B! streamlot shyly trickled down, making
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1981 tions of the beauty and- valour and

a8l fortunes of the beroic dMadame.de Jo
¥ Tour, nurrating how’she held the for?
s

18 tbree-fola odds.

fretied silver, and through the rifts
2% the holy stars locked down like senti-
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¥ anv steady aegricultuml labour,
2 [aerence found him very chatty, and |
s he could spenk a littlo English and
B awrence o little baok French, thoy
8t on very well togothor.

@ Daptisto bad wandured all over the
N reat North and North-West, as far
B4 Fort Churchill on Hudson's Bay
#,2d up tho Saskatcliowan to near the
fat of the Rocky Mountains. He
R 1ad been omployed by the Hudson's
% Bay Company in the varied avocations
8 of trapper, voyageur, and guido; but
§ o0 one of his trips from Fort Willism,
fon Luke Superior, down the Ottawa
¥ 15 Montreul, with a convoy of furs,
#8 Lo hod fullpn a vigtim to tho fascina-
lions of a bright-eyed Indian girl at
W Caoghinawnga, Ho had now a bark
g vigwam and squgw-and two papocoses
B 1t that village, nnd confined his wan-
M derings within o limit of some four
B Londred miles, instead of two thousand
B 13 before.

§ Ho was full of vivacity, very p.lite
[ in his way, somewhat tholeric and
Rt tasty when crossed, and & rather
B oastful talker. He was very proud
iof his aristocratic ancestry. He
:; dhimed..descent from the Ohevalier
#¥i de Ia Tour, Governor of Acadie in tho
Biscentepnth century, and favoured
& Lawrence.with - highly romantic tradi-

W fdelity to her husband’s checkered

$%1at the mouth of the St. John again
The relnsionship
B! claimed was not improbable, fur sone
QB! of the best blood of France, that of
Mithe Moutforts -and Montragrencies,
B| flowed in the veins of semi-savage
3 wandeters in the swoods or divellers in
M- Indinn wigwams.

Towards evening the brigades of

88! behind o narrow beach, the dense
KB folinge rose liké n castle wall. A littlo

84| timd music over-its pebbles: * In an
Jircpen space the camp-fires were soon
8! tlozing brightly, the splendid black
B and browa- bass, caught by trolling in
8| the rivef, were soon broiling on the
B coals, and naver lordly feast ata king’s
B! table was enjoyed with keener zest
B! than the frugal repast of these handy
8| lonbermen, -
! It way goon.datk, for the season
38 | wos September, and, in the light of the

tamp-fives, the loungingfigures smok-}

M1iiog their short pipes, and some, wo
B8 | are sorry to.sry, playing cards, looked
| like 2 group of bapdits in oune of Sal-
¥8ivator Rosa’s paintings. The trees
overn~ad gleamed in the- fivelight like

i nels in mail of burnished-stecl keep-
ing ward upon thq walls of hegven,
@ Lenring the uncongeninl company,
i Lawrencs plunged into the caves of
g% . 3arkness of th~ grand old fovest, which
B hited on pillard colonnades its inter

| boats swept into o little cove, where, |

laced and fretied voof, morg stately:

any minster aigle.  There, with
thoughts of home and God and heavs n,
ho strengthened his lieact for the
dutics and the trials of his now life.
On returning to the camnp he grate-
fully accepted tho invitation of the
foreman to share his tent, and soon,
lying on a bearskin rug spread upoen
n bed of fragrant spruco boughs, was
fust asleep. Tho rest of tho crew
throw themselves down in their
blankets with their feet to the firo and
slept beneath the open canopy of
heaven.

Winh tho dawn the camp was nstir,
Breakfast was promptly dispatched,
gnd as the sun rose, turning the waters
into gleamiog gald, the little fotilla
again. glided on ity way. So passed
doy after day. Lawrence wag often
weary in hack and arms and legs with
rowing, and his hands wero soverely
blistered ; but the ever-changing pan-
grama of beauty was a perpetual
delight. Sometimes,as they appronched
o rapid-in the river, the sturdy boat
men would spring into the water and
push snd drag the battesux against
the foaming curreat. "When the rapid
was too strong to be overcome iu this
way, the boats were lightened and
pushed up with poles, and dragged
with Topes. Tho bales and boxes,
supported on the broad backs of the
men by s band going around their
forcheads, were earried over the port-
agoe to the calm water beyond.

The light-hcarted Frenchmen be-
guiled their labour by boat songs
having a rattling chorus, in which all
Jjoined. The favourite song was that
of the king’s son who went a-hunting
with his silver gun, with its strange
reiteration and stirring chorus, which
mude overy rower spring to biz oar
with renewed vivacity and vigour,

Baptiste led tho refrain, with in-
finite gusto, in a rich tenor voice, and
the whole company, English and
French, joined in the chorus, waking
the echoes of the forest aisies and
feathery crags os they passed. On all
our Canadinn:streams, from the grand
and gloomy Saguenay to the far Su.
katchewan, this song has been chanted
for over two hundred years. It s
therefore, as a relic of a phnse of
national life fast passing away, not
unworthy of & place in this chronicle,

{To Be continued.)

PATHER'S KNEELING-FLACE

Ary the children wero playing “Hide
the handke «chief.” I satand watchwd
them:a long while, and heard no un-
kind » vd, and saw scarcely a rough
movement; but afterawhile little Jack,.
‘175080 tury it was to hide the handker-
chief, went to the vpposite end of the
.tpom, and tried to secrelo it under the
cushion of the big armn chair. Freddie
immediately walked over to him, and-
said in”"a low, juiet voice, “Please
Jauk, dou't hide the handkerchief there,
thatis father’s knseling-place.”

stemed like sgered graund to me na it
did to little Freddie; and, by nad by,
as the yoars roll on, and this plae
ghall seo the futher no more forever,
will not tho wemory of this hallowad
spot Jeavo an impression upon the
young hearts that time and change
can nover cffece, and rewnin nx one
of the most precious mewories of
the old lome?
only n “father's kuceling-place” in
avery fannly I The wother kneels in

Oh, if there were

her chawber, and tenches the little
ones the morning and evening prayer,
but the futher’s presence is often want-
ing; business and the cares of lifa en.
gross all his time, and though the
mother longs for his cooperation in
the religious education of tho clildren,
he thinks it is a woman’s work, and
leaves it all to hee.—Sydney ddvocate.

Heaven {8 Near.

Omn, hearen {s nearer than mortals think,
Whea thoy look with a trembling dread
At the misty future that atretehes on
From the sileot homes of the dvad.

"Lis no lone {sle, in a lonely main,

No dustant but brilliant shore,

TWhera tho Joved ones who are called awsy
Must go to roturn no more.

No; heaven {s near us, the mighty veil
Of snortality blinds the cye,

That we see nat the havering angel band
On the shores of eternity.

Yet oft, iu the hour of holy thought,

To the thirsting soul is given

The power to picrco through the mist of

aense
To the besuteous acenes of heaven.

Then very near seem its poarly pates,

And aweotly ita barpiogs fall ;

The goul is restless to soar awoy,

And Jongy for tho angel's call.

I know, when tho silver cord is loosed,
And the veil is rent-away,

Not long vor dark will the passing be
To the realins of endless day.

The eye t. % shuts in the dying hour,
\Vill open the next in Llias;

The wyloome will sound in a beavenly world

. Ero the fzrewell is hushed in this.
{e pass from the clasp of mourning friends
[0 the arms of the loved and loat;

And the aniling faces will greet us there,
Which on carth we have valued most.

o

A BEAUTIFUL ANSWER.
Trar was a beautiful answer of a
little garl who, on being asked by a
Indy if ske had given her heart to
Cbrist, replied, *I do not know just
what that.-means; but I know I used
to plense mysclf, and now I try to
please Christ.” Tt is said of Jescs,
# For.even Christ pleased not himeelf,”
His mission of mercy to the world
implied that #te srcrificed his own
“plezsure und submatted to humihation
and suffering. They who are like
Christ will.cultivate the samo spirit.of
sacnifice, and geek to please others
rathe than themselves.,

A BALSON ¢an bho more -be run with.
out using up boys than n fouring will
nohout wheat, or o gaw-mill withuut
logs. The only question ia, whose
Yoyst  Our neighbour’s or our own?

Ieing a year older than Tom, wanted
to show her authority over him.
Tom was rough and awkward, and
just nt an age when a boy resents
all meddling with his *rights.”

HOW BESS MANAGED TOM.
Towa sister Nell was pretty, and

Ho
would put his hands in bis pockets, his
chnir on Nell's dress, and his “vet on
the window-sill.  Of courae, t* oy often
quarrelled.

“For pity’s sake, Tom, do take your
hands out of your pockets,” Nell would
sy, in her masg vexing monner.
“IWhat are pocketa for, I'd like to
know if uat to put ene’s hands int”
And Tom would shistle, und march
ofl.

“Taoin, I don’t beliove you've combed
your hair for a week.”

“Well, what's the uso?t It would
be all roughed up again in less than
an hour.”

#I do wish, Tom, you would take
your great boots off tho.-window-aill.”
#“Oh, Aon't buthey ma, I'm reading,”
Tom woyld say, aud tha boots would
not stir an inch, which, of course was
very naughty. And soit would go on,
from morning till night.

Bat littlo Bess had a different way
with somewbat stu” ‘wrn Tom., Dess
acemed to understandihat coaxing was
better than driving; and sometimes,
when he sat with both hands plunged
in his pockets, Bess, with a book or
pictare, would nestle dewn beside him,
and almost before he knew itone hand
would be patting her curls, while.tho
other turned the leaves or held the
pictures. If she chanced to sae his
fect on the window-sill, she would sap:
tJust try my otteman, Ton:, dear,
and see how comfortable it is to the
fect3” and though Tom oceasionally
growled, in a good-natured way, about
its being too low, thy boots always came
down. ‘YWhenever his hair looked very
rough, she would -,cal behind him, and
smooth it oy, in o way Tom liked sa
well, that it was a temptation to let it
go rough, just for tho pleasure of having
her comb it. Yet, for the next three
days at lepst, he would take special
pains to keep every haic in its place,
shaply to pleaso httlp Bess.

As thoy grow older, Bess, mn the |
samo quict and loving way, helped him
to grow wise and manly., If she had
un interesting book, she always )
wanted Tom to enjoy it with her: «f
she was going to call on any of her |
youug-friends, Tom was always invited |
ta go with her. ]

“1 can’t understond,” sid lady 1
Nell, # why you should want that boy |
forever at yourheels. He's rovgh and
awkward nsa bear.” ’

% Bome bexrs dre as gentle as knt
tens,” waid DBess, slipping her arm ¢
through his, with o loving hog, white
the “bear?” felt a wartn glow at Lis
beart, as he wolked awey with Bess,
and determined to bio J* gentie ana kit
ten,” for Lier 22ke.
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Tnk pogrest school 18 not tou powr

Yours or mine$

pud nweanspiring in tho gloom thaa

“‘Eat_.her’s kneeling-ph«_c&!" It

to do somettung for nussicps,
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