is issued by the Middle- 
sex Hearthstone Co., Lowell Mass. Single 

copies cts ; 50cts. per annum. 
The leading article in Massey’s Maga- 

zine for May is from tke pen of Prof. 
Charles G. DD. Roberts. Between artist 
and poet we nced not lack vision; the 
“Apple Lards of Acadie” are before us, 

and we no longer dream of EI Dorado. 

Duncan Campbell Scott concludes a story, 
begun in the April number, entitled ‘The 
Mystery of The Red Deeps.” Dr George 
Stewart, of Quebee, relates the events of 

her life, *Wken Victoria Was Young,'—at 

least, the most momentous. Jean Blewett 

has a poem, entitled ‘Her Treasure,’ illust- 

rated by a drawing from Frederic W. 

Falls. ‘A Mast:r of the French School’ 

By J. W. L. Forster; ‘Life and Explora- 

tion Witkin The Arctic Circle,’ by Lieut. 

R. E. Peary, Civil Engineer U. S. Navy; 

and ‘From Gibraltar To The Pyrenees,’ 

by Mary A Reed, are interesting, finely 

illustrated articles. Thereis an illustrated 

poem by E. Pauline Johnson, entitled, ‘The 

Songster’. Massey is worthy to run with 

Munsey, neck to neck, in the race for 
populanty and financial success. 

* * * 

Tte “slippery” political ball has been 
rolling with velocity in ‘‘this Canada of 
ours,” and prevailing is the Liberal sound 

thereof. A tear for the brave and hopeful 
—*The Strong Men of Canada,” some of 
whose faces were turned up in Munsey 
just now—whose political house bas fallen. 
Our sympathies and prayers are with the 
winning heads upon whom the rigors of 
governmental leadership have rested that 
they may be strong and true, and prove 
worthy of the confidence the people of this 
Dominion have reposed in them. They 
row gird on the armor for battle, but the 
real glory will be when it is unbuckled, 
after the victory which is success. 

PATERFEX. 

PACIFIC COAST FORESTS. 

They Contain Nearly One-balt of This 

Country’s Standing Timber. 

The Department of Agriculture at Wath- 

ington bas issued an interesting report of 
the forestry and timber interests of the 
Unised Ststed. 

From its da‘a it is learned that the forest 

area of the United States (exclusive of 
Alaska) may be placed at somewhat less 
than 50,000,000 acres. This does not in- 

clude much brush and waste land, which ie, 

and will remain for a long time, without 
any economic value. This area is very un- 
evenly distributed ; saven-tenths are found 

on the Atlantic side of the continent, only 
one-tenth on the Pacific coast, anotier 

tenth on tee Rocky Mountaine, the balance 

beirg scattered over the interior of the 
Western States. 

Both the New England States and the 
Couthern States have still 50 per cent. of 

their grea, mora or less, under forest cover ; 

but in the former the merchantable timber 

bas been largely removed. 

The character of the forest growth varies 
in the different regions. Cn tke Pacific 
coast hard woods are rare, the principal 
growth being coniferous and of extra. 
ordinary development. Besides gigantic 
red woods, the soft sugar pine and tke 
hard bull pine, various spruces and firs, 
cedars, hemlocks, and larch form the 
valuable supplies. 

In the Rocky Mountains no hard woods 
of commerical value occur, the growth 
being mainly of spruces, firs, aud bull 
pine, with other pines and cedars of more 
or less value. 
The Southern States contain in their more 

southern section large areas occupied al- 
most exclusively by pine forest, with the 
cypress in the bottom lands. The more 
potthern portivns are covered with hard 
woods almost exclusively, and intervening 
is a region of mixed hard wood and com- 
ferous growth. Sprucee, fire, and hem- 
locks are found in small quantities ccnfined 
to the mountain regions. 
The Northern S ates are manly occupied 

by hard wood growths, with coniferous 
intermixed, sometimes the latter becoming 
entirely dominant, as in the spruce forests 
of Maioe, New Hampshire, or the Adiron- 
dacke, and here ard there in the pineries 
of Michigan, Wisconsin, and Minnesota, or 
in the hemlock regions of Pennsylvania and 
New York. 
Avery rough and probably very liberal 

estimate of the amount of timber standing 
in the various regicns ready for the axe 
would give the following figures: 

Feet, 
Board Measure. 

Southern Btates.......c.ccoe0ee®®?°%® .700,000,000,000, 
Northern States... occ seosvossssese 500 000.000 000 
TORING ORBIE, 35 0000 oves vised sbsses 1,000,000,000 ,000 
Rocky Mountains .........o=**** «+.1,00,000,000,000 

Tota'eeeecssiosncsosssosrvnse + 42,300,000,000,000 

The total annual cut, including all 
material requiring bolt or log size, is eeti- 
mated at 10,000,000,000 teet, board mea- 
sure. 

The lumber industries employ capital 
to the extent of over $£1,000,000,000. 
They employ nearly 1,000,000 men, pay 
out over $£400,000,000 in yearly wages, 
and produce over £3,000,000,000 of com- 
mercial material, all of which is an import- 
aut showing — New Orleans Picayune. 

The Transportation of Perishable Food. 

In no more emptatic manner are mocern 
facilities of transportation emphasized than 
in the fa‘ety with which perishable food is 
conveyed from a great distance. In this 
particular, Australia, South America, and 
the United States are no further removed 
from Europe then a s'ngle province former- 
ly was from the capital of tke country of 
which it formed a part. Algeria is now 
supplying Paris markets with camel meat. 
An extensive plant has been createed in 

that French colony for the killing and 
refrigerating of those animals, and daily 
shipments are made to Parie. The meat of 
the camel is described as not unlike beet, 

with tke tenderst of veal. The bump is the 
choicest porticn. Eggs that formerly were 
gathered near the localities wkere they 
were sold, now come from distant points. 
Four million daily are received in London 
from foreign countries. Mo:t of them come 
from Russia. They command in England 
twice the price thzy bring in the home 
market. The export of eggs from Russia 
that in 1885 amoun‘ed to 235,000,000, in- 
created in 1895 to 1,250,000,000. These 
ave official figures. Tke lager perportion 
of this produt goes to England. In addition 
great quantities of dressed fowl are annual- 
ly exported from Russia to - all European 
countries. 

Miss Jessie Campbell Whitlock, 
TEACHER OF PIANOFORTE, 

ST. STEPHEN, N. B. 

The *Leschetizky Method”; also ,** Synthetic 

System,” for beginners. 

Apply at the residence of 

Mr. J. T. WHITLOCK. 
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AE Sio0THINGS p7iSFYING 
i Originated by an Old Family Physician in 1810. 

+ You can safely trust what time has indorsed for nearly a century. 
There is not a medicine in use today which sesses the confidence of the publi 

an extent as Johnson's Anodyne Liniment.’ For more than eighty years R hos coned Spee 
its own intrinsic merit, while generation after generation have used iL, The best evidence of 
its value is the fact that in the state where it originated the sale of it is steadily increasing. 

Johnsons‘Anodyne Liniment 
. 8. JoansoN. ESQ. My Dear Sir:—Fifty years ago this month, your father, Dr. Joh 

called at my store and left me some Johnson's SaneRe Liniment oti sate. 1 have pF gree 
since. I can 'most truly say that it has maintained its high standard and popularity from 
that time to this, ! JOHN B. RAND, North Waterford, Maine, Jan., 1891, 

“Best Liver Pill Made.” This certifies that Dr. A. Johnson, whose 
name is signed to every genuine bottle of 

~~ 

ey SRpaEne Liniment, in the month of 
g ] 

an. 1840, first left at my store some of the same 
\ a & da my yy with it ever 

since, (over fifty years) with increasing sales, 
Positively cure Biliousness and Sick Headache, liver ; i 
and Sows! complaints. They expel all impurities gan tL Den we, SHEEN, 

Delicate women find relief from | Our Book “Treatment for Diseases” Mailed Free, from the blood. 
using them. Price 25¢; five #1, Sold everywhere. | All Druggists. I 8, Johnson & Co., Boston, 
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HEAVY 
STEEL PLATE Rang C... 

eee 

Coal or | Wood. 
«0% 

Made in various styles, from 
the ordinary family to the 
largest hote! size. 

VOID 

Are constructed in the most substan- 

tial manner and after the most 

approved patterns. 

ARE STRICTLY UP TO DATE IN 
EVERY PARTICULAR. 

it will pay you to investigate the 
good woints of these ranges 
before purchasing others. 

The McClary Mfg. Co., iosotio"Vindite «. 
[ ’ VINN =U 2d 

y g. 9 VANCOUVER 
anc 

2 See ak 

or sale by R. J. SELFRIDGE, St. John. 
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CARRIAGES! CARRIAGES! 
Handsome and Comfortable; Well Constructed and 

Elegantly Finished. 

HERE ARE TWO DISTINCT STYLES. 

The Comfortable Bangor Buggy. 

Perhaps one of the most serviceable and comfortable single 
Carriages built, Rides as easy as a cradle, Not too heavy 
and as light as you want it made, 

F rfurth2r Particulirs and Prcesinquire of 

JoHN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
13 

Fredericton. Ni: 1B. 


