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THE LOST CHILD.
A TRUE TALE0 V PIONEER LIFE SEVENTY YEARS AGO.

ARE,;ORTOwN, ONT.

h There was a sound of revelry by night," and many
yarty pioneers were gathered at the log cabin of Mr.

Standish to w-itness the marriage of his diaugiter, Elizabeth,
with George 1leslie, a young man highly esteemed by all
,ho knew imnît.

The Solemn wrords which bound the young couple to-
gether for life were spoken, hearty congratulations offered
and the merry company were gathered around the festiveboardl, which fairly groaned beneath its load of pastry, wildfowi, and huge haunches of venison. Althougi the table
appoin'ments were of the rudest description, content spread
its charm over ali, for none of the company were accus-
tmed to anything better.

Everything wore a festive appearance. Branches of ever-
greens intermixed with brigit scarlet berries relieved the
bareness of the unplastered walls. Numerous bear and
deer skins rendered the otherwise uncarpeted floor more
ctomfortable, and the logs in the huge fireplace blazed and
crackled, sending their forked tongues of flame high up the
chiney, as if determined to Ido all in their power to make
the Wedding feast a merry one. And a merry one it was ;
for, although the pine torches, fastened firmly along the

alls, alternately blazing and spattering, cast their flicker-
ing lught upon faces marked by that look of habitual anxietyuseparable from a life of toil and privation, dull care was
for the time laid aside, and ''lwhat the conversation lacked
in wit was made up in laughter." The older people talked
0f the homes and friends they had left behind when theycame to this far-off land. The younger ones spoke of
humes and friends to be made in the future, while soft
eyes looked love to eyes that spoke again. All went
Merry, but scenes of w-oe and pleasure are ever close
commixed. Suddenly there was a hush. The laugh
ceases. The joke is left untold. A man with a white,
frightened face and bearing a torch is seen to go hurriedly
past the window. The door is quickly opened and he
enters. At his first words, "l Is Mr. Frazer here ?" a mai
n the prime of life steps forward, saying, "What is it ?
is an) thing the matter writh my children ?"

hlour little girl Agnes got lost this afternoon. Ve
hunted for ier until after dark, but couldn't find her, so I
camne here."

''Lost ! my Agnes lost !" screamed a woman's voice.1Iow could she get lost ! I left ber with lier aunt."
"IYes ; but she shut the door and left the little girl sitting

alone on the step eating some bread and butter, while she
"lent down to the foot of the bill to gossip with Mrs. lied-fond. She says she wasn't gone more than lialf an hour,bau likely it was longer than thatI; anyway, when she cameback the child was gone."

Loud murmurs of indignation broke from the company
as the man ceased speaking. \What ! leave a little three-
ear-old child alone for so long in a forest full of wild

beasts, how could any wonan Io such a thing. But the
Poor mother could only cry "Why did I leave ber ! oh,
why did I leave ber

''Ah, then there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears ant tremblings of distress,

And cheeks all pile that but an hour ago
Biuished at the praise of their own lov eliness

Ilurried farewvells were spoken, nany offers of help ten-
perled and accepted. Mrs. Frazer was placed upon the
only horse belonging to the party and the sorrowful pair
started for their home, which was seven miles distant.

Seven miles to be traversed by two parents whose chîi!d
s 1

0st in the pathless forest, perhaps even now being de-
voured by sone wild bealt ; the very thougit is torture.
h ow bitterly they upbraid themselves for having left their
home and their little ones. On and on they go, every

inute seeming an hour and every mile a furlong. There
s no path, a small mark called a "blaze " on the different
rnees being their only guide. The night is intensely dark

and, athough it is the fifth of April, bitterly cold. The
tight of the torch casts veird shadows over the little
Party. Occasional patches of snow lying in hollows seent
b render the scene more giost-like. No word is spoken,
and the stillness of the night is broken only by the rustling
ofthe dead leaves under their feet, and the melancholy
t
oughing of the wind among the leafless branches of thetrees. Occasionaly, a wolf ventures near, its ghastly fangsanogeaming eyeballs filling the hearts of all writh un-
lPke lnterror as they think of the lost child ; but cowardly,

utie its race, it retreats before the glare of the torch.the longest yjourney must have an end, and at last the

child istracted parents reach thteir home. Tear-stained
ish faces are pressed against the window panes. Child-ishlvoices, choked with tears, cry "Agnes is lost Agnes
h 105t ! aunt left ber alone, and they can't find her !" The
bouse is full of anxious, friendly neiglibours, who have
ieen searchmug the woods since night-fall, but without find-cugany trace of the child. Fresh torches are soon pro-

9tefanother party organized, signals agreed upon, and
ot tather sets forth, inwvardly vowing never lu return with-ou1.the child, dead or alive.

atas i teir search seenmed douomed lu lie in vain ; for,
awhaough they hîuted valley anti hitl, they fournd nu trace

turnever.thOne bîy une lte men, wreaiedl andl bopeles, re-
fther luteir hontes 1o wait for daylight, uîntil atlat the

spîbra was left atone. After somte hours a light breeze

forest lip, and the cloudis ltat had su long hung over lte
'Oe5 ie a pall begat clean away, ad

Then, the moon rising in clotuded majesty,
At length apparent queen, unveiled her peerless igbt,

And o'er the dark her silvery mantde threw."

Regarding this as a good omen, the father hurried

on with renewed vigour, occasionally caling, ''Agnes

Agnes !"

" But there came no other answer than the echo of his t rying,

Thin the echo of the woodiands "

Sometimes he fancied lie c.îtught a glimpse of his child's

light dress and darted quickly forward, only to find the

bwhite moonlight gleaming on some tree-trunk. Again he

thought he heard a ligit footstep, but was again deceived.

'Twas the night wind in the pine trees.

So the dreadful nigit wîre on, until the fading glory of

the moon showed that her reign was over. Slowly the

east flushed into beauty, the sun rode forth in his golden

chariot to rule the day with his brightness, and the April

morning broke in all its splendour.

Nature, avakened from her long sleep, seens determined

to break the icy chains which bind her, but grim old winter

is not going to give up without a struggle. lie has fringed

the leafy mantle of the trees with a beard of hoar frost,

which, glittering and sparkling in the sunlight, forms a

scene incomparably beautiful. Twittering birds, rejoicing

in the loveliness around theni, fly about from place to

place, tasting the pure air, and naking the forest vocal

with their glad songs.
'lie beuty around hlim would the day before have glad-

dened the fatner's heart, but now it seems only to mock his

misery, for she who iad so often during the long winter

askeed if the flowers would soon wake up, is now, he feels

sure, sleeping the sleep that knows no waking.

Daylight brought more neighbours to aid in the search,

but all in vain. The rosy mist of the morning gave place

to the dazzling brightness of noon, then the sun began his

downward narch, and still the dreary, hopeless search wenz

on, until

Swif tly the exenig cate, the sit troni the westert aidoridon

Lie a niagiito exteîuded is g-olden w.înd o'er the iandscaite."

Weary and sick at ieart, the men were retracing their

steps, and were within about a mile from home, when sud-

denly the father gave a glad cry and sprang forward.

There, where a small patch of snow lay in a hollow, was

the print of little feet. Eagerlv they pressed forward, but

their joy was quickly turned to horror. Just in front of

them, by a hollow tree, where they iad evidently slept

during the winter, were two fierce-looking hears. lo fire

at the foremost was the work of an instant. The ball

entered its head, but seemued at first to be ineffectual, and

the infuriated beast made a desperate bound forward, striking

Mr. Frazer as it did so and inflicting a slight flesh wound

on his shoulder, then, with a growl of mortal agony, it

rolled lifeless on the ground. The other, maddened ait the

loss of its mate, seemed determined to sell its life as dearly

as possible. But the odds %were four to one. Shots were

fired in rapid succession, and soon it, too, lay dead.

Could they have devoured the child ? But no. The

thought was too horrible. Breathlessly the men hurried

forward a few steps further. l'hen ere was a egadshout,

" We've found lier, we've found er,"; for in tbe distance

tbey caught sightofa child'sdress. As they drew nearer, he

siglit wich met teir eyes made even their stout bearîs

quake. There, lying beside a little hillock, was the child,

the setting sun making a halo of glory about the bare

golden head which lay on some ice.

h'lie little figure lay white and motioniess, but wbetber il

w as icy Death, or only lier gentle twin sister Sleep, w1icb

held her in its grasp at first they could not tel . e

swe bloec eyes were closer
1, traces ofrte irs were on ithe

marbie chîecks îvhicb oniy the day liefore hart giowed îritb

meatttant happi lless. The pour ittle hands were clenched

ant in ne ofh eirn as a crost f bread lier dress was

draggled an to une littleshoe was gone and her whole

attitude spoke of terror and exhaustion.

'Thbufater stooped to lit iterh latyt the sp -rk of ife had fled,

Atîd the pour litttle rid in dte wld, witi muod' iay deail-

For a moment not a word was spoken 'iebthe fatber

repeated slowly and reverently: tThe Lord givet " ante

Lordl iath taken away, blessed be the narne of ithea lord."

Titeir next îbought was une of wunder and thankfuincss

that she oga been preserved fromvthe savage beasts whici

had been supdargerusiy near her. Surely she must have

been wacodnoverby tome of these "millions of spiritual

creatre which walk the earth unseen, both when we wake

ad wbeu whe seep.", The heat of her head had at first

melted the ice slightlyanep. ber ead had sunk a little, but

the fros king had resumned his sway again, and it was only

by fevering some f the goden curls with teir knives that

hey coutlfree ifrom bis grasp. A robin sitting in a tree

overhead ceased bis evening song, and his briglht eyes

looked lodn pisifuley upon ghe scee, asthe father gave up

bis preciuos burien lo anotler Iecausebis poor trembling

armis were not able to bear it.

Meanwhile, the poor mother. denied the consolation of

searching, sat at home benumbed wiegrief, Iu vaith er four

other children clung around lier, seekig in Ateir cindis

way to comfort her, sayn " nFather wi find Agnes and

bring ber back all righer kne luvl mechnicly heat-
wromen laitd ber baby on berouchts weecallcaity se aost

tenedt ais wantsut werly the htours rolled by, the peu-
done.o tWeaiy oh doc wead yneyer before seemedl to swing
dulu sofy the ld c he chiltdrent, worn outt with crying,
soep sloly drebyS sep tuf childhood. One by une kindly

neighbour-women returned to their own homes and loved
ones, until at last the mother and the conscience stricken
aunt were left alone together. No word of reproach was
spoken, however, and none was needed, for

"if all the nu merous is that hurt our peace,
'l hat pierce the soul or wring the wind with angui>h
Beyond conparison, the worst are those
'] hat to our folly or otur guilt e owec

At laçt the dreadful night wore away. Slowly the coll,
gray dawn approached, then the sun sent his gladsome
beams to brighten the interior of the little cabin, but still
the mother sat there

"ISpeech'ess, ttionlesi,
UIcontsiiiius io the daylight or itle darkness."

The children awoke asking .itifully if "'father iadn't
brouglht Agnes home yet"; and then the mother roused
herself. Ilousehold duties were attended to, the children
cared for the same as usual, the tall clock ticked away. and
the sun shone as brightly as ever. Oh, whbat a mockery it
all seemed !

Winged rumour had been busy, and people came from
far and near, asking tidings of the lost child. Weary men
returned from the searci only to report non-success, but
still the father came not. So the never to-be-forgotten day
wore on. Morning was gradually followed by noon, then
the lengihening shadows told ibat the day was declining.
At last the poor tired mother fell into a troubled sleep,
soon to be awakened by the shout, " !They've found lier,
they've found her !" Shc tried to rise, but her poor tremb-
ling limb refused to support lier. Sie could only stretch
out ber arms to receive tlie precious hurden. One look told
lier that lier child was dead, and with a piercing cry site fell
back senseleus.. . ...

Two days later the mother, with a lingering touch, ar-
ranged for the last time the clustering curls about the
marble brow, and placed in the tiny hands a bunci of snow-
drops which had forced their way through the frozen soil,
as if to ofier themselves as a sacrifice on this altar of chilid-
hood's innocency and purity. Then, with tender hands,
they placed the little white-robed figure in the coffin which
the father's hands had made. ''ie children were called to
take a last look at their little angel sister, and a solenîn
procession started on foot for the nearest grave-yard, which
was eiglht miles distant.

in a beatutiful spot, where the trees formed a verdant
canopy overhead, and a thick carpet of moss stretched be-
neath the feet, was the little grave, and wlhen the parents
had seen the last shovelful of earth heaped upon their
darhtng they returned sorrowfully to their home, where
" They took up the burden of life again."

Tbe silent wheels of Time have run their annual course
for seventy years since then. The reaper whose name is
Death has long since laid the parents beside their child.
Strange to say, however, the couple whose marriage took
place on that eventful night, still live, honoured and beloved
by all who know thiem. Although their locks are silvery
white, and their bodies bend beneath their weight of years,
their mental faculties are unimpaired, and as their chil-
dren's children gather around then they often tell the story
of the little " Lost Child," whose mnoss-covered tombstone
tells ber sad story :

Through fault of friend she went astray,
And perished i the wildiernîess, wherein there was:i1 no way.

Beware ! She is Fooling Thee.
Were you ever on a river

In the new Canadian West,
Where the maples shade the waters

And the flowers bloom the best,
Where the sky is blue and cloudless

And the birds in thousands sing
Where the blossoms are the sweetest

In the Manitoba spring.

I have wandered by such river,
I have seen such flowers blow,

I have seen such verdure growing-
Onîly Manitobans know-

And the song birds were the swectest
And the river fair to see,

For I met beneath the maples
The dearest one to me.

Now 'tis winter, and the nercury
Is twenty-five below,

And the river of the summer
Wears a shroud of ice and s-now.

Tbe leaves have left the maples,
All the birds have gone away,

And my love ! She loves another.
Or so, at least, they say.

L'enz'oi.
Changng as the weather changet,

From the cold to summer hem,
Is a woman's fickle favours,

Anti ber constancy a cheat;
Yet in spring bîeneath the matîte

Knowing tbis you'll likely see
I'il be wandtering by the river

If she only beckons me.

LA T'oU HE. T i TR (W ilie Seaton).


