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rjley entered the carrnage, and, witlî a beating heart, Helen saw
him close the door. She could no longer control herseif.

ilO Cecil !" she could say no more.
49 1 shall see you safely at Richmond before 1 leave you," and

mounting the box, lie ordered the servant to drive on.
"O1 do not cry so, dear Helený, it will be ail right soon. He is

not really angry, and you would believe me if you had only look.
ed up as hie spoke."1

HelenR shook her head, but a secret hope tha:t Marion was
right, gradually brought back again her usual happy sinile.

(Ta be continued.)

SONG 0F THE 8LIBERS, [For the MNap)lc Leal.

The moonliglit, brightly beaming,
Shines on the snow-sheets clear;

The stars above are gleaming,
Like a glit'ring chandelier;-

Away, awvay to th~e mountain side,
With joyful hearts wve go,

Up and away, for an cvening's stide,
On the white and dazzling snoiw.

We start fromn the dizzy height,
And swiftly dowvn ive glide,

And we laugh in the merry light
The nioon sheds fer and widc;

The beils, with tinirlsng voices,
Ring out on the fresty air,

And every heait rejoices,
For we neyer drearn of care.

We clinib the slip'ry steep,
And our blood flowvs ivarm and Cree,

Then dowvn again ive swveep,
With a grace 'tis rare to sce.

The niglits are frosty and keen,
But ive neyer mmid the cotd-

Our furs from the frost-king screen,
And our heartfa are Iight and bold.

Ohi! othiers ay praise the s--.î.Iight,
And the trees ivitb their robes eto'1 green;

But toc care more for the mooulight,
Asid ihie snoiw, ivithi its sparkling sheen.

Then hie away to the meuntain.side,
WVbiIe the argent moon is clear

Ana ne'er £urget, as wc gaily slide,
We've ivinter but once a ycar.

EDLA.
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