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THE LOST PIONEER.
Hurrah 1 Hurrah 1 for Canada,

Noever crna'd by tyraut's sway
Tbrongbout tby wide Dominion,

Tbe aeYonng, and gay
Corne irv round the standard aow,

(Jome rally lo te stand.
Wit bebarta united tu the 61r,

la Ibis our foreal land.

Long yaarsOf o!ltiwa eft the soi],
Our Irod oId native aboe,

To iiuild out homes upon Ibis eartit:
Where trees had stood of yora,

We swept the. boaom ofoutr fields
And labord wilh our bauds

To buihd onr cabine and our towua
Wltbtn tbe lotd raode.

By sait vo cros'd taeocean tide,
And brav'd thea tida of chance..

No sembad we o lo w the am
Frotu England or France.

W. brav'd the dangers of ithe deep
Wittb Qd, our pionear,

Titrnugitnahu and itrougit te chiiy broe1,1
To plant our foutatape be..

Hurraitt for a landeof freodora,
Where beallt suDd comforta dwell,

Tbe virtueus Queeu o! Engiand,
And bearts we love se wll.

May our causa for avar prosper,
Our bannera, fefro he stain,

Wlhb peaoeansd plenty lu out land,
And goud Victoria'& reigz.

lu Ibis land ef lakesanad valhays,
Whoe.geutiy glîdas the traam.

And ou the. sida o! mountains giov,
Tbe moo's bnlgbt rising beam

Shteds Ita splandor ahi aronnd us,
Wbare agod collons dwaii,

Musilfom hote barp bath fouud un
Its ovlng menteries tati.

Our fathers rest boeoalt the sod,
Hearta vorthy o! the uame,

Tbey nail'd their colours te the mast,
Wbiloasaiiing o'er the, main,

'They bora thiehattie o! the bromse,
Whilic aeklug favor'd gain,

And sWept ewasy the .tatoly trees
la tbalr triniuphant reigu.

Bataillon. Ames PIT.
In coimideration of our appreciative review of

bis peerna in a late numhor of the Nzws, Mr.
Amos Pitt bas lied the kindacas te send us the
manuscript of the above as primifioe, for wbich
wo beg bim te aecept dutr most cordial tbanks.-
El). C. I. N.

HELEN.
BY AU'STEN LESLIE.

1.
Sncb is the. simple titi. of amy story. It is a

.short nansnly 6iv. latter. cf the alphabet:
te thiose who delight in aristocratie bigb-seund-
ing naines a very ordinary plebeian oe nideed ;
but te me it is the. nanie antong the names of
vomen, at the igit of which, in a playbill or a
tale, in a newspaper paragraph or a milliner's
circular, on massive door or modest vindow-
plate, a tirill goos through my beart, and 1
feel a boatîng tiiere that i.net easily bushed.
Yot wby sbould h try te stili it ? Are net ail
the happieat heurs of amy ife assoiated with
that dear namet At the mention of it there
secam te float before May cyctite vaves of golden
brown bain that en circl d as with a halo the sweet
face, and the seft violet eyes are looking again
inte mina, and the. old well-remeamhored toues
seemoi telal in Music upon amy car. Wbat
fehhy te speak thus when I shail listen te them
ne more for aven 1

Yet h still love te tbink of by.geue days--it
15 theonouy happinesa that i8 left me now-days
that were usberad in with clouds cf crinison
glory,.filhing the euat with their roaeate hues,
depening on tbrougb the. noon inte- dazzling
sunsbine and an unclonded sky; but the pro.
atise of a glenieus day vent down in thunder
and ligtîîing and fuions storni. Evan se bas
it beau witb me; and the sterin, ales, may net
bave apent its force, but ho gatharing fresh
8trent por eut its vials cf wrath on amy
devoted head. Welb, 1 bave borne it yet, and
amy beart i. weil-riigb seared and scarrod with
wvoundn and sorrows ; but 1 shal bern it te the
end. Wiat more pleasure can the worbd bave
in store for met Lot the. raim fail in pitiles
choyer. and tih. bleak wiud howl around the

îiarbed and crooked tree that stand creuching
~efore the blast. 1 chail stand fin unte the

end. I can bear my fate.
Wbat bitter, dark, brooding sane of evil in

tii. tbat is filling amy heart T Wbat other fate
"do 1 daserve than tis that bas nov comae upon
'net And yat ît i8 aveet te look back on the
ost day-th. day» that are ne more. And a

helasy braath of summen wind seanis toestea
over myspiit, and a voice cf unuttarabla love

trunks and tapering branches of the monarcha
of the wood, among wild flowerd and grasses
gwing by the hedgerowe, watching the goldentit on the ripening grain, as Âutumn, with

ruse fngra ml=wd the wooded uplanda;
and agin onthe sl shore, amid the glisen-

ing seaweed-covered rocks and brown-ribbed
sand, with the tumbling waves and the mrînur
of the unresting eurge-CGod'e neyer ceasing
music-around me. Say you that the vocation
of a 1 ndocape-painter is an idie ptirsuit, un-
worthy of a cultivated iniîîdY Let hin have-
as hie ahould have-a deep roverence for the
works of the Creator, and patientiy persevering
in his atternpt to perpettuate that which hoe
deeply rovoronces, striving to repreeent worthily
aomething which has touched he isnrost feel-
ings, oach difficulty hoe overctmmes tends te
atrengtben and ennoble, ewh victory affords
hit the keenest possible delight. But why do
1 talk of those old daye, maundering thus about
past joye that caunenver returu, that are gone
Ior evermore, takinc with thema al the gladness
and b'îoyancy of youth, aiid leaving bebind but
the wreck cast up by the waves oin a barren
shore?1

It seema but as yesterday that 1 saw ber as
che camne along the path in the wood, where 1
sat transferring te mny canvas sort iexquisite
ferus and foxgloves that grew togother on the
bank, thoir green and purpie tints blending in
perfect lusejouanoas of colour with the wild-
flowers growing beside theas. I thougbt lher
then, anu 1 think hier stili (in tbe innerinest
deptbs of my lonely heart), the lovelijet woînan
that God had ever made : witb a siender and
eminently graceful forai, in ail the aoft round.
nesa of budding woaîanhood, a perfect oval face
crowned with a glory of golden-brown bair, and
deop violet eyes, tender and true as the aky that
je inirrored in the depths of the placid lake. 1
cannoL describo bier features ; when yen looked
at bier you know that you were looking at soute-
thing of exquisite lovolineis, though it would
have been difficuit to describe what really formed
tbat surpassing beauty. It was the whole design
that pleased, and the soul within ail. But
sweetor than ail else wec the sule that over-
spread ber face with a radiance as of sonmething
heavenly, and inade yout almost feel as if you
were looking upon the face of an angel. 1 triod
te tratnsfer that heavenly look to canvas in a
picture representing an angel cheering on a sol-

dier 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 bis toil, but reeeiving fresh vigour for furtber,
noble efforts by tbe encouraging amile. It i.
but a poor atternpt to depict with the unworthy
p igments of tbis eartb wbat canot ho limîîed
bypoor humanity ; but it ie te nie a valuable
momente, a gent of pricele-4s worth, with wbich
1 shall not part to the date of nmy death-nay,
not even tben ; for it shall' be buried with me,
and we shahl go down te tbe grave together.

I can only remomber now that I asked bier
soute questions about the place-I think tbe
nearest road te a 8scee1 wished te paint the
next day-and that this chanîce meeting gra-
dually ripened inte acquaintaîîce, and then itîto
love. I1'have in my writing-desk sorne linos 1
wrote on a scrtp of paper tiiet day after she had
passod out of nmy sigbt, which 1 keep, not front
their pootical neit, but as a meniorial of old
times. ilere they are; very silly 1 niay tbiiîk
theni now, but 1 (iid net think ce wben 1 wrote
them :

1 hava seau ber, my love, xuy queeui,
And the flowers were ktssiug her fot;

Daei nsd Ilieiintwhite and igreen
Lookf-d up ber cootng to greet:

Axd.s sonbeam t li.throuigb the leafy sheen
Wbere the o.k and the lindon meot.

8h. la sweet as the breatb of the sprlug
That contes laden with scout o!f Rowers,

Wben the Iark joars alofi on the wiug
In the blissb of the. blosoing heurs,

And the soft-voicod thrusb snd the lhune? .iiîg
la the shade of their leafv bowers.

My ove with the violet eyea,
Aud the bair of golden brow n,

Where lte sungitine for ever ue6tliug lies
Half bld lu the radiant crown,

Til the* giwiug iight of aveu die
AÂwiy over bill aud down 1

Wluids, breatbe ,oft on ber bead I
Kisa, O y. flowers, ber fet'

0 roay sun, Iu the wastern rad,
(4eutly upon ber boat ; -

Beat tli tbe roae of love la spread
Wbero tba oak and the liudau uietot"

Froin that day ahl attempts at bindsSca
painting were at ant end ; for nie bencefortb this
wus a bely memory of the past. Everytbing
wore a glory look, as of K Ion in its tinte of fairdt

ther, from wbat I heard of him, b.d avidently
been an intelligent, well-edncated mnan, and
Helen being his oniy cbild, ho bad given ber an
oducation abeve the common wanta of the dis-
trict, and bad looked upon ber as the very apple
of bis oye. I found ber mind as well infornied
as ber appearance was prepossessing, and in
those bappy days gave myseîf wbolly up te the
sweets of love. Their little cottage was the
prettieiit in the wholo village, witb ivy and
honeyeuckle climbing up the perch ; the suas.

mer breeze wafting into the pleasant little roni
the fragrance of the roses tbat grew up the wall
and clustered about the window-sill. And se
tbe days psssed on, oaci nmore delightful than
the one proceding, until 1 thon ght that if thora
was heaven on eartb it was surely bore. At last
1 asked ber te ho my wife. I can yet remember
the conversation that passed between us as wo
sat on as mosay bank in the wood, witb the
brook at our foot purling over the pabbles in its
bed, its tinkling cadence, seft aînd low, b n
a soothing dreamy feeling over the spirit, a
mingling with tbe eong of tic bird.sud wbisper
of the falling leaves.

diMy darling 1" And 1 put amy arm round
ber yiehding waist, and looked inte hor aoft
eyes tbat wero cast down te the ground, but
when 1 spoke looked inte mine witb the ligbt
of love beaming froam thein.

t"dWihh you be my wife, Helen ? Do yen
tbink you love me well enougb to e h at ?
1 know 1 caîî nover love another as 1 love you,
aud until 1 saw yen h did net know wbat it wsa
te love. Withent yen te share it lifo wil lience.
forth net ho werth living for ; but witltyou,
it wilho an Eden for over. Will you accen,.
pany me on the voyage, dearest, wben 1 will try
te sbield yen froni ail trouble and care ? Helen,
wxhl you ho mine for ever and ever, tilI deatb
parts us V

"iYes, Arthur. 1 bave loved you froas the
firit. P

She spoke in 1ow gêîttle tones, lond eîougb,
bowever, f'or nie te bear, and te m@tc tey were
the sweotest words tbey had ever listened te. 1
chasped ber te amy beating heant, and covered
ber cbeek with kisses.

dAh, but, Arthur, perbaps you'll got tired
of nme, and be asharned of YOur village maiden
when you take nie ainong your own kmn.
dred."

"'Neyer, amy darling! Thougb ail the
world sbould fcrsake yen, I will ho near for yen
te lean upon, and te comfort and love yen for
ever and ever, se help me Qed t"

Were these idle words 1 spoke te ber, witb.
eut eveit the sbadow of trutb in theni ? God
kîîows 1 loved ber thoît, and love ber stili, as I
nover chahl love any on earth again, and that
whatt I spoke 1 spoke eut of a true heart.

The sun was sotting hohind the far-oif bll.
as we teok our way bomowatrd, happy as ever
levers were. happy on this sîde the grve, We
spoke little--when the heart je full the tongue
i. often niost silent-but tve knew the thoughts
that were in each other's bearts, and ber looka,
at least, were more elequent than words. And
as we parted at the stile that led te the village,
we pligbted our troth again, and witb a hum.-
ing kiss and a close embrace parted, ber golden
hair glistening in the tender suas-hine as she
slowhy walked by the beech-trees towards ber
homo.

1 returnod te the woods, and walked there till
the moit shone eut on the sleeping eartb, and
shed ber silver radliance through the stili.
ness of the glade. 1 sat again on the nlosy
baiîk where we had*told our love, litening te
the eternal amurnitr of the streani, that Beoaîaed
te tell of peace and happiness that would neyer
pas. away.

Wben 1 reaclied amy lodgings in the evening
I found a letter awaiting nie, with the super-
scription, "Sir Arthur Compton, Hart." Good
Ged ! wbat was this?! I was distantly cennected
with the C'omptons of Grange Court; but as
there wei'e two persons net muci eIder than
înyself who bared aîîy prospect of amy succeed-
ing te the tiLle and estates, 1 had alwaàys looked
upon it as an idie dreain, and bad hanished
frem amy mmid aIl ides of the probahility ol its
ever happening. Anad îtw, wben 1 loast ex.
pe cted it, it had couic true. A baroIt I But
te what fortuitous chance was 1 indebted for
being thus addressed? Witb trembling fiîtgers
1 broke the seal, and read :

ILineolu'a*-inu Fild#, London, julv 17,1..
"S'ir Arthtur Coîîaploit, Barona.*
"Deai Sir Artbr,-Wo have the honour of

infornîiîg you titat, ewiug te tho sudul death,
by a railway acideîtt, of wbich yen anay bave
rad in% tho daily paiprml- of Sir Chapiri--

-&PIaL 79 1877.

Irose oanîys and atter a long vaktho
the. voods te calas my mmnd teck the Sknown path te the village, fulîy azpecting te
see amy beîoved oeaat the vindew, hooking eutand watching for mue as vas lier vont. But neeue vas thore ; and viien 1 antered 1 feund teamy disappintasent, that a friend bad calladlate on thopreviens evening, and asked lier tego te nurse a relative vie vas net expected teliv. many days, and that sic migbt net ho backfor a veek. 1 cannot tell "wiat a disappemnt..
amant this Was te me ; but it was tee fan for miete go te bar in the. pressing cincurnitances, andnet a fltting tume te acquaint bier with thegeod fortune that had befaîhen ume. ge, teîlingamy betrethad'a mether that 1 bîad te beave forLondon, and that 1 siouîd Write aften I getthare, 1 bade ber goed.bye, iîacked up iîythin~s and vent off hy the îîcxt traiun, neachingoi noxt itoiliing.e

1 vas tbrown into nov society on iny arnivalin London. 'Young, ricb , and titled, amy pres.once wao sougbt ut tic bouses of the noble andweaîtby mn thaeat City, and for ceaie woeksafter amy arrivai my lîfe was eue round of phea.sure. Aias., I ad nover written te Ut-len c;iuacu1 beft tic sweet village cf Gleneden. What witibusiness which bad te b. attonded te, and en-gageaients froni wbich I could' net veII extri-cate MYself, My tiamo had heen se fuily occu.piéd tiat 1 iad put off Writing toer ro ate day ; and nov th at 1 had delayed or foti da
vas alaso«t ashatned te write te ber. Abouttitis tine h met at a bail Lady Laura ~'ne, tieyonngest daugiter cf an cld but ratier iinpoyer-isbed faufihy, and niy vanity was agrepabhytoucbed by the evident pleasure whieh LadyLauna Beeamed te have in amy society. Slic wactaIl, litho as a panther, with tresses black asthe neve'. ving, and large lustrons Jerk cye,nov soft and aselting, as an April chower, -newfoerce and fls»hing, as'they vere kindîcul by in-dignatiomî or insuited pnide. Uer comiplexionvas faim for a brunette, and dazzîmug froni it.atransparent beauty, except wbîen a iiade ofpasing emetion wonld deepen tic delicate roec-binai on the -face. iu Lady Latira's presenceaMy village niaiden wvasforgotten aitogether andi1 shaxtdon0, myseif vit)hrut reluctaaree te ttheinfluence of tic syren. Out cf lber presence tie.old feeling cf tenderness for niy first love voulticoule bacl te amy ieart, enhy te ho dlspehled etaMY it interview witm the enchantress, untiltIhe image cf amy rnstic beauty &MeW fainter andifainter, and 1 gave myself amati p oth eductive power that nov y np tdme e tse
day passed vithout amy secing Lady Laura. 1wouhl caîl for ierhont ride in tic Park (sic wuasPlendid bterge.wrnian, and looked veil in liesaddbe), Or veUItl drive ber eut in the new pine.ton 1 bad.purhaed.;or in the cveninq 1 vouidattend bier at tic(prteenido nneue, whbe woubd bave r, ivnmch foria lof ay aber beautiful oyes..gvuacifrabkfon

Ili.
IT came at last-tb0 teniptation sud tic fabh.I met hrsat an cveuiug.party at Lady Winder.more'., vicu I tiiongit I had neyer ceea lierhook se, charming ; in truti cie vas tic belle cfthe evenmng, and 1was conseque tl net a littleflattered at ber beswng8 c'e lchof lber atten-tion UPOU me. Sic vas a glerieUB dauicen, and 1had baen in tiie ceventh heaven of dchîgît valtz.inwithi lber ; aften flnshed face fand a beating ieart, td ir U -is orefreshament. There wasa Wui.vt ir lsfoi'viiene tic delicate f a anconerand close by-phera tempted ttire, ndhe t ancers terest rom he e cent cf the niezy vîirî. ItwgUnttonantet, as nis of tieceornptny vereYtUp.ctairs, and tiieacrinl ewnviere, at tic fartieeedacce erngîy ent,àfrein tie buctle of th endarvoadro enbdluster of ever.arcîinboi, hdouaae partyll, atdh b pace seedlike a paradise after tie giare and béat of thereoins above. And hene Wac I witi amy Eve.How snperbîy beautiful cie bookcd as nie cetticyn wth a queenby rc ei eontesfvelvet ceuci! Hon nue ecien utcsf

dol ici0 eyec vere Mnimt viti adreaaiy heneriisc hee a8 a blucias of a rne 0 .ieodnlie e hee n os00 lier besoin rise andi fe heeatih the Ioftuldmateriaiocflier du-e8scasic palîteti a litthe aftertic exertieti cf tie voltuU dance. My biotdboie thi e Pcy e
breati came hiot afs t secîneti on fiî'eaMy

sn8of aMy nature ragcdylia altesaievilsa.j
withnlue a bl1 k under dei
tuls ecates onThn and foot in ticspeli of tic soi-pont, audnirlpower cf volition.,Wc ?ittcl itieut ticc"bta_ aai& iisi,-fe tcnis n
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