
'9th 189~EMBER 1891 THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.
1891

r cod

eforel
that

ous of

'Id aut,

is in

th ir

;ktt0
layin
Lt

1 vill .

oft

that

es
t
i

ids
ion°O
have
'or1

y evit
shin

oc.
ch 'l
)rk, a

corr

,o o

0 dry,

d

sh t

edbthe

ed to
it,

in1 C~
t
tb

ho Co
thn

Short o
1* Ci

(Mr. E. Havelock Wais , .oro. . --.

IN HE "RARE OLD USED-TO-BE."
suPpose there comes a time in the lite of every

bo"y when he feels as though the restraints of
home have become unbearable, and that
nOthing can fill the longing of his heart save
running away and plunging his grief-stricken
parents into a torrent of unfeigned sorrow.

tident happened to the writer once, in the halcyon
aoth), when he wore a glad smile and a freckled
through the sunny days of drowsy summer. (This,

enfPassan, did not, by any means, complete
f trmething had gone wrong with the domesticthe ousehold. A reluctance had been expressedbo coaxing a dull-toothed saw through a birchen
n egard to taking the family cow gently by the
shWtng to her mind where grew the toothsome,est or something of like import, and the writer
er brother concluded that the house was entitely

efor OlIr soaring ambition.e resolved to crush our parents with a new
Strike out for ourselves. The intention at

go o taly and write from there apprising the
e were alive, but not satisfying them with
il ut m1-y brother objected to this part of the

e said he knew he would be just as sea-sick
ce 'g to Italy. IIe had studied our "jograry"

aof thiat the proposed trip involved a cer-
itF water- îIe wanted to go out west to the
ines and come home soie day with a red shirt

htskerS, and ail his pockets just fairly aching with
h the evanescent fruit of the old mine.
.ýgesled counting the firm's assets before we came

'V ill had two penny-tokens, a piece of E

fiddle-string, six marbles ("stonies"), a jack-knife afflicted

with spinal trouble, a rabbit's paw, and a cedar whistle,

fashioned by the hand of an unskilled artisan.

My resources comprised four shingle-nails, a candy horse

that had lost its head under strong excitement, a 3-cent coin,

and a shaving-ticket, burglariously extracted from an elder

brother's dressing-table. Italy and the golden West then

assumed an abnormally distant and reserved aspect, and we

finally compromised by taking a journey to the barn adjoin-

ing the bouse, from which we could look out and study the

tear-stained cheeks of the alicted family. We left the

house at 6.30 a.m., and arrived at our destination at about

6.33 a.m. of the same day, without any mishap or incident

worthy of note.
In the upper part of the barn was a sliding-door, into the

middle of which had been placed a small pane of glass, and

it was here that we stationed ourselves.

No sign of life was visible until about 7 o'clock, when the

servant girl came out looking for kindling-wood and merrily

trilling a roundelay taken from the Irish with great loss of

life. Then about 8.15 the paternal ancestor came out into

the door-yard, calmly picking his teeth. If his heart smote

him at the loss of his sunny-haired offspring, he certainly

concealed it most admirably.
Things passed along smoothly till noon, when the family

had dinner and came out and sat down on, and near, the

door-step and discussed the weather and other matters-

little recking, in their heartlessness, that the roof-tree had

been deserted by their children.

The same wanton callousness was exhibited at supper-

time, and the two eager watchers marvelled greatly that it

should be given to mortals to so easily curb the corroding

anguish and smile outwardly when probably the chords of
their hearts were crueily rent.

About fine o'clock in the evening, when night had fallen,
the younger of the two broke the oppressive silence as fol-
lows : "Say, them brothers an' sisters an' father an' mother
o' ourn don't care wot becomes of us, do they ?"

Then I spoke up out of the gloom: "Well, their fortitude
under suffering is remarkable-but, say, home had no charms
for me. Did it for you ?"

" Naw, not a blame' charm. Say, I wouldn't go back,
would you ?'

" Go back?. Well, I guess not. I never knew what life was
before. No father to say go an' drive that old cow to
pascher ; no mother to send a feller after cream o' tartar er
extrack o' v'niller. Go back-nothin' !"

Then ail was still for half an hour, when I said: "Say,
Will, you know that tin whistle o' mine ? Well, I forgot all
about it. Y'ou wait here a minute an' I'll go an' sneak in an'
get it."

" Ves," said he, " but I guess l'il go, too, an' git a clean
handkercher. This one seems dirty."

" Oh, oh ! Afraid to stay alone! I'm coming right back."
" Well, I don't care. I'm goin' with you," and as the

mocn momentarily emerged from the shade of Wilkins' wood-
shed, it lit up the anxious features and classic outlines of two
tender olive-branches climbing to rest in their bed. The
next morning we took our places as usual at the breakfast
table, and were met by no embarrassing queries, and every-
thing passed off as though nothing had happened, although
at times I fancied I could detect the musical titter of some of
the member, of the household. By dint of carrying water
and wood for the servant girl we ascertained that our parents,
by soie means, became acquainted with our intention to for-
sake home and kindred, and had concluded to wait until
hunger claimed us for its own, when the family circle would
once more be united.
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