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Mn. Eorron,—

Paris a2, withoot doubt the greitest city
intve world, It mn-t be I do not pre-
tend 1o say that | have aceuritely exannied
every taowa npon the tace of the eirtn before
arrivina at this' conelnsion, 71 1< not neces-
gary to doso.  T'he sichit of this grorions ei-
ty 1s enough to force upon any man the opin-
ion which [ hove staed, and 1o make him

S0,

cry out enthusiastically, 1 the true spirit of
a Frenchman, * T'luss the centre of the
Uuiverse,”

I pat up at one of these econvenpient esta-
blishiments, a ** [I vel meuh'ss)” near the
ohurch of the M delemne. Afierwards, hav-
ing met with an A nericao, v ved my quar
fers to a house near the * Arc de l'etoile.—
Here we have the society o1 several intelh-
gent French gentlemen, whose minds are
highly coltivated, and wh-se manners arc
pleasing in the ex‘reme. Tuere i1s a yonuy
artist at our * Tanle d'hote whnse p ctures
have excited snme sensation in the world,
an Author who has made honself rather fa
mous by a translation of * Qucle Tom,’ and
a ‘savan,” who, they tell e 13 no less a per
gonage than M. Adolple F , member of
the Academy.

In such sncietv, and in such a city, yon
may believe, Mr. IX hitor, thar the tisne of vour
Correspondent pisses plessintly awav. From
my friends in this house | have gained much
valuable information  respecting polinea:
aflarrs here, inforisaition which I shall afrer
wards find of great value,

The artist, whose name is * Bufont,” afier
having beco.ne acquainted with me, with the
politeness which is characteristic of a French
man, offered to show me the wounders of his
native C.ty.

“You will find, Monsgieur,” he said, ** that
Paris is a cnty of whose eharms you will never
tire.  With its noble streets, 118 lovely gor-
dens, its charming foontains, 1ts royal iuse-
ums, libraries, and schools, its stupen tous
churches and palaces, it is more glorious even
than ancient Rome. Would you compre 1t
with London? Bah! London s all smoke
and fog. Paris all magnificence!”

Bafont was enthusiastic. Rut [ no longer
wondered that he should be so when | walk-
ed down towards the midile of she City,—
How cou!d ene be otherwise in the m dst of
such royal splendor.  ‘I'here were long rows
of ed:fices bmlt in palatial mazuificence. foun-
tains which threw upward a conninmil jet o
sparkling water ; siatues propled the splendid
grounds of historic palaces, and obelisks and
monuments ro<e upward.on every side.

“ The (‘jl_V“ sud Batonr, s getting better
and better every year.  @ur E np-ror is now
generally considered to be o very great man

What s Uicle the great N ipoleon began,

he seems determined 1o fiish.”

I was not surprised to bear that Louis N -
poleon was becoming popular.  Iu the first
place his name possessed a potent charmn.
and, in the next place, he possessed the power
of adwministering to those passions of a
Frenchman—a love for display, and a love
for glory. But h's popularity here is no
greater than in Eagland. You know how
the people once de-pised-him, how in all the

pers there were ill-advised and prejoliced

marks of every kind concerning him, how
* Punch,” with. ns cutting satire and chamca-
wares, continued jor a long time to heap rid-
icale upon him  You have not forgottey
that, por had I, and 1 smiled to think how
fickle nations were, as I saw around me to-
kens of Eng'ish admiration for the same
Louis Napoleon. Now, in the English pa-
pers you see profound remarks concerning
his wisdom and upright policy ; some endea.
vor to exalt him. to what is alinost an egp )ity
with his Uncle, while those whe once bitterly
hated him, are now merely silent. It is a
good thing for him that he has the kind feel-
fag of the Euglish peop'e. A time of adver.

e has begun to unite the Tuilir
the Louvre by a longz gallery, has

s that would contrast badly with the Tuili-

nued to the Colonne Juillet. Al the himses
in this new street are to be of the same siyle
of architecture, and to encourage builders,
the Emperor has freed them from taxes for
thirty years.  ‘I'nere 18 one admirable thiny
i this new arrangement.  All the trotnors
or sidewalks are 1o be arched over, thns form-
g an exceadingly pleasant avenue for hot
or rainy days.

Paris now resembles an American Town,
Wherever you go you see houses torn down,
and new ones biiltor building. S M L' E npe-
rear” among other vast proposals, has said
“let there be an Eghish Park in Paris” and
immediaviely they have began to make a glon-
ons Purk of the Bons de Bulogne, where vou
may now see them digging lakes an.d rivers,
plantng trees, and opening new roads,  In
order to make a fine® entrance to the new
Park, His Majesty says ** tear down all the
bui dings nearthe Arc de Triomphe, enlarge
the sqaare, and run a broad avenue planted
with trees and fountains to the B isde' B o
lorne, and thus have the sp'endid are de
A'Funle as our entrance to onr Park.” The
cuy of Paris immediately says ** on suivra les
ordres de votre M jeste” and it is done. T'ne
old bwilding< are parchased and wiil be torn
down, the barrier, and the ru'e of the city
will be extended over the adjicent villages
and country, the Triomphal Arch de I’E:oile
which 18 now just beyond the ey will be
almostin the cen're, and there will be a mnaa-
nificent avenue from the T'uhiries threugh the
Girdins des Tuilines, the Champs E ysees,
and the Arc de Ewoile 10 the Bos de Bou-
Ingne.

T'hose of your readers who have been in
Piris will at once understand how ~tupendous
15 the task which the Feench E nperor has
placed before himself. k would bhe a small
lYlg compared with this, to tear dren the
whole city of SuntJohn, and re-erect it. For
here buildings of massive coustruction, ana
gigantic 2ize, are |aid low, while on thewr
‘ovndations, edifices of lotty forin and as-
iounding expense are erected. How he can
carry onthe Russian war and do all thisin
the same vime 15 a matter of wonder.  But th
energies and resources of France sre wonder
tul, and to jadyge by her preseut condition, ber
recuperative powers are no less so. The
Academician  of whoin 1 #prke, Monsieur
F———, informed me that by his calcula.
nous, after the last revolution Frauce ougln
to have been left powerless and 1u a state o
anarchy.  He jidged, he said, that for ten
vearsshe would remun so. “ Yei look at her
now” said he.  ** Five or six years roll on,
and she is great again. She 1s on her fect
rich, powerial, viciorions ! Oh Monsieur ! Lo
France jin.ais peat etre perda 17

1 remain Mr. Ehior, ’
Yours traly,
Ouanconbpy.

[For THE curISTIAN VISITOR.]

Autumn Musiugs, 1854,

Mounenfully the wind moans among the
giant branches of the ** Jealy sons of the for-
est,” asf bewailing the change their gorge-
ous display of antomunal tints betoken ; even
now the e.ritlyis being strewn with luxoriam

“he-d da'lince sweet,” and among who<e
verdant shadows the moonbeams lovingly
nest>d, .

* Pussing away” is stamped in lezible cha-
racters on Nature’s page, and we listen with
4 shade of saduess to the fitful breege sighm
a reqpiem. over the *“lovely things” which
Jived 1 1the saunshine, and gladdenecd 1he rosy
hours of summwer. Phe trighicst of Flora’s
train have lost.their roseate and hly hues, and
the Purtene 18 despoiled of its charms. We
huve seen the young and cherished ones of
wur own hearth-stone droop with the fluwers,
and our tears have mingled with the withered
léaves which nestled over their newly-made
graves. The spring returned with wonted
beauty—the buds burst into bloom—the birds!

sity may cone yet. The Russian war has
gizen him British popularity. In France he
gugaim»d itin another way., [ spoke

French ltove of display. He has attended ¢

this st cyrefu’ly, and principally io the i
provaments of Pams.

warbied sweetly among the boughs, Lut tiey,
our beart’s tpeasures, returned not,

We gazed on the things. they loved—fre-
quent thewr favourite haunts, and: engage in

m-; pursuits they shared with us for the last 1ime.

‘Qh, how oft their dovely image is- with us in

i&‘)d {the holy hoars of the qaiet night,—when our
eared|longing spirit would fain find the veil which
out the Place Carrousel, torn down all build. [ hinders her communion with those so dear.

folinge, with which the (ragrant Z phyr |
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Oh, lLove and death,

ries, and mmade a gloriops street, the Rue de Ye have sad meetings on this changeful earth
Rivoli; from the Palais de I'E'ysee to the  Many and sad !.but airs of benvenly breath '
Hotel de Ville, which in time will be c‘,,m_!ShnlI meltthe links which bind you, for your birth

[s far apart.

And now while autumn is here in stately
grandeur, arrayed in magnificent rohes of va-
roons dyes, we turn from her hitherto wor-
sthpped eharms and listen to the sweet angel
voices which seem floiting in the solemmn
hreeze, softly whispering at the transitory
nature of the things at time, and encouraging
us to look upward to that * Land of pure de-
hight”” where sorrow and pirting are uuknown.
A hule winle, and we, wio are now hving,
aml acting updn God’s footstool, will be pua-
bered with the dead! We know not when
the pile messenger will summon us hence;
whether it will he when Spring's first gale
comes forth to whisper where the violets hie”
—when the summer sun flushes the fields
with rudiance, or wnen the melincholy Au-
tumn winds are gatherins the fuded blossows
to their buarial :

l.e«ves have their time 10 (all

Aud flowers to wither at the north wind’s breath,
And s ars (0 set. but wll —

I'hou hast ali seasons tor thine own. Oh death !

A Counrry GIRL,

[PoR THE CHRISTIAN VISITOR.]

Carliton, Oct. 2nd 1854.
Dear Broruer BiLn, —

Hving been appoited to visit several of
the churches, with a view of aiding them to
secure the stated preaching of the Gospel, aud
the ordinances of Chnist. b wisited Norton
church aud met i conference.  Explaiaed
my obect tothe Brethren and conversed free
Iy with them on the subjacr.  They appeared
desirons to secore a pastor, and were wi ling
to nmite with the neighbouring churches, and
stations to secure that abject it a snnable may
could be obtaed.  They thousht £3) mght
he obtamed towards tus support. | preached
with them on the Sabbath and adummstered
the Lond’s supper at the close of the service.
At 3 elock, F preached at H impton Ferrey,
and alterwards went over to Daacon Snow’s,
at Hamond River  Oa Monday I visited se.
veral of the Brethren, und learned that if satis-
'actory arrangements could be made, rhar
they also night umnte fr the support of a
aastor, and that about £40 could be raised i
that ~ection for pastoral support. | promnsed
a Broth.er to re-visit them, but provideatial
accurrences prevented. I speut three days on
the mission, 1 charge nothing for time. Ex-
pense L1 10s. horse hire, collected at Norton,
14<. ; Bilance, 16s.

More recemly I vismed Canning church,
ind spent three Sabbaths with them.  I'hisis
a vervanviting fi-ld for a farithful minisier of
Christ, the people every where received me
with every expression of Kindness, and large
congregations every where assembled at the
places appointed for preaching. [ explained
to them the object of my mission, and called
1 special meeting of the church 1o confer with

egard toit. And after due consideration they
gave a unanimous call, both ebhurch and con-
sregation to our respected Brother, Rev, G.
F. Mills, to take the pasteral charge of tins
interesting people—let us pray that the bless
g of the Lord mav rest vpon him and them.

The Brethren kindly paid the expences of
the mission,

Yours truly,

WiLLiam Burron,

[For THE €HRISTIAN VIsITOR.]

Carkton, Oct. 4, 1854.
Dean Broruer Binn,—

day, te the flollowing notice,

Received Brother G. Foshay's letter with
five dollars enclosed from Jane Peck, youngest
daughter of R. Peck, for the A. F. B. Socie-
1y, and oblige yours truly,

WiLLiam Burron.

WeaThER-GLASs.—For some years I have
been in the habit of watching the condition of the
gum inmy wife’s camphor bottle, which stands in
our bedroom ; and when not disturbed, it makes a
capital weather-glass. It answers my purpnse
well as a baromnter that would cost me twenty-
five or fifty dollars. When there is to be § change
of weather, from fair to windy w}bc‘t?ﬂd, :
flakes of the gun will rise up ; and sometimes
when there was to be a grest' atorm, T have ‘scen
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[ would thank you to give place at an early[men, as it were, indulged in wine.

thom at the top. When they settle down clearly
at the bottom ; then we are sute of grand weather.
Any farmer who will watch his wife’s camphor
bottle for a seasop, will never have occasion to
waleh the birds, orlacusts, or ants, for indications
of a change in weather.— Literary Journal.

; I — —
Miscelloneous.

The Last Letter of a Drunkard’s Wife.

BY MRS F. G. GAGE,

Oh dear Ay, that T should live to tell you
such a tale as my pen must tell this morning.
Ishut my eyes: | clasp my cold and almost
paralyzing bhand over them to exclude the
fearful vision, but 1t will not away,  No it is
there ; a hornd soul-thrilling heart-breaking
reality.  Amy, my sister, my more than sis-
ter, can I so crush thee.  So dash from thy
hp the cup of oy which thousart now, even
now, hifting sparklhing 1o the brim, with hope
and love.  Yes I, even | must do 1. Hard
and thankless as is the tisk, it wil. be more
kindly done by my hand thin another’s; for
love will solten every word, and sorrow and
deep pity, veil every wrong,

Amy, William 1s dead : thy loved and lov-
ing brother, my loved and loving husband, is
dead.  Even now ghile I write those fearful
words, the long white sheet 1in yon corner
hides away from my sight the tanly form,
the fair broad brow and laughing lip of Wil.
liam.  On! that this were all that | coold
tell vou: that a fever had wasted him, that
corsumption had guawed away his vitals, gpat
the murderer had struck b wm the dark.
But alas! no; none of those forms of death
came 1o hun, to sob the monster of bis appall-
1y torm.,

But I must still my throbbing heart and
wipe the cold sweat of agony from my brow,
Al tell you all, ayetell all, not to wound but
to warn ; lest those who are now growing up
tr manhood in the same patus he trod, nay
reach the final goal «f life even as he.

You know dear Amy, when we were mar-
ried, five years ago yesterday, (Oh! that fa-
tal vesterday) William stocd forth among 1he
crowd as the embodiment of noble manhood.
Justreturned from his long t#ur of collegiate
study, ket loose as he expressed i1, in the pas-
ture of life, he was 1he gayest of the gay. He
told us that evening with a proud look, that
during s eight years of study he had not
drank one drop of ardent &pirits or wine. He
had inade s resolve ** to touch not, taste
not, handle not,” till the eompletion of his
studies, till he was old enongh to control him-
self, il s habits were fixed, and do you
rememberat, ere | had been ten minutes a
bride, hus father brought him the wine cup,
and p'edged him in a sparkling glass 10 his
new wife.  Ah, how I trembled and shrank
from the father’s first kiss, and how my heart
m'sgave me, how it throbbed when I saw my
adored William yielding 1o a father’s example,
aud grasping without a seeming thought the
contents of that cup.

*“ Nonsense, nousense, Enily,” said our
father when 1 tamly winspered, “ Don’s
William; yon have persevered so long, don't
commence now, but rather renew your cove-
nant and reso've never to drink even wine.”

‘““ Nonsense, Emily, a little wine won’t hur
him. I behieve m temperance as much as
any one, butthe *sparkling Catawba’ will
not hurt a lady. Come, you must not teach
him any of your squeamish notions.” I knew,
then, the ‘ sparkhing Catawba’ had worked
evil 1o my husband’s father, or he would never
have spoken thus to me. He, the kind, the
generous, pohte, and diguified, to talk
to me then of being ‘squeamish.’ 1 koew
well that there was a devil in the cup, even of
‘sparkling Catawba.” Again-and again Wil-
liam was pressed to driuk. This was the
first step. X :

We came West—came to a ciiy where all
My hus-
band felt himself strong to resist temptation,.
His table couldnot be set without wine.—
** How could he refuse to others what was-
already offered 10 him 1”

Thus, Amy, it was that he fell. Not. in-
those baunts of wickedness where the low and
beastly bow themselves into the dust in. sen-
saalism ; not led by the wicked and depraved
into sin and shame ; Lut by 'his own fireside,.
at the altar of home, with his wife and chil-
dren around: him, his litlle ones stretchi
their arms to embrace him, and his wife plead-
ing even lovingly against. his weakmess, did
& go down o “ruin, led by'a father's hand,
ured by a father's example, .

. Year after year. be grew worde, till—gq.
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