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b "ye8i," Esther said gently. Something
etone made hier old friend turn and

K1ftcce auxiously at lier.
4'Y lassie, "li said, for so lie Ioved to

cl' t l 1sol like to see you take a
lit re 'MPleasure than you' get. 11e
b ke ahnost Wistfully, but Esthier' answer-

"dh8il lNet yet ; oh !not yet, Mr. l-

Ma"Call rue-don't cail me that child,"
ksaid, as if she bad hiurt him. Il Cali

ra ." other naine 1 neyer thouglit te

ber My Daddy 1'" Estber said, slipping
band through bhis arm in lier dhuld-like

w4y "Id with lier owu sweet smile.
ý,"ut, ay child, it is not natural or
rilt that you should mourn so long. Your

eadmther would nt have wished it."

Ester did not answer, the words made lier
brteache again, and thn, too, slie feit that

there We48 sonaething else jthat tlirew this
aar88Over lier Young life, sometbing shc

CoU1d lluot speak of. So she sat silent and
'n "Ileluce they reace the otptaws
tbeir home. abd cttg a

rit ttaYOur mistesu kMakiqrd

bEsther wel to tlie table and handed
the as lie liked te call hinself,

hireveniIig papers, then stocd by to watcli

tb5, 'earcli his pokets for the eyeglasses
1ey t Probably been lef t at the Hart-

1tO Pick it up. Mark looked up in dis-
for, witli a cy, she cauglit it to her

080M.

"Jack 1 Jack 1 oh ! where did it
co n fro l 'i W h ose is it 1 o l t m

kOeredt Oh !My dear, my dear 1" Slie

facre i with kisses, ail lier delicate
itJ' Rl0W with tenderness. IlI may read

lier face was beaming with bappiness.

Lbet twa.8 a message fron lier beloved.
ug t of nothing else. For a me-

seeme ike a siglit cf bm-ier
ro boyisb lover who had gone away,

tao 8he bad driven fromn ber.
" Oh say 1 may read it."

di8s MYdarV old Mark Baid in sîlent
Wl cu.t twill only pain you. Lt giveE

bi lU5 1t. Lt was writtcn by hina b)
ter "W band.,, Again she kissed the let

th It a feeling that thus she miglit begir
l4eaumends fer that cruel parting,

Yet~ - gan to corne back to earth again
tlgit a band trembling with nerveui

bui ns he opened it. It was brief and

& -hbî.lk, and every word cut lier lik<
th if" st eerned addressed to lier anc:

hdrnal sentences hurt as if lier nami
'sel atthe beginning.

11irY lastley, Esq., Althorpe.
0fj7 '~eeith I return you an artici'

4 1o ' value that 1 bave reason to believi

rif ang to Y0u. It was in tlie possessioi

YOUItrl James Caton, once a coacliman ii
ed SCrv'ce Betore bis deatli lie request
0fe to return it to Yeu. Tbe man diei

0 togizd niol and wben 1 was called in rE
4' led îe and made this request which
e1i6s nfillhed. Lt i, probable you may no

at 10 hs try. Few I suppose would
Vihll el0 'et, bave little reason to tbink< i
li0we ecePted as the trutb. lu that CasE
fore, ', J- eball le no worse off than be

Yours truly,

fJ. V. DUFF.
ý'Te watchb las heen well disir

Mark llulyard watcbed the blood slowly C
leave Essie's face as she read and re-read

this curst epistle. Lt was dated Winnipeg,
Manitoba, and was some tbree weeks old.

Only tbree weeks ago and bis dear baud c

bad beldi this paper sud writteu these a

words. Then it dropped freinlber band g

and on lier kuees withbelir face hiddeu t

against that kind, rougli coat Essie burat L

into an agony of tears. She knew, noue p

better, the meaning of those bitter worde.

Hie bad little reason, ay ! little enougb, to

think tbat any one would believe in lira t

00W. s
11My dear !"old Mark said, as baîf - t

calmed she stood ready to go up to lier

recta. IlWe have tried everytbing and

failed. We'h1 try again, and if Mark l-

yard can do it, it shall le doue. The boy

slian't go round witb that weigbt of sus-

picion a moment longer than we can belp.

You know it was for bis sake 1 first looked

you up. But yen need not be jealous,

lassie." Hie pinclied ber chieek, wbite

enougli now, then teck cne of lier bauds
in bis and gently caressed it, but Essie

pulled it away and put ber two arins round
bis neck.

Il y /ather !" that was aIl she said, but

notbing could bave pleased Mark Hilyard
like it. *

At the llartley's tliey were looking with

something very like dislike and suspicion

at the Lieuteuant's watcb. Il t bas doue

a good deal of barra in its time," llartley
said.

IllHarry, 1 don't like it," Mrs. llartley

said timidly 1 " wish we could get rid of

IWby it is just wbeu we do get rid

of it that it gives so mucli trouble. But

certainly 1 do think it ought te, help to

repair the trouble it bas wrought."
Il can nover get over tbe feeling that

we have perbaps ruined that boy's hife and

Esther's happiness."
"The boy ouglit te lie able te weatber

a broath of suspicion," llartley said testily.

"As for the girl, she seems bappy."
IShe is not Harry, " bis wife said quiet-

ly. "I fancy sho lad a baud in bis depar-

ture, thougli she has neyer said se. But

1she gets quleter and more enduring every

day. 1 don't wonder Mr. Hilyard is as

fend of bier as ho is." Il But it was very

odd bis turning up at the old lady's last

Lmoment and premising te look after the

gil" '1'Yos, but lie had known thon for a

long time and lie always feit a liking for

Jack Duff aud a feeling tliat lie nuet make

3amonds as far as in lin lay for that un-

1luckiest of accidents."
" l t was indoed, unlucky," Mir. Ilartley

said, with a toue of sonething more than

regret in bis bluff voice.

9 ELLEN M. BOULTON.

3Shelliiîouth, Manitoba.

Wbistling in the streets of Berlin is an

offence puniabable by a fine.

The trutbs a man carnies about witb lin

tare bis tools.-O. W. ilo!mes.

1. Great regret is felt in Swedeu at the
t deatli of Marie Sophie Schwarz, one cf the

most popular writers in a country in whicl

popularity is not easily gaiued. She was 75
years o]d. Mme. Schwarz was an enemny of

ail clieas distinctions, and one of lier

uiost successful novels bears the titie, "îlhe

Man of Birtb and the Woman of the Peo-

pie.ý

ANABA PROM AN ARTIST'S POINT OF
VIEW-IV.

Our last paper finished with a short des-

ription of some of the suburbs of Toronto
nd an attempt to draw attention to the

reat charma of their picturesqueness and

lie odd contrast of their rurality so close to
hie busy if e of the city and the thickly
opulated streets where the workers of the

)usy hive are crowded together.
Thanks, however, to, the much-abused

rolley cars, the workers are availing them-

elves of the cheap transit systein to make

heir abcdes in the outskirts, and now that

the absurd artiticiai land boomn bas burat

and values have descended into the realin

of the possible, as soon as business re-estab-
lishes itself on as secure a footing as our

erratic systei 'of civilization permits, no

dloubt many littie cottages will be erected
in these pleasant places and the longer

evenings now at the disposai of niechanics
and factory bands xviii lend theinselves to

the planting of cabbages and the hoeing up

of potato bllis in an atmosphere unpolluted
by sinoke and noisome cffluvia.

Lt sems strange, by the way, that the

artist of our day bas not appreciated the

good subject matter provided by these saine
cottages and gardens. Very picturesque are

some of these little homes with the latticed

porcli covercd by wi]d clematis, flanked by
lilac bushes, and brightly painted pots of

flower@, whule the favorite petunia bed

makes a constant show of blossom, and bore

and there a drooping elin or a dark sliady

pine crowns the whole composition. Nor

is the human figure wanting to give life to

the scene wlien, as sometimes happeus, the

wliole family are engaged in planting,

watering, weeding and tidying up under the

supervision of a liard working man in shirt
sleeves and straw bat.

But before we leave Toronto and its

picturesque surroundings it seems to corne
withîn the scope of these papers to take

some notice of the possibilities of the Can-

adian artist's career in respect not only to

subject matter for pictures, but aise rf gard-

ing the statue and prospects of art in this

metropolis of progressive Ontario, where,
in spite of occasional set backs and duli

seasons caused by over eagerness to get

ricli by land speculation, there is substantial
evidence of progress in the fine residences
and bandsome grounds, wbich in one part

or another are perpetually being erected

and wbich provide, or sbould provide, if

the inner life is to be in keeping witb the

outer show, resting places for very many
works of art.

On the whole, perli.ps, it may lie said,

that as mucli substantial encouragement on

the part of those who mnake their homes
and fortunes here is to lie found as could
well be expected.

True, the prices given for works of art

as compared with those paid by wealthier
communities are low, but taking ahl thinga

into account and considering the amount cf

the products of the numerous artiste, art

students and amateurs, tbrowu aunually
upon the market, chiefly too by means of

that worst cf ail metbods cf picture selling,
the public auction, in view, moreover, of the

qualîty of mucli of this art product, it can-

not lie fairly said that the public are unap-
preciative or backward in purcliasing art of

one kind and another, althougli it is, of
course, true that very many of the fluer

liousesi depend for interior decoration, if any,
upon other means than that of original oul

and water-color paintings.

je"', 29th, 1894.


