
Il Conie, hear the woodland l iint I
IJ0w sweet his lmutiicl On I!y lifc,
'lice's more timali wisdoum in ht."

There is liberty 1 To bc free,-onc feels the expan-
sive vivacîty of chuldhood again. Surely tic air lias
a brilliancy ail its own ta-day. And the brccze-hov
frcsh it is!1 One trips, one sings ;-sp)cech and slow
pace are bondagc at a tinie like this. The vcry pass-
ers-by in the strects are smiling. Arc the>', too, go-
ing home to.day ? How the belis rcpcat it ! "lHome
again i Home again !" says the great Cathiedral
clîinie beyond the Conîmon, and the old Collkge Bell
i the chapel hour by hour responds IlHome Homie 1
-l orne again ! Home!",

How time flics to-day! The forenoon is gone; the
whistlcs ail about tic city are calling the noon hour.
A mioment for lunch, then to ru> packing. In the>'
go-cothes, books, kiiîck-knacks, pictures,-in thcy
go. Disorder! They have not long ta sta>'; to-
morrow-]3ut haste! Tiiere is just time for a last
walk up b>' the otd church erus, a spin across the
river meadotv, then home to supper. jack ivas iii tlîis
forenolon, and I can se Fred on iny way down. Tlie
hackrnan bas mny trunks,-onc, two> tlîree ; nîy traps
airc ai right ; and those books for G. F. J.-blcss lii.
Fred can leave them. I arn off ; thcrc's ru>' car.
Good-bye.

The long train stands ready to dra'v out tic pan.
derous engine fretting and chafing at its hecad. The
cars are filliing, valises and bags are stowed under the
scats and piled in the corners ; the porters lîurry by
witlî trunks and boxes for the baggage-car. The
conductor waiks rip and down the platforni glancing
at his watch froni time to time ; windows are opened
and shut; good-bycs are said ; hands îvavcd ; the en-
gifle frets more loudly, bloîving off great puffs of
stearu. The conductor wavcs bis hand ; the iast
passengers spring aboard ; the doors slir shut ; the
engine pants in suddcn brcaths ; we are off. Off for
Canada and home!

We steal out of the grimy depat as the bells are
striking eight, while the last colors of sunset still
lingeCr in the sky. We cross the shining, sluggish
Chartes, with its oil>' waters crcaming and curling
about the river-stakes and slidîng in long strcaks past
the weather-worn piers ; wve storrn across smoky
Chariestown wtth a roar of wheels and a rush of
swirling smoke, spin through town aftcr town in racing
leaps, and soon have drawn away altogether from the
skirts of Boston, and are spccding northward among
low his and placid sheets of watcr,-ponds-as these
willful people persist in calling their beautiful littie
lak-elets. For a while we have light enough to sec
the country we are passing through with distinctness;
but sooin thc sunset hight dies out of the west, drawing
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with it the flush of color wliich the lakes hiad caught
in thecir bosomis and thc watching tres upon tlîeir
turned iCaves, and we fiee onward inta a night of
stars.

As the dusk draws on, a weird change cornes over
the landscape. The objects along the way one after
another takc on a fantastic life, and jaîn ini the dance
w'ith us as we spced by, and in that border-land of
niglit the dreams of the old philosophcrs become real,
the eai thi is ensauled, throbbing with the existence of
countless spirits, each with an appreciative life of its
awn. And as we pass along, a iwavc of this strange
life seenis ta risc train the earth around us auîd rush
onward on cither sie, pointing nortîîwaid wvith a
thousand flngcrs and bidding us God-speed upon our
wvay. The bouses and fences as we draîv near corne
running in towards the line, pcer at us breathlessly
wiuile we dasti by, then fait back again to their proper
places as wve hurry away fromn theni, with an almost
audible sigh tluat they, too, are not hastening with us
toivards the northcrn Hils. Little lakes rise up from
the parted earth befare the train, and blink at us
tinîidly îvith tîxcir eyes full of stars, then sink wvon-
derîngly back as we pass. And streams bubble up
from unseen founitains at our side, and rush madly
along by us uantit far outstripped, whcn they drop un-
conccrned!y aside into some gossipy valley, whcre a
niurmurous river wvinds slowly down to the sea. The
reeds and tait wayside grasses take hands and dance
around us as wvc hang above thein, nodding their
hecads gaily, and bidding us be of good cheer, as they
wave their brighit tresses in the wind. The littie
breezes perch in Rlocks upon the train, and sing about
the coaches, darting in and out of the open windows,
hcre roguishly turnbling the hair of a child who tries
to catch theni as they pass, there shyly touching a
rose that nestles upon the breast of a maiden, and
yonder dropping its fragrance froiài their sbiiîing
wîngs as they fan the brows of a tired mother and her
sleeping babe.

The trees Jean towards us as we pass, and clap ail
their tiny hands at our speed ; the groves and his in
thecir endless nfarch backward pause a moment just
abreast of us to look ; and the black fantasticshadows
move their long limbs grotesquely, tugging wildly at
their substances the w~hile, in the vain effort tojoin us
in our flight ;while overhead thc littie ciouds fly on
singly and in groups before us, beckoning us onward,
northward and ever northwvard, tilt darkness cornes
down and swallows up the earth with its dancing
scenes and its myriad life, and the many-eyed train
plunges forward atone through the night.
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