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IN THE LIFE TO (OME.

How gy I know you in heaven, my deur]one,
5 a.ﬁow that you care for me there ?
the soul fing its own, or wander alone
1 thoge vagye regions of air?

F .
O oW when my empty hand longs for your hand,

o nd My liys for the touch of your breath,
8¢e, lips anq hand, is my soul’s command,
OF your longings end with death.

A
2d whey my heart quickens with your heart’s love,

A .
Peand My brain with the thoughts you gave,
] ge, heurt ang brain, comes the mandate again,
¥ your tumalt ends in the grave.

Andwv:}}]fn’ by that every day miracle,
o iy earts b_ecome one heart,
big ©8 one l}fe, two strivings one strife,
only “till death do them part.”’
B
ug ';hte Soul dies not. Ok, of all the joys
o gm:l};ebhath 'not seen, nor heart known,
il 0 ut this, above all other bliss,
@ soul may find its own.

AL Frucnwyy WETHERALD,

THREE TO ONE.

I.

i Cre I ., M, urchison to My, Walters.
n thlS alnv like

]

Dog acky € a chip on the boundless ocean, adrift
amoiess ﬂougﬁOd? Wilderness of your Dblessed Ontario. 1
" Dropy, to )0 that comfortable commodity known as
kno&arts qunI "eSumemy hurried departure from Toronto
Yag,:: Myself W(len Somewhat sarprised you. I hardly
Iy y‘ftY. i m)’, ;aicarrled me away-—perhaps the yawning
b g Tlengg p Cxet-book and what you told me of your
O witr, > Plan of oo, 1
Ernn Mth ¢ toran . €ap country-visiting, had something
.(Pys delica \““ther with a strong recollection of Miss
vitseff y-Slprung congé,
) Owine b Where |
lta‘hSt g g bi

am staying, is a very queer little
to

long ago to the attempt of some
> personal profit. It would, howcver,
T Came ., At the consummation “which he Jooked
’ rasofllll_e final construction of the N()rthc.m
ut an ’}chs to the _wcst\.va%'d of the tnal
ersectiOnL“El to 'thc financier ssgllcmc and
ster of Ol sude and concession-road, a
in O adozen or so frame houses and a

of «ize twenty years ahead of
er oyt :)? rﬁgunls’;‘n'(_:,])i.tcclnrnl style at east
istic (\(y(}t(:. [his inn, Walters, 1s one

€ a preg Y f] would delight to focus itself—
' Queey ()13’ sketeh could be gotten up. Low
te Cave tPrUJCCtng aables with 511pnrﬂu-

- S toughs, some three or four tile-
€en bl?:lnleys’ innumerable dormer windows
Ulay an 1mposing entrance of

. ds an(
SR Serve to get ofl whatever weather-

stained wall attempts to obtrude from behind the Virginia
creeper climbing ambitiously everywhere. The general
effect certainly is quite romantic-—for existence in this
country, I mean—and a windlass-mounted well, to which
is attached a veritable ‘old oaken bucket,” stationed
between a pair of enormous willows, would not detract
from its beauty were a picture to be taken. But cnough
—I can't monopolize all my space in the description of
the vicinity, interesting as it may be, for asa matter of
fact, (you needn’t mention it just yet to Emily) a great
part of my attention since arrival has been bestowed on a
young village maiden ¢ fair as fair can be,’ whose laughter
1s so merry and chime-like as to force me into wishing
that Hermes’ wand could transform her into ‘ a wave o
th’ sea’ that she ¢ might ever do nothing but that.’

“I met her yesterday down by the ruins of an old mill.
My country education, though brief, has been to some pur-
pose; I knew enough to answer the somewhat astonished
glance she gave mc with a hearty ¢good morning -—a
piece of disinterested courtesy she, in turn, acknowledged
by a remarkably dainty little bow. Ofcourse I kad to aid
her over the rotting piles of timber strewn about, when she
told me, half-apologetically, she had been taking a short
cut throngh the bush and was, actually, stopping at the
hotel. Now I know you won't find fault with me when I
confess to my heart's perturbation on the walk home. I
think even your reserved nature, Walters, would have
responded to the necessities of the occasion, had you been
in my place; and then the prospective delights of a few
weeks” companionship with such a fair, blue-eyed creature
contrasted so favourably with the dreary fit of the dumps
lately afflicting me. Oh, yes! I think, old friend, my case
is quite excusable, and as a mere matter of form I may
state she must be well fixed, for I know cnough of Dame
Fashion’s trade-marks to perceive my rustic charmer
dresses well up to city styles.

“ All of which goes to prove, Walters, ¢hat I intend
joining the ranks of the odd million young fellows who have
found out, that

——" When far from the lps we love,
We have but to make love to the lips we are uear,’

to make ourselves happy, especially as the owner of the Iips
distant, in my case, has made up her mind to quarrel—
but remember, mention it not in Gath.”

11.

The Same to the Same.

“This date finds me still in the same place.  Your
advice, anent ‘letting country maidens alone,” conies a
tritle fate.  I'my sure she likes me an 1, withal, has such an
mteresting way of expressing curiosity about my city life
and acquamtances that--begad—1 feel rot at all cortain
of myself. .

“ 1 have had several piunts in e company 1 the woods
hiereabouts ; although she always Insists on bemg back at
the hotel unuccessavdy early before tea-time, 1 forgotin my
last to mention she is accompanied by < Mrs, Symthe, a aice
old lady of sixty-five or thereabouts There 1s some-
thing not quite ordinary about their relationship, too,
for although T have been here now a whole weck,
Rose -— that’s the pretty name of the pretty
young lady-—has not, since the first couple of days, been



