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THE LOST CHILD.

A TRUE 1
VE TALE or PloNkE .
OF PIONEER Lirk SEVENTY YEARs AGO.

PY C“MARGUERITE,” GEORGETOWN, ONT.
“ There was a s of tevel
hardy pj s a sound of revelry by night,” and man
Stanﬁis%l?ges,{? were gathered at the log{iv cabin of Mry..
With George 112?]% the marriage of his danghter, Elizabeth,
Wh'I?hkT\ew him. ie, a young man highly esteemed by all
€ s . .
gether fo?.lelxen \'\ ords which bound the young couple to-
and the merr were spoken, hearty congratulations offered
board, which 1¥_C(1Jmpany were gathered around the festive
owl, and hu alrhy groaned benee_nh its load of pastry, wild
f‘lppom'memsg:‘ aunches of venison. Although the table
its charm over Zrﬁ Off the rudest description, content spread
tor}r}ﬁi to anything ’be?tiarl.]one of the company were accus-
T i .
greens ﬁz:}rﬁw"re a festive appearance. Branches of ever-
arcness of tl}xed with bright scarlet berries relieved the
eer skins r 1? unplastered walls. Numerous bear and
Comfortable o éired the otherwise uncarpeted floor more
crackleqd Se’ :;.p( the Alogs in the huge fireplace blazed and
Chimney’ a ",(fmg their forked tongues of flame high up the
the We(l(iins |f determined to do all in their power to make
or, “llhough east a merry one. And a merry one it was;
walls, altergn ltklle pine torches, fastened firmly along the
ing light ,, )0“ ? y blazing and spattering, cast their flicker-
mseParablé {n aces marked by that look of habitual anxiety
for the tim 1!‘({m a lllfe of toil and privation, dull care was
In wit wage a:]d aside, and ¢ what the conversation lacked
of the hoimma e up in laughter.” The older people talked
Came o ﬂe‘s. and friends they had left behind when they
omes and ll;.far-olt land. The.younger ones spoke of
eyes looked rllends to be made in the future, while soft
Merry, by ove to eyes that spoke again. All went
Commixed Scfnes of woe and pleasure are ever close
Ceases, 'I:h Suddenly there was a hush. The laugh
frighteneq fe joke is'Jeft untold. A man with a white,
past the wi_lcg and bearing a torch is seen to go hurriedly
Shters, Ay 1}n. ow. The door is quickly opened and he
N the prim “Sfﬁr.st words, ““Is Mr. Frazer here?” a man
is any(hin fho life steps forward, saying, **What is it?
“Your gl' e matter with my children?”
hunteq fo ;ttle gl_l'l Agnes got lost this afternoon. We
came herer,”]er until after dark, but couldn’t find her, so I
13
“H::\?Scto! 11(‘;1)' Agnes lost " screamed a woman’s voice.
“Veg s ‘;) she get lost ! I left her with her aunt.”
2lone op the she shut the door and left the little girl sitting
Went dOwn(: Ste}f’ eating some bread and butter, while she
ord, g, o the foot of the hill to gossip with Mrs, Bed-
but like‘lyeitsays 5{1‘3 wasn’t gone more than half an hour,
acl:) the chilza:va(s);%e;efkan that ; anyway, when she came
as th:(:n:;“rmum of indignation broke from the company
Year.g)g ch?fdased speaking. What! leave a little three-
beasts howl . alone for so long in a forest full of wild
Poor ”nOtherwul(; any woman do such a thing. But the
why dig | lea::l;,;l, !O,’,‘l)’ cry < Why did I leave her! oh,

“ Alkﬂ‘(}‘ei;t(k?e{e was hurrying to and fro,

Ang c};]%ekse;;ll e Tt s b e

]{u"i N ushed at the praise of their own loveliness ™
pered af)d f::ewells were spolgen, many offers of help ten-
only horse befeptf*d. Mrs. Frazer was placed upon the
Started for thei‘)!;]gmg to {he party and the sorrowful pair

Seven milesr c;me, which was seven miles distant.
i5 Tost in the toh be traversed by two parents whose child
voured by soxpm less forest, perhaps even now being de-
oW bitterly 1[’}]9 wild beast ; the very thought is torture.
ome and thei eyl‘upbrzud themselves for having left their
Minute seemj ir little ones. On and on they go, every
is no path 1“&5 an hour and every mile a furlong. There
trees bein,g‘ﬁfn‘]a“ mark .called a ‘“blaze ” on the different
and, althoy he.” only guide. The night is intensely dark
light of lhge tlt‘ is the fifth of April, bitterly cold. The
Party. Ocmqiomh casts weird shadows over the little
to rénder thé —Sgnal patches of snow lying in hollows seem
and the Stillnes~enF more ghost-like. No word is spoken,
of the dead ] S © .the night is broken only by the rustling
Soughing of tﬁa‘e?‘ under their feet, and the melancholy
trees.  Oceasi e wind among the leafless branches of the
and gleamin :0““1)’, a wolf ventures near, its ghastiy fangs
Spoken termé. eyeballs.ﬁl]mg the hearts of all with un-
like a)) jiq T as they think of the lost child ; but cowardly
3ut the lcmryace’. it retreats before the glar; of the torchi
almogt disu[,est Journey must have an end, and at last the
childisp, fac acted parents reach their home. Tear-stained
Ish vojces e; are pressed against the window panes. Child-
1s logt ¢ a:“ft ?l‘fe%} with tears, cry ““ Agnes is lost ! Agnes
Ouse s fyu]] eotf er glone, and they can’t find her !” "The
2€8N0 searching t} anxious, friendly neighbours, who have
g any traceg f‘e woods since night-fall, but without find-
Cureq, aﬂo{hero lhff Chlld.' Fresh torches are soon pro-
the father sers f(l?r‘t;]l).organlled, signals agreed upon, and
p t]:e !Child, dead ;;na\l‘l?/redly vowing never to return with-
s ? .
alth()ui’,h tt];felr }Seamh seemed doomed to be in vain; for,
Whatever, (ineuimed valley and hill, they found no ,lrac:t
}2"‘6(1 to their ho)n);e(;ne the men, wearied and hopeless, re-
h, to X?;;fogoi?gllght, umil]_a;] la;t the
an ours a light breeze
. p‘iltlhle)eclouds that had so long huné over the
gan to clear away, and

ther
SPrang ::S left alone,

rest like

fo

<« Then, the moon rising in clouded majesty,
At length apparent queen, unvei'ed her pee
And o’er the dark her silvery mantle threw.”
Regarding this as a good omen, the father hurried
on with renewed vigour, occasionally calling, ¢ Agnes!

Agnes !”

rless light,

<« But there came no other answer than the echo of his crying,
T'han the echo of the woodlands

Sometimes he fancied he caught a glimpse of his child’s
light dress and darted quickly forward, only to find the
white moonlight gleaming on some tree-trunk. Again he
thought he heard a light footstep, but was again deceived.
"T'was the night wind in the pine trees.

So the dreadful night were 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, awakened from her long sleep, seems determined
to break the icy chains which bind her, but grim old winter
is not going to give up without a struggle. 1le 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 them, fly about from place to
place, tasting the pure air, and making the forest vocal
with their glad songs.

The beruty around him would the day before have glad-
dened the fathei’s heart, but now it seems only to mock his
misery, for she who had so often during the long winter
asked 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 march, and still the dreary, hopeless search went

on, until
sun tfrom the western horizon

<« Swiftly the evening came, the
and o'er the landscape.”

Like a magician extended his golden w

Weary and sick at heart, 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 had evidently slept
during the winter, were two fierce-looking bears, To fire
at the foremost was the work of an instant. The ball
entered its head, but seemed at first to be ineflectual, 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 at the

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

as possible. But the odds were four to one.
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. Then there was a glad shout,
¢« We've found her, we've found her’’; for in the distance
they caught sight of a child’sdress. As they drew nearer, the
sight which met their eyes made even their stout hearts
quake. There, lying beside a little hitlock, was the child,
the setting sun making a halo of glory about the bare
golden head which lay on some ice.

“The little figure lay white and motionless, but whether it
was icy Death, or only her gentle twin sister Sleep, which
held her in its grasp at first they could not tell.  The
sweet blue eyes were closed, traces of teus were on the
marble cheeks which only the day before had glowed with
health and happiness. The poor little hands were clenched
and in one of them was a crust of bread. Her dress was
draggled and torn, one little shoe was gone and her whole
attitude spoke of terror and exhaustion.

<« The father stooped to lift her, but the sp irk of life had fled,
And the poor hittle child in the wild, wild wood- lay dead

For a moment not a word was spoken. Then the father
repeated <lowly and reverently: ‘¢ The Lord giveth and the
Lord hath taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord.”
Their next thought was one of wonder and thankfulness
that she had been preserved from the savage beasts which
had been so dangerously near her. Surely she must have
been watched over by some of these *millions of spiritual
creatures which walk the earth unseen, both when we wake
and when we sleep.” The heat of her head had at first
melted the ice slightly, and her head had sunk 2 little, but
the frost king had resumed his sway again, and it was only
by severing some of the golden curls with their knives that
they could free it from his grasp. A robin sitting In a tree
overhead ceased his evening SOng, and his bright eyes
looked down pitifully upon the scene, as the father gave up
his precious burden to another because his poor trembling

arms were not able to bear it.

Meanwhile, the poor mother. d¢ : 5
searching, sat at home benumbed with grief. In vain her four

other children clung around her, seeking in their childish
way to comfort her, saying : ** lather will find Agnes and
bring her back all right!” In vain kindly neighbour
women laid her baby on her knee ; mechanically she at-
tended to its wants, but her thoughts were all with the lost
Wearily, oh so wearily, the hours rolled by, the pen-

denied the consolation of

one. ¢
dulum of the old clock had _never before seemed ktlo swing
o slowly. One by one the children, worn out wit crying,
. 4 d eep of childhood. One by one kindly

slept the dreamless sl

nelghbou{-women returned to their own homes and loved
ones, until at last the mother and the conscience»qtrick;n
aunt were left alone together. No word of rcpro-ach was
spoken, however, and none was needed, for *
“,( ) all ghe nnmerous 1lls that hurt our peace
1 hat pierce the soul ot wring the wind with 'anglmh

Beyond comparison, the worst are those
1hat to our folly or our guilt we owe.””

At last the dreadful night wore away. Slowly the cold
gray dawn ;;)proaclledf then the sun sent his gladmmé
beams to brighten the interior or the little cabin but still
the mother sat there ' »

Cae : e Speegh'ess, motionless,
Snconscions of the daylight or the darkness.””

The children awoke asking piti i
asking pitifully if ¢ father hadn’
brought Agnes home yet”; and then the mother r()uclé(’i
herself. Household duties were attended to, the child-ren
::l::.red forlthc 5am‘:} :asluiwal, the tall clock ticked away. and
e sun shone as brightly as ever. ( / kery i
the sun sho: ghtly as ever. Oh, what a mockery it
Winged rumour had been bus
ir had sy, and people ca
far and near, asking tidings of the lost C}I;)il(l.l Wer::]rey ’;:10:;

‘returned from the search only to report non-success, but
7

«till the father came not. So the never-to-be- 0
wore on. Morning was gradually fo110\\'ed£bf;rl§0)(t)trlent(|])ay
the lengthening shadows told that the day was declini o
At last the poor tired mother fell into a troubled sle:g'
soon to be awakened by the shout, **They’ve found P
t.hey ve found her!” hc tried to rise, but her poor tre lelr’
ling limbs refused to support her.  She could onl %trn: )l
out her arms to receive the precious burden.  One ])(,x;k i Cl ;
her that her child was dcad, and with a piercin ; el
back senseless. . . . : g cry she fell
Two days later the mother, with a lingering
ranged for the last time the clustering gcturlflns;> :IOEE}(‘; f;T'
marble bl"()\\’, and placed in the tiny hands a buncil of s -
drops which had forced their way through the frozen n:)y\;<
as if Eo 9ﬂer themselves as a sacrifice on this altar of cl>{lnd,
hood’s innocency and purity. Then, with tender h’ll I~-
they placed the little white-robed figure in the coffin w}m 5};
the father’s hands had made. The children were callc lllc
take a last ]ookdat lI}ctr little angel sister, and a Q()lén::‘:
procession started on foot fo it grave-vard, whi
D miles aistant. r the nearest grave-yard, which
In a beantiful spot, where the trees for rer
canopy overhead, and a thick carpet of mosr:e:tlr:[c;:lld?m
neath the feet, was the little grave, and when the )u s
had seen the last shovelful of earth heaped u oI a“lem’b
darling they returned sorrowfully to their hom[; " }h]elr
¢« They took up the burden of life again.” L here
The silent wheels of Time have run their annual S
t"or seventy years Asince then. The reaper whose n::,),"_rs-é
1.)ealh has long since laid the parents beside iheir clt'l ;5
Strange to say, however, the couple whose marriage t" (l;
place on that eventful night, still live, honoured and{l;) 1 O'O
by .all who know them. Although their locks are Sil()">c(l
white, and their bodies bend beneath their weight of are
their meptal faculties are unimpaired, and as thei ye:lujT
dren’s children gather around them they often tell tl ¢ story
of the little ¢ Lost Child,” whose moss-covered t Ile §t01y
tells her sad story : ombstone

« Through fault of friend she went astray,
And perished in the wiiderness, wherein there was no way.”

.o

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 cloudle’sc,
And the birds in thousands sing .
Where the blossoms are the sweetest
In the Manitoba spring. A

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

I have seen such verdure growin;r—
Only Manitobans know—

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

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

Now ’tis winter, and the mercury
Is twenty-five below,

And the river of the summer

. Wears a shroud of ice and %now

I'he leaves have left the maples ’
All the birds have gone awayy

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

Lenzoi,

Changing as the weather change:
¥rom the cold to summer heat,

Is a woman’s fickle favours '
And her constancy a che;t ;

Yet in spring beneath the ma1;Ie< -

, Knowing this you'll likely sce -

I'll be wandering by the river
If she only beckons me.

La Touche Trrekr (Willie Seaton)



