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MY LOVE AND 1.

1 find it sweet to think of her,
‘Who seldom thinks, perch

For many lovers find her fair,
Aund many rivers seek the sea.

, of me;

I find it sweet to think of her, .
For thoughts by day bring dreams by night,
‘Wherein no sorrow comes to shade
Or shadow my supreme light.

I find it sweet to think of her
And of her words 1 found so sweet ;
And, like a charm to lull my care,
My lips their music still repeat.

I find it sweet to think of her,
Whose gracious praises make me strong
To win the erown those poets wear,
Whose love and passion speak in song.

I find it sweet to think of her,
And, through the ashen autumn days,
A sense of peuce pervades the air
Though leaves strew thick the woodland ways.

I find it sweet to think of her,

And, though my heart may haply break
‘When hope surrenders to despair,

The pain were sweet for her sweet sake.

I find it sweet to think of her,

Who sometimes thinks, perchance, of me—
Though many lovers find her fair,

And many rivess seek the sea.

J. B. EASTWOOD.

<

THE COLONEL'S MISGIVINGS.

Colonel Francis Chester stood in moody
silence before the fire which lit up the old hall
at Chester-Royal. He was about thirty-five
vears of age, tall and strong of limb, with
straight, good features, and flashing, black eyes.
He ought to have been a happy man. This old
hall and fine estate were all his own, his lineage
was good, and assuredly of all the Chesters who
had ruled at Chester-Royal, Francis was the
proudest and most highly honoured of them.
As a soldier, he was counted one of the most
efficient in the service ; his regiment—the scar-
let Laucers—was one of the best managed in the
army ; his officers loved him ; and his superiors
held him up as a pattern to be safely followed.
His men would go—and many of them had gone
—through fire and water for him. .

It was told of him during the Mutiny—that
terrible year when so many of our nearest and
dearest perished in the far East—that one of his
soldiers had been heard to say, ‘ Cornet Chester
never tells us to ‘Go on: he always cries
‘Come on!"” Now thathecommands his regi-
ment, his men have the same faith in him still.

And yet Francis Chester did not look happy.
He was not happy.

He was dressed for dinner, und rapidly the
hands of the clock neared the hour of seven that
New Year's Eve. Frank thought of the old year
with feelingsin which joy and pain were strange-
ly mingled. To the one that was coming, %fe
looked forward with a shudder of dread.

As he stood twisting his long moustache, with
strong, brown fingers, the ‘¢ clic-clac” of high
heels on the parqueterie floor of the gallery
which ran round three sides of the hall, roused
him from his reverie. He glanced upwards ; his
face flushed, then grew as suddenly pale; his
eyes brightened, then sank to the fire again,
their flashing brilliancy dimmed by hot, regret-
ful tears. The unknown cause of this emotion
came down the stairs and stood beside him—a
wee, fragile little girl of seventeen, dressed in
violet velvet, with swansdown trimmings, a
costume which set off her fair, rcgular profile
and long flaxen curls to perfection. Her name
was Nelly Drummond, and she was Colonel
Chester’s ward. Her father and he had been
comrades and inseparable friends, though Major
Drummoud was ten years Frank Chester’s senior.
Nelly lived with Mrs. Grahame, Frank’s sister,
who was llt present doing the honours of the
house. Mr. -Grahame was a barrister of great
renown, and had come with his whole family on
a visit to his brother-in-law.

Nelly came to Colonel Chester’s side, and put
out her pretty white hands to the warm blaze.

‘“ How cold it is, Colonel Chester !’ she said,
shyly.

‘““Very !” "he answered. ‘Have you been
taking care of yourself, and keeping out of drafts,
my dear ? 1almost feared that damp church for
you! They had been re-arranging the decor-
ations for a festival.”

1 did not stay very long. Mrs. Grahame
saw me shiver, and sent me home. At least, I
went round to the station for her.”

*“Did Derrick Valentine go with you ¢’

He spoke with an effort. He thought her shy
constraint was cold dislike, and made his tone
as fatherly as possible.

“Yes.”

¢ And did you enjoy your walk ?”

““It was very cold,” she answered evasively,
the hot blood flooding her fair face and throat.

Franks heart was throbbing in agony. The
great veins stood out like thick cords upon his
temples. Yet he forced himself to go on.

“1 s;uplmse he has been telling you the old
story, Nelly. He asked my consent this morn-
ing. I said I must leave it to you. And now,
child, am I to wish you every happiness

A footfall .ubove warned them of intruders,
and Nelly escaped into the deserted morning-
room, leaving Frank with a dull pain at his
heart, that told him the worst had come.

Poor Frank did not eat much dinner that
evening. How could he, with Nelly and Der-
rick Valentine close beside him ? He thought
they did not look very happy ; and that, had he
heen engaged to Nelly, he would not have been
80 red and uncomfortable as Derrick Valentine

‘to me—cruel, cruel to me !

certainly was. Engaged to Nelly! Ah! th®
the very thought sent the blood leaping and
thrilling through his veins, only to bring the
bare truth back to him in all its hideousness,
that Nelly Drummond must never be anything
more to him than his ward ; thatin a few months
she would be married to his subaltern, and he
would have the pain of seeing her daily. Ah'!
well ; it would soon be over. Never must he
dream of her again as he had done so often of
late, standing his side, flushing under the
cloudy bridal vei{; wandering in golden honey-
moon days, through Alpine splendours, and still
Italian cities ; watching her amazement at gay
Parisian life, and brilliant German spas ; coming
home, a tender, happy wife, to Chester-Royal ;
arranging balls and parties; turning out the
wardrobe of his ancestresses in quest of theatri-
cal costumes ; filling the old house with light
and life ; taking her place as lady of the regi-
ment ; returning with him on dark November
evenings from the hunting field ; coming to
meet him on his return from the barracks ; fas-
tening his precious cross *‘ For Valour’’ on his
tunic; sitting beside him in the church; lying
in the dim twilight, with a baby on her bosom—
his child! No! never any more. Ah! how
pretty she was! What tender, caressing ways
she had ! But they were for another, and Fran-
cis Chester must live out alone the life given
him !

‘When the ladies left the table, Colonel Chester
rose to open the door. Nelly cast a piteous
glance at him, *“Your head aches ?* she asked,
inquiringly.

¢¢ A little,” he answered, trying to smile. If
he had spoken truly, he would 1ave told her it
ilwas more heartache than headache that ailed

im. .

In a very short time the gentlemen joined the
ladies in the drawing-room. Frauk, however,
went up to his own room before doingso. As
he passed the grtat bay window in the gallery,
he caught a glimpse of a velvet skirt, while the
nnmistakeab%e sound of a sob fell upon his ear.
He pushed aside the curtains which shrouded the
recess, and saw little Nelly in deepest distress.

“My child,”” he said, sitting down on the
broad window-seat beside her, ‘ why these tears?”
You who should be so happy !”

¢ Oh, no, no!"’ she sobbed.

“No ¢’ cried he. ‘“Not happy in Derrick
Valentine’s love ? He loves you very much,
Nelly "’

““1 know !” she whispered.

¢¢ And does that not make you happy ¥’

She shook her head.

“Then why have you engaged yourself to
him ?’ asked Frank, in astonishment.

I have not!” she said, half indignantly.
] told him this afternoon I could not; that
—

‘¢ Liked some one else better,” said he, finish-
her sentence for her.

elly did not answer ; only her pretty blonde
head drooped lower and lower against his
shoulder.

¢ Who s it, Nelly ! Some one we do not know
of, my sister said. Not tell me, child ¥’

1 cannot tell you!” she cried, passionately.

¢ Cannot tell me P’ How strangely dull and
unseeing Colonel Chester was becoming! “‘Is
it possible there can be any secret where you are
concerned? Oh, Nelly, Nelly, I would rather
you died than such be! Recall your decision,
and let me send Derrick to you. He loves you,
and your affection will grow for him !’

Nelly had risen as he spoke. ‘‘ Colonel
Chester,” she cricd, her face white, her large blue
eyes wild and dark with pain, *you are cruel to
And I am so great
a drag upon you that you give me to a man I do

in

- not, can never love '

Here she left off abruptly ; and, turning, fled
away down the corridor to her own apartment.

Colonel Chester’s headache and heartache had
alike vanished. As he went down the gallery,
his only sensation was that of intense happiness.
“ What courage she has!” thought he. *‘How
she blazed up ; and how like poor Drummond
she looked ; and how nicely she let the cat oat
of the bag, dear little girl I And then Frank
wandeted away into the old dreamland, which,
two hours bac{,_he had renounced for ever.

When Nelly descended into the drawing-room,
Colonel Chester was talking to his sister by the

jano. She came gently in, and sat down on a
ow fauteuil near the counservatory door. She
sat looking down the long room, fanning herself
with a huge fan, whose scented movement lifted
the fair curls and fluttered the soft swansdown
trimmings of her dress. But all her little airs
and graces could not hide from Mrs. Grahame’s
quick observation the fact that she was as pale
asd eath, and trembling from head to foot.

¢ What is the matter, Nelly?” she asked,
oming across the room.

¢* Nothing.”

¢ But you look as if you were going to faint ;
and you have been crying !”

Nelly flushed erimson.

“I'm all right, aunty” (she sometimes called
her ¢ aunty”) ; *I had a fright opstairs. Please
don’t take any notice.” And Mrs. Grahame,
fully believing iir the legends and traditions of
the old house, went on her way quite sure that
Nelly had seen a ghost.

A few moments after, & man sermant came to
Nelly.

«¢{olonel Chester wishes you to go to him in
the library, Miss Drummnond,” he said.

“Say I am very sorry I caunot come,” she an-
swered, decisively, at the same time beckoning a
young man to her side.

When Frank returned to the room, he found
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Nelly cccupied with a decided flirtation,
though she was still aspale as death. She would
not look at him, nor show by the least sign that
she knew he was in the room. Presently she
was asked to sing, and rose at once, too proud
to show by refusal how she was suffering. Some-
one asked for ‘“ Marguerite,” and she began it.
She knew Frank was standing beside her. She
could see his strong, brown hand, with its heavy
signet ring_resting on the piano. She sang the
song splendidly. At the words,—

** Oh, Marguerite, I think I know,
I feel he loves me too;

But if, alas ! it be not so,
I prithee tell me true,”

her voice shook ever so little, and_gradually she
wound up to the last, with a thrilling, prolonged
note.

A burst of applause followed, and then came a
hush, for Nelly was lying in Colonel Chester’s
arms in a dead faint.

The next morning, Nelly rose whilst the rest
of the household was at church. When she was
dressed, she went down to the library -to fetch
the second volume of a novel she was reading.
When she opened the door, she saw Colonel
Chester sitting at the table, writing. She tried
to draw back, but he had seen her, and called
out, “ Nelly, I want you.” Then she came in,
looking rather defiant, and very much fright-
ened.

Frank rose and took her hand. ’

¢¢ Are you better this morning ¥’

¢“Yes, thank you.”

“Why did you not come to me last night,
when I sent for you ?”

No answer.

“Did you know what I wanted to say to
you ?’

“No,” in the meekest of small whispers.

¢Then why did you not see me?’

¢« Because I thought you were going to scold
me,” she answered, looking up, her eyes full of
tears.

1 scold you, my precious!’ murmured
Frank tenderly. ¢ Ma reine blanche, when I
scold you—-""

“Don’t,” said Nellg; ““I've been ill, you
know, and I'm not to be agitated. If you talk
like that, I shall begin to cry. But Frank, what
a pretty name Reine Blancheis! You should
hear my name for you.”

“ What is it ?°

¢ 1If I tell you, then you will know.”

«Of course I shall. Come, tell me !’

““Imperative mood,” laughed Nelly.

‘¢Shall we make it conditional ?” suggested
Frank. ‘“You tell me your name for me, and
1 will tell you one I have for you, which is ten
thousand times the loveliest ou earth.” ’

*“ Mon Brave,” said Nelly, curiosity getting
the better of her. ¢ Now for yours !”

“ My wife !

When Colonel Chester and Miss Drummond
descended from the heaven which is one degree
higher than the sixth, he tried to give hera
little good advice.

¢ Derrick goes to-morrow.”’

““Poor dear !

¢ Now don’t you think he would be the better
match of the two? Heisten years younger than
I am, almost as rich, very much handsomer,
and-—-""

“] am not going to flatter you, Frank, how-
ever much you may desire or deserve it ; but I
should like you to understand now and for ever
that [ don’t like ‘ raw material.’”

Colonel and Mrs. Chester are quite & model
couple, and about a year after their narriage,
their happiness was completed by the arrival of
ason and heir. Nelly says heis the loveliest
baby that ever was brought into this sublunary
sphere, and that he is the exact image of his
father. Would you believe that Colonel Chester
is conceited enough to take the compliment to
himself?

THE FRENCH STATUE FOR NEW
YORK HARBOR.

A Paris correspondent writes that a meeting
of the members of the committee of the Franco-
American Union, the organization which has
taken in charge the plan of presenting to the
yeople of the United States a colossal statue of

iberty, to be erected in New York Harbor, was
held on February 2, at the rooms of the society,
No. 172 Rue St. Honoré, Paris. M. Laboulaye
presided, aud there were present besides M. Bar-
tholdi, the sculptor, who has designed the statue;
the Marquis de Rochambeau, M. de Lafayette,
Comte Serrurier, M. Jean Macé, M. A, Caubert
and others. Mr. Gratiot Washburne, in the ab-
sence of his father, who is an honorary member
of the committee, was there, and Mr. Nathan
Appleton was also asked to attend the sitting.
M. Bartholdi read a very interesting report
showing the progress of securing subscriptions
in France, which amounted now to about 140,000
francs, while many of the towns in France have
not yet given an answer to the appeal made to
them, and many of the subscription books are |
still out, and the amount obtained therefore not
definitely known. This is certainly a very en-
couraging report, and with such a start there
should be no great difficulty in securing the
amount rcquire&. M. Bartholdi is to come to
Amnerica some time this spring, taking with him
the arm of the statue, to exhibited at Phila-
delphia,”and he hopes that the corner stone_of
the pedestal will be laid on the 4th of July with
appropriate ceremonies. It is now for the people
of the United States td be ready for their share
of the work.

OUR CHROMDO.

As it is our desire to extend the
penefit of our beautiful Chromo to
as many of our friends as possible,
and with the view of preventing all
misunderstanding in regard to those
who are entitled to it, we take the
opportunity of stating once more
the conditions under which it is
issued.

1st. To all those who have paid
up to the 31st December last, or as
soon thereatter as their subscriptions
could reach us.

2nd. To all new subscribers who
pay their subscriptions in advance.

As many persons who receive
the CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS
through News-dealers, apply to us
for Chromos, although they are not
on our books,and wishing to enable
them to get the Chromo through
the same channel as they receive
the paper, we are prepared to fur-
nish tﬁe Chromo to News-dealers
on the same conditions as to our
regular subscribers, allowing them,
of course, a commission.

Our object being to gather in all
our standing accounts, our friends
need not wait till they are called
upon by our collectors for payment,
but will oblige by sending in the
respective amounts directly, when
they will be at once served with the

‘Chromo, by return mail or other-

wise.

CoLps produce catarrh, catarrh produces la-
ryngitis, bronchitis, and consumption. The
slightest cold therefore tends toward consump-
tion, and especially is this the case where there
is a scrofulous constitution or tendency.  Hence,
how important that the cold or catarrh, either
acute or chronic, should be arrested and subdued
at once. For this purpose take Dr. Sage’s Ca-
tarrh Remedy. Itis unnecessary to add testi-
monials, as where once tricd it recommends
itself. [t is sold by druggists and dealers in
medicines.

MANY PEOPLE THINK thatif they haveaslight
cold or cough, the best thing they can do s fo
do nothing, but simply let it wear off. 1t is the
indulgence in this fearfully erroncous idea that
makes the dread scourge of Consumption so
frightfully common—so common, that it is esti-
mated that war is as nothing, and pestilence a
bagatelle compared to it. Never neglect a cold
till too late, but use Wingate’s Pulmionic Troches,
which give immediate relief. Sold everywhere
for 25 cents. 13-1-52

TO ENCRAVERS.

WANTED, a First-Class Script Engraver
and General Designer. One competent to take
charge of the Designing and Engraving Depart-
ments in a large business, can have a first-rate
position and good Sulary. Apply, with references
and specimens, to

G. B. BURLAND,
General Munagcr,
BURLAND-DESBARATS LiTHo. Co., MONTREALL.

$1250,00 Profit from Investment of $206.00

One of our Customers purchased a spread on 100 shares
of New York Ceutral, Put at 106, Call at 108 buying 100
shares against the Put at 107, which were sold at 114,
selling at the same price the other 100 shares called at
108, netting profit of $1230.00. This operation can he
repeated every month in the year. $10.00, $20.00, #50.00,
$100.00, $1000.00 will pay as well for amount invested.
Gold, Stocks, Cotton and Tobaceo beught and sold on
commission. Advances on consignments. Send for Price
Lists and Cireulars. CHARLES SMEDLEY & Co.,
Bankers and Brokers, 40 Broad St., near (Gold and Stock
Exchanges, New York.

13-5-13-68.

P. 0. Box 3774.

THE LIGHT RUNNING

OY AL,

SEWING MACHINEA

The t popular favorite of the day. Head Offico

for Quebec and Eastern Ontario, 754 Craig St., Montreal.
- GEO. NUXN, Manager.

Good Agents wanted. Great inducements. Send for
pasticulars. 13-5-4-69.

| who want PATENTS
should write to
H.T. HEARTLEY.
P

0. Box 313. No. 22 St. John Street, Moutreal.
' Fees contingent on success.
Branch Office, N. Y. C.

13-1-0

DR. BULLER, M.R. 8. (., ENGLAND,
Oculist and Aurist,

formerly Clinical Assistant in the Von Crafe-Ewers Eye
Infirmary, Berlin, Prussia; late Resident Surgeon, Royal
London Ophthalmie Hospital. England. Office : Corner
Craig street aud lace @' Armes. Hours, 10 to 52 aomeand
2to 4 pam. 13-9-52-90




