
Cacouna.

4arn should come near her was agoniz-
'1g. Again I went to Cacouna, and
roaTed through our usual haunts; read
Over again the books she loved, purchased
fror the Indians the small presents she
Preferred, and gathered her favorite shells;
but Alice came not to receive them, and

V7 years passed away.
Wo or three years ago I was again in

acoina, but it was not the Cacouna of long
luxury and extravagance had tamed

heatwild freedom then once rampant,

theh and pride had forced the city upon
haed guileless village; fashion and folly
4t Stolen away the gift of health. Sickt heart I left the gorgeous hotel on whose

iaza sauntered the exquisites of cities, or

thank coling drinks instead of bathing in
e refreshing river. I left the rows of

Palatial residences and beautiful villas and
eached the beach, but there again was aPhange; numberless ornamented bathing-

hoes and boxes marred the view. But I
lotInd Out my most frequented place of
Ye, and lay down to dream of that happy

• It would now and then come up to

me full of hope and pointing to the future.
Then there would die all hope, and I
would bury the past in a fathomless grave,
and the face ci Alice would appear to me
sinking down, down into that grave, and
the earth fell on the coffin which contained
my hopes with a rumblingsound of horror,
as of distant thunder, and I started to my
feet in anguish-and Alice stood before
me! Yes, the Alice of long ago, and all
the strong, wild love of her heart was
again mine.

Her father had died and left her penni-
less; his funds had been invested in a
mercantile firm which proved bankrupt,
and she had made. use of what he had
given-her education, and became a gover-
ness, and for years she worked bravely in
the world's fight, till a relation dying left
her with a sufficient income. But for the

pride which accompanied all her wealth of
love, she would have long since been mine.
But both our loves were true and unceas-
ing, and she is happy in mine and I in
hers.

THE LEAVES OF HEALING.

BY MARGARET J. PRESTON.

ef ragrant waftings of an old tradition
faintly fluttering down the world-worn ages-

from the rosy isle of Aphrodite)-

rnabas, who, breaking the soft shackles
Cyprus linked, went far and wide, an exile,

rtlng the Greeks with the strange name of Jesus.

', every whither bare he in his bosom

i sacred parehment of St. Matthew's Gospel,
<l.eathed him as the Evangelist lay a-dying.

When they brought to him upon his journeys
ck, the blind, the palsied, on their foreheadsaid the Writing, and straightway it healed them I

So runs the record: And a hidden meaning,

As seed-corn held within a mummy's fingers,
Lies at its core, a germ of living beauty.

For whoso now will bind the holy transcript

Close to his heart, and witha faith as steadfast
As drew the ancient saint from flowery Cyprus,

Will lay upon the soreliest bruisèd spirit

This medicament: " Come unto me, ye weary,"

Its miracle.touch will heal the hurt forever I
-8elected.


