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_-Wel railly Misthcr Peeler," Jini said, Il but I think
youlve ci..usen a masse sort of a lufe. Why don't you throwv
off that big ugi>' coat and wvork ? Peelerin', I[think, is flot
dacent business at i."

IlYou are flot afraid tlhat I shahl bc obliged to arrcst
you if you go on obstructing me in doing my dt>'y?"

Raili>', sir, l'mn not afcerd until 1 begin Io obstruct
as you call it."

"What did you pick, up last nighit?"
"Noiv did'nt 1 say peclerir. was a mane business ?

It's me own afl'airs; what I picked up last nigbt."
1I shall oblige you to showv me what it was that you

did pick up ?"
IlWeil, thin, if a pecler is mor'cii an>' other man, an

if lie is'nt, he's a big good-for-nothing boaster, you'l
inak~e me showv wài:"t 1 did pick up. I'm ready ; no;v
make me show you."

Then 1 shall arrcst you on suspicion."
0O thin since you arc going about it right and sin-

sibly l'Il aise your suspicion. Corne wid me sir." The
policeman followcd him into the littie back yard.

IlDo you sec that ould bo:,? Weil that's what 1
picked up. An' do you sec thimi ould clotbes hangin' Up ?
Weil thirn's w'hat 1 got in it. But you sc Mr. Pcer if
I didn't ike I needn't have tould you the truth : 1 could
have palmcd airnost anything about the place off on you
for rackcd goods, if i had a mind to."

The policeman was non.piusscd : There werc thc old
ciothes soddcn with sait watcr, there was the box ; z.
there was nothing to do but accept the stor>' that had
bccn told to hiim.

EDMWND) COLLINS.

TUE HEPALICA.

'*%bat faint, sweet sung out of the turning years
Is tbine atnid the myriad sangs of carth?
Frail singer. barn of laughter and o! strs.

Betwixt the times of sorraw and of nirth;
Mute nialzer af a Foft, pale petalled rhyme.
Whozn sharp death slays so long bcfure the prime.

'Ttas but a liat tite ago %ve heard
The slim plues. standing sandsiled wvith wvaste snow.
And dreary ccdar.copses parcedl ana stirred

With hoilow winds. that spalce na word but woc
There 'vas no voice in ail the blealc warld's breath,
But ont wide inoan, ant hollew sang ar death.

And yet a little wvhile. and we shahl hear
The moenad eatth, grown drunken with rich hours,
Bright.bosomcol, sprung front ber sad couch a! fear.

Enwound witb ail ber bridai gift of flawers,
Vncèasingly, while tht fair days abide,
Red sunset, burning noon, and niarning.tide.

Lift up ber ntad sang ta, the shiclding sun,
Reznembrriugz naught of ail the ilis that Were.
To Hiu. the A»rd. whose sbining strcngth doth rua

LZ-ke uine. in aIl the !hrobbing veins of ber;
But ye. thon hast a sweeter sang than she.
Ton, full of hope aud burdened mrny.

For ail thy seul is zad with sharp things lied.
With sighis that fade flot, thangb the hours bc ilovn.

i ad sounds that die flot, though the days be dead.
White wastes that glirnmer, houstiess winds that moan;

B3rown woods that wvail, nor any camfort gain,
Fil1 thy grcy.mcmoried trrasury of pain.

Ve t is thy thoughit not ail of pain. we knaw.
That strang the sunt shines in thy face, and vwide
Thc wild and fruittul heurs, beore thee graw,

In gathering beauty ta the perfect tide -
The full, soft dreams and countless sangs that cling
About the fa'ce of sun-beholden spring.

Thes things thon spealcest with thy sali, s-nall voice,
And ail fair mot rn;ag forest things that grow.
Blcak trees. pale geasses. withered plants rejoice.

And gather up their heart of pride ta know,
The end at last of ail their drcarihead,
That lavely sununer is nat always dead.

Pale singer, friend af them; tbat jay and weep.
The glad time dawning shal bu-hald the dutmb.
Laid songless then, wvrapped round with painless sleep.

Toa heavy.weighed ta sec the wvild hours corne:
Too weary-worn wvith thought of bard things sîin,
And wildering hope, that yet wua almast pain.

Then ilourish fairly, flower and glassy leaf.
Let na hand stoop ta do thet any wrang:
Godwot. thy pale mcd time is very brie[,

Sa gather in the sunlight and the sang;
Mute singer of swect a pale.petaled rhyme,
Whom sharp death slays sa long before the prime.

CHARLES READE.

A.

cse neyer has been a tvriter of fiction who bas ex-
crted a greater influence or dcatvn around him a ivider
cirle of admircîs than Mr. Char]. Reade- His pas-
sion,;,' love of truth and justice, his intense hatrcd os
everything ignoble and base, and his wonderful power of
swaying- his reader tvith cvery gust of bis own passion,
bas invcsted him with pcculiar intcrest to ail the loyers
of what is great and good in literature.

Like Dickens. and unlike Antony' Trollope, he wrote
tvith a purpose. Not a mere mercenar>' and mechanical
sc *ribbler, who writes a certain number of books a year
for the sake of gain ; flot a panderer to a morbid sensa-
tionahism, but one who taking his place among the noble
armny of the tvorld's reformers, devotcd his genius ta the
purging away of evils wvhich an apathetic: public could
not orw~ould not sec So intense ivas his nature, so pas-
sionate his sympathy, that it was rnoraliy impossible for
him to stand by and tvitness the joy and anguish, suifer-
ing and trial of bis feliow-crcatures, with the cairn and sel-
fish indifférence of the conmon-piace spectator, but, likc
a truc knight of the pen, rushed to the rescuc, and ail
aflame wvith his genius, pleadcd for the right and de-
nounced the wvrong.

The bigh and bencflcent purpose wbich runs through
ail of Rcade7s books is theis- first, rnost striking cbarac.
tcristic. The second is their intrn"elr araniatic cbarac-
ter. Ail bis wvorks ove lightcd up to a greater or lcss
degree with the giow of brilliant and startiing dramatic
situations. It is titis fusion of the powcrs of the drama-


