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“Um! Relation of your’n.” This was 

the startling comment of a negro mammy, 

who, having entered our home and sur- 

veyed interrogatively the rather familiar 

and common place lithograph entitled, 

“Uncle Tom, and Little Eva,” had been 

informed as to its identity. ‘‘That’s Uncle 

Tom,” remarked the good wife pleasantly ; 
and the negress nonplused her at once by 
that unthinking kind of a remark which 
nevertheless contains the substance of pro- 

found truth,—*“Um ! Relation of your’n.” 

And why not? I have seen many a white 

face, and many a set of Anglo-Saxon fea- 

tures,I should be much less pleased to own 

in that common kinship which binds us all. 
I would be willing to incur the taint,—if 

you think it such—of Atrican blood, tor the 
sake of relationship with noble souls, and 

a union with sublime affections. I am no 

scorner of the race to which I belong, and 

I bold the humanities dear to me. 

I say of a negro, as I say of any man, 
the superior mind is his standard. I ask 

concerning the African, as Shakespeare of 
the Jew,—*‘‘Hath not an African eyes P 

Hath not an African hands, organs, di- 

mensions, senses, affections, passions? 

fed with the same food, hurt with the same 

weapons, subject to the same diseases, 

healed by the same means, warmed and 

cooled by the same winter and summer as 
a white man is ? If you prick us do we not 

bleed ? If you tickle us, do we not laugh ? 

if you poison us do we not die ? and if you 

wrong us, shall we not—forgive ? Nay, we 
will extend the argument, and catalogue 

other points of likeness : Hath not a negro 

aspiration snd ambitions ? hath he not soul 

and intellect ? can he not be a brother ? 
is he not equal to the offices of friendship ? 

Can he not sorrow ? Can he not serve his 
God and do good to his fellow ? Why then 

my neighbor shall you contemn and abuse 

him ? He is that good man, your brother, 

—**A relation of your'n.” 

“Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” early enlisted our 

tears and wakened some of the mest gen- 
erous, yet painful emotions of our heart. 

From it we learned to love humanity and 

human freedom, and to bate tyrants and 

slavery. We shall not cease to prize its 
author for her contribution to the wo ld's 
welfare. Mrs. Stowe’s book is one of the 
dear tomes of our boyhood, and now we 

re-read it with our children, and mark their 
sympathies quickening and kindling with 

our own. And ‘‘Dred” comes not far be- 

hind it, with its pictures of slave-life in the 

sunny south; but with the disadvantage 

that it was the second, and not the first. 

And now that the worthy author has 

passed away, it is fitting that her life should 

be written ; and it has been written by ber 

dear friend of many years Mrs. Annie 
Fields. It is a book which should be read, 

and, we doubt not, will be. The writer 

declares, in ber preface: *‘The cause to 

which she surrendered herself is not for- 

gotten ; one by one the figures of those who 

bore a part in the great sacrifice begin to 

shine like bronze after the smelting, and 

stand, cut in imperishable forms, upon the 
tablets of memory. Therefore it is fitting 

that one who led the vanguard—one who 

was born, neverthelzes, to carry no bayonet 

or gun, but to bear upon her heart the 

weight of a great love for suffering men— 

should now herself be known.” 

And well is the history of her life un. 

folded. We have delightful glimpses of 
the parsonage homa of the Beechers, at 
Litchfiel1, among the Berkshire hills. A 

wonderful personage headed that family, 

and he was sire to a ‘‘rare brood of chil- 

dren.” A priest, a prophet, a sturdy piece 

of Pilgrim manhood was he ; and in his day 
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Examine a shoe repe 
with any ordinary dressifig and what 
have you? A parched up, spongy sub- 
stance, one mass of assorted cracks. 
Chemicals have been at work there, 
sapping, burning, destroymmg. How 
different the effect of 
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asy to Take 

asy to Operate 
Are features peculiar to Hood's Pills. Small iv 

size, tasteless, efficient, thorough. As one man 

Hoods 
said: “ You never Know you » 

have taken a pill till it is all 
over.” 25¢. C. I. Hood & Co., § “3 

’ Proprietors, Lowell, Mass. 
The only pills to tale with Hond’e Carsaparills 

the church was the moral and intellectaal 
centre of the community. ‘To my child- 
ish eyes,” wrote Harriet, ‘‘our old meeting 
house was an awe inspiring thing. To me 
it seemed fashioned very nearly on the 
on the modal of Noah's ark and|Solomon’s 
temple, as set forth in the pictures in my 

Scripture Catechism. .. . . Its double 
rowot windows, its doors, with great 
wooden quirls over them; its belfry, pro- 
jecting out at the east end ; its steeple and 
bell—all inspiring as much sense of the 
sublime in me as Strasbourg Cathedral 
itself. . . But the glory in the execution 
of these good old billowy compositions 
called tuguing tunes, where the four parts 

that compose the choir take up] the [song 
and go racing round one after another,each 

singing a different set of words, till at 
length, by some inexplicable magic, they 
all come together again, and sail smoothly 

out into a rolling sea of harmony ! I re- 
member the wonder with which] I used to 

look from side to side when treble, tenor, 

counter and base were thus roaring {snd 
foaming, and it verily seemed to me as if 
the psalm were going to pieces among the 
breakers, and the delighted astonishment 

with which I found that each particular 
verse did emerge whole and uninjured from 

the storm.” 

Cowper, in his pathetic verse,] recalls 

the anguish of a sensitive child, early 

bereaved of bis mother, and the kindly 

sophistry with which the questionings of 

the ‘‘poor dupe of tomorrow, even from a 
child,” were put aside. So the mother in 

this Litchfield home was early taken —*‘the 
gentle, contented, smiling, healthful 

mother—" much to the perplexity "of the 

younger children, who could not under. 
stand whither she had vanished. That she 
had gone to Heaven, or that she had been 

laid under ground, were vague and mysteri- 
ous ideas to them. Little Henry, con- 
joining the two statements, hit on a bright 

idea, and resolved to dig through the 
ground and reach Heaven; so one morn- 

ing he was discovered by Sister Catherine 
digging moet iniustriously. To her in- 

quiry as to his intent he lifted his curly 
head, and said, with a child’s simplicity, 
“Why, I'm going to Heaven to find ma.” 
Of her excellent mother Mrs. Stowe de- 
clared: “It will be the testimony of al] 
her sons that her image stood between 

them and the temptations of youth asa 
sacred shield ; that the hope of meeting her 
in Heaven has sometimes been the last 

strand which did not part in hours of temp- 
tation ; and that the remembrance of her 

holy life and death was a solemn witness 

of the truth of religion, which repelled 

every assault of scepticirm, and drew back 

the soul from every wandering to the faith 
in which she lived and died.” 

Glimpses we have of the restrained fecl. 

ings which lie so deep in the bosom of 

Lyman Beecher. ‘I am sick,” Mrs. 

Stowe remembers her father to bave ex 

claimed, when in age, ‘because I cannot 

reveal the feelings of my heart.” Then, 
on another day, when he had taken up his 

rusty old fiddle, and thrammed its string, 
be exclaimed in a tone of dissatisfact- 

ion,—*‘If I could only pliy what I hear 
inside of ms I'd beat Paganini.” So have 

felt and complained many of the great 

masters when their power of expression 

had declined. 
We bave recalled the manner in which 

the sudden message of Byron's death 

affected the youth, Tennyson; and the 

effect on a certain person who came upon 

that wild poet’s funeral procession headed 
toward Hucknall. Here we learn that 
one day, when the news had come, Lyman 

Beecher said to his wile,—*‘My dear, 
Byron is dead ;” then, added meditatively, 

after a moment of silence,—*‘O, I'm sorry 
Byron is dead. 1 did hope he would live 

to do something for Christ. What a harp 
he might have swept ™ Could Mrs. Stowe 
then have dreamed of her own future un- 
happy relation to the memory of Byron ? 

We are told that on the next Sabbath the 

elder Beecher took Byron for his subject, 
and for his text the words,—*‘The name of 

the just 1s as a brightness, but the name 
of the wicked shall rot ;” setting forth the 
immortality of goodness, and the oblivion 

into which the vicious are doomed event- 

ually to pass, however they have been 
garnished with the brilliancy of genius. 
A beautiful picture of paternal love and 

pastoral benediction is given wus. The 
father’s faithfulness and his pulpit minis- 

trations deeply impressed bis child; for 
when Harriet had reached her fourteenth 
year she returned to her room, trom a ser- 
mon on Jesus as the friend of the soul, to 
dedicate her dawning life to Him. Going 
into her father's study, she threw herself 
into his lap, and said,—**Father, I bave 

given myself to Jesus.” What more quick- 
ly could reach such a heart as his? Look- 
ing down sweetly and tenderly into bis 
child's face, the man of God said, while he 

pressed her to his heart, and his hot tears 

fell on her head,—‘Is it so? Then has a 
new flower blossomed in the Kingdom this 
day.’ It seems that some doubts arose in 
the mind ot Sister Catharine, as to the 
genuineness and durability of her religious 
impression ; for in that day great stress 
was laid upon what is called ‘being under 
conviction,” and this slipping too easily in- 

to the Christian fold was much to be guard- 
ed against. She was therefore put to 
catechism, and her heart was appalled by 

such questioning from the pastor at Hart- 

ord as this: ‘Harriet, do you feel that if 

the universe should be destroyed [awful 
pause] you could be happy with God 
alone P” No wonder if the abyss seemed 
to open, and the skies to darken over ber ! 

Who ever has beheld the person, or even 
a good portrait, of Isaac McLellan, —now 
enjoying the distinction of being the oldest 
living poet in America,—has recognized a 

man of noble and impressive appearance, 

yet in an exellent condition of preservation 
He was in his earlier day a school-fellow of 

Longfellow and of Whittier, and is inter- 
esting from being a coeval of that school 

to which they belonged and which has well 
nigh passed away. It is recorded of him 
that ‘he is the oldest surviving member of 

the Independent Cadets, of Boston, which 

be joined in 1830. He is still a regular 
member of the organization. He is a de- 
scendant of Isaac Hull, the commander of 
the constitution in her memorable battle 
with the English warship, Guerriere. off 

Boston harbor in the year 1812. The 
poet is well known to many summer tour- 
ists from New York and Brooklyn.” Mr. 

McLellan is to be reckoned among the 
“poets of Maine,” having been born in 
Portland on the 20d of April, 1806, and 

graduated at Bowdoin college in 1826, 
after having been fitted at Phillips Aca- 
demy, Andover, Mass. For a few years 
he was a legal practitioner in Boston, sub- 

sequently withdrawing into the country, 

and engaging in agriculture and ficld sports 
while at the same time, writing poems usu- 
ally inspired by his favorite pursuits. He 
contributed, at an early day, to several 
American ~~ magazines,—among them 
“Kpapp's Boston Magazine,” and also to 

the New York ‘‘Literary Gazette,” of 
which William Cullen Bryant was editor. 

Later he undertook editorisl work on the 

Boston **Daily Patriot,” which he conduct- 

ed with ability. In 1836 app2ared a 
volume of his poems. The writer remem- 

bers the school recitation of his familiar 
lines on “The Death of Napoleon,” com- 

mencing,— 
“Wild was the night; yet a wilder night 

Huuog round the soldier’s pil ow; 

In his bosom there wagzed a fiercer fight 

Than the fight on the wrathful billow.” 

He is also the author of a familiar lyric 

entitled, “Maine,” of which we give a 
couple of stanzas: 

Far in the sunset’s me. low glory, 

Far in the daybreak’s pearly bloom, 

Fringed by ocean’s foamy surges, 

Belted in by woods of gloom, 

Stretch thv soft luxuriant borders, 

Smile thy shores, in hill and plain, 

Flower-enamelled, ocean-girdled, 

Green bright shores of Maine. 

“Rivers of surpassing beauty 

From thy hemlock woodlands flow,— 

Androscoggin and Penobscot, 

Saco, chilled by northern snow; 

These from wany a lowly valley 

Thick by pine-trees shadowed o'er, 

Sparkling from their ice-cold tributes 

To the surges of thy shore.” 

Mr. McLellan has, in his time, been a 

traveller, having made a tour, extending 
over two years, of Europe. He is known 

as ‘‘the sportsmanpoet”, and his residence 

is at Greenport, Long Island. He has 

recently celebrated his ninety-second birth- 
day. 

of 

i 

/O STAMPED "225 
1847 RoGERS BROS. 

RANT 

MeriderBritanniaCh. 
phere FL presi 9 L verPLAT ARGESTSIVE™ 7 WwW ORL.D. 

TIRED ? 

Thig. soap 

OH, No. 

SURPRISE 
greatly lessens the work 

It pare soap, lathers freely, 
rubbing easy does the work. 
The clothes come oat sweet 

and white without injury fo the fabrics 

SURPRISE is economical,it wears well. 
The educational, no less than the lit- 

erary achievement, of Doctor Theodore 
H. Rand, the occasion of pleasant com- 
ment, and of fitting commemoration. A 

portrait, painted by J. W. L. Foster, has 
recently been unveiled at McMaster 
University,—a portrait it is said, which 

well expresses not only his lineaments, but 

his prominent characteristics. ‘The art- 
tist has given that air of intensity, of con- 

cealed force of executive ability, we nat- 

urally expect to find in such a character 
when represented in his public capacity.’ 
So says the Toronto ‘Saturday Night ;" 
and further: “From Chancellor Rand’s 

past history, his connection with, partic- 

ularly the eastern provinces, and bis in- 
fluence in educational matters, we nat- 

urally look ior a telling and decided per- 
sonality in his portrait. He has designed 

and inaugurated the educational system of 

the Maritime Provinces. The school sys- 
tem of Manitoba has been largely modelled 

after his plans, and the corelation of the 

three colleges, Woodstock, McMaster and 

Moulton,” has been largely the *‘fruit of 

his thought.” Dr. Randwill soon be re- 
cruiting at his favorite stamping ground, 

Partridge Island, Parrsboro, Nova Scotia. 

* » * 

The Bryant estate at Cummington, 

Mass., has recently been purchased by 
Minna Godwin Goddard, for the sum of 

$30,000. The favorite summer home of 

the great poet, sacred to the memories of 
his boyhood, will hereafter be kept, with 

all its belongings,—land, buildings, furni- 
ture, bric-a-brac, etc.,—in a branch of the 
poet’s own family. For several years past 

the property has been occupied by the 
Goddard’s. The deed was executed by 
Parke Godwin, acting in his individual 

capacity by power of the will of Fanny 
Bryant Godwin. 

* * * 

We congratulate the editor and publish- 
er, Mr. James J. Anslow, and also the 

people of Windsor, N. S., upon the reap- 

pearance of the familiar Hants Journal. 
We hail it as an assurance and a prophecy 
of the speedy rehabitation of our home 

town recently destroyed by [fire. We 

welcome gladly this excellently, edited and 

printed newspaper, whichlwe] have missed 

from our study. 
* * * 

Windsor. 

Out of thine ashes phoenix-like arise, 

My fair Acadian town! °’Tis good to know 

That, like the wind-swept flame that laid thee low, 

Aspires thy courage. Thou shall realize 

The blessing of misfortune; and emprize 

Of hardy spirits toiling over fate 

Shall yet be thine ;—yea, goodly thine estate 

In years to be "neath these auspicious skies. 

Rise, then, triumphant! Hopeful bid thy spires 

Again point whither thy true hearts ascend; 

Rise, punfied and garnished from thy fires. 

And guardian powers thy new-made walls defsnd. 

Stand, till the years bring thy deserved renown, 

Sheltering thy loyal sons,—~my fair Acadian town! 

PasTOR FELIX, 

An Acknowledged Fact. 

Three years ago there was not a remedy 
on the market that could prevent corns or 
cura sweaty, tender, swollen feat. Now 
thousands of boxes of Foot Elm are being 
eold, and everyone admits that it is worth 
its weight in gold. 25c a box; 5 for $1. 
P. Stott and Jury, Bowmanville, Oat., or 
at drug stores. 

How He Died. 

An Irishman is too nimble to be caught 
when he doesn’t wish to be apprehended. 
Cardinal Manning delighted to tell the 
following story as an illustration of the 
national elusiveness: 
An Irishman, the son of one who bad 

been hang having been asked how his 
father died, thus eluded the admission of 
the fact: 

‘Sure, thin, my father, who was a very 
reckless man, was jist standin’ on a plat- 
form haranguing a mob, when a part of the 
platform suddenly gave way, and he fell 
through, and thin it was tound his neck 
was broken.’ 

Nir Henry Bessemer, 

The recent death of the inventor of the 

Bessemer steel process his brought out 

some interesting anecdotes. He was de- 
voted to flowers, and his conservatory was 
fitted with mirrors so as to produce the 
effect ot endless perspective. To keep 
the surface of the mirrors clear from mois- 
ture he had hot-water pipes arranged jbe- 

hind them, which kept the glass so warm 
that it never was obscured by dew. He 
was color-blind, and avoided the introduc- 
tion of plants bearing red berries into his 
conservatory because he confused green 
and red. 

APPARENTLY A HOPELESS CASE, 
——— me 

A "Kincardine Banker Who sufiered Dis~ 

tressingly from Indigestion- Apparently 

A Hopeless Case of Stomach Trouble Until 
South American Nervine was Used—His 
Words are: It Cured me Absolutely. 

{ What this wonderful remedy for all forms 
of stomach trouble can do is best told in 
the words of John Boyer, banker, Kincar- 
dine, Ont. *‘About a year ago, as a result 
of heavy work no doubt, 1 became very 
much troubled with indigestion ; associated 
with it were those terribly distressing feel- 
ings that can hardly be described in any 
language. I had tried various methods of 
ridding myself of the trouble, but without 
success, until I was influenced to use 
South American Nervine. The result, 
and I gladly say it for the benefit of others 
—This remedy cured me, and I never hes- 

ed with any form of stomach trouble.’ 

The Borrower's Way. 

If you lend a man grass seed, he'll come 
around later to borrow a lawn mower. 

WEAK, NERVOUS WOMEN 
Suffering from palpitation of the heart, 

dizzy or faint spells, watery blood, 
etc., can be readily cured. 

A Manitoba Lady Tells About Her Case. 

There is no need whatever for so many 
women to be the subject of faint spells, 
heart and nerve weakness, anaemia, or 
any of those health destroying ailments 

peculiar to her sex. Mil- 
¥ burn’s Heart and Nerve 

#' beat and make it strong 
and full, tone the 
nerves, enrich the blood, 
and relieve the pain 
and weakness from 
which so many women 
suffer. 

Mrs. Alex- 
ander Setter, of 
Pigeon Bluff, 
Man., writes an 
account of her 
case as follows: 
“I have great 
pleasure in giv- 
ing my experi- 
ence of Milburn’s 
Heart and Nerve 
Pills. For about 

ten years I was troubled with throbbing 
and fluttering of the heart. I tried five 
doctors and several remedies but none of 
them did me much good. Lately I heard 
of Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills and 
bought two boxes. Before I started using 
them I could not do my house work and 
gave myself up to die, as I thought I would 
never be cured. Now I feel really splendid 
since taking the pills, do my work, enjoy 
my meals and feel as if there was some- 
thing in life worth living for.” 

Milburn's Heart and Nerve Pills, sold 
by all druggists at 50c. a box or 3 boxes 
for $1.25. T. Milburn & Co., Toronto, Ont. 

Laxa-Liver Pills cure Biliousness, Sick 
Headache, Constipation and Dys- 

pepsia. Every Pill Perfect. 
Price 256c¢. 

itate to recommend it to any person affect- 

if 39 A horse out of condition 
A ROCKY shou'd be treated with DR. 
HORSE HARVEY's CONDITION POWDERS. 

Nothing like it for purifying the 
blood, toning up the system, killing worms, 
glossing the coat, in a word tuning a horse 
to perfect condition. 

Cost only 25¢. per package at all dealers, 

Full size package sent post-paid as sample 
on receipt of price. 
THE HARVEY MEDICINE CO,, 424 ST, PAUL, MONTREAL, 
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3 TQPDYE 
BLACK 

There's the test of both dye and 
dyer, and it's that test that has 
built up the reputation of 

MAGNETIC DYES 
All their colors are uniformly excel- 

lent, no dye surpassing in perma- 
nency and beauty Magnetic Dyes, 
nor leaving the fabric so soft and new 

At all dealers, or a full size packet, any 
color, sent post paid on receipt of price, 10¢c. 

HARVEY MEDICINE CO., 424 St. Paul, Montreal 
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