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MY MENDING-BASKET.

It 1s made of the stoutest of willow ;
It 1s deep aud capacivus and wile,

Yet the Gulf Stream that flows through its boiders
Seems always to stand at fiood-tide !

And the garments lie heaped on each ather
I look at them often and sigh,

Shall T ever be able to grapple
Wath a gute that has grown two feet hygh ?

‘There’s a top layer, always, of stockings ;
These aruve and depart every day ,

Aund the tlungs that are playing ©* button hutton »
Also leave without any delay.

Rut, ah, underncath there are strata
Buried deep as the earth’s cocene !
Things put there the tirst of the autumn,
Sull there when the teees have grown gree !

There are things to bz ripped and made over ;
There are things that jrive out in their prime;
There are intricate tasks—all awaiting
Onc mapical hour of * spare time.”

Whill it come ? Shall T ever passessit?
I start with fresh hope cvery day.
Like 2 will-o'-the-wisp it allutes me;
Like a will-o"the-wisp, fades away.

For the basket has never been emply,
Dunng all of aits burdened career,
But once, fur a few fleeting moments,
\Vhen the baby upset it, last year!

—Bessie Chandler, in lHarper's Bazar,
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MARJORIF'S CANADIAN WINTER.

BY ACGNES MAULE MACHAR.

CHAPTLER VIIL.—CONIINUED.

¢ 0, Efile ! how did you do 112" exclaimed
Marion ; but pour Effie could not speak for
the sobs that shook her httle frame, and Nor-
man had the magnanimity to coofess that 1t
was partly his fault ; that they wanted to get
a plaything that had beeo put up oa the same
high shelt, and he had been trying to hold
Effie up 10 get it, when, just as she was takiog
it down, 1t dislodged the cup, aud thea Effie
herself hud fallen acd bruised her forehead.

It was a great vexation for Marion, but she
conquered it bravely, and taking Effie up in
her arms, began to examine the bump on her
brow, while Alan, who had just come in, too,
weat to get something to bathe it with. But
Effic only sobbed out :

¢«1 don't mind the bump, Marion ; it's the
cup. Will it mend?’

*No, dear,’ said Marion; *I mast just try
to get another done yet. But you koow you
and Norman have often been told not to try
to get things down for yoarselves. Aand if
you had been good, obecient children, the cup
wouldn't have been broken.’

¢Q, Marion! I won'tever, evertry again !®
she exclaimed, and Norman, standicg by
silent and rueful, looked as penitent as she
did.

Marjorie thought she loved Marion twice
as much when she saw the mothesly sweet-
ness with which she soothed the still sobbing
child, telliog ber and Norman that nothing
was to be said about the cup to Mrs. Ramsay
who was out, as of course she was to know
nothing about it till Christmas Day. And
she promised to take five cents from Effie’s
and Norman's little hoard of savings, towards
the purchase of a new cup, while Marjorie
heroically ofiered— confidentially —to take
Marion's place in helping Millic to dress a
doll intended for a Christmas gift to Effie, so
that Marion should have more time for her
paintiog.

And finally, in order to cheer up the two
downcast children, Marjoric offered to do
what they had been daily teasiog berto do;
go and take 2 ndc on their little tdboggan,
down the very moderate sized slide the chil-
dren used, io a field close by.  Soshe had her
first expenence there, under Alau’s supervis
jor Normao steening, while she, only a hight
weight, sat tucked ioto tbe front, making het-
self as small as she could. As we all kaow,
it is generally, as the Freach say, e premier
pas gus coute; " and now that she had—aoot
«broken the ice, but—tnied the snow-shde,
she felt as ¥ she conld venlure another oo a
larger scale, with less nervousness and wmore
pleasuze than she had felt before, when look-
ing at the sharp inchned planes erccted for
the slippery descent.
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* It looks a little dreadful at first,” Millie
admitted ; * but every time you go down you
hke it better. And when you know just
what the tobogpan's going to do, you're 10
more afraid of it than of skating.'

Marjorie had lcarned to skate a little at
home by her father’s desire, and her cousins
were going to take herto the rink by and by ;
but just at present there were too many other
things to do, and the skating was not s
much of a novelty as these.

When they got home, just as the tiats of
a soft Yinter sunset were fading out of the
pink and amber sky, Norman ran to tell his
mother, as usual, what they had been doing.
¢ And Effic had a fall and got a bump,’ he add-
ed incautiously.

“What ! not off the toboggan 1’ exclaim-
ed Mcs. Ramsay, who was always a little ner-
vous about this sport, though she koew her
husband liked the children to do, within rea-
sonably safe limits, whatever developed cour-
age and muscle. :

¢ 0O, no ! it was when the cup—oh, dear,
I forgot! That's a secret, you know, mamma,
so you mustn’t ask about it.’

Mrs. Ramsay was quite accustomed to the
littie ones’ blundering attempts to keep their
Christmas secrets, and she was verv careful
always to respect their innocent mysteries,
and to avoid tempting them to untruth by un-
pecessary questions ; and indeed deceit was
a thing almost unknown in that household ;
for all knew that it was considered the grav-
est of all offences. So she only smiled a little
as Norman went on :

* It's only a secret, you koow, because it's
to be a surprise for you'—

But Millie cet Normao short: ‘You
stupid boy ! can't you be quiet? It’s nothiog
at al), mother, only Effie and Norman were
piaying 10 the study, and Effie felt and bump-
ed her forehead.’

*\Vell, aever mind, dear, let me see the
bump ; and don't scold Norman. Little boys
can oply learn by experience when © silsnce
1s golden.” And 1'd rather have him make
ever so many blunders by frankness, than
see him in the least sly.’

Effie soon recovered from her {all, thenew
cup was bought, and everybody tried to help
Marion to get time to finish it. Marjone de-
tested dressing dolls as mach as Marion liked
1t, but she would not let her cousin touch the
one that she and Millie wrestled over for three
whole evenings, after Effie was gone to bed,
il *their baby’ became a joke with everybody.
For 1t was not a task that could be ¢cobbled
up ' ia a hurry. Effie had very decided views
on the subject of dolls, and would scarcely
have felt grateful, even at Christmas time,
for the most beautiful doll whose clothes were
sewed o, since the duty of dressing and un-
dressing her doll was one of its greatest
pleasures to her motherly little heart. Hap-
pily Marjorie bad not any Christmas work of
her own to do ; for her father, who had, evea
io the hurry of his own departure, procured
appropriate gifts for each member of his sis-
ter's family, had considerately counselledMar-
jorie to reserve them till Christmas, knowiog
that she would naturally like to have her
share in the general interchange of gifts, and
that she might be puzzled as to the selection.
So she had these safeiy stowed away in ber
trunk, each in its neat paper packet, inscribed
with the name of its owaer, all ready for the
Christmas tree. ]

For they were to have a Christmas-tree.
Dr. Ramsay, though he often objected to
wbat he would bumorously style ©the moa-
strous regimen of children,’ declaring that
everything nowadays was being made sabser-
vient to them and their enjoyment, always felt
that Chnistmas was more especially the
«children’s festival,’ and endeavored to make
1t a tiume of real happiness to bis owa tamily.
And as he knew that one of the truest means
of happioess 1s to help to make others happy,
he tned to make this an cspecial element of
the Christmas pleasuies.

On Christmas Eve, for two or threc
Christmases past, he had given op bis sorgery
for ihe eveniog, to the celebration of the {es-
twval and of the Christmas tree. The boye
made a pilgnmage to a place on the Lachine
road, where they had permission o0 sclect a
suitable young spruce, which was tasiefully

decorated with tapers, bright-tinted ornaments
and bonbons. The children were allowed
to invite some of their young friends, and the
doctor invited his young friends--the chil-
dren of a number of poor patients, who ha'
little chance of Christmas presents otherwise,
and for whom small inexpensive, but welcome
gifts were provided by Mrs. Ramsay and
Marion. In this way the little assemblage
soon grew to some thirty or forty children.
And besides the Christmas-tree itself, Dr.
Ramsay, with the invaluable assistance of
Professor Duncan, always prepared a little
exhibition for their entertzinment. The pro-
fessor had a large magic lantern ov sterzop-
ticon for which be had, each year, some new
and original dissolving views prepared. This
he always exhibited for the first time at the
Christmas-tree, interpreting them as he went
along, with what were as good as stories to
the children. The year before he had given
them a series of views fram Dickens' Christ-
mas Carol,which had been exceedingly popular,
but the subject was always a secret from every
one but Dr. Ramsay, till the evening arrived.
The little exhibition was frequently repeated
during the winter for large audiences at Sun-
day-school festivals and similar celebrations ;
but it never came off with more zest and en-
joyment—both to entertainers and entertain-
ed—than it did at the Ramsay’s Christmas-
tree.

As soon as the growing moonlight made
it practicable to enjoy going out after tea,
Alan and Jack insisted on giving Marjorie
ber first lesson in snow-shoeing, when there
would be no spectators—to speak of—to
laugh at her first attempts. They hadto walk
some distance to reach a suitable -open space
at the eastern base of the mouatain, and thea
Marion's snowshoes, borrowed for the time,
were carefully strapped to Marjorie’s mocca-
sined feet by the long thongs of buckskin
that tied the network to the front part of the
sole, by being interlaced across the instep.
Marjorie was shown how her toes were to rest
ou the snow itself through the openiog in the
snow-shoe, so as to have the necessary spring
for walkiog, while she was to take as long
steps as possible, puiting the foremost foot
well in advance of the ather, and keepiag the
snow-shoes exactly parallel with each other
so as not to overlap, or ‘interfere,’ as Alan
preferred to call it.  As the snow-shoes she
wore were very narrow ones, she did not find
this very difficuli after a little practice, though
just at first she got the locg narrow points be-
hind interlocked two or three times, the re-
sult being 2 plunge into the snow, out of
which she was pulled by her cousins, amid
much merriment.  After two or three
lessons, however, she could walk quite easily
and hightly over the surface of the deep snow,
and Alan declared that before long she would
be able to run as he did, on her spow-shoes,
a feat which appeared to her almost anim-
possible one.

Both the boys were quite eager that Mar-
jorie and Millie should accompany them on
their moonlight tramp ia search of the Christ-
mas spruce, ao expedition in which Gerald was
to join them. But Mrs. Ramsay thought an
eight milc tramp quite too much for Marjorie
in her present state of ¢ training." The boys
were very unwilling to give up the plan, how-
ever, 2ud Professor Duncan, heariog the dis-
cuszion, declared that he should like tre-
mendously to accompany them part of the
way at least, and soggested that the girls
20 just as far 2s they felt able to manage, and
he would escort them back And so it was
accordingly arranged.  Professor Dauncan
came to tea, and shortly after seten the little
party set out, carryiog their snow-shoes till
they bad got into somewha! open ground,
where the soow afforded them a coaveniemt
surface on which to use them.

It was a glorions night. The moon, more
tbao half-foll, bad the brilliancy which only a
winter moon cap have—shining from ao un-
clouded sky over a landscape of dawmling
white. Yet the brighter stars, at any rate
were not obscured, but shoac with diamond-
like clearness against the deep gray-blue sky.
The shadows of the leafless boughs-were de-
fined on the pure white snow as clearly as if
penciled on its sorface, and the feathery
points of the pines and spruces wers more
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distinct in the silhouette thaa in the reality
The air was keenly cold, but to the snow-
shoersit was only bracing® and exhilarating.
Matjorie felt its subtle influence, and did not
wonder at the high spirits of the boys, as they
sometimes ran races or made little detours
across fences itto fields, and sometimes drop-
ped into line and made little jokes with Pro-
fessor Duncan. He was in his most genial
mood, too, and entered with spirit into the
¢ quips and cranks’ of the toys, occasionally
giving them an origincl conundrum suggested
by the impressions of the moment, and creat-
ing much amusement when the answer was
either guessed or revealed—generally the
latter. By degrees, however, oo one koew
how, the solemn beauty of the moonlight
landscape sobered them into a quicter mood.
And ip a similar way, as it often happened,
withont any particular intention, Professor
Duncan had got on his favorite subject: the
old days of the French pioneers, and inci
dents of the guerilla warfare of those days
which had taken place in that vicinity.

¢We!l,’ said Gerald, * I shouldn’t have ob-
jected to some of those adventures. The ex-
citement must have been something to make
up for the hardship.’

*And what grand times they must have
had,’ said Alan, *wheo they had the country
all to themselves, and could go on theirsnov-
shoes all through the woods, with luts of
game everywhere, and nothing to do in winter
but shoot it and keep themselves warm!’

t Yes, said the professor; ‘but it wasn't
such a fine thing to come across an ambu-
scade of Indians with their guns or toma-
hawks, and know that at any moment you
might be scalped or carried oft toafate a2
thousand times worse.’

*No," replied Gerald.
other side.’

¢ Yes, my boy,’ the professor went op, “it’s
very nice for us to be enjoying ourselves here
tramping on light-heartedly, with a fine clear
landscape all about us, and nothing and oo
one to make us afraid. But it was quite an-
other matter to have to stumble along among
the shadows .of the grea. “rees and fallen
logs, never knowing when you might hear the
crack .of an arquebuse or the heart-chilling
war-hoop, or be picked off without warning by
an iovisible foe! \WVhy, do you koow, the
colonists at Ville Marie were often practically
prisoners within their palisades, not daring to
go out to shoot game or cut firewood, except
in armed parties as though in an enemy's
country, and then pursted back often with
heavy loss.  And the men got sick of staying
mewed up io their fortifications, and no wond-
er, though they got a good lesson when Mais-
onpeuve let them have their way, aad then
made such a plucky retreat.’

¢ Was that the one Uncle Norman told me
abont in the Place d'Armes?’ s2id Marjorie.

¢Yes. He was a splendid fellow—that
Maisonneuve ; true Christian knight and gal-
lant soldier !’

¢ Well, it beats me,’ said Alan, *to under-
stand how those people could give up every
thing elsc, and go on suffering all they did,
fog such a set ot stupid, miserable savages as
those Indians were !’

(To be continued.)

¢That was the

4 STRANGE (CLASSICALy COINCI-
DENCE.

Tho colcbrated astronomer, tho late
Ricbard A. Proctor, has given almost a
scientific character to the subject of Strange
Coincidences by the intercsting papers with
this titlo published in his miscellancous
cssays. JMost persons bave, I suppose,
happened now ond then on coincidences so
strango a8 to scem, as tho Scotch sy, un-
canny. But theso strangoe coincidences,
liko our strange dresms, aro ususily left
(wisely no doubt) uncecorded. It now, in
violation of this wise rule, I place ox record
one of my persvnal expericnces in this way,
I am tompted to do 50 not merely because
tho incident scoms to mo exceptionally re-
markable, but also bocause it gives me ap
opportunity, of which T am giad to avail
mysolf, of associating my nsmo with that
of a very old friend, Mr. John Langton,
but recently passed away aitor a very uso-
fal and sctive lifo nausually prolonged.
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