
AUGUaT làth, l885.1 THE WEEK.

altn of ber life. When she is marrjed ber mission is accomplished, shre has reached ti.
goal Of ber bighest ambition and there is nothing lef t for ber. And mark you in ail cas(
that lot is flot a pleasant une, for:

There cornes a littie rift within the lute,
Which bye-and-bye will make the music mute,

and eventuallY Silences it altogether. Contrast the if e of such a wornan as Mr. Haultai
describes with une who accepts marriage as one of the natural conditions of lîfe, and n(
as a goal; in the latter case, the love tbe husband and wife have for one another will b
ail Oustaining in time of trouble.

The writer speaks of those ladies " who are unfortunate enough te 1)0 obliged te ear
their own living." 1 am one of tbose unfortunates, Mr. Editor; but se far 1 have nu
been able to see that there was any misfortune in having to support myself, and this
rnraintain any girl in Canada can do wbo bas bead, bauds and heart to werk, and who i
flot afraid to exert berseif.

Mr. Rauftain's article is freed from. the imputation of talking for talk-sakce, buwevel~Yhe practical suggestions he makes towards the close of it with regard to the empluy
.4Oents that might be engaged in by gentlewomen witbeut any detrinient tu their sucis
standing; though I should advîse ail to steer dlean of the " embruidery " as a mneans c
obtaining a living. Away with the idea, that labour is degradlin. anti that there is an.
raiefortune in gentlewomen baving to earn their subsistence. I have iset as yet seen a
lullY summers as would warrant the terma Iluld snaid " being aipilied to me, yet, shenbI1
Providence see fit to rule that îny lot in life shall be une of single blesseduess, I hop
always to sign myseif A HAPPY OaD MAID.

T'oronto.

AN INDIAN IDYL.

TO E. P. J.

THE pale-face looks on my Indian maid
And murmurs a lover's song

As they wander alone in the sunny giade
Apart from the restiess throng;

Ris voice is low with a passionate power,
And the light of Love is seeA

In the eyes that plead witb my prairie fiower-
My dark-haired Indian Queen!

There is stranger's blood in this maid of mine
That speaks in lier face to me

0f the ligbt of the moon caressing the pine
Or softly kissing the sea;

But lier eyes are black as the raven's wing,
And their glance is swift and keen,

And hier heart is pure as the tboughts 1 brin,
My- dark-browed Indian Queen.

She ]ives in the land of the nising Sun,
.Where the white man rules the brave,

And my camp is far where the foot-his run
To dip in the prairie wave;

But across the beautiful sun-swept sea,
With its endiesa waves of green,

The swift wind carnies the answer to me
F~rom my own loved Indian Queen.

"My home is the haunt of tbe bounding deer,
My beart's in the Cjhinook breezo,

My mnirror, the water of brookiets clear
In the shade of the poplar trees;

And I love tho breath of tho grasses sweot
In the flush of rosy dawn,

And 1 long again for the plaintive bleat
0f the tim'rous, soft-eyod fawn.

"And I see in my dreams the curling smoke
0f a wigwam nestling low,

Wbere tbe song of the crestod waters awoke
Lovels voice in tho long ago.

Saine day I will go to my dusky brave
And paddîo bis bircli canoo,

And l'Il give my love where I seek my grave
Far off in the foot-his blue!1"

The pale-face goos from my Indian maid,
Non rotuns ber face to sec,

But the wind sweops over the sunfly glade
.9And whispers bier words to nie:

"Wheii My brave is Chief of bis wafl'ion race,
TAnd a bunter strong and keen,

Tho breezes will waft me to bis enibrace,
Aýnd l'Il bo bis Indian Queon 1 LARA.
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.falien in ail its biackness as the littie caravan made its way
he arrow tortueus streots of the silent town. Snarling dogs lay

,us Packs 'boforo the bouses and lurked iii sinister looking alicys.
Soeued as if dead, or as if the Spirit of Silence had taken UP bis

te abode in it. No sound suggestive of tbe presence of bumnan beings met
5the ear. Only tbe windmills upon the Iiilîs arourid the place moved thein

creaking sails liko so many spectres waving thieir w imas over a city of the
dead; oniy tbe red ligbts fiickering faintly frein the littie unglazed windows
cast a weird and starliko glimmer into the lifeless streets, and showed that

n' tbe silent solitude was still the abode of mari.
)t Tbe cavasse orderod tihe waggons to proceed more slowly, and led the
party througb winding lanes and by-streets up and down untîl tbey
reached a bouse of a somewhat more imposing appearance than. any tbey
bad yet seen, and before the door of which a few Turkishi soldiers, smoking
or sleeping, wono squatting in the Street. This was the bouse in wbichdwelt tbe Pasba of Isakeha.

Ligbts sbimmorod through the closed shutters of the bouse. A fow
words wene oxcbanged; tbe pass from the Pasîca of Galaez was duly pro-
ducod and dohiverod by a sergeant to the captaie of the guard. This time

j tbe writing failed flot in its effects. After a few minutes ioud voices wono
If heard inside the bouse ; the door was tlhrowni wide open, and the officer,
y' bowing deoply, announced that the Pasha rcqucsted that tise strangors
S would be se good as enter bis quartens.

A strange picture was presented to the eyes of our travellers, whon,
esqueozing tbemsolvos througb the dark, niarrow hall, they saw the bnightly

ligbtod chambor of the Pasha open befone thera. Thre nooin was smail
and the roof low ; an elegant oul lamp enclosed irn a net svork of silver
wiro swung susponded from the ceiiing, andi shed a softt, mellow light ovon
tbe pictunosque group whichi, seated in the farthest corner of tihe apart-
ment, upon a broad divan covered with bright-hued dainask, and nunning
tbe full length of the white-washed wail, arrested tiseir attentione. Clad
in a fiowing wbite silk robe, open doxvn the front and pantaking of tbo
nature of nigbt-dress and burnous, tIse Pasisa xvas seated cno 1ss]eggod,
holding bis chibouk canelessly in bis haud. Hie was a weii bred and
decidodiy bandsome man, apparently coîssiderably advanced ispon the way
to fifty, bis full, black beard being sËreaked witis grey. Before hiur knelt
a boy of about founteen years of ague, who was busy p lacing, by means of
a pair of golden tongs, a live coal front tihe chafing dish upon tire fresb,
yollow tobacco with whicb the round bowl of tise chibouk. was tilled. His
full, nod lips haîf open and bis band stili holding the lifted live coal, bie
suffened biis cunning eyes to linger curiousiy uponl the huntens, who, daz-
zlod by their sudden transition froue tIse usky darknLess of tise streot ta
tbe brigbt lights and rich colours of the chaieer, resnaiised standing in the
door way. An artisticaiiy wrouglht table, bearng cofi'ce and confections,
stood in front of both, around whomn the ight frein the suspended lamp,
broken and subdued by sereens of varionis shades anti colours, diffused a
mild, delicious radiance trqly poetic inii s eflèct. Wernier steod entranced
before this picture so eastern in its nature, and se Resnhrandt-like in tho
richness and fulness of its colours. Hoe scarceiy heard the Pasiîa whon ho
wolcomed bima and bis companions as Il friends of his f riends, "and
assurod thom, in the figurative language of oriental courtesy, that tbe mes-
sage to bim £rom bis brother Pasha of Gaiacz was like a spring of cool,
frosb water in tbo bot and choking desert, for, and he siiled pleasantly,
Isakcha was in vony truth a desent, and of this the travellers bad
already with their own oyes been able te convince tbemselves. Goffoo
and tobacco woro thon, in accordauce witb 'Turkish custom, offered the
strangors, and the Pasba invited thons, until, ets he said, quanters were pro-
vided for thom, to seat themselves beside bien upon the divan and pass the
interval in conversation. Whilst the latter were seatiug themselves, he
beckoned to Domir Keran, and conferred witis himu in Turkish, a language
unknown to the majority of bis guests.

"Domir Keran, wbere dost thou intcnd procurinig quarters for tbe
strangers 7

ilTbe Buiganian who conveyecl thema to Tsakclea is acquainted with
Popovicb, and says-"

l" I know bim, too . .. .. This Popovich is tise bitterest enemy of the
Turks!1 . . . . Take tbe Europeans there, tlien. .. ... Be careful and So
tbat tbey want for notbing. They are rny friends, deost thou understand 7"

The cavasse bowed bis boad respectfuiiy, cressed bis arms over bis
broast and wished to withdraw.

"Wait a minute, Demir Keran ! 1 bave semething more to say. The
bouse of Popovieb is small. .. . .. le and bis nagansuffins can Sleep
wbeno tbey wiil. , . . The littie Greek girl, bowever, wlso lives with the
Fopovicbs, sbe is not to pass the night in the street, dost thou bear 1
Order tbe soldiers to hring the girl hiere. Dost theou understand 7 But
by Allah 1 let none of thorm lay a finger upon lier! . . . Go l "

* Not a word of this conversation liad escaped the quick ear of the
e«-chasseur. Turning to tbe Secretary, who was Sittineg next bim upon
the divan, Constant wbispered softly in French : c

ilt would seem as if matters were geirsg to take a very agreeable turni1
In order to make room for us, Popovich, luis wife and children are to ho
turned out into tbe street, and a Greek girl who lives tbere is wanted by
tbe Pasha for himiself ! '

A painful presontimont of evii filled the mind of the Secrotary.
"1Eurikleia is a Greek namne I> holi replied in Frenchs in tbe samne low

toile.
The Pasha turned quickly round upon the speakers.

6Do you know the girl? " hoe asked likewise in French. Il She is the
fairest flower in Isakcba. I sbouid bc very sorry if she should have to sleep
to-nigbt among the wild dogs tbrougb want of a roof te shielter bier! e

"I have nover seenr the maiden of whone yeu speak," answered the
Secretary, quickly betbinking hineself.

"How then did you know bier naine ?
"I was net aware that was bier naine."
"Do the Franks thus guess the naines which we bear ici our heants 7"


