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1le1s one who counts no public toil so hard
As idly plittering pleasures ; one controtled
By no mub’s haste, nor swayed by gods of gold;
Prizing, not courting, all just men's tegard 3
Wih acoe but maubiv.l's ancieat vider siateed,

Nor crtawned with titles less august and old
Than human greatness, large-bramned, Lmpid-
suuled |

\Whom dreams can buery not, nor Jdoulis refard -

Born, nurtured of the people ; liviog stll

The people's life, and though heir nublest
flower,

Io naupht removed above them, save alone

In lofuer vitige, wisdum, coutage, puwer.

The ampler vision, the serener will,

Aund the fixed mind, to no light dallyiags proae.

THE LESSER MINISTRIES.

A fluwer upon my threshold laid,
A little kindness wrought unseen :
I koow not who fove s tnbute paid,
I only kaow that it has made
Life's pathway smooth, life’s borders green.

God bless the pracious hands that ¢’er
Such tender ministries essay ;
Dear hands, that help the pilgrim bear
His load of weariness and cate
More bravely up the toilsome way.

Oh, what a little thing can turn
A heavy heart from sighs to song !
A smile can make the world less stern;
A word can cause the soul to bura
With plow of heaven all night long!

It needs not that love's gift be great—
Some splendid iewel of the soul
For which a king wight supplicate.
Nay! true love's least, at love's true rate,
Is tithe most royal of the whole.
—Tke Churckman.

Written for Tur CASRALA PPRESK TERIAN,

A STORY OF UNCROSSED LOVE.
IN THREE PARTS.

——

BY ‘*xNovus Homo.”

L

The hot July sun blazed down upon a
large brick f{arm-heuse, situated abouta
quarter of a mile wom the beautiful
Rideau Lake, ono of the many into which
the little Rideau River widens as it pur-
sues its tortuous course through some of
the most fertile land which Ontario
boasts. This residence was by no means
a handsome edifice, but had that indes-
cribableair of omfort which so many
farm-houses have, while not possessing any
paiticular architectural beauty.  But
although at first glance this Louso wais s
pleasant and artistic picture enough, sur-
rounded 8s it was by buge, shady elms,
still on looking more closely one noticed
that every shutter was tightly closed, and
ontho hugeosken front door—thatsymbol
of tho traository nature of humaan life—
n picce of black crepe was laugmdly
stirring in the summer’s breeze.

Some twenty years or so before the
day on which this story commences, John
and Mary Tennent bad left England, the
land of their home and affections, and
having crossed the  briny "™ with the ob-
ject of repairing their shatered fortunes,
had scttlea down on this piciuresqaely
situated farm. Two years afwerwards,
when they had succeeded in makisg &
comfortable home for themsclves, they
wero blessed by the birth of a baby girl, a
danty littio creature, who seemed to em-
body all the refincment of the Teanant
family. Her mother wished to name her
Sopina, after a very weaithy waiden aunt
of hers, who lived in England, bat the
father ardently objected to this wuch
used and much abused cognoren, and io-
sisted on her beiog christened  Flonmei.
As the bavy gl mado no objections,
Fonmel she was named.

Exghteen years after she had brst seen
tho light, Fiorimel had devcloped into a
beasufos giri.  She had acither blae eyes

THIE CANADA

which scomed to reflect the glory of tho
beavons, nur had sho golden locks grac
ing her snowy tewples, nevertheless,”
although sho was not the time-honored
ideal of the author of fiction, still in spite
of that very discouraging fact, she was a
very beautiful and attractive lass of eigh-
teen samsuors,  Augone passing there on
& sumet’s morning  before the dew was
oft the grasy would in all probability
have seen her drinking in the fragrance
of tho carly morn and plucking with her
dainty fingers the many-hued flowers
which grow in profusion in front of the
house. Surely she was a vision of delight
with her perfectly poised head crowned
with a glory of soft brown hair, which
the sunbeams delighted to touch with
their golden fingers, ker delicately tinted
skin, and large, wondering gray eyes, from
the inmost depths of which gentleness
and innocence shone forth. The fortunate
spectator of this daily recurring scene
would next havenoted the dainty figure,
the small slender foot and stately carriage
which exclusively belongs to those of
gentle birth.

Batalas' on this unbappy morning
the greatest sorrow which can enter into
the beart of a devoted daughter had be-
dimmed the lovely gray eyes, and had
robbed the sweet face of its fresh fair
color. Florimel’s mother wasdead. The
next day a long procession of mourners
followed the remains of 3ary Tennant to
the lonely spot whoro the people of the
surrounding country baried their dead.
Oaly Florimel knew the agony which that
partiog caused her. The Iast, long, ling-
ering kiss imprinted on thoso cold irre-
sponsive lips marked a change in the life
and character of our heroine.

Mary and John Tennant had always
bestowed on their danghter the tenderest
affection. She bad been watched and
tended like the rarest and most precious
of exotic flowers. But although the de-
velopment of her character must thus
have been stanted to some extent, still she
was by no means unable to shoulder the
burden of duties which devolved upon
her at her mother's death. The duparted
mother had been the tenderest of women,
the most affuctionate of mothers and most
anselfish and Joving of wivee. Her whole
aim in life had been to make a bright and
happy home for those whom she loved.
Her efforts were crowned with success,
and until she was taken away no sorrow
of great magnitude bad touched the life
of Florimel Thus besides being & girl
of sweet disposition she had grown up
strong and bealthy in body snd wind, and
no maid in the country-side was merrier
than she

John Tennant was & man of no great
individua'ity of charncter. The death of
Lis wifr had been a severe shock to him
aud he derivel hia only zonsolation from
the devotion of his danghter. He looked
upon her with great pride, but felt that
bis days were numbered and therefore he
strongly desired that he could leavo her
to thc guardiaoship and protection of
some good man, in whose Jove and care
shn might be safo and happy.

Thaus these two wero thrown catirely
on cach other's socicty. Only one who
has lived ia the countty caa realize tho
great want of society —of refined society—
which Fiorimel felt, now that her motber,
«ho bad Leea her constant companion, had
been token away. For a girl of cighteen

—a Leaatiful girl, who was above all
things refined and cultured, and who was
gifted witk no mean shar: of intellect~-tho
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unvaried monotony of country life counld
not fail to be irksoms., Rat as we shall
sco, Florimel was soon to find a joy far
above the pleasures of varied lifo and
socioty.

II.

It was an August morning. The sun
beat down relentlessly upon the yollow
ing fields. Tho air was filled with the
languid hum of bees, the peculiar hum of
the grasshopper, the fragrance of flowers
and the mueic of swoetly singing birds.
Tho lake waslike a sheet of glass. The
motionless foliage of the trevs show +d the
absenco of theslightest breeze.

Suddenly the door of the houso around
which oar story centres was flung open,
and Fiorimel appeared arrayed in a well-
made black gown. For awhile she stood
perfectly still enjoying with charmed spirit
the pleasuro which one always feels on
taking o morning survey of the beauties

of nature. Her lovely eyes were
wisty with tears and she had the
dejected lovk of one in great sor-

row. Anon,a gleam of sunshine swept
across her face, she hesitated a moment
and then entered the house, but reappesar-
ed goon, holding a large shade hat in one
hand.

‘¢ Father is 8o sorrow-stricken and
silent,"” she soliloquized, ¢ that he won't
talk to we, and as [ cannot comfort him
I must find someono to comfort me. I
wonder if Archie Wendover would be
possing. He might brighten me upa
little bit.”

When a beautiful maid turns tw s
man in time of sorrow, it shows that she
bas more than ordinary regard for him,
and as wo are interested in Florimel's
future, we must see who this fortunate
young man was.

Archiec Wendover was 2 young Pres-
byterian minister, who two years beforo

had gradnated with honours at (lasgow
Uriversity. As his heslth had becn

somewhat impaired by over-worlk, his
doctoradvised anocean trip. So Archio
had decided to follow theadage, * Young
man, go west,” and after much wander-
ing in search of a charge had finally re-
ceived a call from the small but thriving
congregation in the village of Y——,
which was about two miles distant from
tho Tennant farm. He lived with his
sister in & protty and comfortable cottage,
surrounded by a foew acres of land, about
midway between the village and Florimel’s
home. As Wendover was an athlete in
his way, ho had been unable to resist the
bicycle crazeand had that summer pur.
chased a *wheel,” upon which he was
wont to enjoy 8 woraning spin down the
road which passed the Tennant farm.
There were many eoqually good, 1f not
better roads in the neighbourhood, bat
Archie, strange to relate, preferred tms
ono with ali 1ts its, hollows and
roughnesses. lle had never up to this
time explamned to bimseif precisely why
hodid so. Of coursevery often ho saw
Etorimei as he passed, and occasionally be
stopped juast to tell her how that rheumatic
old woman, or poor sick baby 10 his panish
wasprogressing. Ho wouid ask Flonimel
to send a pot of jelly or some such danty,
80 decar to the heart of the sick.
Sometimes—in fact very often—the con-
sereation wonld dnft on to some other
matters and last muoch longer than was
quite justificble ander the circumstances.
The fact of tho matter was that Archie,
was very mach in love with oar herome.
They madoa charming pictare as they
often stood thers on the bright mornings,
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leaning on eithor sido of the rustic gate,
Archie was a finv, stalwart,broad-shouacr.
od follow, with houest blus eyes ang
curly brown hair., Some of our society
matoh-malkors would have been very muc
interested in tho result of thoso long
morning chats.

This morning, however, Fiorun
watched in  vain for tho little cloud of
dust which heralded the approach of her
‘ gpiritual adviser.” Sho was very mucy
disnppointed. She went slowly back
ty the house and took her mother s aiy
place at the breakfast tablo with ner
father. They ato their meal in silence,
ond when it was finished Florimel went
quietly up to her father and putting vne
arm around his neck kissed bim tenderiy
ond said in a soft, low, tone, ©* 1 win uy
and take mother’s place, father dear, if |
can.” * I am suro you can, as far as any.
body could do 8o, my sweot daughter , but
it will not be long until I follow your
mother, my darling.” * Ob, dad, don't
talk like that ! said Florimel, bursung
into tears.

“ But it is true, my dearest, and my
only wish now is for someone who wili
love and care for my darling.” Floruuei
said nothing, buta faint tinge of colour
spread over her features. After bresk
fast sho learned that Wendover and huy
sister had gone to tho seaside for two or
three weeks. She was very lonely for
those three weeks ; for Esther Wendover
was her only and very much beloved gini
friend ; and then, as she said to hersclf,
Archie Wendover was rather nice. She
missed him more than sbe thought she
would have done, bat attributed it to her
solitude on account of her mother’s death.
However she managed to fillin the time.
She lesrned how to attend to all her new
duties. She nursed her father, who was
still suffering from the shock of his wifes
death, so tenderly that he became much
better. Inshort she was a ministering
angel to all about her.

I11.

Florimel was not the only one who
found thoso three wecks lonely and long,
for Archie also felt an undefined longing
for some absent one, although he wasin
tho midst of the beauty and gaicty of
“0ld Orchard,” with its beautiful bath.
ing and uorivalled beach of glistening
white sand, extending unbroken for
twenty miles. But Wendover had by
this time discovered that he was pas
sionately in love with our fair Florimel,
whereas she, if she was in love with
‘Wendover, was, as yet, hardly conscious of
it.

Everything however,whether pleasant
or unpleasant, comes to an end. It was
a bright August doy and Archic and his
sister were to arrivo home by the afur
noon train. Florimel bad ridden over vn
her “* bike ” to meet Esther, and they were
now walking home with theirarms linkdd,
girl-fashion. Archie was walking rather
dejectedly in the rear shuving Floiimis
pretty littlo bicycle along the dusty cead.
Several times he narrowiy oscaped tum
bling over it, s0 occupied was be in waich
ing the graceful girlish 6garcin front,and
thinking what & lacky mortal that sista
of his was. Presently they arrived a.
Wendoser's trim, vine-covered cottage.
Floriv.cl held out her littls daintily-gios
bond, and it seemed to Esther, standing
by, that Archio took it in hislarge browa
band with almost significant cagernisy,
and held it mach longer and moro tighi'y
than was necessary. Florimel gazed snto



