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by Aldrich, the story of the girl in
hlue in whom. we become almost as
much interested as did the hero of the
story, and who turus out, almost as
inucli to, our disgust as to his, to have
been no girl at ail, but only a phantom.
creature of bis friend's brain-mis-
chievously iniprovised to try how far he
could interest another in an illusion.
XVe sympathise heartily with the youth
who wakes frorn 'love's young dream'
to, find lis affection-wasted on a non-
existent ideal-thrown back on him-
self, and feel that he is at lest, as mucli
to be pitied as the loyers of Greek
fable who were hiable to, see the lady
of their choice suddenly converted into
a laurel or sorne equally unresponsive
object, A fable which, perhaps, finds
its real counterpart in many a mar-
riage, entered upon with glowing an-
ticipations, ail the ideal qualities in
the lover's mind being freely discount-
ed to the credit of the particular Dul-
cinea in question, when ho!1 the wed-
ding ring breaks the speil, and the
lover wakes to, find that the girl of his
imagination wus as non-existent au
was the maiden in ' diaphanous lulue'
of Aidrich's story, and that the wife
lie bua taken ' for better or for worse'
is sornebody very different indeed.
]But to, return to, our hammocks. Few
hammocks, in this Canada of ours,
could be more charmingly placed.
Overhead, interlacing boughs of feath-
ery pine, and glossy oak make a hua-
dred fans catching every fugitive breeze
that cornes their way. To the left
atrmost under the hammock, a cliff,
some eighty feet higli shelves down to
the rushing blue St. Lawrence below.
In front, the cliff curves round to, the
riglit, fringed here and there with pine
and cedar, whule beyond it the eye
ranges on to one wooded point sfter
another, curving greenly around shel-
tered baya; and to ishet after isiet,
set hike green feathery nesta in the
hlue river. Whichever way you turn
your head you can count isiands till
you have to, stop, because your eye
grows confused in the misty distance.

Every moment, too. the changing liglit.
varies the scene, brightens some dis-
tant point; brings out some distant
ishand into bohd relief, gives a deeper
blue to some distant stretch of river,
or reproduces with photographic' ac-
curacy, every tint and shade of the
foliage on the bank in the calin water-
behow. The river currents, too, are a
perpetually shifting study. They art-
Wo the river what the fleecy cloudsa
floating overhead are to the air. Every-
changing current makes its mark upon
them, the ripples noiselessly travelling
over the glassy river keep the record
of every shifting breeze, until the
breeze rises into a gale and thon the
snowy crests of the waves here and
there show in heMd relief against the
blue. Animate nature around is inter-
esting as well as inaninate. The rook,
cawing lis hoarse cômplaints from
the top of some anguhar weather beaten
pine ; the robin piping bis pathetie
hittle refrain, the whip-poor-wiill going
through bis monotonous catch with a
persverance anddeterminationworthy
of a devotee telling bis beads, are only
a few of the many sounds that suggest
the wide world of bird and beast life,
interesta, hopes and fears that lies out-
side our arrogant self-absorbed human-
ity, or a sharp ckiirr-chiî-r sahutes your
ear and you see a frisky 'chipmunk,"
full of important business, scrambling
up and down your pine, bustling about,
from brandi to branch hike an astute,
marketer, and finally tossing down a
specially fine fir cone, to, carry it off
and eat it at leisure, or-who knows.
-store it up for winter use. While,
you are stihi watching the chipmunk,
you hear a chorus, the phash of oars,
and lookmng down, see far behow you, a
boat gliding through the azure wave&
beneath, making a deep green doubler
of it8ehf and its passengers ; or you
catch through the waving bouglis the
gleam of a white sail, and presently a
graceful little yacht sals by in quiet,
dignity-a contrast strong enougli ta,
the noisy, puffing steam-yachts and
' propellers' that are ever and anoil-


