- A CANADIAN HEROINE.
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- CHAPTER 1.
Ir was near, sunset, and the season was early sum-
mer. Every tree was in full leaf, but the foliage
had still the exquisite freshness of its first tints,
undimmed by dust or scorching heat. The grass
was, for the present, as green as English grass, but
the sky overhead was more glorious than any that
ever bent above an English landscape. . So far
away it rose overhead, where colour faded into infi-/
nite space, that the eye seemed to look up and tip,
towards the Gate of Heaven, and omly through
mortal weakness to fail in reaching it. Low down
around the horizon there was no blue;-but pure, pale
green depths, where- clouds floated, magnificent in

deep rosy and golden splendour. Under such skies
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