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But hyh alteing quli
he ie lotte Vie tha tgolden;
e'iouSIW.dLak-,orthoe'qui-e, soiyou viii,-

T)uc bM cf ai Pi"s Of lue aides.

Therbr' usomethiné surrounding the mauicng of
piaîmkitchen woiderfully reaching

Tco the innerdelightsofatman's paradise,
Whse s£weasure requures no teacbinGg.

Thon mid vii berrarm tfaftare dimpie aand
white

PTu stU rç ber el s l nour;
or, la it the mald gives the power?

The table is upread and the dishes are laid,
Thie catkinu and othor ibtiga needfil

surrounIî#fhe ktng ai the eont ai arrayed,-
Te turkey, the centre-piece heedfuL.

Thon grame if Is sald, andth Ie farner bis chair
pushes back and commences tha carvigar;

The toast thon begins, ani a satisied air
eigne above those wlo lately were starving,

The pie with its coat that was creamy and
sweig

Tht tCOniment aof hc maid'e eooking,
Io broghtraUI the depthsa Lhe kttcb'sre-:

treat
To 1rree every sease long a-boolclng.

Butbtesatplaceo Pet.a t le evantngbelice,
ESten there ln the ighft hat ls meîlow,

Whe yon break Lite wish-bone wi f the
maideunsonice

Who nesties 'geaist you, ber boat follow.
-Nete Mou.

Br LiNDA BELL COLSON.

B EFORE a rude log shanty, built in a
small uirregular clearing un thte yet
untilled forest o fifty years ago, a

boy stood watching a sliglht opening
in tIe trees opposite. He could discern
a short procession moving slowly along
the narrow path. The boy's naine was
Douglas Marae. Ris sister, Janet, a
slim girl of lifteen, and two years his
senior, stoodi m the doorvay, crying
silently.

It was hot with the fierce sultry heai
of a Canadian August. The pine trees
fringing the clearing gave out a strong
resinous smell. The sparse patches of
cultivated land lad scarcely a vestige of
green left. Drops of perspiration trickl-
ed down the copper-hued faces of the
four Indians who led the procession,.
carrying on their shoulders a roughly-
made coffin. As they emerged from thei
forest and came into the full glare of the
cleanlng, Douglas bared his head; his
face was set and stiained. The coflin
contained the body of his uncle, David
Maerae, who had died on his own farm,
two miles away, but twenty bours before,
his last wish beng that lue should be
buried in the little graveyard at Keene,
where already a rude headstone bore the
naine of his wife. The intense heat
made it necessary that no tinie should.
be lost in carrying out the deadi man's
wish. Douglas' father and a few neigh-
boring settlers walked slowly behind the
Indians. Oneofthese latter, called Peter
Crow, was a tail, m uscuilar Molawk, with
s low, brutal expressioi of face. He was
noted in the Indian settlement near for
bis enormous physicalstrength, his fierce,
ungovernable tenuper, and his fatal fond-
nes for the firwater of the white man.

The Indilans carried the coffin stolidly.
As the procession crossed the path in
front of the shanty, Mr. rMacrae called
out to the children îthat he would return
before night fall. Soon the littie band
disappeared under the pine trees, and
was eostto Douglas's view. There was
still a walk of two miles through the
forest before they could reach Rice Lake,
where the Indians would lave to lay
their insensible burden in a canoe to
paddle acrosa to Keene, where, in the
wild cemetery, a newly-made grave
awaited their comung.

Douglas n'ent into the ashanty, and,
throwing himself down on a rough couch
which served at night as a bed, burst out
crymng, He had loved his uncle dearly,
anti his death was a great Ios ato him,
greater than any he had known smuce the
early death of his miother.

Sone twelvomonths beforeothis August
day the children's father, meeting with
reverses in business, had left his native
city, Edinburgh, and, with his two little
one@, had come out to Canada. He was
a man of considerable force of character,

uprigt and honorable, but cold and
n d in anner, and hi ntherless

children lad long since cai-ne t tntLhey
need look to hit for neither sympathy
nor love. To his son he was especially
severe, almost to cruelty. Douglas was
a aligît, delicately.built.boy, with a long
thin face, and a pair of singularly beauti-
ful grey eyes, inherited froin-is mother.
Mn. Maorae, a strong mn himsalf, de-
spisedi lis son's physialt dicaccy, anti
unjuetly charactenuzed Lhe boy as aweak-
lng anti a coward. D.ouglas vas pas-
sionately fond cf 'imusic, anti alrcady
played ,the flute with unusual abilf.
But thtis aonly served ta bnci-cased bi

father's contempt for valerre i
as effemninacy lm te boy, anti so
mruaic vas to Douglas a forbididen pleas-
ure. TIc lIfe cf s fariner, Mi-. iai-ae
tLd bis son, wvouldi, le hoped, " make a
man aflim.-"

Ou their arrivaili Canada, Mr-. Mac-
rae lad taken lis chuiden fa his brother
David near whonm he proposedi ta settle.
Thon Lad followedi Ior Douglas ant Janxe
morne weeks of unalloyed plecasure. Thair
uncle and auint were ehidlss, anti they
Look at once ta fleur hearta tIc " pur
mithierless bai-na," as the kindliy ScaLch-
vomnan called themr- .h chiduien revel-i
led lu thueir nev freedom, anti ta the af-
fection so lavishly. lestowdant a tm,
Douglas was a diffenent boy im .hid

Macre cout nef udn taidi te iack of
interest lis brother displayed in the, to
him, bighly-gifted lad.

To Douglas t1e crowning proof of bis
uncle's kirn'ess vas the gift of a famous
pistol. It was: aniold borse-pistol, his-
toriaiy ivaluable as.having once belonged
to Prince Charles Edward, the Preten er,
but whichlaad been. for many years in
David Mscrae's possession. It was a
beautiful age curious firearm-a flintlock
with a snoth bore, the stock profusely
iolaid wltb.sil er -and tern ghoatitiu a
rinerknob. -Donglassapent long louns
cleaning and polishing bis tresure, and

as ;tFiumphant when, to Janet's terror
and imay, ha ired his fret shot.

mmer as well over when Mr.
n tI urchae

< tn tqIUnarfu Bi.1ce LaIkei

than hisj hrother's farm. It was a badiseason oi the year to begin farming, but
Mr. Macrae obstinate in refusing bis
brother's offer of hospitality for hb. win-
ter.

Tbough Douglas and Janet longed ar-
dently te be allowed ta remain wherethey were, they stacti in too xnuch awe of
their father to make known theirawish;
and s0, on a chill Novemiber day, with
drearily-lalling rain, the lirat logs of the
new home were laid.E

It was a wretched beginning to a
wretched winter. The inoLement season
commenoed early and was unusually1
severe. The thermonieter sank for days
at a stretch ta far bterlow no. Heavy1
snowstorns raged frequentiy. The log
shanty proved but a poar lielter frog
the searching winds. fnet !ind Douglas
in their insutlicient clothing suffered
miserably fron the cold. Their pro-
visions gave out, and long before the
winter was half over they were reduced
to a diet of "rusty" pork and frozen
potatoes. Their sole drink, except water
obtained from nielting snow, was a taste-
less pink infusion made from the
wild tea bush, a low, scrubby shrub,
which grow in profusion in the neighbor-
hood.

What Mr. Macrae thought of the hard-
ships they were forcedto endurebis chil-
dren ievei knew; lie bore everything un-
complainingly, and expected them ta do
likewise. To Douglas, whose lhealth
suffered from the lack ofproper nourish-
ment, lie was even harsher than usual,
and many a time the lad smarted under
the injustice. His beloved flute lay
silent among bis few treasures. In his
'worst moments of suffering he stole often
to look at it. to press his Ilps ta it in an
agony of passionate regret that he must
for ever renounce his dreain of becoming
a great musician.

One night there was no fresh water in
the house, and Mr. Macrae sent Douglas
out for some snow ta melt. [n order to
insure its being thoroughly clean, the lad
had to seek it at some lttle distance from
the bouse. The tall pine-trees threw a
black shadow across the snow. As he
stooped to scoop some up in a tin dish,
an owi percied high on a tree uttered an
unearthly hoot. It was an unknown
sound ta the Scotch lad, weird and un-
canny in the still night air, and filled him
with a dread terrar of he knew not what.
With a stifled cry be dropped his dish of
snowand lied back to the hbouse bis fear
of the unknown exceeding even'the fear
lie feit of his father.

" You young coward-afraid of a noise.
Retuirn at once and fetch me that
snow." M4fr. Macra:e looked threatening-
ly at a stout switch he kept conveniently
near.

The boy hesitatingly opened the door;
Janet, casting an appealing glance at her
father, made a move ta accompany him.
Mir. Macrae commanded lier to sit still,
and Douglas, slowly and silently, went
out into t e darkness and the presence ofi
that unknown evil. His heart beat pain-
fully, it was almost audible in the silence
of the winter's night. His teeth chat-
tered, his boyish face was drawn and

inched, he seemed ta feel around
rin a thousand ghostly forms each utter-
ing that strange gruesome cry. He an-
com lished bis task, but he never forgot
in al his after life what he endured in
doing so.

Slowly the miseries of the winter pass-
ed, and at length there came the sudden
bursting ioto life of the glorous Canadi-
an spring. It was a welcome change to
Douglas, for, though le still had many
irksone ities ta perform, the savage
beauty of his spring-clad home enchanted
hlm.

Early in the summerhis aunt had died,
and now bis uncle was takn from i-
lis uncle, whose warm sympathy had
cheered him, whose kindly interest had
rouseLi all that was best and highest li
his nature; and, as the sad procession
passed from lis sight amid the pine-trees
le felt that he lhad lost bis truest carthly
friend.

But the first bitterness of grief over-
cone, and relieved by the passionate out-
burst of tearsm with which he had thrown
himself down, Douglas arose. He recall-
ed te precious gift of the dead, the
Charles Edward pistol. Lovingly he
took it out, fingering it affectionately,
and as he did so, stories Of its hi8tory told
him by bis uncle, came ta his mind, and
his boyish ardour kindled. Carefully he
loaded the old weapon, and had just re-
set the flnt in the lock when bis ister
enteret. Laying his pistai down on the
slilf, he proceeded ta help ber in the
preiparation of their evening meal.

rrsetly- he bad ta go ta the newly-
mnadre wel for water. As le bont down
ta lower the bucket the soundi of a dist-
ant whoop startledi him, anti le sprang toa
bis feet ; the cr-y was repeatedi, anti

agi dat agi iLwke the echoes af
LIafi-erst,aa im nevideontly nearer.
Gazing intently in the direction whene
IL camne ho desorieti the foi-m af an Indu-
an wslking along the path frocm tIe lake
towardis t lue clearing, anti waving his
arms wildly the while he gave vent ta a
sories af sayag yells. Douglas turned anti
rusheti acrass Lhe littlespace ta the bouse,
whecre le foundi Janet standing lu terrai-
at the door.
a"Oh, Douglas," she criedi, "IL is Peter

Craw, bhe must be drunk--what shalh we
do ?"

Janet was rigbt, IL was Peter Crow.
The whisky, w hich fifty years ago wa

uull suppliedi with a freehanti ansuchl
anuoccasion as a funera, bati provedi too
anuch for the savage. By tIc Lime the
procession lad reac'heti Lhe lake Peter
h ad bean ln no condition La be a safe
co panion lu a canoe, anti so hadi been
Ieft tehindi with ordiers to return ta thec
Indian settlement. Instead of doing so,
however, hehad retracedhis steps toMr.
Macrae's clearing.

Instinctively the children felt that they
were in great peril, ant thattheIndin
mustbe kept o t 9 ftbe duse. Airady
he had corne withn a hundrcd varda or
so.

Douglas rapidly closed the door
and drew the bar which setured it at
mieht. kh ba ti "

Do you think he can break iL in?"
tremblingly asked Janet.

The suggestion brought a new sense af
insuiy an o the chilrndragged
the sleepmng-bunk ant set it ainst the
door as a barricade, bftolyre ding the
table anti cbairs; but before tbey lad
coableted their efence Peter Crow was
cierously demanding admittance.

Letme uin- Lotmnea.int White

man. keeP whisky. Red man want
whisky!"

"We haven't sny in the bouse; you
had better go back to the setlement,"
sbauteti Douglas-

"One big lie white boy te. White
man alwajs lave whisky; white man
never drin water. Let me in I Let me
in "n,

Again he hammered on the door,
shriekinç like a niadman in broken Eng-
lish and in bis native tongue, and utter-
ing blood-curdling sereams which almost
paralysed bis listeners.

" Oh, Douglas, he will kilt us; hark
ta that!1 isn't it awful. Please God,
lhelp us, save us." She fell on lier knees
irxd hid lier tear-stacied face in lier
bands.

" Don't ho afraid, Janeta; sec Lhe SUn is9
setting; surely the door will stand firmi
until father returns."

As he spoke the noise without suddenly
ceased.

" I believe lie lias gone." Douglas crept
stealthily to the little loop-hole of a win-
dow and looked out.

The Mohawk was nowhere visible. The
pine-tops were covered with the crinson
of the fast sinking sun, the sky vas
flecked with-rosy clouds, the freshncss of
the evening was gradually replacing the
sultriness of the day. The whole scene
was one of peace. Douglas found it diffi-

cult to realise that the incidents of the
last few minutes wero not all some bide-
ous dream.

"Oh, Janet, I think he has really gone;
but e ivon't open the door until father
get lad."

He turnd away, from the window, but
as he did so a sight met his eyes which
sent every drop of blood from is, face.

It was the Indien emerging fror the
shadow of the pine-trees, and carrying a
good-sized log. It was not that, how-
ever, which so startled the boy ? it was
his expression. Naturally vimdictive and
ill-favoured, bis face was now distorted
with assion until it more nearly resem-
bled the face of a demon flan tIsÉ cfa
human being. His black hair hung in
tangled masses around hie neck, bis eyes
were glaring and bloodshot, lis w ite
teeth showed like the fangs of some
hungry animal.

Douglas stole away frnom the window;
he dared not tell his sister what le had
seen' .

Again came the violent hammering on
thedoon, with the fierce whoops."Red
man kill white children, no give whisky.
Indian want whisky,whisky always."

The brother and siter within shudder-
ingly listened, their young hearts filled
iwit despair. The glow faded from the
sky, the grey twiight gathered, would
their father never corneY

Then a terrificblowot thelogthundered
on the door. The frail barrier shivered
beneath its force, creaked and gave way.
WVith a howl oA tiumpfPeter rushe
into the room. At the awlul sight Janet
crouched speechles in a corner. Towards
her staggered the Indian and seized her
by the arm, whirling round her head with
a diabolical yell a huge knife. For a mo-
ment Douglas stoo stillu mhorror, tben,
like a flash, came the thought of his
pistoi, and he nerved is heart for action.

A couple ai stops tctfIeasheif on wicl
if lay, man t fWa ini lis banda, poi-ited
full at the Indian, who at the sound of
his movement had turned froin Janet to
attack the lad. The Indian made a rush,
and he fired.

For a second the boy Saw thiough ti-

amoke a swayn body, and a heavy fali
old him the shot had taken effect; then
lis senses left him.

When he revived, bis father was bend-
ing aveu- him. -'My brave hpy, tbauk
Goti yau are sale."

Douglas's eart gavea atIia c joy,
never before lad bis fatber spoken to him
in such tones, never caressed him as he
was toingnow.

asPeLe ro w, father, is le deadr ihe
askct hrakcruly.

"No, it was on]y a trifling doun.,,
And Janet?
" Janet is safe and well ; but you must

keep quiet, my boy, and you will be
better soon."

Douglas sank back ; he was too weak
yet vý do nore than iwonder; if his fltiier
liatid reallyi earned to love lii iii tf last
Two montha liter, Mr. Mra. vearied

of a lie for whiclh le lit ueither incli-
nation or ability, disposed( if his ftrn
and teturned with lhis children ta Scoft-
]and, where he dccided, for Doug]as's
sake, to make his home. Between father
and son lthre sprang up a wivai-m endur-
ing love and symnpathy, perhaps aillue
deeper for the long years of repression.
The beloved flute was no longer lushetd.
inde skilled masters. Douglas began a
long course of training laninusi, ant
alter years of patient study and lrd
work, by which alone success is attain-
able, lue reached an lhnnourel place
among thue nusicians of his day.

TIE SI S 0F' ST. IIOIHIOIJÀs-

"We arc arr good children."

AT PLAY WITII 'FlR}E
W ilAIES.

AN ADVENTURE IN TIIE 1OLAR SEA.

BY DAVIn KER.

"Author of '' I l ora Frison - "lderin the
AJLn"etc."

TE mre a merry party on board of
the little steamer that was carry-
ing us up to the lonely waste of

of waters lying between the North Cape
and Spitzbergen, on a fine summer day
eight weeks long; for ve had already
passed the limit of perpetual daylit,
and were now well tino that puzzling
region whtere Lord Defferin's pet rooster
flew overboard and drowned himself in
despair, evidently thinking that a world
where the sun had ceased to rise and set
as he ought to do was no place for a
respectable rooster to live in.

We had already had our full share of
adventures. We had fraternized with
dwarfish, highly-flavoured Lapps, ad-
mired their bight-eyed reindeer, and
examued with son.e curiosity a tattered
Lapp translation of the life of Moody,
the evangelist, which one of them proudly
produced from his deerskin pouch. We
had wondered at the presenice of mos-
quitoes in countless swarms far to the
north of Iceland, and had found to our
no small chragin, on passing the spot
where the terrible "Maelstrom" whirl-
pool ough to have been, that that
famous vortex " which doth suck down,
as it were a straw or a leaf, the largest
whales that be in the ocean," existed
only in the vivid fancy of medioeval
chroniclers.

Oua hf ouistriking localcexperiences
was tIat, vile Iying at anchor off the
low straggling point of Voringer Ness,
nearly midway between 'rondhjem and
Tromsoe, a.passenger from the Southern
Tyrol (who was by way of being a great
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hush of a silence as deep and solemn as
of a newly-crcated world, the glory of a
fresh dayspring broke over sea and sky,
and the great resurrection was coi-
Plete.

But another spectacle was yet in store
for us, even more characteristic of the
far North than these.

As we steaned slowly out towards the
open sea from Tromsoe Harbour lour
last halting place before Hammerfest
itself, the town at the worlds end" ]
the talk naturally turned upon the famous
northern " kraken," that joint octopus
whi':h, though now as mythical as its
compatriot the Maelstrom was once
painted by artists, gravely classified b
naturalists, and believed in by the whole
world.

" It's a good job," cied one of our
party, "Ithat the kraken is an extinct
animal; for if (as Bishop Pontofiddan
s.ays) its felers were long enogh ta
reac1 up LIe riggimg anti auldown a
sailor from the masthead, it would bave
gIlued us all.off this deck as easily as a

oy would pick strawberries"
"'I should think soi" said I; "especial-

ly as it is said to ave simplified the pro-
res at times by dragging down the sup
and all to the bottom of the sea ta be de-
voured at leisture.".

" But is iL so certain Élaf tIc bouat is
extint? 2" aaed a voicefror lehint.
"Sir Walter Scott mentions it as a cur-
rent belief in 1824; and only a few years.
ago I read a story in one of the magazines
teling how some man saw off the coast
of Shetland a crcature answering to the
description of the kraken, and had aven
made out the twisting of its feelers
through a strong glass." .

"I It must have been a strong glass of
whiskey," then, said the first speaker,
with a gin. "Catch me believing tbat
such a rute exists till vev seen it exist-
ingI",

"But, on the other hand," I put in,
•'You must remember what Canon
Kingsle telle us: ' Never say positively.
that a tiing does net exiat till you bave
actuaily seen it not nùisg?"

sportsman) borrowed the captain's gun
to have a shot at four wild ducks that
were hovering on the surface of a smooth
shallow ggoon within easy range of the
steamer. He let fly, and, insteat d oue
af the four birds faliirg, a fifth suddenly
rose up, no one could see whence. Three
times more did le fire and each time up
jumped another duck, amid roars of
laughter from the whole ship's company
while the captain said, with a broad grin,
that it was a new style of shooting to blow
a duck into existence, instead of out of it,
with every shot I The miracle was never
explained, and we were left to conjecture
that the mysterious birds must have
been under water till the report oftLhe gunm
scared them out.

Our first evening beyond the Artic
Circle was a sight never to be forgatten.
Slowly, calmly, grandly, the great suni
sank towards the black, sailless void of
tie infinite sea, like a noble soul over-
whîelmed by unjust misfortune. As lie
touched the rim of the horizon a cheer-
less shadoiw of the grave, gathered like
hrout over the voiceiess ocean ani fle

desûiatcd shore, giving weird, unearthly
shapes tu tie jutting crags of that iron
coast, andi making the dreary waste of
laden waters look vaster and drearier
thau ever. Then suddenly, amid the

seem to send themI away supremely
happy."

Beatrice-"I tel] thein that the re-
port that I am a great heiress is a mis-
take."

LiTrLE Boy (at table)-Pa, give me
some breat." Father-"My son, you
muat remember that older folks have the
preference." Little Boy--"I don't want
any preference ; I want a rll.

A MJI advertises for "a competent
persan ta undertake 'the sale of a new
muedicne," ant adds tbatba "t will be found
profitable for Lhe untiertaker." i

YNUNO MAX: "Will you give asset
my mariage with your daUgher,sfrr,
Old Man (firmy)--"Ko, air no

cent"

Jusat then there was a sudden bustie
and clamour of voices on the forecaste
and then one of the disputants, who ba
run forward to see what was the natter,
came running bac in high ecitement.

"Hurrah, boys !" hec cnet; " here's a
ki-aken Lui-et up just as you vere Lalk-
ing of itiV"

Tliere, sure enougli, about a quarter of
a mile ahead of us, lay flosting a vast,
black, glistering mass, very much like
the bulging side of an enormous bottle.
Though evidently moving very slowly,
ifs mîighty huIt aliaulticu-eth Le amotî
sea into huge wavesat every masv-anent;
and judginîg by the displacement of the
water around it, its length must have
ben considerably more than half that of
the steamer itself.

'Thiat' s not raken," said 1, " but its
soixetlhing else tht can hc quîite as
<langerous at tiunes i S a whale,"

At Lita iioment, as if to cofirfm i'my
wouds, two huge jets o ivatei shot up
igh muto fle ar fron file flning mass,
ad fell haek iI a siower f glittermng
spray.

Tis siglit, liowever familiair to a fewý'
oins,<was ncw t flich giteti i luber of
thos iit bl:rd, .ad tiîe ci owledl cagerly
%)Il to th lt,recastie to look at it. But
juit thenI ai cr froin ne ofuthe sailor
drew oiri aI.t eut ion lto IL scond wihale
It liad just ris-n to th surfiace on our

port -nitm ;andii i ainother moiient the
,ilitaii: pointeil eut ia third on fle star-

bolitaibosv.
"Thes wiinles se'iem to be tacticians,"

said a taill, -e A erican, with tlie
scar of aConlederate '>uiiet on ]lis brown
cheek; "they'r-e going to outtik us,
like flic ri-Ih soldier wlo surrounded lhis
prisonos.-

But te ivPrince of 1/les andli is cour-
tiers (as thei vit of Our paty called
tiem) hardly seeied to notice our pre-
elice.
They nt once made for aci otlier, ard

began a sort of gigantie gaime of ]eap-
frog, surging up and plunging dovii tili
the wIole sea w-as min a foai withi their
uiwicldy gaiboils, ani ilashing the waiter
wiith tleir titked tails unuîtil the noise
that they imaade fully lore out Charles
Reade's hold coiîpanison of' it to a
church-tower falling Iit.upon an acre of
boards."

"1 1sippo<se tle're home for tehlioli-
dys," saud our funiy imnu,' with a grin.

"JP-ople tlik of a siool of whiles, 80 it
Stands to reisonu that they uist have
hliayn s sometimus."

" This wouli uike a goodilistration
of .iiv favoirite text, ' The iuotuntainH
skipped lite rains, ani the little hills like
youing slhcep,' " added the Rev. velyn
IBurnaîby, ai young-er brothîer of te famous
Colonel,

luit the ca ptain looked aix iotus and
troubleil, as well le miglit. bTherc could
bc no sa fety f or is whi ile ii suîci close
proninutiiy t ftliese muoving mountains,
every plunge of which nmade thef steamer
rock to and fro like a t ild's toy ; and
any chance colhsion with tiem, even in
s jort, woul smîash onr ship tike ii egg-
8 le-]

].niîd the bow-guni, quick1" roared
Captaii Hansen. " We've no ball, un-
luckily, but the report nay be enougli to
Isere 'm.

He was obeyed, and not a moment too
soon ; for lhurdly wat ithe gn silewed
round and the powder handed up when
the iu-gest of the whales turined and
carne right at us fullow'ed by the oliter
two.

The clia apttinî hiiself sprang to the
wlieel, and telic gtunnîer rammîîuîed and
primed for blire life, wile we al[ l ield oir

ireath ; for the sli<hoek o f tlitf igty
mass, driven against ts like a hatt'rinng-

ran, i oti nti i ito sendl us all to tlue
iattouit ut eue iiovi.

But, just as ithe fotemnost wiale seeied
about to crash nîto ns, romxntii flew Ithe
wheel, the sip vecred ti sarb- nit ai
thel monister shot lamrmlcssl l>u ,alnist

oapsizing is with ia "wash" of i s wnake.
At thai uomîent loiitmg went thlit' gur, and
happi!y the sihi irp, suiden rtep.rtf sufliced
to scare t thrce leviathlans ; for the
whal, with alil il. giant bulik and
strength, is as -eaily tartled as its cousin
the elephiant. I)own saak hc three fluktd
tiails into tlie untknc wn i ldepths belo, while
we, recoverih.g with soie difliculty fruin
the tremenduotus roli of thlir plunge,
glid swltiLy aity from thiat perilous

put inotto the opei lseitaheyond.

AN EXILE'S WISH.

li A. n. 3.ur.nA.

Take nia backlto mother rreland,Irarf nIOi-ho <,oeItifL'.4 lrt-ait,
For o!aIii t iit lanis,'ntili rvea

slio's the ont. I love tht boit.
Ltni t-aI net or enrapurd.

On lier qu:e-t sun-li vanteys'
Andi ber breezy-, emneranddhlis.

Let mny eyes beihoid lier movnntaius,
Rer deep ravinos andi deliis,

Rer ncltn oirt and round Oîwrs,
Tiht deair oid whtte-was'hed sehool-house,

Teorhr rant ris,

wVhere1 I neit at sundcay's M ass.

Then, oh IFate, doa thou r-estore me
Back again ta scenies of i-nuth,

Andi the hotarts andi eyes ra-banig
FThiere wt frtendship lov anti fi-uth

flere'beyond fthe oceanu's tai,
An ' atly, nijitir- lounlng

For a gît mpseoa boyhod' home.

Fai-vent! I pray cadbmorning,

Fromo the heart-aches, toila and troubles
ort su valu tesa sud w

In the heart or green Tyrona
I wiil lie la deatlu's dark slumber,

In a grave wlth sharocks sLrewn.

flappy Thiougla nlejected.

Perdito-" What a cheerful way yau
mustît have cf r-efusing a man. You


