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The Storyielier

A CANADIAN TALE.

Reader, have you ever been in the
old church of the Rivierc Ouelle ?
In one of its side chapels 1s an ex-
voto which was placed there many
long years ago hy a stranger who
was miraculously preserved irowm
death. It is a very old picture, Iull
pf dust, and of no artistic value, but
it recalls a touching story. 1
learned it when wvery young on  my
mother’s knees, and 1l has remained
as fresh and vivid 1n my memory as
when I first heard 1L,

it was a cold winler evening, long,
long ago. The snow was heating
against the window-sashes, and theo
icy north wind howled und shrieked
among the naked branches of the
great elms in the garden, The whole
family had assembled in the salon
Our mother, after playing soveral
airs on the piano, allowed her Ln-
gers 1o wander restlessly over tho

keys—her thoughts were elsewhere.
A shade of sadness passed over ber
brow. My desr children,’ saud
she, after a momenl’s silence, * see
what o fearful night this is, per-
haps many poor pcople will perish
before morning from coid and hun-

ger. How thankful we ought to he
ito CGod for our good food and warn
comfortable beds ! Let us say our
yosary for the poor iravellers who
may be cxposed to such  dangers
during the mght. And then she
added, ‘ If you say it with develion,
T will teli you all a beautiful story ’
Oh ' how we wished that our rosary
wag finished ! At that ape the
imagination is s90 vivid and the soul
so nnpressionable Childhood  pos-
sesses all the charms of the gelden
dawn of life ; cnveloping cvery ob-
ject in shade and mystery, it clothes
pach in a poetry unknown Lo any
other age.

Wo gathered avound our mother,
near the glowing stove, which dhif-
fused a delcious warmth through
out the apartment, and lListened n

a rclhigious  sort of silence Lo her
sweet and tender voice 1 almostl
Listen with

think 1 hear it now
me to her story -—

Toward the nuddle of (he last cen-
tury, a nussionary. accoupanied Ly
soveral Indians, ascender! the _umi.h
hank of the St Lawrence ml\usu
ahout thirty leagues helow uehuec
Thoe missionary was ohe of Lhose -
irepwd pionecrs of faith and cnlllaaj
tion, whose sublume  figuies are
thrown out from the dark h_lml\-
ground of the past, gurrounded Dby a
halo of glory and immortality
Nailed on Golgotha during the dass

of thewr hloody Prlgriage. they
ehine to-day on a NEW Tabor . l\ml_
the light which radiates from thu‘

itk

faces 1iluminates the present
rows iteelf far mmto the futvre AL
O e the people. qerzed

ithenr names alone,

with wonder and respeet,  how Lo

their heads, for these nalles recall
o faith

urage almaost superhuntan, L
Sl?ostb admirable, apd @ dc\t]tt‘)(lll(,‘ih
most =ublime, He whom Wwe nre in—i
lowing ot s moment Wias one L,ﬂ
those illustrious children of Llfu‘,- b u:;
ciety of Josus, whoue entiwre e \‘\il.‘
conmecrated Lo the conversion of the
savages  of Canada., e was not
very tall, and stooped slightly . ln‘\'
beard, blanched prematurely by
hardships, and his pale and attenu-
aled features geemed to mdicate a
want of strength and endurance for
so hard a  lfe, but this frail hody
concealed one of those grand Emllh.
which draw from the energy of then
will an nexhaustible strength His
Targe, expansivae iol'ehead hup;p,e-‘to((l
i prnpm‘nionatc intellect, and s
features wore an expression of -
comparable swectness  and 5111‘1[.)1:-
city ;. the least shade ot‘_ e mL-LH.-
choly smile playecd over his 1|p:~:-—l-|1;
a4 word, his whole face gecined 11! ot
with that mysterious gloty with
which sancilily illumines her pre-

destined souls,

The leader of the little hand was a
few steps m advance. He was an
old Iadian warrior, who, a long tune
hefore, had been converted to Chris-
tianity by this holy missionary, and
who, from  thal uine, becatne Lhe
farthiul compauion of all s adven-
TUFuds Wwettdot thigs.

The travellers advanced slowly on
thew * raguettes ' over a woft, thick
SIO™ It was one of those superb
December miphts,  whose marvellous
splendoer 1% enturely unkhnown to the
people of the South, wilh which the
old  year ewmbellishes  its wamng
hours to greet the adsent of the
newceonler., Innumerable stars poured
thewr Light o silver tears oyver the
blue firmament of heaven—we might
iy tears of joy which the glory of
the Sun of Justice draws from the
eryes of the blessed.  The moon, as-
cending through the difletent  con-
stellations, amused itself by conteni-
pliting 1o the snowy nurror its re-
splendent dise Toward the north
lumiinous  shafts radiated {rom a
dark cloud which floated along the
hormzon. The surora  borealis  an-
inounces 1tself first hy pale, whiltish
wets of flame winch slowly hek the
surface of the sky, but scen  the
weene grows more anmmated, the col-
ors <deepen, and the Light grows
Jarger, fornung an arch around an

vpague cloud It assumes the mosl
hizarre forms In turn appear long
Jkeins of white silk, graceful swan

plumes, or bundles of gold and s1l-
vor thread, then a troop of white
phantoms in iransparent robes  exe-
cute w fantastic dance, Now i1 as a
rich satin fan whose sumnmt touch es
the zernith, and whaose odyges e
fringed with rose and satfeun tints
Gedly, 1L 18 an jnni med o5 2at, W h
pearl and ivory pipes. wiith  mly
awarls o celestisl musilan o irtoac
ihe subhme hosannah of nature to
the Creator. The strange crackling
cound which accompames this  bril-
Liunt phenomenon  completes the 1l
luston, for it is strangely hke thoe
saghs  which escape frowm an  orgah
whose pipes arc filled wilh a power-
ful wind. It is the prelude of the
disne concert which mortal cars arc
pol pernntted 1o lListen to. Tho
weene which  presented itself helow
was not less fascinating i its sav-
age  beauty than that wof the sky
abhove

The cold, dry atmosphere was notl
agitated by a single breath, nothing
wa= heard but the dull, monolonous
roarmmy of the gigantic mver, =leep-
g under a coverlet of fleating ice,
whieh dotted s dark waters ke
the spoited sk of an nomense 1co-
pard A hght white rapor rose like
{hre Lreath from the nostrils  of  w
lwarine monster.  Toward the north,
{he bhlue crests of the Laurentides
were  clearly  defiped,  from Cape
Tournicente Lo the mouth of the
Saguenay. I1n a southern direction
the last  slopes of the Alleghanies
oiretehwd  aleng covered with pes,
fre, and maples ;5 almost the cntire
chore was  densely wooded, for  at
the remote period which we descihe
those vast cleavings along Lhe hanks
covered with  abundant meadows
were nol to be seen, nor the pretty
Litile whitewashed honses groupced an
villages along the shore so couet-
tishly o person  could casily  con-
pare them to bands of swans sleep-
g o the rviver banks. A sca of
forest, eovered these shares A few
weattered houses appeated here and
Lhete, but this was all

TITH APPALUTION.

The {ravellers advanced in silence
toward the middle of the wood, when
suddenly the  leader of the parly
stopped, making al Lhe wale Linpe a
sign with his hand for his compan-
lons to do Likewise. ‘ You are mis-
taken, comrade,’” said the missionary

?35*1“11;}5 i éthe nois]e which you have
t heard was i
T pard only a tree split by
The Indian turned slowly toward
him, an almost imperceptible smile
passing over his face. My bro-
ther,” said he, in a low wvowe, '1if
you saw me take your holy word,
and try to read in it, you would
lavgh at me. 1 do not wish (o
lauph at you, for yen are a  biach-
gown, but 1 tell you, you do not
knd'w the voices of the foresy, and
phe nowe which we have just heard
i4 o hunan volee. Follow me al a
distance, while I go on 10 see what
15 happening yonder.” The travel-
Iers walked on for some time with-
out seeing  anything. The IFather
began to think he had not been de-
celqu, when they came to an  cpen-
my in the woods and saw the Indian

stop.  What was his astonishment,
when, {ollowing the direction in
which the savage was looking, he

suw at the extreme end of the open-
ing a very extraorvdinary light, ap-
parently  detached from ihe obscu-
rity of the trees. 1In the midst of

this luminous pglobe appeared o
vague, indistinet form, elevated
above  Lhé  ground. Then another

spectacle, that the brilliancy of the
strange vision had prevented him
from seeing before, was presented to
his gaze.

{\ voung man dressed in military
uniform was kuneceling at the foot of
n iree. His hands were clasped and
his eyes turncd Lowards heaven ; he

scemed  absorbed in the contempla-
tion of a myslerious and invisible
object. Twa corpses, which were

easily recognised as an officer and a

soldier from thefr uniforms, were
lyving by his side in the snow. The
oincer, an elderly man  with gray

hair, was lying oagainst a maple, in
his hands was a lLittle book, about
to slip out of them. His head was
leaning on his right shoulder, and
bis face had that ashy hue which
too plamly told that death already
claimed mim. A bluish circle sur-
rounded his half-closed cyes, and a
last tear stood congealed on his
livid cheek A placid smile was on
hig face, ndicating that a supreme
hope, which faith alone could inspire
had eonsoled his last moments.

The noise made by the travellers’
fect, in the snow caused the young
man, who was still on his knees, to
{urn suddenly round. *O Father,
my Father !’ c¢rmed he, rushing
towanrd the missionary, ‘it is Provi-
dence who has sent you here to save
mwe. I was about to share the ter-
rihle fate of my unfortunate com-
panions, when—a prodigy !—a Inir-
acle ! suffocated by his tears and
sobs, he could say no more, but
throwimg himself 1nto the arms of
the wssionary, he pressed him to
his heart

“Culm  yourself, my dear son,’
satd  the old man, ‘for in your
feeble and exhausted state such vio-
lent  emotion might prove fatal.’
Scarcely hod he  finished the words
when he felt the young man’s head
«ink lieavily on his shoulder, and hias
hody became a dead weight-——he had
fainted,

The traveliers eagerly bestowed on
him every care that his situation rer
quired and that lay n their power.
s lwo {riends, alas ! were beyond
10ach of human succor. The savages
dug  thew praves in the snow, and
the sainlly wssionary, after reciting
some prayers over their hodies, cut
with his hwnife a large cross in the
harle of the wmaple al the foot of
which they had breathed their last—-
a simple Lut sublime monument of
hopa and love, destined to guard
their carthly remains.

THE CANADIAN HOME.

“ep you wvonder on the slope  of
the hill, that pretty cottage so neat
and white, with its little ihatched
Larn, »0 clearly delined agaihst the
carcasimp  Toliage of that beautiful
copse of muples 7 Well, that is a
Canadian  howme From its high
green pedasiul it smiles al the great
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