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The Bride

They brought me to a foreiga land,
ACross the ocoan wide,

To dwell with strangers, and to be
A youug anud happy hride,

Toey calied me besutiful and fair;
Bat yet [ know mine eye

Hath lost the brightuess that 1L had
Benealn my owo sweel sKy.

They wreathe, too in my shining hair,
I'he jewein of thalr raee:
1 coniu pal weep 10 awe how 111
They sulted with my face,
Alas! upon mv aliered brow,
Their garlands finsh in vain ;
My cheok 18 now 100 1ale 10 Ltake
The tint of Joy agatln,

1 tread thy fairy hsll at nighi,
And gll bave smiles for me ;

1 meet with 1hrilling looks that make
Me aream of home and vhee.

How beautiful are uil things here ;
How wonderful and bright ;

The very slars appaar Lo sued
A sofier, newer light.

But yet I fesl, my heart would give
Chem all for ons sweet lower,
Pluck'd from the velleys, where my feet
First trod in ehildhood’s hour;
When 1 beheld the ocean flow
80 proudly by tLe shore;
And saw the mnonlight stream upon—
What I shall see no more.

1 )ov'd upon the dark green rock,
To make my lonely seat ;

And walch Lthe heaving biilow throw
The sea weeds at. my feet ;

To meet the summer wind, and hear
Its murmurs in the trees |

And Lthink thy voice was whispering me
With every pessive brecss.

Yet sometimes in my dreams, I view
High ruins, lone wud dark ;

And someuimes I am on the sea
Within mine own lov'd bark,

And softly then we float along,
Beneath the twilight star—

Oace more I #ee the sxy I love,
My own dear homs afar.

Onee more I twine around my brow,
The ilutle lower 8o pale,

Onece more I think my mother’s voice
Comes fighing on the gale:

And then there is a wild sweet joy
That thrills me in my dreams ;

Flinging It8 radinuce on my heart,
Like sunsel’s goiuen beam.

MOONDYNE.

BOOK FIRST.
THE GOLD MINE OF THE VASBNE,

By JonN BoyLe O'ReILLY.
L
THE LAND OF THE RED LINE.

Western Australia is a vast end un-
known country, almost mysterious in ite
solitude avd unlikeness to any other part
of the earth, It s the greateet of the
Australias In extent, and in many features
the richeet and loveliest.

But the elster colonles of Victorla, New
S)ath Wales and Qaeensland are famous
for thelr treasure of gold. Men from all
lande bave flocked thither to gather riches.
They care not for tae slow labor of the
farmer or grez'er. Lot the weak and the
old, the coward and the dreamer, prune
the vine and dry the figs, and walt for
the wheat to ripen. Sirong men must go
to the trial — must set muscle sgainet
musacle, and brain agelnst brain in the
mine and the market.

Men's lives are short ; and unless they
gatber gold in the mass, how shall they
wipe out the primal curee of poverty
before the hand loses iteskill and the heart
ite etrong desire ?

Western Australia ls the Clnderella of
the South. She has no gold like her
slaters, To her was given the servile and
unhappy portlon. The dregs uf Britlsh
society were poured upon her soil. The
robber and the manslayer were sent
thither, Her territory was marked off
with & Red Line  She bai no markets for
honest men, and no ports for honest ships.
Her laws are not the laws of other coun-
trles, but the terrible rules of the men
agerle, Her citizens have no righte: they
toil thelr lives out at heavy tasks, but
earn no wages, nor own a vestige of right
in the sofl they tlll. Itie a land of elaves
and hondmen— the greas Penal Colony of
Great Btain,

“Ihere I8 no gold in the Western
Colony,” sald the miners contem ptuonely ;
et the convicta keep ths land—but let
them observe our Red Line,”

S5 the convicts took the defamed coun-
try, and lived and dled there, and others
were transported there from Eagland to
replace those who died, and every year
the seething ships gave up thelr addition
to the terrible population.

Ia time the Western Colony came to be
regarded as a plague epot, where no man
thought of going, and no man did go
unless sent in irons.

If the miners from Victorla and New
South Walee, however, had visited the
pensl land somo years after its establish.
ment, they would bave heard whispers of
strange impert— ramors and questions of
a great golden secret possessed by the
Western Colony.  No one could tell
where it began or on what it was based,
except perhaps the certainty that gold was
not uncommon among the natives of the
colony, who had little or no {utercourse
with “the aborlglnes of the gold ylelding
countrics of the South and Est.

The bellef seemed to hover in the alr ;
and 1t settled with dazzling conviction on
the crude and abnormsl minde of the
criminal population, At their dally tofl
in the quartles or on the road-partles,
no rock was blasted nor tree up
rooted that ecsger eyes did mnot hun-
grily ecan the upturned earth. At night,
when the tired wretches gathered round
the camp-fire outside thelr prison hut,
the dense mahogany forest closing walrdly
roand the white clad group, still the un-
dlserversd gold was the toplc earnestly
discussed. And even the Government
officers and the few free settlers became
after a time filled with the prevalllng
expectancy and dlequlet.

Bat years passed, aud not an ounce of
gold was dlacovered in the colony. The
(yvernment had offered reward to settlers
or tlcket of leave men who would find
the firat nugget of gold.bearlng rock ; but
no clalmant came forward,

S:ll, there remained the tantalizing
fact — for, In the course of years, fact it
had grown to be—that gold was to be
found in the colony, and in abundance.
Tae nailve bushmen were masters of the
secret, but nelther bribe nor torture could
weing 1t from them. Terrible storles
wers whispered among the convicts, of
attempts that had been made to force the
natlves to give up the preclous sacret.
(iH)ld was common amongst these bush.
men, Armlets and anklets bad been seen
on men snd women ; and some of thelr
chief men, It was said, wore breast plates
aad enormous chalns of hammered gold.

At Inst the feellng o the West grew to

fever heat ; and in 1848 the Governor of
the Pensl Colovy fssued s proclamation,
coples of which were sent by native run:
ners to every settler and ticket-of leave
man, snd were even eurreptitiously dls.
tributed amongst the miners on the other
side of the Red L'ne,

This proclamation intensified the excite-
ment. Itseemed to brirg the mine nearer
to every man ia the colony., It was &
formal admiselon thet there really was a
mine ; it diepelled the vague uncertainty,
and lef: an immediate bunger or greed in
the minds of the population.

The proclamation read as follows :

SHRE

£5,000 Reward,

The above Reward will be vald for
the dise very of the Mine from which
the Natives of the Vasse obtain tneir

Gold.

A Free Pardon will be granted to
the Discoverer, should he be of the
Bona Ulass,

No Reward will be given nor terms
made with Absconders from the
Prisons or Road Parties.

By Order,
F. R. Hampton,
Goveruor,
Opicial Residence,
Perth, 25th June, 1848,

Bat nothiog came of it. Not an ounce
of gold was ever taken from the earth,
At inst men began to avold tho subject.
They could not bzar to be tantalized nor
tortured by the splendid deluslon. Some
said there was no mine {n the Vasse, and
others that, if there were a mine, it wae
known only to a few of the native chiefs,
who dealt out the raw gold to thelr
peovple.

For elght years this maguificent reward
had remained unclalmed, avd now its
terme were only recalled at the fires of the
road making convicts, or iu the lonely
slah-huts of the mahogany sawyers, wio
were all ticket-of-leave men,

IL
THE CONVICT ROAD PARTY,

It was a scorching day in midsummer—
a few days before Christmas,

Had there been any molsture in the
bueh it would have steamed in the heavy
hest, During the mid-day hours mot a
bied etirred among the mahogany and gum
trees, Oa the flat tops of the low banksia
the round heads of the white cockatoos
could be seen in thoueande, motionless as
the trees themselves, Not a parrot had
the vim to scream. The chirplog insects
were silent. Not a snake bad courage to
rustle his bard skin against the hot and
dead bush-grass. The bright eyed iguanas
were in thelr boles, The mahogany saw-
yers had left their logs and were sleeping
in the cool ssnd of their pits, ~Even the
travelliog ants had halted on thelr won-
derful roads, and eought the shade of a
bramble.

All free things were at rest; but the
penetrating click of the sxe, heard far
through the bush, and now and agaln a
harsh word of command, told that it wae
a land of bondmen.,

From daylight to dark, through the hot
noon as steadlly se in the cool evening,
the convicts were at work on the roads—
the wesry work that has no wages, no
promotion, no Incltement, no variation
for good or bad, except stripes for the
laggard.

Along the verge of the Koagulup
Swamp—one of the greatest and dismalest
of the wooded lekes of the country, its
black water desp enough to float a man-
of war—a party of convicts were making
a Government road, They were cutting
thelr patient way into a forest omly
traversed before by the aborigine and the
abaconder.

Before them In the bush, as In thelr
lives, all was dark and unknown— tangled
underbrush, gloomy shadows, and noxtous
things. Bebind them, clear and open, lay
the stralght road they had made— leading
to and from the prison.

Thelr camp, composed of rough slab-
huts, wae sowe two hundred miles from
the mezlin prison of the colony on the
Swan River, at Fremantle, from which
radiate all the roade made by the bond-
men.

The primitive history of the colony fs
written forever In its roads. There is in
this penal labor a secret of value to be
utilized more fally by a wiser civilization.
Eogland sends her criminals to take the
brunt of the new land’s hardship and
danger — to prepare the way for honest
life and labor. Inevery community there
is elther dangerous or degrading work to
be dene : and who so fit to do it as those
who have forfelted thelr liberty by break
fug the law ?

The convicts were dressed In white
trousers, blue woolen shirt, and white hat
—every article stamped with England’s
private mark—the Broad Arrow. They
were young men, healthy and strong,
their faces and bare arms burnt to the
color of mahogany., Burglars, murdereras,
garotters, thieves—double eyed law-break
ers every one — but, for all that, kind-
bearted and manly fellows enough were
among them.

“I tell you, mates,” eald one, resting on
hls spade, * this {s going to be the end of
Moondyne Joe., Tnat firlug In the swamp
last night was hls last fight.”

“T don’t think it was Moouadyne,” eald
another ; “ he's at work in the chain-gang
at Fremantle ; and there’s no chance of
eecape there—-"

% Sh h!” interrupted the first speaker,
a powerfal, low-browed fellow, named
Dave Terrell, who acted as a sort ¢f fore-
man to the gang. The warder in charge
of the party was slowly walking past,
When he was out of hearlng Dave con-
tioued, in a low but deeply earnest voice :
“1 know it war Moondyne, mates, I saw
him Iast night when I went to get the
turtle’s eggs, I met him face to face in
the moonlight, beside the swamp.’””

Every man held his hand and breath
with intense interest in the story., Some
looked Incredalous — heads were shaken
in.doubt,

“DId you speak to hlm 1" asked one,

“ Ay,” eall Terrell, turnlog on him ;
‘ why shouldn’t I? Moondyne knew
he had nothing to fear fzom me, and I had
nothiog to fesr from him,”

“What dil you say to him?” acked
another,

*¢ Say ?——1I stood an’ looked at him for a
minute, for his face had a white look in
the moonlight, aud then 1 walked up
close to him, and I eays : ‘ Ba you Moon.
dyne Joe, or his ghost 1"

% Ay 1” sald the gang with one breath.

“Ay, I eaid that, never fearlng, for

Moondyne Joe, desd or alive, would never
harm s prisoner.”

% But what did he auewer 1" aked the
eeger crowd,

» He never said a word ; bat he laid his
finger on his lps, like this, and waved hts
band as 1f be warned me to go back to the
camp. I turned to go; then 1 looked
back once, and be way standiog jost as I
left him, but he was looklag up at the
tky, a3 if there was some’at the woon
tnat pleased him,”

The convicts worked silently, each
thinklog on what he had heard,

% He mightn’t ha’ been afraid, though,”
said low-browed Dave ; * I'd let them cut
my tonguo out before I’d sell the Moon-
dyne.”

“ That's trne,” sald several of the gavg,
and many kind looks were given to Ter
rell, A strong bond of sympatby, it was
evident, existed between these men aud
the person of whom they epoka,

A sourd from the thick bush inter.
rupted the conversation, The convicte
looked up from thelr work, and beheld o
stravge procession approsching from the
direciion of the ewawmp. It cousieted of
about a dozen or fifteen persons, moet of
whom were ssvages. In front rede two
offizers of the Convict Service, a sergeant,
aud & private trcoper, eide by elde, with
drawn swords ; and between thelr horacs,
manacled by the wrists to their etirrup.
{rons, welked a white man

“ Here they come,” bitsed Terrell, with
a bitter malediction, bia low brow wholly
disappeazivg into a terrible ridge above
bis ¢yes. ** They haven’t killed him, after
all. O, mates, what a plty 1t ls to sce a
man like Mcondyre lu that plight.”’

“#He's done for two oz three of 'em,”
muttered another, in a tone of grim gratl.
ficatlon. * Look at the loads beblnd, I
kuew be wouldu’s be taken this time llke
a cornered cur.”

Following the prisoner came a troop of
“patives,” ss the aboriginzl bushmen are
called, bearing three epearwood litters
with the bodles of wounded men. A
villanous-looking eavege, mounted on a
troop borse, brought up the rear. His
dress was llke that of his pedestrlan fel.
lows, upen whom, however, he looked in
disdaln—a short boka, or cloak of kan-
garoo skin, and a belt of twlsted far cords
round his neked body. In addition he
had a police trooper’soid cap,and a heavy
“regulation” revolver stuck in “Ms belt.

This was the tracker, the human blood-
hound, used by the troopers to fcllow the
trial of abecondiug prisouers,

When the troopers neared the convict-
party, the sergeant, a8 man whose patural
expression, Whatever it might have been,
was wholly obliterated by a frightful scar
acrosa bis face, asked for water, The
patives halted, and rquatted silently in &
grcup, The woundea men moaned as the
litters were lowered,

Dave Terrell brought the water, He
handed a pannikin to the sergeaat, and
another to the private trooper, and filled
a third,

“ Who's that for?” harehly demanded
the sergeant.

“For Moondyne,” siid the convlet,
approschlog the chelned man, whose neck
was stretched toward the brimmiog cup.

“Stand back, curse you!" szid the
sergeant, bringlog bis sword flat on the
convict’s back. * Thatisecoundrelneedsno
wuter, He dricks blood.”

There was a tauct in the tone, even
beneath the brutality of the words,

“Carry your pail to thoee litters,”
growled the sinister looking sergeant, “‘and
keep your mouth closed, if you valae
your hide. Thore!” he sald in a sup-
pressed voice, flinging the few drops he
bad left in the face of the manacled man,
“that’s water enough for you, till you
reach Baunbury prison to-morrow.”

Tae face of the prisoner hardly changed.
He gave cne straight look lnto the ser-
geant’s eyes, then turned awzy, and seemed
to lock far away through the bush. He
was a remarkable being, as he stood there,
In strength and proportion of body the
man was magnificent—» model for a gladi-
ator, He was of middle height, yourg,
but 8o stern and maselvely featured, and
80 browned and beaten by expozure, it was
hard to determine his age. His clothing
was only a few torn and bloody rags ; but
he looked as if his natural garb were utter
nakedne:s or the bushwman’s cloak, so
locsely and carelessly hung the shreds of
cloth on his bronzed body. A large,
finely shaped head, with crisp, black hair
and besrd, a broad, equare forehead, and
an alr of power aud self command—this
was the prisoner, this was Moondyne Joe,

Who or what wa:theman ? An escaped
convict. What had he been? Perhaps a
robber or a mutineer, or maybe he had
killed s man {n the white heat of passton ;
no one knew—no one cared to know,

That gnestlon {a never asked in the penal
colony. No caste there, They have found
bottom, where all stand equal. No envy
there, no rivalry, no greed nor ambitlon,
and no escape from companionehlp, They
constitute the purest democracy on earth
The only distinc'ion to be won—that of
belng trustworthy, or selfish and false.
The good man {s ke who is kiad and true;
the bad man {s he who s capable of betray-
Ing a confederate.

It may be the abience of the competitive
elements of social life that accounts for
the number of manly characters to be met
among these outcaste,

It1s by no means in the superlor strata
of soclety that abouund the strong, true
natures, the men that may be depended
upon, the primitive rocks of humanlty.
The complexities of social life beget can
ning and artificlality. Among pensl con.
victs there 18 no ground for envy, ambition,
or emulation ; nothing to be galned by
falrehood In any shape.

Bat all this time the priscner stands
looklng away into the bush, with the drops
of lnsult trickling from his strong face.
Hle self command evidently Irritated the
brutal cfficer, who, perhaps, expected to
hear him whine for better treatment.

The sergeant dlsmounted to examine the
handcuffs, atd while dolng eo, looked into
the man’s face with a leer of cruel exulta-
tion. He drew no expression from the
steady eyes of the prisoner.

There was an o'l score to be settled
between those men, and it was plain that
eash knew the matal of the other.

“ 1’1l break that look,” eald the sergeant
between his teeth, but loud enough for
the prisoner’s ear ; * curse you, I'll break
it before we reach Iremantle.” Soon
after he turned away, to look to the
wounded men.

While so engaged, the private trooper
made a furtive sign to the convict with the

{l; and he, kesping In rhade of the
orses, crept up aud gave Moondyne s
deep drink of the preclous water,

The stern lines withdrew from the
prisoner’s mouth aod foreheed ; and o bhe
gave the kindly trooper a glance of grati.
tude there was sumething strangely gentle
and wioning {a the face,

The seigeaut returned and monnted
The litters were ralsed by the natives, and
tae party resumed their march, striking in
on toe new road that led to the prison.

‘* May the lightning split him,” hlsscd
black browed Dave, after the sergesut.
“There’s not an cffizer in the colony will
strlke a prlsoner without cause, excapt
thlllt"oowud, and he was a convict bim.
sell.

“May the Lord help Miondyne Joe
this day,” sald another, “ for he's chained
to the stireap of the only wman livivg that
hates bim.”

The aympsth!z'rg garg looked after the
party till they were bldden by a bend of
the road ; but they were ellent under the
eye of their warder.

1L
NUMBER 406

Some years before, the prisoner, now
called Mcondyne Joe, had arrived in the
colony. He was a youth — little more
thao a boy lu years. From the first day
of hls imprisonment he had followed one
course : he was qulet, eilent, patient, obe
dient. He broke no rules of the prison
He asked no favors, He performed all
his own work, and often helped another
who grumbled at his beavy task.

He was simply knowa to his fellow-
convicts as Joe, his other nsme was na-
known or forgotten. When the prison
roll was called, he answered to No. 406.

Ia the first few years be had wade
many frieads in the colony—but he bad
also made oue enemy, and a deadly ore
lo the gang to which he belonged was a
man named Isaac Bowman, one of those
natures seemirgly all evil, envious, and
cruel, detested by the basest, yet self con-
tained, full of jibe and derislon, satlsfied
with his own depravity, snd convinced
tht every one was eecretly just as vile as

e.

Feom the firat, this fellow had dlsllked
and eneered at Joe, and Joe haviag long
cbserved the man’s cur like character, had
at last adopted s evsiemn of conduct to-
ward him that eaved bimself aunoyance,
bat secretly inteuslfied the malevolence
of the other. He dld not avoid the fel
Jow; but he never looked at him, saw
bim, spoke to him—not even aunswerlog
}i:llm when he epcke, as if he had not heard

m,

This treatment was observed and em.
joyed by the other prieoners, and some-
times even adopted by themselves toward
Bowman. At last its effect on the evil
nature was too powerful to be concealed
With the others he could return oath for
oath, or jite for jlbe, and always came cff
pleased with himeelf; but Joe’s silent
contumely stung bim ltke a scorplon.

The convicts at length saw that Bow.
man, who was a man capable of any cvime,
beld a deep hatred for Joe, and they
warned him to beware. But he smlled,
acd went on just as before,

Oae morning & poor settler rode into
the camp witha cry for just!ce and venge
ance, His but was only a few miles dis
tant, and In bis absence last night a deed
of raplne and robbery h:d been per
petrated there—and the robber was a con-
vict,

A search was made in the prisonere’ hut,
and lo one of the hawmocke was found
some of the stolen property. The man
who owned the hammock was seized and
ironed, protessing his innocence. Farther
evidence was found against him—he had
been szen returning to the camp that
mornjog—I:aec Bowman had seen bim.

Swift and summary {s the dread pun-
ichment of the penal code. As the help-
leas wretch was dragged away, a word of
mock pity followed him from Bowman,
During the sceve, Joe had stood in sil-
ence ; bat at the brutal jibs he started ss
if struck by a whip. He eprang on Isasc
Bowman suddenly — dashed him to the
ground, and, holdlag him there like a
worm, thock from his clothing all the
etclen property, except what the caluff
had concealed in his fellow’s bed to insure
his couvictlon,

Then aud there the eentence was given.
The viilaln was haled to the trlangles and
flogged with embittered violence. He
uttered no cry ; but as the hlssing lashes
swept his back, he eettled a look of
ghastly and mortal hatred on Joe, who
stood by and counted the stripes.

But this was years ago; and Bowmsn
had long been a free man and a settler,
having served out his sentence,

At that time the laws of the Penal
Colony were exceed/ngly cruel and unjust
to the bondmen. There wae in the colony
a number of * free settlers” and ex.con-
victs who had obtalned land, and these, as
a ciass, were men who lived half by farm.
fog and ball by rascality, 1'hey sold
brandy to the convicts and ticket.of-leave
men, and robbed them when the drugged
lignor had done its work, They feared
no law, for the word of a prisoner was
desd in the courts,

The ctying evil of the code wae the
power It gave these settlers to take from
the prisons as many men as they chose,
and work them as elaves on thelr clear-
Ings. While so employed, the very lives
of these convicts were at the mercy of
their tackmasters, who possessed over
them all the power of prison officers

A report made by an employer sgalnst
a convict insured a flogging or a number
of years in the terrible chaln gang at Fre.
mantle. The system reeked with cruelty
and the blood of men, It would startle
our commonplace serenity to see the
record of the llves that were sac:ificed to
have it repealed.

Under this law, it came to Joe's turn to
be sent out on probation, Application
bad been made for him by a farmer,
whose ‘“ range ” was in a remote district,
Joe wae a strong and wiillag worker, and
he was glad of the change ; but when he
was taken to the lonely place, he could
not belp a shudder when he came face to
face with his new employer and master—
Issac Bowman,

There was no doubting the purpoee of
the villaln who had now complete posses-
slon of him. 1{e meant to drive him into
rebelllon—to torture him till his hate was
gratified, and then to have him flogged
and eent to the chain-gang ; and from the
first mioute of his control he began to
carry out his purpose,

For two years the strong man tolled

like » brute at the word of h's driver, re-
turning neither ccoff nor scovrie,

Joe had years to serve; and he had
made up his ind to serve them, snd be
fres. [He knew there was no escape—
that one report from Bowman would wipe
out all record of previrus good eonduet,
He knew, too, that Bowman meant to
destroy him, and ke resclved to bear toll
aud ubuse £6 long as he was able.

He wes able longer than most men ; but
the cup was filled at last. Tae day came
when the worm turned—when the qulet,
patient man blez:d icto dreadful paeeon,
and, tearing the goad from tue tyrant’s
haud, be dashed bim, malued and sense
lees, to the earth.

The blow given, Joe's pasclon calmed,
and the rula of the deed stared him in
the face. There was no court of jastlce
in which he might plead. Hebao ueither
word nor osth vor wituesses. The man
wight badead ; and even if he recovered,
the punishmeut was the lach and the
chain gang, or the gallows

Taen and there, Joe struck into the
bush with a resolute face, and next dey the
iofurlate aod bafflad rascal, rendered ten-
fold more maliguant by a dreadful dis:
figurement, reported him to the prison as
sn absconder, & robber, and an attempted
murderer,

70 BE CONTINUED
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A LITTLE GOOD-BYE TO ARCADY,

Catherine Cole, in New Orleans Plcayure.

For many years 1 have been thinking
to write an article on Arcady. I lived
there, and it seemed to me that no one
could know so well its tangled patbs, iis
leaf strewn, rutty roads that led nowhere
in particular, its quiet skies and sl its
desr localities.

Every morning as [ stepped out of the
dingy brown shell of u bouse that wae
home to me and thai she-itered my
young one as the nest does the {1 .deing,
1 would look out on the world, up deep
into the sky, and slong the grecn catbe
dral aisles of the untrimmed tros snd
say I will write about Arcady now, for
surely it is ever 80 sweet,

We lived on a road—for in Arcady
there is nothing eo paved and metropoli
tan as a street—that mesndered along
betwixt mossy ferns and finally dwindled
off peaceably and mistily under brambles
to the cemeteries, There were happy
years for those of us who dwelt in the
old brown house when the way 10 tke
cemetery was merely legendary ; and
when on All Ssints’ Day the neighbors
used to go by with their roses and
wreatbs, I could hardly understand as
they were ewaliowed up in the green
beyond that they had gone like black
ghosts of dead loves to & graveysard.
But there came & day—some iranquil
years ago—when we too, with lagging
footstepe, learned whither tho old road
ren, and after that somohow the roses in
the thorny hedges that grew in hillocks
along the way eeemed sweeter and
whiter and more pure,

And there was a way, a street car way,
devious and jog trotting and easy going,
by which we Arcadians kept up com
munication with the city, I wonder was
there ever such a streel car route as
that! It was like a volume of statistics
bound in vellum and illuminated with
marginal notes of bicom and beauty.
There were r:o names to the sireets save
those handed down from one generation
of car drivers to the other, as the min
strelsy and iolk lore of early ages was
preserved by word of mouth, but, in.
stead, the very telegraph poles and
electric light spears of deadly poison
were covered with rose vines and wild
morning glory, transforming them into
guide posts with a miilion tremulous
tendrils pointing the way to Arcady.

I: was always a fond bellef of mine la
those rose leaf days that [ could suiff my
way home juet by the odors and perfumes
that maiked the way. I kuow there was
a place right at the great stome heart of
the city where the Arcadlans took the
homeward-bound street car, that smelled
only of gas and steam, and a towa’s un.
canny dust, of seavengers’ carts and
apothecaries’ shops. A little beyond was
» coraer that might have been called the
corner of Absiothe and Aulsette, so ob
trusive were the bar room odors of etale
lignors and wilted Jemons. Jast a little
further on, as our vehicle gave a sudden
luzch away from the town, there would
come across the nigat whiffs of alr from
off the New basin, a musty, almshouse
eort of air, corabined of old eawdust and
tesk wood, of rottiug mests, of cakum
and rosin, and of tarry ropes lylug in
tangles on the decks of ctarcoal schoon-

ra.

And then it was easy to te!l when we
came to the foot hill residences that pre-.
cede the alps of Swelldom, for here the
faint, falthful perfume of violets, that
grew in parched beds, with barrlers of
stone beer hottles, greeted the nostril, In
summer times, no matter how dark the
night, the breath of violets always told
me, a8 & sort of floral time.table might,
when we were on the road to Arcady.

Maguolles grew in the great gardens
and on the stately lawns of Upper Ten.
dom, and then life had an ianterluda, a
breathing spell, wkere the road crossed a
grassy common or wild country epace,
where the townsfolk came in the July
days to make hay while the san shone.
This vlace, the city’s park, was really the
vestibule to Arcady, and at its outer edge
grew the thorny bushes, the swinging
vines, the pretty trees set thick wiih the
eplce scented roses of our Arvcady,

What eimple hearted folk dwelt there I
need not eay. It takes simple-hearted
folk to llve thus cloee precsed to the heart
of nature, It seemed every ome knew
every one else, and when we met we most
surely stopped to pass the time of day.
And no one goesiped, and no one was un.
kind, and no jealousies wereso bitter they
could not be eweetened by a loaf of home
made cake, nor rancors so deep they counld
not be drowned in home.made wine.

We were famous housekeepers in Ar.
cady, and there were no cakes like thoge
ws sent on sllver salvers to each other's
feasts—white cakes and gold cakes showed
under an inch of lelng auvd decorated llke
old fashloned brides, with postes of myrtle
and eprige of lemon verbena tled up with
rose geranlums,

I shall always thlnk that nowhere in the
world were euch entertaloments as we
were wont to give In that little world of
ours. 'There was a hall—our own hall—
in which we congregsted for falrs, where

we bought esch othor's pincushions uu(:

made complimentary gocesss at ou&

other’s cakes ; for conceris, where we 8d.

mired each otber’s etoglog ; { )r theatricale,
where we put on wigs and laughed at each
other’s acticg ; and io that h‘nll the big-
gast big wig decorator in Christerdom
might bave taken notes {n mnking things
beautiful, Who could twist a honeysuckle
vine with tbe art of Mrs. B.? Who eou!d
put up s posy as pretully as the Widow C 1
Waat roscs were so rich and red as those
Mre. R brought down, with the dew of
the country #till wet on their lips Where
could you find such gumbo as pretiy
Jaughing Mra, T. had led out to us with
lavish hand ?  What Charlotte could bave
been so admirable cutting bread and but-
ter os gentle Mra. B.? Whose punch was
ever £0 dellclous as that concocted by Mre,
N., and what smiles could bave sweetened
it as dld the smiles of the Widows D, and
P.1 Aud was ever g0 good & president ae
Mrs, S., or 8o sWeet & elnger a8 M. M,
or 80 caeery a body 28 Ms J, oreo kiad
s mother in lerael as Geandma P, or Mes.
W.1 Oa!lt was sl kindness aad lovli-

ness in Arcady, whetre when we went to ;

each other’s puties, we were always
given rome of the goodles to carry home,

Sometimes great folk came to our
howes, poets aud slogers and scholars, It
was only last April a famous eloger, whose
beart still has eome roots in our world,
came to visit one of us.  She was a very
grand and famous singer, and she lives in
London sud siogs sometimes for great
princes, Who wiil |fsten only to the best,
and hor name s Lenn Little, It was
very pretty in Arcaly that uight, and the
home in which we were entertained was
gay with flywere,  The plump Arcadian
matrons snd the gentle Arcadisn widows
sat about emiling aud cheery wita April
roscs on their breasts aud at their beits.
Every one was bappy and jryous in &
stmpie fachlon, aud there was no showing
off nor prankiug, as there often fse—out of
Arcady.

When the feasting was over we eang
songs—not arias from operas and recita-
tives from cratorios, bat songe that go to
the heart and tell thelr ownstory unsided.
I remember we sang the * Suwanee
River,” and ¢ Oid Black Joe,” and * Home
Sweet Home,” and “Auld Lang Syne,
and I remember how that glorious, costly
contralto voice which princee bave listened
to and spplauded, joiced in with our
trebles and altos snd faleettos, just as
beautifully ss a golden thread may be
woven into therusset colored, serviceadle
garb of daily life,

And then, by and by, we tled our white
nubias over our heads, and with our
handkerchiefs full of goodies dapgling on
our arms we eaid good-night aud went

ay.

1 {vonder if nights can be anywhere so
eweet as they are in that little suburban
lccality I love to thiuk on as Arcady?
There It was lovely to walk home from
gome neighbor's at miduight when “the
stars were in the qulet ekles” and the
faint breath of the wild briar rose hung
on the air, when cow-bells tankled dream-
fally down the unccrtain roads, and the
eky floated overhead ms if the Mother of
God we:e watcbing there 1n her wondrous
starshot robe of celestial bve. . . .

Bat somehow the days and months and
yoars fell off as faded potals fall from a
rose that will bloom no more, aud I was
never able to get any word of that article
on Arcady chained down irto black and
white,

I know now that one may not write of
life until one has done with ft, A pictare
o be beautiful must have perspestive,and
memory is the heart’s perepective, jast as
hope Is its glad and golden foreground.

And now all that is over and ended.
Toat green leaf {e turned down forever,
aod Arcady is ours now, jast as our dead
are ours; just as the things we may re.
mewmber, no power can take away from ua,
A few evil days ago we moved like conn.
try mice down into the city, “the stony-
hearted stepmother,” Do Qincy called it,
aod I want some gardener, some town
floxlst, to tell me how country plants may
be made to iusert their roots under cobble
stones, and how to keep wild vines grow.
{ng on tlate roofs.

The otber night the She who-must be:
obeyed of our fam!ly came home from
school with instructions to observe Venus
and Mars and Jopiter. So when the
stalled ox was eaten the and I went forth
luto the streets, KEverywhere was the
smell of stale beer, of wilted lemoan poel,
the rumble of carts, the ecream of steam,
the tinkle of street car beclls, We passed
ao open window and inthe room beyond
a woman had her feet upun the treadmill
of her machine. A elobberirg candle
lighted her work, a coarse piccs of jeans
—even work wae unlovely in that alngy
room, A druvken man lolled wjy; &
town bird, dusty and ragged, had gomeso
sleep In one of the town treee—a teleg

pole. I am sure now that the commons- \

place Sorrows of the World belong to the
great cities. It waes In London Elizibeth
Barrett listened with an aching heart to
the children crying in the street.

We did not fiad the stars, There was
not erough eky, and as wa walked back
to cur—our Rooms I told Fio of a little
London child I once kuew who was
taken on Mayday from Shoreditch out
into Arcady. And when he saw that
great, eternal, luminous Blue bending
down abeve his head he cried and was
afraid that it would fall on him, And
then to myself | kept Emerson’s thought
about the stars, where he says : *Seen
in the streets of cities, how great they
are! If the stars only appeared one
night in a thousand years how would
men believe and adore and preserve for
generations the remembrance of the
city of God, which had been shown.”
To how many wanderers in a great city’s
stone forest are the infrequent stars
smiling down between the narrow walls
liks mute remembrancers of some lou:
summer, some Arcady from which there
had been an eviction,

_And yet it is the instinct of the human
side of us and the intellectual side of
us to go to town KElectric lights, the
great flickering gaslights of the great city
tempt us as stars muy never do, What
beautiful pictures an our minds we
bring to town with us! Who will ever
forget with what intinite love and long-
Ing the geatle autocrat for both town
and country breakfast tables has written
of the life that must have been his own
before he came up to Boston 7 * Home,
Sweet Hom_e " was a lowly thatched cat:
tage, far from palaces, I think even
the gontle-hearted Will must have dwel

\»




