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INTRODUCTION.

OFTEN at the gloamin' gray,
Musing un life's eariy day,

'Mid the shadows dira,
I sit and sing the songs of yore,
Until rny heart is running uer,
And pbantOmb round me swim.

What a crowd of youthful faces
In the well remembered places,"

Dear unes gone before!
While song's magic spell has bound me,
How they gather ail around me
As in days of yore:

Witb them the one of ail must dear,
A hero humble and sincere,

0f deep and earnest thought;
And bis was nu inglorious strife,
As on the " roaring loomn of life"

His tangled web he wrought;

For burdened tho' he was, full sure,
Yet uncumplainingly he bore

Injustice; even when
He staggered 'neath the heav.y oad,
Yet neyer lost bis faith in Goa,

Nor in bis fcllow men;

In battie with brute ignorance
On the one hand--and pretence

With power leagued un the other-
Through ail bis struggies we could see
He was of pour humanity

At least an eider brother

Y ýa a true heru brave and bold,
One of the high heroic mouid,

Great, simple and sincere 1
One wbu whren etien hope was gone,
Stoud by desertcd truth alune,

And trampied upon fear.

His weighty utt'rance in our verse,
Alas ! we cannot nuw rehearse,

Or from oblivion save;
But proud arc we to have the power
To tbrow at, least a littie fiower

Upon a hero's grave.
ALEXANDER MCLACHLAN.

(To b.r continued.)

THE JUNIOR PICK-WICKIANS;

AND THEIR MEMORABLE TRIP TO NORTH AMERICA.

CHAPTER XXV.

BRAMLEY stated that he had no desire to prosecute the
overzealous officers, and, moreover, hie was anxious to
leave for Toronto at once, but, upon being, assured by
Mr. Dawson that the morning train had left by this time,
but that there would not be another until half past three,
he accepted that gentleman's hospitable invitation,' and
the whole party were driven out some two miles in the
suburbs to the residence of the worthy magistrate.

Mr. Dawson's house was a large, comfortable stone
edifice, standing in the midst of exceedingly tastefully
laid out grounds. Upon the lawn, as the party drove up,
two young ladies and a similar number of gentlemen
were playing croquet.

IlMy daughters, gentlemen ; my son, Muffkins, and
Mr. Slobby," said their host as our friends alighted and
were introduced to the croquet players.

Miss Fanny -Dawson, or Miss Dawson, as she. was
usually called, was a very cbarming brunette of nineteen ;
tall and'ýwillowy,' hei, graceful figure being set off to the
best advanrtage by a cool, pink and white mustin dress,
at the moment wheni our friends first bebeld ber. Tbe
simplicity of- ber dress became ber admirably, and as she
Stood, gently t apping the neatly booted little foot with
her croquet mallet, it, is flot much to be wondered at if
Mr. Coddleby's heart fluttered a little faster than was ils
wont, for she presented a very pretty picture indeed.

Miss Dawson's seventeen-year-old sister, Helen, was
also an exceedingly pretty girl. Though bearing a strong
family likeness to her sister, she presented quite a con-
trast to ber in the matter of hair and complexion, being
a sprigbtly blonde, with bright, very light yellow hair,
wbich was neatly "ldone up " in sorne mysterious fashion
beneath her ample broad-brimmed sîraw hat. If Mr.
Coddleby was smitten by the appearance of the elder
sister, it was evident tbat Mr. Yubbits was no less affected
by the charms of the younger, and he murmured to Mr.
Bramley that he considered her a Ildemd captivating
little creature," intimating at the saine time that he
thought he would "'go in for be-r."

After the new comers had partaken of luncheon, sides
for a game were soon selected, and Messrs. Bramley,
Coddleby and Muffkins, Dawson Jr. and his eIder sister,
prepared to do battle against Messrs. Yubbits, Crinkle and
Slobby and Miss Helen. The last named gentleman
did not appear at aIl well pleased by the recent addition
to tbe party; be was, in fact, Ilgoing in " for the saucy
little Helen himself, and by some mysterious intuitionI,
immediately recognized a rival in the redoubtable Yubbits.
He-appeared very sulky, and occasionally darted glances,
intended to be excessively ferocious, in bis new rivals
direction, and only. replied at fir.st by monosyllables to
any question or remark addressed to bim, though he
becarne more taîkative as tbe game proceeded.

IlNow, Mr. Slobby," exclaimed Miss Helen, Ilit's
your turn to play; get Mr.- Mr- abl! yes, Bram-
ley out of tbe way and then corne bere," indicating tbe
spot wbere sbe desired Mr. Slobby to play bis hall, and
wbich spot was close to tbe fascinating Helen's own.

"Aw-yaw-to be shaw," ejaculated Mr. Slobby,
looking more like a young rook than ever, Ilanywbe'
neab you-aw-yknaw-" and he bearned wbat:'was
meant to be a very fascinating smile on the objectof bis
devotion, and prepared to drive his baîl in tbe direction
of M1r. Bramley's. Having accomplished tbis feat suc-
cessfully and having struck that gentleman's ball, be pre-
pared to "lraquet " bis opponient out of the way, and
placing bis foot, which was covered witb an excessively
long, tbin, poirited shoe, on bis own bah, wbich was in
contact witb tbat of Bramley, bie airned a terrible vicious
blow at bis own,-and brought bis malle down with a
terrific thwack on bis own foot 1 After contorting bis
visage witb an expression of intense agony for a few sec-
onds, be threw bis mallet down witb tbe exclamation,
IlB'Jawve-aw," fell to the ground and wreathed desper-
ately. He was not fatally burt, bowever, and in due
time the game was resunied.

IlNow, Crinkle," sbouted Coddleby, who had been
getting on famously with Miss Dawson, Ilit's your turn:
and you'd better do your best ; I arn a rover, and so is
Miss Dawson ;-would that we might rove-" he was
adding to tbe lady mentioned with a very tender look,
when, in stepping backward, bis foot caught in one of
the boops and he fell heavily to the ground.


