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FAIR VISION AND BRUTAL FACT.

Fioating idly in a skiff one evening, 1 looked out westward over
the level floor of water to where it met a waii of bine wjth saffron
base. And it seemed, as fancy touched my sight, that there, for
the suni, stood an opened door into a paradise of Iight-ight celes-
liai, Pure and holy-home of happy spirits cleansed of ail gross-
Iktss, and living in isarmony and love. iTwas a blessed, biessed
~'ision of the world that migist be. And oh, the heart warmth in
tilose rays streamiug througis thse heavenly portai Oh, tise rush
Of freedom and strengtis that came with that glimpse of a larger
aud purer lufe! brief spasm, it seemed, of slumbering energy divine.

But a cry broke harshly mn-a laugis wild and wierd-and tise
ý'isiOf and its glory bad vanisised. And in its stead this was the
sight: Ou tise shore near by stood an asylum for insane, and
tiirough one of tise grated windows of the vast prison a poor mad-
Mlan was stretching out his arms and shouting lu bis strange
frenzy. From onber windows peeped a few faces of that sad gatiser-
iflg ai shattered reasons. Bot it seemed as if the one maniac
Sbouted for them al], and lu bis cry mingied a mockery and despair
that chilled ta tise marrow. Have you ever known tise biank
bewilderrment of a mind lost lu black despair ? Were you ever as
One wisose one friendly ligist had gone out at nigist on thse moor ?

Furtiser along ta tise right stood a penitentiary. How ever forget
that sullen procession that passed me one evening to enter thse
great iran gates !that negro giant wiso giared upon me with tise
Un'reasonabie rage of a beast tili 1 sickened at tise horrible perfect-
nless of bis ruin ? Those massive, coid stone wails forever building,
forever reaching outward like tise murderous arms of a devil-fish ta
kili Our social virtue.

StilI furtiser along ta the rigist stood a factory-saddest of ail in
ils savage unreason-a fàctory wbere little children worked, stiflý,d,
an1d were soul-sîarved. One cisild 1 ofteu saw looking wistfully
Out from amidse tise noisy wisiri of spindles, wheels and sbafcing.
Thse delicately aval face, tise dark eyes and dark luxuriance ai isair
we-re inaddening to see in tisat setting af dreary toil. 1 remember
looking lu anger and desperation up ta tise serene sky and tranquil
ClOuds, over tise rippling lake and pleasant islauds and ail the
peaceful glory ai an autumn landscape, ta, find somewbere tise rea-
sofl and expianation ai it ail.

From my skiff I could see that thse asylum, tise penitentiary and
ti factury stood out upon a dull background, wisich ta describe

WOuld entail tise long, weary catalogue ai commonplace sorrow and
sn-srnall loves, shaîl hates, smail ambitions, selfisness ai tise
fa1vOured iew, hopeless drudgery ni tise masses, darkness ai nigisî
lit Oflly bere and tisere by fitful gleams af noble purpose, flashes af
a% lOnging and a strîving for better tisings.

Wbicis, then, is true-tise ia:r visian or tise brutal iact ? Upon
Wbhich are we ta fix our faith ? In tise strange double reality of
thse fact itself I've found tise answer. Tisose fitful gleams and
tisose flashes are real, and tise ligist tisey shed is tise same tisat
streaIned tbrough tise iseavenly portaI. And now wben I dreamn
of a isappier world, wisere mien shali work logetiser like broîisers,
"id love sisaîl girdle tise eartis witb generous deeds, tisougis blind
ProPhets ai despair see naught but tise darkness of nigbt and wail
lheir lamentations, stillinl tise flickeriug ligbî ai love's deeds
araulnd me, I. knaw the night ta be a lie and slander and tise
dtatm ta be supremeiy true.

Kingston. R. BALMER.

AUTUMN'S LAMENT.

Sumnmer's dead aud
Autumn weepetis
Fram ber linis
Her garb is rent
inl tise bosorn

Of tise cold cartis,
AIL tise scented
Sweetness sleepetis
Auiumn need
No more hement.

For the spring,
The thousand-throated,
Soon will sing
Wjth inerrimient
And thse olden
Spirit-fragrance
That, in air, su
Softly floated,
WjUl arise from
Earth's warm hosoin,
Be wiîh bird-song
Sweetly blent.

And the meek and
Mild-eyed cattie,

Sleeping in the
Somimer suin;
And thse shoutine,
And the prattie
Of the happy
Children horning;
Anid thse tired,
Contented workman.
After his day's
Work is dune :
Cease thy weepingI
Sumirer coirnet h
Aller chur.ish
Winter's gocie,

J. H. BIJRNIAM.

A TRIP TO THE NORTH SHORE.

LT cbauced tisat a friend and myself spent part ai aur sommer
vacation in tise isiands along tise nortis sisore ai Lake Hur-on. We
bad talked a gond deal ai an expedition ta tise La Cloche Mount-
ains, wisich were a perpetuai presence on tise nortiseru horizon. and
now we were gaiug tisere.

This resalution was arrived at iu tise little village ai Shaftesbury,
on Manitoulin. A Party ai five was org-anized, and tise yacht
MALi/ou, f imous in aIl tisose waters, was cisartered for tise trip.
The youtisiul postmaster ai tise village was lu command ai tise
yacht and tise expedition, and was fortiswitis designated " Captain."î
Years before, he and 1 isad gone ta scisool togetiser, and in aur little
trips lu an aid boat on tise village pond ise had doubtless acquired
considerable skill in nautical affairs. Tise young man irom Knox
College, wba was lu charge ai tise Presbyterian mission station at
tisis port, went witis us. Tise Missionary was characterized by a
iar-away look lu bis mild brown eyes and a most unclericai straw
bat. A soiemn-Iooking Pedagogue and two worthy mecisanicF,
friends ai tise captain, made up tise party.

Sa, being fitted out witb tent and stores, we made an early start
ane moruing, and lu a strong fair wind tise Manitou went fl-ing
tisrougis tise islands and across tise cisannel. By this lime tise winci
bail increased ta a gale, blnwing directly upon an open and rocky
shsore, and we had mucis ado ta keep aur boat irom driiting upon il.
Tisere are people wba would have laugbed ta sec tise soulfu-eyed
Missionary and tise dignified Pedagogue vigorausly poking away at
tise rocks witb tiseir long oars ta prevent tise Manitou from break -

ing ta pieces upan them. After beating about for a time, vainly
îrying ta effect a landing, tise Captain discovered a quiet and cosy
littie bay further down tise coast, and soon we were safely ancbored
in il.

After lunch we started up tise mountains wviicis bere came down
ta tise shoare. Iu tisis localit.y tbey do not present tise aspect af
utter desolation whicis characterizes tise range fartiser east-at
least as seen from tise deck ai tise steamer upon wisiciswe
came up tise lake. Near tise base tisere are lu many places con-
siderable tracts ai scrubby forest, and here and there far up tise
sides tise eye is relieved by little patcises ai greenery. Thse least
trace ai soil seems ta be sufficient ta nourisis tise buckleberry
busises, whicb graw bere lu great abundance. It may be

stated tisat tise bruised and broken fruit wbicb city gracers
caîl isuckleberries, is but a sorrowful preteuce ta tisose wiso bave seen
tisem lu their native maunitains. A cluster ai tisese berr;es an tise
busis, witis ai tise wild beauty ai their bIsoom. stili on tbem, set
agaînst tise dark green background ai tise leaves, niakes a picture
wbicb an artist wauid love ta dwell an.

Il was lu sometising aiter this fasision tisat tise Pedagogue used ta
isaîdiortis ta us irequeuîly wisile we wcre climbiug tise maunitains.
But we abserved tisat he invariably concluded bis oesthetic haran,
gue by eating thç çbisîer lie h;id beep aduiirin,
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