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ELEGY .ON THE DEATH OF PHILLIPS
| STEWART.

Poet! tho’ death hath made the music mute
O! thy melodious lute,
And bade thy heart no more, to richest
- rhyme
Beat tuneful time :
l.ike bells that chime,
Of love, not death, thy soulsbreathed songs
abide,
Iichoing, thro’ heaven,
not died!
We hear their music fall
Clear on our ears, and, like a bugle-
call,
That winds ‘Revellle’ to the waking dawn,
Breathe that Death’s night is gone,
And all is Morn of Memory with
thee,
Merged in the light of Immortality!

Tho’ brief thy songs
And warbled in a blatant world of wrongs,
‘Like linnets in the pauses of the wind,’
They breathe of Love, and Beauty uncon-

fined;

In thy sweet strains we hear
The trembling chords of some diviner tune
Like rose-buds, in the morning of
the year,
That walit their perfect noon
Ot full-rosed June.
* * * * -
. Thy loot was on the Hill
Ol deathless Song, to whose high crest
the Muse
, Bade thee ascend, nor let thy lute
be still;
But asked of Life and Love to intertwine
Their Immortelles, with Melody’s laurel-
wreath :
Therefore dark Death
Is not, for thee, Oblivion’s tuneless breath,
But, in the songs that Life remembers best,
Love-bars of Rest !
- * *

that thou hast

* *
Tho' worlds apart,—thou in the New,
and we
in the Old—thy music links

Here,
' ug still;
‘And songs, whose warmth no win-
ter days ean chill,
Bridge the cold chasms of the dividing sea,
So not alone the Land of Western Pine
Mourns the hushed strings of thy
Melodious lute.
But’ Erin’s Love, O Western World! with
thine
Kisses the chords, and mourn that
they are mute;
And, like a rainbow, spans the parting
wave,
And lays her Shamrocks onthy Doet’s
grave !
—Samuel K. Cowan, M. A.

HOW IT LOOKED AT HOME: A

STORY OF °8s.

1.

The place Is the city of Rexborough.
The time is the first of April, 18850

It was a bright fair day of a late spring.
Snow lay on the ground, but the warmth
of the sun and the feet of passengers had
transformed its purity into slush and mire.
O! passers there were many, for the fine
old eity wore an aspect very diilerent from
its normal quiet; streams of people, with

_ anxious and excited faces, tended all one

-

way ; there was gloom on some
brows, there were grave, stern words on
some men’s tongucs; here and there 1 wom-
.an was in tears; at the corners watehing
listening groups were gathered; the oft-
repeated names of certain men and places
were even In the children’s mouths; there
was o breath ol expectation in the very
air

Among the passengers who alighted
from the stage that made the daily trip
from the village of Woodburn was & young

woman, who looked about her in _some
wonder at the unusual stir. She had a
grave and sweet, ii not a beautiful face,

wearing now a slight expression of anx-

. lety foreign to its accustomed calm. She

asked no Questions, butr, avoiding the
throngs that filled the thoroughiares, pro-
ceeded without delay toa quiet house in
a quiet part of the town.

She was expected, for the woman who
"opened thé door expressed no surprise, but
broke at onee into exclamation.

“Oh, Miss Thorpe! What a day for
you to come! And why? I hope there's
no trouble with the doctor, ag well as the
trouble that’s come on us all.”

“I hope mnot,” sald {he girl quietly.
“But what do you mean? What is the
stir fn town for ?”

- “Why, don’t you know? (Haven’t ;you
hea‘rd. ‘or read the papers ? There’s extras
on‘__"

. Thorpe.
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“We only get a weekly paper,” said Miss
“What is the matter ?*

“You've not heard ? Why, there’s more
trouble in the North West. There was a
fight last Thursday, and nine men killed.”

“Never !’ exclalmed Miss Thorpe, in no
slightest degree realizing the meaning of
the words.

“Yes : the same man has raised it that
wasg at the bottom of the 70 trouble, when
my son was out; butthey say this 18
worse. Anyway the soldiers are on their
way to the West: they’re to be here to-
day, and there’s great excitement over it.
My boys are down to the station now to
see them come in.”

“But Ican’t believe it!” saild Miss
Thorpe, incredulously. “How is it we had
no warning — that we’'ve heard nothing
about it hefore 2’

“Ah, that’s the wonder !” said her host-
ess, shaking her head. “Some people must
have known, of course, but folks like you
and me have been left in the dark. Why,
even last week the papers said there was
no fear. But now tell me about yourself
--you expect the doctor ?”’

“Yes: 1 got acard from him to be here
to-day.”

“And I got one to say that you’'de come.
Anything up ?” she added, with a signifl-
cant smile.

“No, Mrs. Gould, I don’t know why I'm
here, any more than you do.”

“Well, if the doctor fixed it, It’s all
right; he never does anything without a
reason, and a good one, doesn’t Mr. Thorn-
old. Of all the students I.ever boarded he
was the most reliable. You're a lucky
girl, Mise Thorpe, even it you do have to
wait a while.”

Miss Thorpe did not answer, and a
thought seemed to occur to her hostess.
“Why, you must be tired! sit down while
I make you a cup of tea. Here’s all the
papers, and you can study up the rebel-
lion while you walit for the doctor. Like-
1y he'll cuome on the train with the soldiers
—the express is in long ago.”

So Mis¢ Thorpe sat down to “study up
the rebellion,” a study in which she had
many fellow-scholars that spring. The
word had startled her. She had read some
history and knew what 1t had sometimes
meant, what, wherever itis breathed, it
may mean. At first in her reading she was
perplexed; events of which she had never
heard were spoken of as being of deep sig-
nificance—places whose names were un-
known to her ‘as indeed they were un-
known to many of us Canadians until a
fierce necessity compelled a new study of
geography) were referred to as being cen-
tres of vital interest ; but as her attention
hecame more fixed, as she by degrees disen-
tangled fact from its wrappings ol heat-
ed discussion, she learned what is now
history—In our history, alas! a black-bor-
dered page. She learned that the country
was threatened—no, not threatened— but
quivering under the shock of an insurrec-
tion of which no one at that time knew
the extent or could foresee the end; she
learned that battle, murder and sudden
death had startled the land like a Jight-
ning flash from a summer sky ; that sedi-
tion had lifted its serpent head and that
patriotism had arisen to crush the reptile
under its heel; that the menaced natlon
had appealed to her children to sustain
her majest§ and her authority ; and that
throughout her length and breadth they
had responded to the call.

It had not entered her mind that events
of such 1huporbanoe could concern so hum-
ble a person as herself ; her interest was
entirely impersonal, but as she read, some-
thing woke in her breast that had never
before stirredl there: and her pulse quick-
ened at the story how a few days before
the Queen City had powred forth her sons
on that loyal errand from which alas!—
alas ? yes, bu&also to their eternal honor
—some of them were never to return.

She was of course, incapable, as were
many others, of judging of the merits of
the case; the oft-repeated phrases “Hall-
breed claims,” “Blll of Rights,” “Misgov-
ernment avenged’” etc.,, were to her but
words ; but accurate knowledge is seldom
necessary to strength of feeling, and Miss
Thorpe threw all the strength of hers on
the side of existing law. The very name
rebellion presupposed a systet'n of order

against which to rebel, and which, how-
ever far from perfect, must be preferable
to the chaos resulting from its rash and
violent overthrow. Time has taught us
that then, as on other occasions, there
was right, as there were faults, on both
sides ; but it needed time to teach the les-
son, and to Miss Thorpe the fact that five
days before the northern snow had been
stained with the blood of nine brave and
loyal men who had lald down thelr lives
in obedience to, and in defence of, law
and country, was sufficient to rouse a pas-
sion whieh left little room for discussion
ag to where the greater share of the blame
might lie.

While she studied and pondered the day
waned and the dusk fell. She was In a
gloomy reverie, her thougnts far away
with the dead at Duck Lake and the liv-
ing who wept them, when one of the child-
ren of the house came and said to her in
an awe-struck whisper, ‘“There's a soldier
here that says he’s Dr. Thorold.”

_She could hear the beating of her heart
as she went to meet him, and paused a
moment with her hand upon the door.
The opaque lamp left the room partly in
shadow, and she hesitated as the unfamil-
iar figure advanced to greet her.

“Grace, darling — > and in an instant
she was in his arms.

“Forgive me, dear, for having left you
waiting so. As you sce —my time is no
longer my own.”

She looked up quickly; there was
need ot questions. The dress he wore told
her all.

“Oh, Paul—I did not think—I did not
know — '

‘“You did not know, dear, because there
was never n¢ed to tell you; but the need
has come.”

Again she could say nothing but, “Oh,
Paul !”

On their further words let us not in-
trude for a while, There were many such
spoken in those days.

“80 you see,” he said, aiter an interval,
“the country doctor is no more exempt
from the call of duty than the business
man or the workman. And I hope he is
no less willing to obey.”

As she looked at him the expression on
hix face caused her to exclaim : “Oh, Paul,
do you think it so <erious ?'' She spoke
imploringly, as if his opinlon must with
her outwelgh all others.

“I fear go.” he returned. “There are
those, 1 know, who profess to make light
of it, and I hope they may be right; but
I am afraid it will be no play.”

She drew a long sigh.

*“Therefore—I could not go without see-
ing you again. You know— sometimes —
people—when those men went out from
Prince Albert last week they did not come
back, Gracie, dear.”

“But, PPaul—you don’t seem sorry —1
believe you are glad to go!”

“Glad 2’ he repeated, “that is hardly
the word. 1 don’t know how others may
feel at a time like this, but it seems to me
that I have only just begun to live. Glad?

_If the surrender of my own breath would

bring back the lives that are lost—Iif my
own blood would efface from the country
the stain of that which was shed last
week — it is little to
gladly give them; but as it Is — Grace,
You know my heart; to you I have confess-
ed what it has been to me never to know
my parents; can you think what it must
be to me to have found in my countrya
mother at last ?

He smiled, while a light, halt flerce,
half tender, shone in his eyes. His fervour
struck an apswering spark in Grace, even
while she felt 4 momentary pang of wom-
anly jealousy of the patriotic enthusiasm
that rose above and beyond even the
thought of her. .

*And you must do your part,” he said,
kissing her; but she remalned silent.
“Grace, can you be brave—for yourself
and others ?”

“I will try,” she sald; but as
spoke she clung closer to his arm.

“Now,” he resumed after a pause, “let
us think of others; there is much to say
and my time is short. How Is Annis ?”

“Very ill. Her grandfather is going
to send her here with me for advice, at-
tendance and care.”

she

no’
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“He is going to do son;ething sen-
sible at last? Grace—was it that busl
ness with Norman Wright that has made
Annis so much worse ?”

“l am sure of 'it. She was yery fond-
of him, and never being strong the worry
and grief overcame her.”

“Tell me, Grace. how was it 7

“There’s little to tell. You know Nor-
man was—well, not quite steady; not
much amiss, but still--and uncle spoke to
him—seriously--and he took it in bad-
part. He wanted Annis to promise him,
but she took her grandfather’s advice—
and the end was that Norman got very
angry—he would listen to nothing, and at
last he broke 1t off and went away. We
don’t know where he is now.”

“Grace, he 1s here now—with me.”

‘“Paul, you don’t mean it !**

“I do. He’s sorry enough he ever
left. I met him in L—— and proposed to
him to come and he jumped at the chance .
of going as substitute for one of my
men who met with an accident. He was
too likely a fellow and too well
drilled to be refused. Tll look after him.”

“How will Annis bear to have him go?”’

“She must bear it as others do, sweet-
heart. He is at all events more worthy
of her now than ever before, and maybe
her grandfather will think so too, when
we get back.” ’

“And we must stay here—and do noth-
ing—while you are fighting!” said Grace,
sadly.

“You’ll have plenty to do, dearest. You
have Annis to care for, and me to think
of and write to. And—who knows ?7—
there may be no fighting after all. Some
people laugh.at the thought.

But Grace drew no comfort from this.
She saw he did not think so.

“Now I must go,” he said, gently dis-
engaging her clinging bhand. “Thanks,
dear, for what you have not sald ; Yyou
are my own brave girl. Take care of the
weaker one for pour- Norman’s sake. We
go on Friday, and I will see. youagain
if 1 ecan, but if Ican't—you will trust
me, Grace ?*’

She looked at him with brimming eyes.
It wauld be searcely falir to listen to their
last good-bye.

1I.

This short tale, is in one sense, not
history.  Apler pens have already record-
ed those events which made the spring
of 1885 a landmark of our time, and
this Is but the simple chronicle of the
way in which they moulded and affected
a few unimportant llves. But events do
not constitute the whole of history—it i8
who
make it; and as the industry or sloth
of each individual unit adds to or takes
from the material prosperity of a natlon,
B0 Is her inner life reflected in the discl-
pline, joy or sorrow of each separate goul-

Among those who awoke to a new ex-
istence was Grace Thorpe. Never sell-
Ish, in the whirl of emotion and sensa-
tions never hitherto dreamed of, her own
grief was almost lost sight of. Those who'
remember that Good Friday, remember al-
80 the snow that late as the season was,
fell in blinding “thasses, blocking tratfie,
and detaining the troops concentrated 8t
Rexborough till the lcy Easter dawi®:
Grace never confessed 1t, but In the dusk
of that Friday she took her way, wrap:
ped from recognition, past the erowded
barrack/ square where the men were exX-
changing farewells and anticipations of
retuyn, and over the deserted bridge where
the snow lay piled unbroken. Her oOD€
hasty glance past the pacing sentry and
through the gate was her farewell 10
Paul, her last weakness and sgelf-indul-
gence. With the next ‘day she returned
to the duties that took her out of self;
and in the removal to the city of the I~
valid ‘girl who filled to her the pace of

gigter, and In tendance of her and the
querulons old man who wished neithef -

to go nor stay, she found enough to occupy
her heart and her time.

Then there cameé€ a harder trlal, the
walting for news; the hardest Indeed, )
all trials, as those who have borne It
know well. )

Alternating between the qulet of the
sick room and the searcely less qulet of hef
daily walk Grace’s life yet held much bus¥

)



