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Ter Christchurch correspondent of the Dunedin
Brening IHerald telegraphed on Saturday the
detai's of a case in which a disgraceful charge was
brought ag.inst the head-master of the Govern-
ment sckool at Lake sie2 by cne of bis pupils, The girl, aged ten, and
her sister, aged thirteen, broks down on crogg-examination, and gave
conflicting eviderce, which also showed an animns apainst the
raaster arising fio n his strict .wss. He was, therefore, dischorged .—
It, however, remains fcr parcals to decide aa to whether it would be
preferable for thera to } Ir ce ticir ebildren in the hands of a teacher
ceapable of the cor duct nscribed to the gentleman thus falsely accused
or to submit them to th: com swniopship of girls capable of bringing
such a false accusation —The system under which sueh things can
ocenr, and have more than once occurred, is evidently vicions and
dangerous in the extreme,

RECULARIEM
AGAIN,

A DUTCH ATALANTA.
el e

(BY THOMAS DUNN ENGLISH, in an American paper.)

Ix 1669, when the headstrong Peter Stuyvesant was Governor and
District-General of ths New Netherlands and ruled over New
Amaterdam and itg dependencies, there was a wealthy farmer far over
on the Bergen eide of Hudson River. He had boldly, with two
others, taken np his residence among the Indians on the banks of the
Hakkingeak River, where he had a grant of land from the contaeil,
to which he extinguishad the Iodian title by purchase, and became a
primeffavourite with his red-skinned neighbours, who, though they
engaged in raids upon the men of Berpen and Gemoenepa, mever
troubled bim, Ho bo-~ the nime of Pleter Van Saan, which merely
mesut that he had;taken his surname from the village of Saan, from
whence he came, instea 1 of Pietor Pieterson, which ha broaght across
the Atlantie. His farm or buwerie extended from the Hakkingsak on
the west over to the Over Beek, a brook which ran through the
valley two miles on the east, and extended a mile and a half north-
ward to the beginning of the Schraalem Berg, a ridge which may be
found there at the present day, and is, therefore, a strong proof of the
truth of my story, For, though there are no Van Saang oum that
particolar ground, they are to befound within a few miles of it, and
the Bchraalem Berg is there yet,

Pieter at the time was & widower, his wife, Aanetje, a aister of
Nicasius de Bille, oue of the Gov<rnor's council, having died s yeas
before, This worthy and very much hetter halfhad been an excellent
housewife and manager, the bastling and busy head of her househsld,
noted for thrift and cleanliness, as she well might have beer, since
she had been born and bred in the village of Brock, But with her
other qualitien she passessed a tongue of forty-venom power, and was
never weary of wielding that do mestic weapon. No cne could tell
why her reprouches fell so fiercely and so often on Pieter, who was
placid and good tempered, Perhaps it was that very placidity of his
that ruffled ker temper, just as we see a great wave moving along
quickly antil it meets with & quiet and serene rock, whereapon it
breaks into fragments, and sputters ils spite iz a shower of Bpray,
Pieter grievously offended her by not returning railing for railing,
but kind worde for her reproacks. His conduct was aggravating.
The man who obstinately refuses to quarrel, by his very calmness
incites to & breach of the peace. He is digobliging, for he refuses to
gratify hisadversiry. He commits a grievous fault of which, 1 am
proud to say, I have never been gullty., When & man er women
evinces & desire to quarrel with me, such is my good nature that I
never refuge him or ber. To gratify my opponent’s pugnacions
gropensify, T am willing to put myself to some discomfort, But

teter was not of my yieiding and estimable dispesition and annoyed
his peppery spouse by indifference or soft words, When she died she
left & void and au appalling silence in the house, The stillness was
embarrassing. The widower, no longer lulled to rest by eneers and
abuse, found it difficult to sleep. He resorted to company, that is,
be invited his only twoneighbors, Gerrit Gerrebrantsen and Cornelis
Euyper, to come every night to his house to drink schnapps, smoke
tobacco, and discues affairs. Though very quiet and peaceable folk,
they differed from him on almost everything, and their constant
opposition, quiet though it was, afferded him great comfort, They,
therefore, indeed, formed the whole community, for there were no
other settlers nearcr than Hoebrit or Genoenepa.  Cornelis wae a man
of positive assertion. and Gerrit of constant negation. Between the
“ It's my orinion, neighbour Van Saan,” of the one, and the * Now, 1
don't thiak, friend Peter,” of the other, prefacing doubt, dissent, or
distrust, life began to be worth living for. Consequently the hours
spent together every night by the three formed a delightful mixture
of gin, tobaceo smoke, and exasperation.

But in thelmidst of this biissful existence of Fiater, the serpent
entered into the Dutch Eden,

Pieter had a daughter, Elisabet, or Lysbet, as ghe was uscally
called. Bhe was a blooming, plump little maiden of twenty, who
wag & favourite with her aunt De Silic, who was childless, and the
girl spent a great part of her time with her relations in New Amster-
dam. There she managed to obtain a fair education for the time,
together with a share of the airs and graces which had beguo to
invade the staid colony, Marvelious accounts of the reckless doings
at the capital reached the ears of the country folk, and it was even
said that there were tea drinkings twice a week, and that at some of
these social gatherings they danced until afler ter o'clock at night,
bat that was dounbtless an exaggeration, It was on one of these
Junketings that Lysbet met a lover, who henceforth received more
favour than she bad shown to any of the many yonng batchelors
who paid her conrt. Huj, what was worse than all, he was not of the
colony, but an interloping forcigner, and, which was unpardonable
Le was a Yankee, A deputation of three had come from 'onnecticut
to settle with Governor Sluyvesant a dispute between the New Haven

beople and the Dutch settlers up the river, and with these, baving
nothing better to do, came Mark Wallingford, He was a welcome
companion, for, besides baing wealthy, he spoke the Holland tongne
fluently. Ho pleased the Giovernor very much. His air, his manner,
sud bis handsome fage and fignre made & deep impression wpon
Lysbet, and ber grace, beauty, and lively manner fasoloated him.
The deputies transacted their bosiness and returned home, bat young
Wallingford lingered. The result of this was that when, at the begin-
ning of winter, Lysbet returned to the bowerie on the Hakkiogsak,
Mark, on the pretext of desiring to see something of the ways and
manoers of the Indians in that quarter, with whose sachem, Wawa.
pehalk, be bad made acquaintance, followed short] y after, and epgaged
board for a month at the house of Gerrit Gerrobrantsen,

Mark had not long been domiciled befors the real natare of his
errand became known to Gerrit, His host had a vague notion that
bis long legged son, Btoffel, would be the most roper mate for Lysbet
and ber acres, snd lost no time in imparting hia discovery in strick
confidence to the maiden's father. Pieter was so astonished that ha
exclaimed “ Goodness | " his nearest approach to profanity, and thea
Teplaced his pipe in bis month and smoked it all ont befors he
recovered from his amazement. To his notiom, Lysbet was too young
to be married ; but, if not, he determined ahe shonld not mate with
a Yankee, no matter of what family he might come, or how rich
he might be. On that point he was immovable, Ha had never
chaoked his daughter before, She had always had her own way,
Butjnow her irresistible impulse was against hia views, and hitherto
her impulses had been powertul, Everyone had heard of the difficaly
problem as to what would happen when an irresistirle force comes fn
contact with an immovable body ; and here it was to be bronght toa
solution, Pieter had two vonferences with his daughter on the sob-
ject, and finding her diffcult to convince, eet his wits to work to find
a way that would secure him a more desirable son-in-law, He did
not consult his two cronies, of whose mental capacity he bad a poor
opinion, but thought over the thing alone.

The winter, in the meanwhile, moved on. The ground was
covered with snow, and the sluggish Hakkingsak took on a thick cont
of ice. Mark stayed on, and partly amused himself by hunting with
the Indians, still paying comrt on opportunity to Lysbet, despits the
frowns of her fatker,

At length one night, when the three friends and neighbours wers
seated together smoking and drinking, as usual, Pieter broke ths
silence.

¢ Did you see my Lysbet skatiag on the river to-day 1 *

Hig friends nodded assent,

" Bhe seemed to beat your boys ensily. She is the finest sketer
in the colony,”

“It is my opinion, neighbour Van Baan,” gaid Garrebrantsen,
removing his pipe from his mouth and clearing out the ashes pre-
paratory to refilling, ¢ that my Christopbel would beat hef in a long
race,"”

1 don’t think, friend Picter,” said Enyper, * tbat she could get
away in a mile with my son Corneling.”

Having thus uttered their dissent from the proposition of their
host, the two, whose pipes had bees exhausted simultancously, refilled
and relighted, and then relapsed into silence,

“ Lysbet is old enongh to be married,” continued Pieter,

To this remark nothing was said. The neighboura understood i%
to be preliminary to some other proposition,

* The Yankees are poor skaters,” continued Pieter,

A proposition so self-evident to a Hoilander required peither
assent nor dissent, and the cronies smoked on silemtly,

“ The ice on the river is good,” resumed Pleter, *On Monday,
if all be fitting, Lysbet shall skate down to the ford, which is a mile.
She ehall have 104 yards' start, The young maa who can deposit 100
guilders with me as a stake, and can overtake her before she reaches
the ford, shall have her."

Pieter pavsed, out of breath, He had pever made #o long a
speech before, He awaited the dissent of bis neighbours,

‘It is my opinion, neighbour Van Saan,” ssid Gerrit, * that my
Btoffel will put up those guilders and win,”

“I don’t thiok friend Pieter,” said Kuyper, * that my Cornelis
will be behind in that race.”

( Concluded neat week.)

S8OME REASONB WHY CATHOLICS LOSE
THE FAITH IN NEW ZEALAND,
———

(Bev.P, B, Hurley, in the Irish Evolesiasticol Record.)

THE object of the present paper is, to give a simple statement of
facts as they bave come uwnder the writer's observations during a
brief missionary career in a part of New Zealand, I claim no
originality and assume no critical airs, My labours, conflned ms
they have been, to two localities, may strip my opinions of that
weight to which experience in a more extensive area can usnaily lay
claim, But this much without arragance, I think I may silege in my
favour. First, it is not always admissible that all knowledge is the
result of experlence, mor do they who travel farthest, and bustle
most through the busy scenes of varying life, always glean the
vastest and most accurate information, They may saunter carelessly
and think superficially, But in addition to this, I am not singular
or alone in the statements and conclusions that will be found through
this paper. They are shared toa considerable extent by those whose
venerable forms bend under the weight of years, and the pressure of
migsionary labours undertaken in many districta of the country far
apart from each other, and whose capacity for judgment is enlarged
by their practical, religious, and pensive lives I am, then, but
penning down a few coincident reflections, stamped with the approba.
tion of those who are competent to judge of how much trath or error
they may contain,

What ghall be said of the religious edueation of our people bafore
eaving Ireland, will be written in no hostile spirit to my brethren of

the clergy in the old land, No ome can appreciate more the zeal



