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reconciling its victims to bear with it. Were they to
strain, even in the present circumstances, for the true
command of the organs through which they condescend
to blow, they would probably be more successful than
they at present dream of, and the first taste of the
edifying effect of their independence would make them
wonder that they had so long submitted to their pre-

sent degradation.

FANCHON.

¢ MicueL,’ said old Blaise Pastorer one day to his son,
¢I wish I could see you lifting up your head a little,
and thinking of taking another wife.’” Michel, instead
of lifting up his head, only shook it very sadly. ‘I
know well what a loss you experienced in Marguerite,’
continued the father, ‘and I understand your feelings.
But it is now two years since she died, and it is time
you began to rouse yourself from this unavailing grief.
Your children are of an age to need a mother’s care;
my wife is growing old, like myself, and she is not
equal to the fatigue of looking after the young ones;
and when they choose to run away from her to the edge
of the pond, or under the horse’s feet, she can’t over-
take them.’

¢ What you say is true enough, father,’ answered
Michel ; ‘but where shall I get a wife like Marguerite?’

¢ There is no telling till you try,’ answered Blaise.
¢ Marguerite was a good wife, a good mother, and an
excellent woman in every respect; but it would be
hard to think there are no more such left in the world !
And I am certain if she could speak to you from heaven,
where she no doubt is, that she would give you the
advice I am giving you. Suppose your mother were to
die, who is to take care of your children when you are
out all day about the farm?’

¢ Well, father, I'll think of it, said Michel. ¢But I
know no women. Where am I to look for a wife? If
you wish me to take one, choose for me yourself.’

¢ Why,’ said Blaise, ¢ there are several things to be
considered. First, you must not marry a very young
Woman; she will be thoughtless, and neglect your chil-
dren perhaps.’
¢« And if she’s older, she may ill-treat them, said
Michel. ¢For what I see, they are as likely to suffer
by my giving them a mother as by wanting one.’

¢ “?e must be cautious in our choice,” answered Blaise.
‘But God be thanked good women are more plenty than
bad ones everywhere!’

¢ That’s true,” answered Michel. ¢I daresay Pauline
or Louise Médoc, or little Catherine Sylvestre, would
either of them do well enough.’

«Too young,’ said the old man, shaking his head;
¢ too young, and too poor.’

¢ Young they are certainly, and poor too,’ said Michel ;
¢but I shouldn’t like to marry an old woman, and where
I'm to find a rich one that will have me I don’t know.’

¢I wouldn’t recommend an old woman either,’ said
Blaise; ¢ but one about your own age—eight or nine-and-
twenty say ; and as for money, if there’s none in this
parish, there may be in the next. 'What would you say
to old Gerard’s daughter Isabel ?’

¢1 never saw her, answered Michel.

¢It's a good while since I saw her either, said
Blaise; ¢ but she was a flne-looking girl then; and being
an only daughter, she will have everything her father
leaves. That will be no trifle; and as he wishes to see
her married—for she’s nearly as old as you are—there

be no objection on his part at all events.’

* What!’ said Michel; ‘ have you spoken to him on
the su:iiect ?’

¢Well, to say the truth I have,’ answered Blaise.
¢ When you saw me talking to him at the fair last week,
he was remarking that it was time you shook off your

i poor Marguerite, more especially as you had
been such a good husband, and had nothing to reproach
yourself with.’

¢ Thank God for that!’ said Michel.

¢ And when I said I wished I could sece you married
again, he gave me a hint that he shouldn’t be sorry if
you were to take a fancy to his girl.’

¢ Well, father,’ said Michel, ¢ she is the same to me as
another, for I can never love any woman again as I
loved my Marguerite; so, since you wish it, I'll think
about this marriage with Isabel Gerard.’

¢ Thinking about it wont do: you must make her
think about it too,’ said Blaise, ¢ or somebody may step
i;: before you. You must go over to Grandpré and see

er.’

‘ That will be a day to go, and a day to come back,
and a day there,’ said Michel ; ‘and how can I be spared
just now in harvest-time?’

‘ We mustn’t mind a day or two when there’s a good
wife to be got,’ answered Blaise. *Besides, to-morrow’s
Saturday. If you take the brown mare, and start to-
morrow afternoon, yow'll be at Grandpré before night;
and as there’s a moon, it wont signify even if you are a
little late.’

8o it was settled that Michel should go on the follow-
ing day to Grandpré, to try if he could love Isabel
Gerard ; but it was with a heavy heart he made his
preparations, for love so formally invited is apt to be
shyt:e;.‘,upid likes to pay his visits when he’s least ex-

On the same evening that this conversation took
ylace, when the children were in bed, and the rest of the
]amily were sitting round the hearth, there came in an
old woman called Barbette, who lived in a poor hut on
the borders of Blaise Pastorer’s farm. Twice a week
they gave her broth, and she was now come for her
allowance.

¢ Sit down and rest yourself, Barbette,’ said Margot,
the farmer’s wife, ¢ and let us hear how the world goes
with you.’

¢ Not worse than with other people I believe,’ an-
swered Barbette; ‘but I’'m going to lose my daughter,
little Fanchon.’

‘Lose her!
asked Margot.

¢ Married! Poor child, who would marry her?’ said
Barbette. ¢ No, no; but she's going to Grandpré. I've
got a situation for her there at Farmer Gerard’s. It'sa
hard thing to part with her; but she must go to service
some time; and the winter will be here soon, and if she
can earn a little money, she will be able to help me
through it.’

¢ She’s such a little creature, that we forget her age,’
said Margot; ‘but the truth is, it is time she went to
service. If she stays at home she may get habits of
idleness.’

¢No fear of that’ answered Barbette. ‘I believe
Fanchon would rather go down on her knees and scrub
the stones in the high road than be doing nothing.
She’ll be a treasure to anybody that gets her I can te
you; and I only wish you could have taken her into
your service.’

¢ Perhaps we may another year,’ said Margot; ¢ but,
in the meantime, it will be a good thing for her to go
to Grandpré. Gerard keeps a good house, and she'll
improve herself there. When does she leave you?’

¢She’s to be there to-morrow,” answered Barbette ;
‘}mt it’s a long way for such a young creature to go
alone.’

¢ She needn’t go alone,’ said Blaise. ¢ Michel is going
to-morrow to Grandpré, and he shall take charge of her ;
and, by the by,’ added he, ¢ as Fanchon is going to live
with friend Gerard, she may do us a good turn;’ and
thereupon he communicated to Barbette his hopes of

How? Is she going to be married?’

‘bringing about a marriage betwixt Michel and Isabel,

begging that, as Fanchon was well acquainted with
them all, she would say a good word for the family in
general, and for his son in tEm'ticular.

¢She may do that with a clear conscience, said
Barbette; ‘for happy’ll be the wife that calls Michel
Pastorer husband. I’ll speak to her about it, and;x\
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and sister, what shall I do without a mamma?’ And yet
weak and excitable from his illness, the boy burst into
an uncontrollable passion of tears and sobs.

¢ Oh, Lep! Lep! what can I do to comfort you,
darling?’ said Fanchon, almost crying herself at the
boy’s distress and her own confusion.

‘Do what he asks, my child!’ said the old woman,
coming to the bedside. ‘I understand now the cause
of poor Michel’s despondency, and why you wouldn’t
come to live with us, Fanchon. But perhaps you don’t
like my son? Perhaps you couldn’t be happy with
him? Is that the reason you refused him ?’

¢ No, ma’am,’ said Fanchon, biding her face amongst
Lep’s curly locks.

¢ Perhaps it was because you thought we should not
like you for a daughter?’ Fanchon did not answer.
¢ Well, Fanchon, perhaps you were right; and did you
tell my son your motive for refusing him ?’

¢ Never,” answered Fanchon.

‘You're a brave, good girl,’ said the mother as she
left the room.

‘ Wont you be my mamma now, Fanchon?’ said Lep,
throwing his arms round her neck. ¢ Granny wishes it,
and I wish it, and papa wishes it.’

‘I don’t know that,’ said Fanchon.

‘But I do,’ said Lep; ‘for when he asked me this
morning if there was anything I wished for that he
could give me, I asked him to give me Fanchon for my
mamma; and he said he should be very glad indeed,
but ?that Fanchon wouldn’t. But you will now, wont
you?'

¢ Perhaps!’ whispered Fanchon.

‘She says perhaps, papa: make her say yes!’ cried
Lep to Michel, who now entered the room with his
father and mother.

Michel did make her say yes; and ere many days
were passed, Fanchon became Lep’s mamma, to the
joy and astonishment of old Barbette, and the infinite
satisfaction of all parties concerned.

a branch of oak containing a nest home with him, and
observed their movements for several days with the great-
est care and interest. First a single caterpillar crawled
out, others immediately following him in single file to
the length of about two feet, each individual having his
head close against the tail of the one preceding him.
The file now became twofold ; by and by these insect
soldiers came three abreast; and after a while four, and
then five, six, seven, and eight abreast, with the utmost
regularity ; the caterpillars always close to the tails of
those preceding them, each rank of the line dressed as if
by a drill sergeant, and all following implicitly the move-
ments, however tortuous, of their leader. On some occa-
sions Reaumur contrived that this leader should pass
over a space apparently too small to deploy all his fol-
lowers; but he nevertheless accomplished the feat by
pursuing numerous tortuous lines, which soon became
studded with caterpillars marking their sinuous course.
Sometimes, when in search of a new portion of the oak
to devour, numerous evolutions and complicated figures
are forined; the head of the moving body being always
angular, and the width of the rest of the line increasing
with it, sometimes formed of fifteen or twenty abreast.
These movements in search of food take place in the
evening, and if the caterpillars are observed beyond the
limits of the nest during the day-time, they are seen to
be gathered together in contorted and motionless masses.
When in their nests, too, they lie thus interlaced, and
the chrysalides are stowed so closely, that they seem to
form a cake of varying dimensions. After lying so for
about & month, the butterflies all escape in the same
twenty-four hours, some time in the middle of August,
and rapidly disperse ; the evacuated cocoons then having
& strong resemblance to a wasp’s nest.

Too much care cannot be n in handling these cater-

illars, as also the chrysalides and the cocoons, after the
gutterﬂiel have escaped. Reaumur, acting at first in-
cautiously in this respect, sutfered some inflammation in
the hands, face, and eyes in consequence; and some
ladies who were observing the curious movements of the

THE PROCESSION-CATERPILLAR.

BoME interesting communications have recently appeared
in the Belgian and German journals concerning the pro-
cession-caterpillar (Bombyx processiona, Linn.), an account
of which may prove acceptable to our readers, Before
proceeding to these, however, we may refer to what is
said about this curious animal in Reaumur’s valuable
Memoirs on the Natural History of Insects. The Bombyx
processiona is a caterpillar of medium size that infests
the oak. The hairs are as long as the insect itself,
and after rising perpendicularly upwards, become curved
downwards. White at first, both they and the skin
become reddened with age. Each family of these cater-
pillars forms a republic of from 600 to 800 individuals,
which never quit each other, eating together, and crawling
together, and remaining in close contact during their
condition of chrysalides. The butterflies, however, which
result from these disperse in every direction.

The caterpillars encamp on the oak, where they weave
webs for their domiciles; but after changing their skins,
they abandon these, and form new ones from time to time
until they acquire two-thirds of their complete size, when
they settle themselves in a fixed abode. The nest contain-
ing so many is necessarily large, and is found at various
heights on the trunk of the oak (Quercus robur) ; but in
spite of its large size, 80 much does it resemble the tube-
rosities or knots commonly seen on the tree, that unless
when purposely sought for, it is very apt to be overlooked.
It varies in shape, being sometimes as much as from 18
to 20 inches long by 5 or 6 broad, and rising from 2 to 4
above the level of the tree.

During their movements, the caterpillars follow a leader
as implicitly as if they had chosen him to direct their

They all move, stop, and recommence their pro-
gu- exactly as he does; and from their disposition to
ollow his motions in regular array, Reaumur called
them processionary or evolutionary caterpillars. He took

ls, without handling them at all, found their skins
irritated, though in a less degree. When in his walks
Reaumur merely disturbed their nests with his stick, he
found some degzee of the same irritation ensue; and freely
covering the hands with oil was found to afford no pro-
tection to those handling the chrysalides or their husks.
He attributed these irritating effects to some of the
small hairs which abound on the surface of the animal.
The long hairs he considered nearly innocuous; but if
he removed these from the cast-off ekin of the caterpillar,
and then rubbed his hand with it, he experienced an irri-
tation equal to that caused by the strongest nettles.
Professor Morren has recently read a E:per on this
insect at the Belgian Academy. He says that an animal
so utterly destructive to so valuable a tree as the oak
is fortunately rare in Belgium; but that in 1847 and
1848 great numbers were seen in certain places, furnishi;
opportunities of observing the frightful damages the ani-
mal is capable of causing, as well as the singular habits
described by Reaumur. In 1847 it invaded a portion of
the forest of Hertogenwald, situated on the confines of
Prussia, and did great mischief to the oaks there, attack-
ing especially the leaves of the larger trees. Its appear-
ance in this forest, and the direction its ravages took, led
to the belief of its being a true emigration in the direc-
tion of east to west from Germany to Belgium. In 1848
it was hoped the pest had not reappeared ; but although
in May ite existence could be nowhere discovered, yet
during a botanical excursion in the vicinity of Maestricht
in July, the author and his pupils had full opportunity
of observing this caterpillar migrating from trce to tree
as it successively destroyed the leaves of each. lle de-
wcribes as frightful the spectacle of whole masses as large
as & man’s head, of these voracious animals, or proces-
sions of them marching on their destructive mission in
troops of fifteen or twenty feet long. Ho was astonished
at the apathy of the inhabitants, who took not the
slightest step to avert the mischief, although the crea-

tures were rapidly destroying the white oaks growing in
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¢ The time,’ quoth he, ¢ is brief,

V.

Sir Mowbray, as a gallant knight,
‘Was raised to high command

By the great soul that left its clay
At Borough-on-the-8and;

And give the old knight his wonted place
Among the Southrons hot,

And let him tread the springy sward,
In teeth of the proud Boot ;

That arm of his hath pith enough
To show you lion’s play,

‘When the fire flies from flashing eyes,
The blue eyes and the gray.

VL
Next morn arose as peaceful
As if war had never been,
Though nations twain in battle gear
‘Were standing in its sheen,
'With gilded flags, like Beltans fires,
All in the sun,
And men on both sides muttering, ¢ Thus
Bhall battle-flelds be won !’

VIL
Like waters fed by many streams,
The northern ranks are thro;
‘With vassal leal and bold outlaw,
The wronger and the wronged ;
Qrim graybeards that have swung their swords
Around the Wallace wight,
Brave striplings that have fled from home,
But will not flee from fight,
And some who have aforetime fought
Against the leal and true,
‘Will this day stand in Scotland’s van,
And soldier penanoe do.
Yea, even the knave whose caitiff life
Has hardly one proud day,
‘Who comes to plunder, he for onoe
Is come in time to slay.

VIIL
King Bruce surveyed his mingled host
‘With no unhopeful eye—
¢ Let every soldier make his bed,
As he would wish to lie!
I give old Scotland’s flag in charge
Of this gray rock,’ said he, :
¢ A standard-bearer that shall fly,
Good friends, as soon as we.’

IX.

Our gracious king: right well we knew
How he had played the man,

How he had led an outlaw’s life,
And borne the church’s ban,

How he had kept his fame so well,
In flight, when doomed to flee,

And how he nursed a heart of ruth
In hottest victory!

Ho! for the men that loved their king,
‘When loyal men were fow!

Ho! for the king that knew his men,
And trusted whom he knew !

X.
Old Maurioce of Inchaffray
(Save his gray head from harm!),
To fix our confidence, displayed
Saint Fillan's relic-arm:
But how our hearts beat in us
‘When we heard the good priest say
That living arms, and layman nerves,
‘Were all required to-day |
And when he raised the cross, and bade
Us cry unto the Lord,
And seek the grace of every saint
That ever drew a sword,
And pardoned fight, and pardoned fall,
Bcarce

given,
‘When, hand to heart, and knee to earth,
And every eye on Heaven,
Ye might have heard the abbot's tread,
Unsandalled though he trod,
Bo breathlessly the Bcottish host
‘Were speaking to their God.

XL
Now came proud REngland’s battle-burst :
O ladies, ‘twere & sight *
On which the fairest lady eye
‘With joyance would alight,

To see such gallant gentlemen
At tournay, danoe, or play!
But this was not a time of mirth,

Or joust or holiday.

Xm.

Then Scotland bared her good broad sword,
And baptised it in blood,

And Bannockburn was swollen and red,
But not with rain or mud;

For each man fought as boors might work
In harvest-time or 5|

(*Twas the rpﬂng-ﬁme of Liberty,
And Hate's in-gathering),

Till, on the uneven and pitted ground,
‘With oaltrops thickly sown,

A crop of staggering cavaliers

oold
{Brave Gloster’s deathbed shall be called
For aye the Bloody Fold) ;
Till knightly D’ Argentine had urged
The southern king away—
Brave D’ Argentine, whose one good sword
Ti:l;non mﬂud the fray—
ome-fast boys and screaming girls
Beheld at Ingram’s Crook
Balls of red foam and trunkless heads

¢ Your bairns are sleeping at our f::t’,'
Ho! save your homes, or die.”
And saved they were, and safo they are,
And shall be safe and free,
For right was might at Bannockburn,
The great God honoured be!

- XIIL.

That night by Ninian's sleepleas monks
Full many a prayer was said ;

That night the trophied tidings brought
Bweet dreams to wife and maid;

That night we bound the wounded up,
To-morrow hid the slain ;

One short hour reckoned up our loss—
All time shall count the gain:

For "tis a story to be held
In memory for aye

How lord and vassal knelt and prayed,
Though not as beadsmen pray ;

How lord and vassal rose and fought,
As none had fought before ; .

And how the burn was choked with knights,
And the marsh half-filled with gore;

And how the northern sun arose,
As sank the southern star;

And how the braggart Southron king
Did ride to reach Dunbar.

XIV.
O lucklees, luckless king, that broke
The barb of Edward's name!
O starless breast, that came so far,
And found so little fame !
O well for thee hadst thou been left
‘With Gloster on the plain !
Thou goest to gall a noble steed,
A steed thou canst not rein.
. Thou goest—O luckless, luckless king I—
To Pavouritism’s foul breath,
To trust a courtier’s y arm,
To Berkeley’s death;
And England’s wide and motley realm
Holds not so poor a thing,
As thine anointed, witlees head,
O luckless, luckless king ! LB
.B. M.

CLIMATE OF AUSTRALIA,

In a country of such vast extent as Australia, spreading
over so many degxeeu of latitude, we might naturally ex-
pect to find much diversity in the climate; and such is
really the case. Van Diemen’s Land, from its isolated and
more southern position, is cooler, and clurgoterued by

ter humidity than Australia; its vegetauon is there-
ore abundant, and its forests dense and difficult of access.
The climate of the continent, on the other hand, between
the 25th and 35th de; of latitude, is much drier, and
has & temperature which is probably higher than that of
any other lpnt of the world, the thermometer frequently
isi 110 degrees, 120 degrees, and even 130 degreee in

the shade, and this is not unfrequently

o]

h temperature
increased by the holll;iswinds which sweep aver \he counkry EE









