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Story was doomed to indignation, and

as
s happiness.

for Miss Marlay,
| ng | charge on Katy,

you that Mr. Minorkey opposed the | Plausaby had always made it

match. Next to a disdainf lady-leve, | 1ot 1o fight a current. y'w-n till the

the best thing for a writer and a reader is | gurne he used to say

a furious father. But I must be truthfal stream when it flows S ey

atall hazards, and I am obliged to 83y | he, 100, denounced W e

that while Mr. Minorkey would have been was fairly borne off

delighted to have had for sou-in-law y

some man whose investments might have

multiplied Helen's inheritance, he was

the influences about her.

b
Ky.ly was not without her own
Agents wanted in every part of the Dominion.

. and personal indignation at W,
List of Premiums in advertising columns. “ 4 Fomplete'v under the influence of Not bl:;luse he had s
_ St is admired daughter that he gaves son- (fon)  That hurt her
PURE GoLD PusLisuing Company, sord, tacitly at least, to anything she

anger her much,
habit of getting

count. But when she
scratches and & black
of Brother Albert,

chose to do. So that Helen me re-
cogtiized presently as the prospective Mrs,
Chariton. Mrs, Plausaby liked her be.
cause she wore nice dresses, and Katy
loved her because she loved Brother

ToroxnTo,

From HEARTH AND HUME.

The Mystery

tened in the repetition which Albert |
Even Mrs. Plansa
ough to express her

- I might | combined with Albert in & di t bay
give sest to this dull love-affair by telli R direct bayongl

and row withMihe
S0 now
Westoott, and Kat¥
her feet for a while
In_truth,

In the quiet little hamlet,

, In the crowded, surging city.
|

she) Shines through the falling leaflets,
Shines out upon the highways,

Shines everywhere resplendent.

nd the leaves are gently falling,
the pattering of the rain-drops,

any waters,
er ceasing motion,

their grand and solemn motion,
ik gamping of an army,
h of many giants,
lling of sofl: music,
and lordly anthem !

So sings the old St. Lawrence,
The smiling old St. Lawrence,

In this free and happy Canada,

And the golden sun shines through them,

the dancing of the snowflakes !

With a sharp and brilliant glory.
Let us tell you of our hero.

Let us paint a faithful picture
Of a man of brain and muscle,

Of a man of heart and sinew,
Did you ever see the monarch,

See the royal and lordly monarch
Of the forest, in his beauty ?

When the raging storms were twisting,
Bending it in all directions,

Leaving it more firmly rooted,
Leaving it far more reliant !

Just the same it was with Evrion,
Tall and stately as a glant ;
Eyes as ddrk or even darker
Than the cagle’s princely plumage,
With a wealth of curls to match them,
Gathering in graceful clusters
O'er a brow high and stately,
High and stately as a hero,

think : In this great and broad Dominion ; High and massive as a poet.
or Albert. For that matter, Katy did not And ':'hs..‘h: 2::"“‘“ .de:» Where rolling fertile acres, Thus you have him : have our hero
. need an reason for loving anybody. to kill her own dear. . | With their forests and their meadows, In his beauty and his magic,
METROPOLISVILL E. E ed the envy she was unwill- ther ! She couldn’t ever fo ".:' l?:, With their pinc, and oak, and hemlock ; | With a heart as good and noble,
' @ BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, Wplace to, and "“’,""‘ that | opo said. If she had the much more | With their sugar-bearing maples, { And As true as any metal
/ Auihor of “ The Hoosler School-Master.” % The Bnd ‘n;y ':: _— "::;':" Suited serious ‘hz.:hieh dear, dear| Are inviting men of sinew, !"“ ited in a mighty furnace,
- o the World,” etc., ete. his o -=d "‘m“'. ' [Smith had at the tender hands of Men of brain, and men of muscle, Welded by gigantic hammers.
CHAPTER XviII h like Miss Minorkey | "¢ desr, deat r not To come and caise their Venice, CONTINUKD.
‘ : B e Mis it | would have had an equally In the heart of the old forest,
—_ s e, Tt every woman that [, oV Albert,  ® = Wichi VARIETIES.
A COLLISION. * with them, you know. ﬁlluﬂlh&.hm

For Westcott's .
F%—wm .~ " not -L_th-l ey .ﬂ‘ﬁ.
4 Yo o itdank, and thatis susagh. ith “ id ;".tl‘;t.ruront to tell in this
You do not want to hear, and I do not ;: - °°" e g <
want to tell you, how Dave Sawney, like _.ap Hre.l n Mi orrke' an‘fio if he had nﬁ
another Samson, overthrew the Philistines: | With Helen Minorkey, .3 e
how he sauntered into the room where all | ™0r¢ 8erious and ~one-si ed outbreaks
the county officers did business together, | With his step-father, he did not get on
he and his associates,at noon, when most ; \ntlf bis sister’s lover. e
of the officers were gone to dinner : how Westcott had been drinking all of one
he seized the records—there were not | night with some old cronies of the
many at that early day—Iloaded them into | Elysian Club, and his merry time of the |ly.
his wagon, and made off You don't | night was subsiding into a quarrelsome | They forgot
want to hear all that. If you do, call on | time in the lorning.
Dave himself. He has told it over and | When he was sober,
over to everybody who would listen, from | ment towards

days. He did not swear
once. He did not he ! he! The
keys and the cheerful ton weut colns

them.
shuffies.
ministrel songs.

Smith’s

to smother hisresent- | All the

Albert, for there is no | dared not do at Albert, he did at his

y George™
12y
his pocket with no loving hand to rattle
He did not indulge in double-

He sang no high-toned negro-
He smoked steadily and
solemnly,and he drank steadily and solemn
His two cheeks were made totremble
bruised nose and |
He was able, | swollen eye in fearing his awful temper. |
sweaning he wanted to do and |

Are glazed and frozen over,
And the highways and the byways

r h
—

Have a mantle white and airy

Resting very lightly on them 3

Pressing down the weary eyelids
Of some cold and silent dreamer,

Who has been somebody’s darling,
Now dreaming in God's acre

| Far away a little dwelling,

With its high and antique gables,

3 . : : i 18| With its red aspiring chimneys,
that time to this, and he would (.hm.rf”“_\ ; hyttvr ambush 1!1.1” an entirely idiotic | offensive ‘f"""‘ Inates. . | Glisten in the air of morning,
get out of bed at three in the morning *gl!z\']o' But drink had '!"\"“."“l his Smith Westcott had the dumhs. No | In the cutting air of morning,
to tell it again, with the utmost cireum- | prudence. And so when Albert 'j“‘l'l"‘(l | sentimental heart-break over Katy, though | Right beside the old St. Lawrence
stantiality, and with such little accretions | on the piazza of the hotel where Westcott | he did miss her company sadly in a town | That is et - ch atiew dia '“' ’
of fictitious ornament ag always gather | 5tood rattling his pocketful of silyer where there were no amusements, hat is ever chanting dirg

about a story often and fondly told
Neither do you, gentle reader, who read
for your amusement, care to be informed
of all the schemes devised by Plausaby
for removing the county officers to their |

change and his keys for the amusement

of the bystanders, as was his wont, the | young man could pass an evening

latter put himself in Charlton's way, and | had |

said, in a dreary, half-drunk style : [have mindéd it
“ Mornin’, Mr. Hedgehog ! By George ! | Metropolisville,

even a concert-saloon in

But in

a stupid little

not
which & refined
If he | Undern®&th its babbling waters,
een in New York now, he wouldn't |

a place like
frontier

For cold, dead dreamers sleeping

| And "tis by W old St Lawrence,

That we build this airy picture
offices, nor of the town lots and other he! he! he! How's lhc-‘ purty little | village of pious and New Englandish ten. In the cold and chilly winter,
perquisites which acerued to said officers | girl ? M:‘ little girl. Don't you wish | dencies in such a place, as Smith patheti- | In the sweet and balmy spring time,
It is sufficient for the purposes’ of this | she wasn't ? Hard feller, T am. .A“." 'l.l”)' explained to a friend, one can't get in the bladem wehing sumene:
story that the county-seat was carted off | gal's a fool to marry me, I s'pose Katy's along without a sweetheart, you know. | . S "l'"\‘ “; — ) ‘l" g
to .Mc-tropuh\\nlltn “and abode there in |# fool. That's jJust what I want, by | TO BE COTNINUED. e In the “"I'I"b"" ——y ”"17"
basswood tabernacles for a while, and | George! he! he! I want a purty fool. | That we build the life of EvrioN,
that it proved a great advertisement to the | And she's purty, and she’s—the other |

invested
“ Academy” was

town ; money was more freely

in Metropolisville, an

actually staked out, and the town grew |
! rapidly. Not alone on account of its |
temporary political importance did it ad
vance, for about this time l’l:m.suh_\ got
himself elected a director of the St Paul
and Big Gun River Valle y Land Grant
Rallrmbd, and the ~»|n|'ll|:llur.-, who seent
& railroad station at once, began
lots—on long time, to be sure, and vet to
buy them. So much did the fortunes of
Plausaby, Esq., prosper that he began to
invest also—on time and at high rates of
interest—in a variety of speculations. It
was the fashion of 56 to invest every
thing you had in first payments, and then
to sell out at an advance before the second
became due.

thing. What you goin’ to do about it?
He! he! he !” ,
“I'm going to knock you down,” said

Albert, “if you say another word about |
)n-r." |
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A NEW ORIGINAL POEM

You can't help |l,,’
; { BY WILL HENRY GANE
either. He! he! The purty little goose | . 1ENRY GANE
loves Smith Westcott like lots of other ——

purty httle—" 1

“A’n’t she mine ?

PART THR FIRST. ~INTRODUCTION
to buy

could finish the sentence
Charlton had struck him one savage blow
full in the face, and sent him staggering
back against the side of the house, but he
aved himself from falling by seizing the
window-frame, and immediately drew his
Deringer. Charlton, who was not very
strong, but who had a quick, lightning
[ like activity, knocked him down, seized
his pistol, and thréw it into the street
lhis time Charlton fell on him in a

Before he )
The last halo of the setting sun
Ihe last murmur of the busy world :

star
The first step of the shadowy host
Of white winged angels ! *

The first glimmer of the evening

And I shut away the busy world !
Shut away the cares of life !
But it is not about Plausaby or Metro

And in the twilights halc yon shades,
polisville that I meant to tell you in this

I take my harp, and strike the cords.

ch.qm-r. Nor yet about the wooing of | thorougl ly murderous mood, and would ‘ I'lie music brings a shadowy crowd
Charlton. For in his case, true love ran | perhaps have beaten and choked him to | That gather round me ; and I loose
smoothly. Too smoothly for the interest | death in thé frenzy of his long pent-up

All cares and sorrows and the like,
of this history.

If Miss Minorkey had
repelled his suit, if shé had steadfastly
remained cold, disdainful, exacting, it
would have been better, maybe, for me
who have to tell the story, and for yon
who have to read it.
never was, and she did not remain cold
The enthusiasm of her lover was con. |
tagious, and she came to write and talk to
himn with much earnestnese—N ext to her
own comfort and peace of!/mind and her
own culture, she prized her lover. He
was original, piquant, and talented. Sho |
was proud of him, and loved him with all
her heart. Not as a more earnest person
might have loved, but as hearty as’she
could. 'And she came to take on the

bassion, for notwithstanding Westcott's
struggles Albert had the advantage. He
was sober, active, and angry enough to
be ruthless.. But Westcott's friends. in
terfered.. However, that lively  gentle
man’s gyes and nose were sadly disfigured
by the pummeling he had received, and
Charlton was badly and
bruised.

And I sink away in a purple sea,
Finged with viol et and gold,
Where little boats,

and phantem ships,
Aud cavaliers and ladies fair,
Alternately appear and disappear,
And | am happy, for I dream !

But disdainful she !

scratched . .
The air is filled with falling leaflets—
Beautiful airy leaflets 3

Wh:tever Inwxmnv) had kept Albert
from talking to Katy he felt about
Smith Westcott was all gone now. and he
went home to denounce him
One may be sure that

Silver, and gold, and brown,
as

And brown, and gold, and silver,
bitterly, | A happy mixture of the whole,
the muddled re Falling on the highways and the meadows,
marks of Mr. Westcott about Katy—of | On the river and the brooklet,
which even he had grace to be a little 1
ashamed when he was sober—we

On the brown, high-ridged furrows,
re not ! On the mountain, in the valley, >

-

In all its beauty and its magic X
-~
1

All its symmetry and

|  While the snow is softly falling,
While the violets are blooming,

While the earth is ¢l

While the golden grain

manhood.

sthed in beauty,
s falling

Before the ruthless sickle

|
|
|
|
I

| PART THE SECOND
|

|

| SOMETHING MORF

Once more by the old.St. Lawrence,
|

Listening to its magic music X

| As it flows along unheeding

Never caring, never thinking

Of the blue eves gazin upward
| To the starry belt above her.
| Never dream ng of the mourning,

Of the sobbing, and the wec ping,
| Of the watching and the praying

w' For some fair-haired 1dol sleeping
: For some fair haired idol dreaming

Underneath the dashing billows,

Winter
On the highways and the byw

Like a fleecy mantle falling
Falling on e rushing river,

On the chanting old St

and the snow is falling

ays,

Lawrence,
Whence they disappear forever.

Let us enter now the ¢ ottage,
With its high and antique gables,
With its red aspiring ¢ himneys,
Glistening in the air of morning
Glistening through the falling snow-flakes

THAN THE INTRODUCTION

when he went forth into t

to seek his fortune, and that boy grew up
- “~att.

- -
| No man stumbles upon success. Good
luck may open the way to the front, but

he will never reach 1t without brains,
"‘\\'h..l do you mix your paints with ?”
asked a wisitor of Opie, the painter.
| I

|

“With brains, sir,” was the reply.

Complaining people, people who are
ina state of normal dissatisfaction with
*he universe generally, do not often mas-
ter the situation. The wrong side of the
tapestry of life is never the most beauti-
ful or encouraging one.

Success rides on every hour ; grapple
{1t and you may win, but \\'1(h~u'|! a grapple
{1t will never go with you. Work is the

| weapon of honor, and he who lacks the

I weapon will never triumph

' All great leaders have been inspired with
{a great behet In nine cases out of ten,
[fatlure s borm of unfaith. I'ennyson
[sings, “Faith and unfaith can never be
equal powers I'o be a great leader, and

[s0 always master of the situation, one
|

| must of necessity have been a great thinker
;ln 1ction
| .
| I'l one serviceable, sale, certain, re-
Ilnmz \ wttainable quality in every
study and in every pursuit is the quality
[of attention. = Gemius, vivacity. quickness
;nl penetration, brilhiancy In  assoc lation
| of ideas, will not tways be commanded
| but attention after due term of submissive
“\; mvice, always will.  Like certain plants
[ which the poorest peasant may grow in
| the poor soil, it may be cultiv ited by any
[one, and it is certain in its own good
scason to bning forth flower and fruit.”
Half the misunderstanding of those
who can least afford to misunderstand
each other at all ‘arise from two Joint
| reas first, from want of frankness on

the part of those who think they have no

need to explain : next, from want of faith
irt of those who can take nothing

{on the
llul granted without an explanation.
|

grand leader ! Pro.
crastination hmps behind, and is always
in difficulty l'oday is the
situation ; To-morrow is an imposter who
brings failare with him

Promptness is a

master of

A New York editor is accused of 'W‘lng
drunk because he IHIHU‘\[ a quotation as
follows : “* And the cock we pt thrice, and
Peter went out and crew bitterly

A political orator, speaking of a certain
general whom he admired, said he was
always on the field of battle where the
bullets were the thic kest “Where was
that " “In the ammunition wagon,”




