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A SUNSET SAJL.

Far out upon the golden sea

Our sail goes scaward on the wave,
While aimless, only wildly free,
And lulled by the melodious lave
Of dreaming waters round our how,
We see the land grow dim and grey,
As slumb’rous clouds that cleave and hlow
In mists remote and far away.

One bird’s belated wing above,
Unswerving flutters through the light
To land, and home-alturing love,

With fervour of a dawn’s Hirst Hight.
With dreaming eycs we watch the swells,

- And gaze through boundless depths of green,

Where mirrored stars appear like shells
Dim shadowed in deep opal-sheen.

And when the night-wind starts from sleep
And swells towards the longed-for land,
We turn our faces from the decp

And face once more the nnseen strand.
Deep memoried silence dwells around
Until we see the land lights gleam

And then the first, remote, thin sound

Of voices breaks upon our dream.

Whoss voices o’er the waters come
Flute-noted, faint and strangely sad ;
And strange appear the lights of home,
alf-sorrowful, and y et half glad ;

And from the shore wild laughter swells :
0ld voices seem unknown and strange ;
The tinkling of the twilight bells

Seems softened with mysterious change.

Our prow has glided on the sand,
The swinging sail has rattled down,
And welcome voices of the land
Re-echo from the sleeping town.
—Arthur J. Stringer, in The Week.

GLEAMS OF MUOONLIGHT.

CHAPTER 1L

Next day Mrs. Elton made Ilthel lie n
bed quietly till aiter lumeh (o very wise
precaution), so that she should not rigk the
chance of tiring herself be.ore the artist
came. However, by three o’clock she was
all ready for him, sealed ‘n her low chair
by the large drawing room window, with
the table close beside her, om wh'ch were
arranged all her artist tools.

She watched the gate for half an hour,
chatting the while to her mother on the
appearance of artists n general; and at
the-end of that time her patience was re-

‘'warded. A tall, dark ind:vidual opeuned
it and came slowly up the path, looking
around him as he did so.

“ His balr isn’t ong,” whispered Ethel,
watehing from behimd the curtain, * but
he can paint just as well, I suppose, I
it isn’t.”

“1 expect he cam,” answerad her mo-
ther as the bell rang; *‘ we shall soon
find out.” .

Mounsieur Noire was ushered into the
room and stood just inside the door, with
his hat Im his hand, while Mrs. Flton went
forward to weet him.

LEthel saw a  tall, vory dark complex-
foned man, with thick black hair and eye-
brows meeting over the bridge o his nose,
Lhard eyes, brilliamnt and binck, which ap-
peared to tuke ineverythiing au o glance ;
a meouth hidden by o heavy blavk mous-
tache, and a square ghin.

And Monsieur Nofre’s quick gaze, while
he was answering Mrs. Blvon's questions,
fastemed itsell upon Bthel, as s inated
by her wonderful beauty. With her soft
glowing cyes, o faint pink in her cheeks
and her beautituly moulded features, the
ehild was enough (o delight anybody’seye,
but mrost of all am artist’s.

After a  few preliménaries the lesson be-
gan. lle drew a chair to the table and
began to question Ilthel about what she
could do, and aiter a while he set her to
work ot one of two little plaster models,
whieh he had Dbrough. with hiiv, and
while she was palmstakingly copying it,
he was sketching the fair head  bending
over the paper with the long halr uall-

ing on the hand that held the peneil.

He did not seem to be very conununi-
cative, contenting nimwself with merely an-
swering any questions addressed to hin.

Major LElton came into the room, and
after afew words let it again, leaving
the dining roomn door open.

Mrs. Eltom  asked Ethel if she felt a
draught.

Mto tell on
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* Permit me to close it for you, mad-
awe,” he immedintely said, rising and go-
ing towards it. Dhey neither of themr saw
the wyuick  cougprehensive ghance at the
roow, the sideboard, the glass cabimet
which held the boys’ athletic prizes, of
which the Major was so proud, of the evil
gleaw in those dark eyes.

When the lesson was over he asked (Mrs.
Illton if e might take a sketeh of the
liouse from the south side, and on her con-
senting, he passed  through one o the
Freaeh windows opening on to the ver-
andah and settivd himsell at o 1ictle dis-
tanee.  When they next looked for him he
wis gone, 3

© He wasn’t very long over it,” sald
Ethel. ) .

** Nou, perbaps he will come and {inish
it tounorrow,” returned lher mother.

‘1 don’t lLike the looks of that man,”
siid the Major to his wife after dimmer,
“he st a4 gentleman.”’

T Well, dow’t disappoint the little one.”
pleaded Mrs. Eltom, ** even if he isn’t.”

* * * *

That night, going to bed, all Ethel’s
talk was of her lessom, her master and
ber painting.

“ You knmow, DBessie,” she chattered
away to the nurse, “ Mamyma says that if
1 get on very well with Monsieur Noire,
some day she will take me to Rome to
study umder the great masters.””  She
witited to see what eifect the amnounce-
weni would have upon Bessie, but all she
said was, ¢ If you dom’t hold still, Miss,
1 can’t help pulling your hair.” A pause.
And then: I wonder why some people
are made with black hair and some with
hair that is mnearly.white, kike mine,”
wus the next thing, with a puzzled glance
in the lookimg-glass.

- Don’t you think Monsieur Noire would
wok kinder If his hair wasn’t quite so
black, and his eyes too? Papa says he
tooks wicked, but I thimk he only looks
very unbappy ; aad o you know, Bessie,”
coniidentially, * sometimes I feel he is
tooking at me, without looking at him.
1t is as i his eyes went Iouo gue  soulle-
where up at my head, and went down,
down till they stop somipwhere here,” put-
ting ber hand on her heart, **and then
1 think to myselr, now they shan’t go
any further, and I l!ook at him; and that
wakes him take them away.”

** Dow’ts you like him, then, dearie?”
queried Bessle, well content to hear ohe
chatter ol her little mistress.

. 0h yes, I like him, and 1 think he
draws be-u-tifully, and after all, when one
is encering on anavtist’s career, like I auwm,
that is the principal thing,” she iinished
Lodtily.

That apparently silenced Bessle, lor she
made no reply, and a moment later the
wayward mwalden  seized the  brush.
© Don't do any wmore, Bessie ; leave 't loose.
Lun tired, and Mamma will be in ina mo-
ment.,”’

It will be that bad o the
protested the woanyamn.

* Never mind, I can bear pulling much
better in the mornimg than 1 can at
night.” Then as Bessic was putting her
in bed she added, I don’t think you need
carry me any more after next week, for
I wulked quite ’round the roonw to-day,
and 1 wasn’t a bit tired.”

Wher Mrs, Elton came into the room
i fev minutes later, she found that the
inill exeiteirent . the day had begun
the c¢hild, who was looking
pale ana limp. : .

* 1 will sleep with you to-night, dar-
ling," she said.

Bu: contrary to her usual delighted
aeguiescence to such a proposal, Ethel
said slowly, *Oh no, Mamma, I don’t
want any one in my room to-night but
the dear moon. Could you just push
the bed a little further that way, so
that she can shine on me? Yes, that's
nice,” and she gave a little sigh of con-
tent. “Bob told me to-day, Mamma,”
she continued, “that in Germany they call
the deu: mgon ‘he’. I don’t think that
1s hil: as nice as thinking of her as a fair,
»0:t, lovely lady, with long rippling gold-
en hair,”
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morning,”’

like ygpurs,” smiled the moth-

N
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er, in whose wistful eyes one might read
the thought, that nothing could be sairer
thur  the fair form beside her.

“Ob no,” exclaimed Ethel, in tones a
tritfle shocked, “far, far more beautiful; I
wiil paint her to-morrow, ‘and I will
thitk about her now so that [ can see
ller 1 my eyes when 1 go to sleep, for
I love her so. Do you think she would
sit to me, Mamma?”’

Mrs Eliou laughed, glad to hear Ler
littls daughter in such gooid  spirits.
“bon't think any more now, dear, o to
I will be near you and hear
Yous softest word.  Good-night, wmy ¢hild,
God bless you.”

“God bless you, Mamma dearest.”

That was the customary good-night,
ina Mrs Elton went to her own room
tonforted by the merry voice that
gl 80 sovn be hushed.

“Sbe is better, 1 may save her Yyet,
sh: is young,” said the mother's Lope-
i hearo. L wish he moon wowid stuy
oul til. she goes to sleep,” she thought,
G0 ing  to the window, “but it is getting
cloudy.”

.xlc'cp.

* £ * *

Th: moon sent pale, fitful gleains into
Liltel s roum, making the pattern I the
curtains on  the floor, and the side of
the bed just came into the edge oi the
ingenlight.  Ethel put out her hand tiil
it shove on it, and swiled when she saw
how  thin and white it was. She rose
vauriously o. her elbow, and looked out.

“Dear woon,” she whispered to hLer-
sel/y, "1 wouwid like to paint you just
s you are now, with the dark clouds
Heuliy covering you up, and yet, aot lik-
ing o hide you altogether, because you
are sv beauci.ul.  You loveiy lady, Graw-
1.& your so.t, clouuy robes closer around
you, with your lung, siivery nair :loat-
ilg out across the sky, 1 love you so0.”

She lay back and ieil asleep with it
aht pjainly pictured in her mind, and pre-
seetiy she began i@ dream that she was
painting  it.  The dark iace of her mas-
ter rose before her, and the sky was wild
aitl angry. “Lhere 1s no  tight,” she
cried 1o biag, “the dear aioon is goue,
il L cannot paiunt ber because ol s
durkoess.”

Aua he leaned forward and said  to
hiee, “No, Miss Ethel, it is no use, I will
tarry you up stairs, for yow scanaot
paine the dear moon, you will aever
paint her, there is no more light in the
world, all is darsacss.© And he took
her up stairs in his arms, and :he laid
towi or. her bed and cried for her beau-
Jd.a- friend. But presently theie cume
anoiher gleam o. mwoonlight.

“rhe has cgme back, I must paint her
now,” she joyuuly thuught, *-lost  she
sitould go away again.”

And a  white iigure rose slowly up
1o the bed, Slowly, because oi the weak-
acss which made itseli felt even in  lher
and crept pilently, step by step,
down the wide stalrcase, axways with the
thought, I will paint her now beiore
she gooer away aguin,”  leading her op.

She reached the bottom of the stairs,
bat her knees shook and her feet were
toudl.  With the suffocating beating of
ler heart, bruught oa by unwonted exer-
tics, she began to wake up and be.aimly
oxr(iou~ 0i where she was. She cro sed
th: darl. hall and felt her way to the
drawing room door, and stood leaning un-
stendily agaiiasit the post, when a sound
mide her wide awake in a second.

1t waw the stealthy opening of the
large French window leading out on the
veranda, through wbich her master had
disappeared that afterngon.

The draught swayed the potiege be-
side her, and a dark figure stepped into
the room.

Ethe! covught the door, paralyzed with
terrci, the poor, over-taxed, little Leart
giave a quick throb, and was still.

Mgensieur Noire wsaw a white form
standing in the doorway, totter, sway
torwards, and siok silently to the ground.

“Qurse the luck,” de muttered, and
crep. behind the curtain and listened.

Bu: there was no sound. No one had
Lear! anything, but the dear mogn, who
begnl tu slowly gather her sable :sobes

abou: her, to cover her face and weep,
10¢ o cold little heart.
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“Dead faint,” The thought, “there’s
time enough I guess.” He crossed swift-
ly ont! noiselessly to the dining room, and
alter a space of about ten minutes, re-
turncd with a fairly bulky bag, which
I3 place *near the window. Then he
pause¢  “Shall 1 be sensible and go,”
he said to himsel., “or shall I bea fool
and stay?”

The sweet, bright face rose before him,
anl he went buack and bent over her. He
placed his hand on her waist, but he could
not find her pulse, them on her heart,
anl shook his head. -

A pang shot. through him as he
thought of the painting lesson; and the

) gay voice talking to him only a few hours
4g0. and he raised her tenderly, and be-
ga1 to move towards the sofa. As he
passed the window, he stopped in .the
band of pale woonlight, struck by her
marvellous beauty, as he had been the
first moment he had seen her, and the
artistic side of his dark soul was deeply
stirred by it. .

Little, white face resting on his arm,
with the wide, frightened eyes looking
up at him, yet not seeing him —wieh the
wealth oi golden curls jalling round it,
shimmering in the moonlight.

He Leld her ciose, closer still, as if
he couid restore from his own strangely
throbbing heart the {itiul vitality of
which he had unwittingly robbed hers.

Thev le iaid her on the soia gently-
A cloud was covering the moon and
he could hardly see her. “White jittle
soul,”” he whispered, *I should lijke to
kiss you, but 1 dare not.”

Then, sharply ringing the bell which
stood at the head of the soia, he turned
away. By the time he had reached the
window, the faint light hud gone—gone
froin his dark heart as it had from the
Jandscape outside.

He seized the bag, slipped out as
silently as bhe had come, and was lost in
the darkness.

RS ¥ *
The next morning there was a para-
graph in the paper, infonuin‘g the peo-
ple of Glenailon, that two detectives had
arrived by the eurly train, on the track
of three moted burglars, who bhad
takes tickets for that town, disguised
respectively as a nursewaid, a private
gentleman, and — an artist. ’
SKYLIE.

ARKWKIGHT.

When Arkwright had almiost periect-
ed his Iirst power loom, he found that
the yarnp as it was delivered through
the rollers had an awkward, fatal trick
of curling back. ile puzzzled over this
serious obstacle. At last he took the
local blacksmitli, who made his early
machines, uto counsel, aund the man, one
Strutt, told him he thought he eould
cure it. Arkwright asked him his terms.
Ten years' partuership, and equal profits,
was the reply. This was too mueh fof
Arkwright, ‘who, l‘ke Naaman ‘of old,
turned and went away in a rage. Bul
the yarn still curled, and dashed L]
hopes. At last he reluctantly yielded to
the blacksmith. Then occurred another
sceme.  The Rluckswith insisted that ‘he
deed of partmership shiould be executed
and enmHMed. Arkwright stormed. Bub
the local Vulean was figm.  Wihen the
deed was sigoed, the blacksmith went be-
himd  the rollers and apparently rubbed
one of them with his hund. lostantly the
yarn was delivered as was wished. Ark-
wright found that hs new partner had
only rubbed ome of the rollers with a
piece of chalk, ‘o other words, proved
that one of them should have a difierent
surface from the other. The exeeratiobs
of the emraged manufacturer were ub-
speakable. But the compact Leld, and

in the end the blacksmith became Lord
Belper.
Only by the supernatural is a maR

strong, cnly by confidisg in the divinity
which stirs witlin us, Nothing is so weak
as an egotist, nothing is mightier than Weé
when we are vehicles of a truth before
which the State and the :ndividual are
alike ephemeral.—Emerson.



