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THE LOST PIONEER.

Hurrah ! Harrah | for Canada,

Never crush’d by tyrant’s sway

Throughout thy wide Dominion,
The , young, and gay

Come rally round the standard now,
Come rally to the stand,

With hearts united to the fair,
1n this our forest land.

Loug years of toil we left the soil,
Our good old vative shore,

To baild oar homes upon this earth :
‘Where trees had stood of yore,

‘We swept the bosom of our fields
And labor'd with our hands

To build onr cabins and our towns
‘Within the lotted rands,

By sail we cross’'d the ocean wide,
And brav'd the tide of chance.
No steam bad we to plow the sea
From England or France.
‘We brav'd the dangers of the deep
‘With God, our pioneer,
Through calm and through the chilly breese ¥
To plant our foutsteps here. )

Hurrah ! for a land of freedom,
‘Where health and comforts dwell,
The virtuous Queen of England,
Aod hearts we love so well.
May our cause for ever prosper,
W(i)ll‘ir banueuafree frol:: '“‘ninnd.
th peace and plenty in our
And good Viotgria'n reigo.

Iu this laud of lakes and valleys,
Where gently glides the stream.

And ou the side of mountains glow,
The moon's bright rising beam

8heds itssplendor all around us,
‘Where aged cotters dwell,

Masic from the harp hath found us
Its loving memories tell.

Our fathers rest beneath the sod,
Hearts worthy of the uame,

They nail’d their colours to the mast,
‘While sailing o'er the main,

They hore the battle of the breeze,
‘While seeking favor’'d gain,

And swept away the tately trees
In their triniupbant reign.

Hamilton. ANOS PITT.

In consideration of our appreciative review of
his poems in a late number of the News, Mr.
Amos Pitt has had the kindness to send us the
manuscript of the above as primitie, for which
ge bzg 'lm:I to aécept our most cordial thanks.—

n. C. [LN.
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HELEN.
BY AUSTIN LESLIE.
1

Such is the simple title of my story. It is a
short name—only five letters of the alphabet:
to those who delight in aristocratic high-sound-
ing names a very ordinary plebeian oneindeed ;
but to me it is the name among the names of
women, at the sight of which, in a playbill ora
tale, in a newspaper paragraph or a milliner's
circular, on massive door or modest window-
plate, a thrill goes through my heart, and 1
feel a beating there that is not easily hushed.
Yet why should I try to still it? Are not all
the happiest hours of my life associated with
that dear name § At the mention of it there
seem to float before my eyes the waves of golden
brown hair that encircled as with a halo the sweet
face, and the soft violet eyes are looking again
into mine, and the old well-remembe: tones
seem to swell in music upon my ear. What
folly to speak thus when I shall listen to them
no more for ever !

. Yet I still love to think of by-gone days—it
is the only happiness that is left me now—days
that were ushered in with clouds of crimson
glory, filling the east with their roseate hues,
deepegnng on through the noon into: dazzling
sunshine and an unclouded sky; but the pro-
mise of a glorious day went down in thunder
* aud lightning and furious storm. Even so has
it been with me ; and the storm, alas, may not
have spent its force, but be gathering fresh
strength Lo pour out its vials o% wrath on my
devoted he Well, I have borne it yet, and
my heart ia well-nigh seared and scarred with
wounds and sorrows ; .but I shall bes'r it to the
end. What more pleasure can the world have
in store for me? Let the ruin fall in pitiless
showers and the bleak wind howl around the
narled and crooked trees that stand crouching
fore the blast. 1 shall stand firm unto the
end. I can bear my fate. :

What bitter, dark, brooding sense of evil is
_this that is filling my heart? What other fate
do ] deserve than this that has now come upon
me? And yet itis sweet to look back on the
lost days—the days that are no more. And a
balmy breath of summer wind seems to steal
over my spirit, and a voice of unutterable love
to come borne on the whispering breeze, telling
me that there is a solace for the wounded heart
and a balm for the broken spirit. Ah, I wonder
if that balm will ever be mine!

All is yet a8 clear and distinct to my mental
vision as on that happy day when I put my
knapsack on my back, and with canvas and
colours, and all the other paraphernalia of a
landscape-painter, took my way into the regions
-of fl and fell. Ah, for those happy days
when with a buoyant heart I climbed heath and
hill, and filled my longing soul with the beauti-
ful vision of creation—the tumbling brook, the
roaring torrent,the heuath-clad moor, the rugged
mountain in all its stern and cilorioua majesty,
watching cloud and sunshine chasing each other
.over hill and dale, and mnaferring to the glow-
ing canvas effects of storm and mist, rain and
sunset ! Now in shady dells and silvan glades
of wood and forest, catching the sheeny light
«cast on the tremulous foliage, and striving to
«depict in all its wonderful anatomy the gnarled

trunks and tapering branches of the monarchs
of the wood, among wild flowers and grasses
growing by the hedgerows, watching the golden
tints on the ripening grain, as Autumn, with
russet fingers, mellowed the wooded uplands ;
and again on the solemn shore, amid the glisten-
ing seaweed-covered rocks and brown-ribbed
sand, with the tumbling waves and the murmur
of the unresting surge—God’s never cessing
music—around me. Say you that the vocation
of a 1 ndscape-painter is an idle pursuit, un-
worthy of a cultivated mind? Let him have—
as he should have—a deep reverence for the
works of the Creator, and patiently persevering
in his attempt to perpetuate that which he
deeply reverences, striving to regmseut worthily
something which has touched his inmost feel-
ings, each difficulty he overcomes tends to
strengthen and ennoble, each victory affords
him the keenest possible delight. But why do
I talk of those old days, maundering thus about

t joys that can never return, that are gone
or evermore, taking with them all the gladness
and buoyancy of youth, and leaving behind but
the wreck cast up by the waves on a barren
shore ?

1t seems but as yesterday that 1 saw her as
she came along the path in the wood, where 1
sat transferring to my canvas some exquisite
ferns and foxgloves that grew together on the
bank, their green and purple tints blending in
perfect lusciousness of colour with the wild-
flowers wing beside them. 1 thought her
then, and I think her still (in the innerwmost
depths of my lonely heart), the loveliest woman
that God had ever made : with a slender and
eminently graceful form, in all the soft round.
ness of budding womanhood, a perfect oval face
crowned with a glory of golden-brown hair, and
deep violet eyes, tender and true as the sky that
is mirrored in the depths of the placid lake. I
cannoi describe her features ; when you looked
at her you knew that you were looking at some-
thing of exquisite loveliness, though it would
have been difficult to describe what really formed
that surpassing beauty. It wasthe whole design
that pleased, and the soul within all. Bat
sweeter than all else was the smile that over-
spread her face with a radiance as of something
heavenly, and made you almost feel as if you
were looking upon the face of an angel. I tried
to transfer that heavenly look to canvas in a

icture representing an angel cheering on a sol-
sier in the battle of life, with bruised armour
and bleeding feet, tired and wearied, and nearly
overcome by the heat of the day and the ardour
of his toil, but receiving fresh vigour for further
noble efforts by the encouraging smile. It is
but a poor attempt to depict with the unworthy

igments of this earth what cannot he limued
gy poor humanity ; but it is to me a valuable
memento, a gem of tEriceless worth, with which
I shall not part to the date of my death—nay,
not even then ; for it shall be buried with me,
and we shall go down to the grave together.

1 can only remember now that 1 asked her
some questions about the place—I think the
nearest road to a scene I wished to paint the
next day—and that this chance meeting gra-
dually ripened into acquaintance, and then into
love. 1 have in my writing-desk some lines 1
wrote on a scrap of paper that day after she had
passed vut of my sight, which I keep, not from
their poetical merit, but as a memorial of old
times. Here they are; very silly 1 may think
them now, but I did not think so when I wrote
them :

** T have seen her, my love, my queen,
And the lowers were kirsing her feet ;
Daisies and lilies in white and green
Looked up her coming to greet :
And.a sunbeam stole through the leafy sheen
_ Where the oak and the linden meet.

She is sweet as the breath of the spring
That comes laden with scent of flowers,
‘When the lark soars aloft on the wing
In the blush of the blossoming hours,
And the soft-voiced thrush and the linnet sing
In the shade of their leafy bowers.

My luve with the vlolet eyes,
And the bair of golden brown,

‘Where the suushine for ever nestling lies
Half bid in the radiant crown,

Till the glowing light of even dies
A way over hil| and down!

Winds, breathe soft on her head !
Kiss, O ye flowers, her feet!

O rosy sun, in the western red,
Grently upon her beat; -

Beat till the rose of love is spread
Where the oak and the linden meet !’

From that day all attempts at landscape-
painting were at an end ; for me henceforth this
was a holy memory of the past. Everything
wore a glory look, as of E:lenin its time of fairést
loveliness : each bosky island was as Prospero’s
enchanted isle, each lake like the sea of glass on
the eternal shore ; the mnountains seemin% to
stretch away to the unseen and the illimitable,
where no shadows ever cloud their mele slopes,
and where no mist ever rests on their lofty sum-
mits. i

But above all her face was ever before me,
coming between my vision and the-scene I en-
deavoured to depict, so thut at morn, or noon,
or even, wherever I might be, I saw always the
soft tender violet eyes looking at me, and the
golden glory of her waving hair shining before
my eyes.

II.

ON inquiring from my landiady, 1 found that
my rustic beauty was the daughter of a furmer

who had died some time before, and that she
now lived in the villa§e of Gleneden with her
widowed mother ; and 1 was not long in lgotting
an opportunity of calling upon her. Her fa-

ther, from what I heard of him, had evidently
been an intelligent, well-educated man, and
Helen being his only child, he had given her an
education abeve the common wants of the dis-
trict, and had looked upon her as the very apple
of his eye. I found her mind as well informed
as her appearance was pre ssing, and in
those happy days gave myself wholly up to the
sweets of love. Their little cottage was the
Erettiest in the whole village, with ivy and

oneysuckle climbing up the porch ; the sum-
mer breeze wafting into the pleasant little room
the fragrance of the roses that grew up the wall
and clustered about the window-sill. And so
the days passed on, each more delightful than
the one preceding, until I thought that if there
was heaven on earth it was surely here. At last

I asked her to be my wife. I can yet remember | th

the conversation that passed between us as we
sat on » mossy bank in the wood, witl, the
brook at our feet purling over the pebbles in its
bed, its tinkling cadence, soft and low, bearin
a _sooll:!nng drﬁmﬁy feelintg t(;lvgr the spirit, mﬁ
mingling with the song of the birds a i

of tl;ie‘ ffl:lin leaves. 8 s and whisper

“My darling!” Aund I put my arm
her yielding waist, and logked i)xrxto he:o 1;:3
eyes that were cast down to the ground, but
when I spoke looked into mine with the light
of love beaming from them.

¢ Will you be my wife, Helen? Do you
think you love me well enough to be that ¢
1 know 1 can never love another as I love you
and uuntil I saw you 1 did not know what it wa:x
to love. Without you to share it life will hence-
forth not be worth living for ; but with you
it will be an Eden for ever. Will you accom.
pany me on the voyage, dearest, when I will try
to shield you from all trouble and care ? Helen
will you be mine for ever and ever, till deatl’l

rts us ¥’

““Yes, Arthur.
first.”’ .
She spoke in low gentle toues, lond enough
however, for me to hear, and to me they weré
t})e ;:vdeetlfst words t}:)ey had ever listened to. 1
clas er to my beating heart, and
her check with Kiswes.,  © covered

‘¢ Ah, but, Arthur, perha ou'll i
of me, and be asha.medp:f y(l)):r yvillagegev:'la?;:ﬁ
Xrl:i“” you take me among your own kin.

1 have loved you from the

“Never, my darling! Though
world should forsake you? I will begneualflor ;l;:
to lean upon, and to comfort and love you for
ever and ever, so help me God 1

Were these idle words I spoke to her, with.
out even the shadow of truth in them ? God
knows I loved her then, and love her still, ag 1
never shall love any on earth again, and’ that
what I spoke 1 spoke out of a true heart.

The sun was setting behiud the far-off hills
as we took our way homeward, happy as ever
lovers were. hagpy on this side the grave. We
spoke little—when the heart is full the tongue
is often most silent—but we knew the thoughts
that were in each other’s hearts, and her looks
at least, were more eloquent than words. And
as we parted at the stile that led to the vil}
we plighted our troth again, and with a burn.
ing kiss and a close cmbrace parted, her golden
hair glistening in the tender sunshine as she
;lowly walked by the beech-trees towards her

ome,

1 returned to the woods, and walked there til]
the moon shone out ou the sleeping earth, and
shed her silver radiance through the stiil.
ness of the glade. 1 sat again on the moss
bank where we had®told our love, listening u’;
the eternal murmur of the stream, that seemed
to tell of peace and hapbiness that would never
P When 1 reached my lodgi 1

en I reached m ngs in the i

1 found a letter awa?;ing ﬂe,gs with thee Vlsi:‘mnrg_
scription, ‘¢ Sir Arthur Compton, Bart.” (,“:;;d

! what was this ? I was distantly connected
with the Comptons of Grange Court; but as
there were two persons not much older than
myself who barred any prospect of my succeed.
ing to the title and estates, I had always looked
upon it as an idle dream, and had banished
from my mind all iden of the probability of its
ever happening. Aud now, when I least ex.
pected it, it had come true. 4 daroret! Ryt
to what fortuitous chance was I indebted for

being thus addressed ?  With trembling fingers | boiled

I broke the seal, and read :
** Lincoln's-inu Fields, London, July

“ Sir Arthur Complon, Baronet. * ?7’ 8=

*“Dear Sir Arthur,—We have the honour of
informing you that, owing to the sudden death
by a railway accident, of which you may have
read in the daily papers), of Sir Charles Comyp.
ton, Baronet, and his cousin, you have succeeg
ed to the title and estates.

¢ We shall be glad to be continued ag agents
of the estates, a position which our firm has
held for the last forty years.

““We are, dear Sir Al'th\ll‘, your °h@dient
servants,

*“ BLACKENRIDGE & MoRrp;g

*“P.S. As there are various matt,
nected with the estatex which it jg ":Ssi ri(l)}]l
should be attended to as so0on a8 poggiple w:

t]

would suggest your coming to Londop g4 4 | fro

early a date as you conveniently can,”

I can]scaw::(yl no: tell with
feelin, perused and reperused thig gy
dlopt. Little that night,. cogitating o:,:regmle. 1
luck, and ‘woudering how my betrothe, dy good
bear the tidings which I had now to te) _W?lxld
looked upon news as equally with, » or 1
concerning her, as she had agreed to b‘:?yself
my wife. . 20 become

what varied | ;

———
I rose early, and afte
r along walk
et e, el L et
seedmy beloved ome at the ;rindgw:axlg:g;ngotg
and watching for me as was her wont. Bugt by
:ile Zias there ; and when I entered 1 found 111:2
la{e onnt y;o;n“t:qent, that a friend had called
Vious evening, and asked b,
g0 to nurse a relative who was n i
4 ot e
}zeam:gkdayf, and that she might n?t)el:el?a:li
€K. 1 canuot tell ‘what a dis int-
ae;: :hlz was t0 me ; bl_xt it was too fa:pfr(:zl::xte
ot A oﬁ er in the pressing circumstances, and
f‘mmng time to acquaint her with the
o b ulx]m Ehat had befallen me. So, telling
ndonmt egs mother that I had to leave for
o ons gﬁd tl}lxat 1 should write after I got
thin? and v»:a nte;ﬂ' tgood-b_ye, packed up my
Lo]ngz;n ey morning.y the next train, reaching
in L‘::l :ll:row‘? into new society on my arrival
encemen: hcnmg, rich, and titled, my pres-
el s nt%et at :hsi:;)usesdo: the noble and
Tt ! city, and for
after my amvm life Was one rozﬁ:seopri};?

a8,
T let tho meet vilage of ey © Helen since

business which h
gagements from v:l?ictl‘: ?ecattended to, and en-

a8 a panther,
the raven’s wip a
g, and large lustroy
gg;esaolf;tdafrlxd melting, as an April sig::; elyles,
¢ Bshing, as they were kindled I:ny ;)n“-’

dignation or i
1 nsulte b
was fair fora bruy d pride. Her complexion

tra lette, and dazz)i on
gm??x{:r:;:)tig;m;‘toﬁlsffept when Ir:g :;::H:: ‘(t,?‘
l“h_ on the face, eepen the delicate rose-

my village maiden v :s nf Ol;ady Laura’s presence

n tten

! ;:ea:g:x;?(ih?yself withgzt rel:i:zizzhet; [:ll‘x(;
> syren. Out of

old feeling of tenderness for r?xyht;’:sg ﬁ?:élieofl}fﬁ

d ; or in th
attend her ¢ the evening | w,
one, whe at the Opera, the envied of max(: ul«:

would i
her beautifyl eyi‘:."e 8tven much for a look fr):)m
11,

I met her at an o temptation ang the fa]
v nin ¢ fall.
mere’s, when '1 th(}ught I had nf;:dy Winder-

a beating h
re‘t;reshment. g1' :l:anv’vaz :l:e
wh:;: t;he delicate fiy, ance au(‘!l1 !
Fes cre mpted the tiret?r h o mos-
m the excitement of ¢}, -
wats untenanted )
yet up-stairs, and ¢
where, at the farther .
< end. Ve went,
leo“:)te:.h:fbustle of the part‘;,e ::ireh‘il;&u by
like o o r(;;(ie;archmg bon%hs, the placee: ey
rooms above, :l?t;rh:il: . arf vith st z?l:;::
‘ * Wa i
How superbly beautify] sie 1:3225“ gslz:s;e. t
e sa

down with g u R
velvet couchqg eenly grace beside me on the goft

Her eyes .
eamy deliciou Yos Were moigt wig
a8 of o rme-bloos.tenderness, there wag o bhxsfll

m o
see her bosom rige an!:} l;:ﬁ ﬁl‘::il;:’h ‘:Ed I could
e

accordingly we

this enchang

ress, boup

;%e\lle;)i ;he serpent, 1 wag entire]
w tvoht,wn. oy
heut abo‘: a'.pars_;dlse this ig, after th
Y eex h said Lml.y aura softtl y
don 1«-:?1233% with the exert)i:;ns of th
T Magnificent head agains:

the masses of her

ithout the

noise and

dio . e i

chol;:ei?}goof fairy music, ansa:hllkerftuh n nflelo.
fragrance t::gmsil:ed the air wit a égfici!::sl
The twinkling Ped the senges ip Elysium.

m =

a sof nch iffusi

Laurs 2gical light over ¢ : nstcl::g.t ’ i'smffﬁ}‘
Ing of her m e 1 conld feel the heav-
fiery impulgeg of o B212St My heart ; and all the
with the wim,u‘ Ty nature, heated as they were
In an uncontpyy 'ad drunk, burst their bonds
everything 1, le rush of passion that carried
myrg:amg e-f:'e . T clasped her madly to
COvered sufigien;y. 8%, before she had re-
free hersely from myy ;::“]p her astonishment te

.
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