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at present wraps her round! Is not truth worth more thar fiction?

There is, at any rate, ample compensation in the consciousness that

by a true view of this disputed character, and by it only, we will be
. able to read as it should be read, the history of the last thinty years of
Lewis the Fourteenmb’s reign.

W. F. McCUGLLOUGH, O.\LIL
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A Canadian Idyl

HE shining ncedle of 2 nzmow stieam,
F é Cast among pebbles where rich uplards slope
‘Q, Ard bowl, with meeting palms, 2 vale heside
<o Broad Oltawz, brownn tinctured and profsurd,
Shows through f2themless gross in silver ginhs
That glow am*d the sweetness of the place;
Or, breaking, babbles over weirs of leaves.
Nearby strong mowers st0op to circli..g scythes,
And 2il day long leaf-hidden birds rejeice,
And 21l day, too. the sunshine f2lls in go'd
Upon sweet scented hay cut recently,
Where in the glare the maidens tum the giass
Ia steady silence, or with song-like laugh;
Arnd 2}l day loag the swallow skims aboat,
And swifts curve in their sweep to kste the wave.
At noon whea skies are bright 2nd ro clord nigh
The maidess filc from woik to shzdes apart;
For few trets stand within this broad expanse,
Save spreading elms arourd one plezsant home,
w nestling in the valley’s beryl aypt.

Oze noon 2 maiden, resting from her todl,
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