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As from the n ectarla(en
Lily t he wild ise si Ps,

A British Queen, sweet maiden,
Drained with bier loving lips

The poison that was filling
lier busband's veins witb death,

fier love with new life thrilling
His heart at each drawn breath.

Not less thy love, sweet maideii,
Nor less tby bravery,

For when 1 camle, o'erladen
With poisoned hopes, to thee,

With smiles and shy caresses
Thou didst the venoni drain,

And healing my distresses,

I)lqptl idst give m e life again. A T U E R

THE GIJUST 0F A GARDE'N.

T UERE is onestreet in eur busy, beautiful city, into

"IRg o0 Yet it is3 a pretty street: the broad, formlai
h"d8 Of *turf on ecd side of the rondway are green and

treh, venb ugust; the double row of mapies toucb
'uUbtips across it ; and the neat little bouses stand back

'Iodetly, amid their spacious flower-beds. It is a very
kletty Itreet ut at one end of it 'a large new brick man-

and recently taken the place of an old-fashioned bouse
adgarden.Aniheeause that litole plot of ground is not

I nce knew it, 1 wouid rather flot see it again while 1
A rivial reason, is it not, for daily avoiding the8hote8t way between home and work ?

ha ot Very long ago this house and garden 1 speak of
nh existence, now they are blotted out of being, poor

t'98,g as you and [ shall be some day. They cani no
fil . orne beack tban the snows of last year. No mnan ini18Feises wili keep --round for fiowers and fruit whicb isavailable for building lots, or leave a plain, old house
tanding?

Ibre ho înay bave a bran new one, with al10i er * ovements, fine red brick without and freph"the 1ver ithin. Anl oid garden is sadly out of place11te ver eart of a thriving, mn'odemn ci ty ; so it vaniý-bes.
eo sp13eak of survives only as a spectral shadow of11 htvast limibo of unforgotten dreams, to whicb I1
bave the key-my imemory. So it is in a way

'Perislîable. it is pleasant waiking, even in a dream
gardel and 1 somletimles wander about in mine for a day

Pha tit togetber. My demesne is fenced with aan0 toui wall to keep the hands of thievish elves and fays
athe golden 'ghosts of apples and pears. Though tbis

tPParit10n of a wall would seem to forbid ail entrance,
tu ere - 1 a cunningly made postern door that will open to

YU, if 0"u ave found favour in the eyes of the mistres
f tt 1flchanted ground. Once inside, you wonder to

tha how far h stretches to left and riglît, and how the wall
ri1 ce th noonday nis hung witb green arsof

e wbe, eme the clusters turn black in tbe warintiae s.e 'rhey are not real, emember, but gbostiy
alk of Ot uscious of their kind. The long straight

of hi sesinggravel fades away betweeu spectre borders
rif ther~ and fiery yellow nasturtiums ; on both sides
44g Pasofthgrow mazes of cherry and pear trees, and

of0er as they please. It is a littie journey
tred to eýnd but you do flot notice how often youif themoon is shining high over the great elm 1'y

%i l i is always moonlight in mygarden>;

hite Yous liard. The white moonlight falls on the tbin
4i carf wbich she bas tbmowu over hiem dark brown
ce n'athe frank brown eyes ineet youms with quick con-
il ud Ind]Y humour, as you walk aud talk-

ant.Y8 garden in a drearam neyer, alas! can it be again
"'ntg but a dream

eAndthis1i only an echo of a boy's romance-a remîin-
bat e of a mere love stomy? No. It is not love 1 cele-

ebut something rarer and almost as sweet-a perfect
red nihp t the one ide, a sby, awkward, country-
b0 0 Yonng scholar. He bas been hrought Up among
in"'."d lhe loves tbem. The phantoms that bave their

1) books are more to hlm than the men and women
'nesets every day. Hie fancies that the eal world

b ped with such rare and beautiful forais, if not here,
th O!Id the Onais Like the heroes and heroines of

e ~ Chiin ooks, men are ahl brave and honourable,Il ail OVeyand tmue, The books have beguiled him
ee 0 v1i le romances of bis own, and have dowered

hop With at may be eiher a blessung or a curse, bigh
Clspiratinud ambitions. He bas lived so long, in

a la jofnPart alandis own fancies that hoe canuot pluck
vvht the ealandthe unreal, nom does hie care to do so.

a .k. t re for such a dreamer but an inevitabie, cruel
el 1 ? A sudden, rough shaking wouid only paralyze

rit r rt, and fing bim fromn one extreme of folly to the
Yl- ' netbing can save bim. o To learn life as i

for 1 ,nderth tutomsbip o a noble woman.pel or ce e stars are kind, the impossible tbing
8 rOnthe other ide is a pure woman of the

4brge.y Virtue of fiuer instinct, icher experience and
~ll~ ~ fi tted to, be bis tuitor. Tbey were near

4t4ied had bleeu trangers; tbey became friends, and so
et' the end, frank, joyous commades. Why she

sbould hiave troubled berseif with the raw boy at ail, and
admitted hlm to sncb intercourse, 1 cannot imagine.
Tbere la no reason for il, but ber own good heart, and
that, perhaps, she discerned the possibilities of better
tlîings bieneatb tbe crudities of a mere bookish youtb. At
a]Il e vents, it actually happened that she hecame bis friend-
ai) event of incalculable importance to him. 0f course
thte gossips put their beads together and whispered,
IiLoyers.'> h was a long time- before a chance wind
brougbî the gossips' words to the cars of the two, and they
ouly laugbed to tbemselves and held their peace. Tbey
botui knew that neyer did page serve lady more reverently,
in al bonour and bumiiiy; and he knew, though she did
not, that neyer was lady more wortby of service. Their
calm happiness in each other was not ruffled even for a
moment;- mucb less they did not heed the idiy wagging
tongues, and tbey had their reward. Common intereats in
the worlds of art and of books irst drew theni together
likeriess of taste and temper held thent.Ilier quick insighit
and perfect comprehension were new tbiings to him (for lie
liad never known a woman befome), and delightful as tbey
weme new, and ber spirit of comradeship and loyaity kept
ber froin tiring of imii. Deight as of children in the
woniders of beaven at suniset and moon ise, in the wonders
of eartht at seed lim)e and barvesl, in even the commion
wayside growths of shrub and wild weed gave tbem mnany
nieniorable aftemnoons and evenings, along tbe fresb country
side; days so fuli of iight and warmith and woodlaud
scouts, tbat they have sweetened and cheemed and brightened
niany an hotîr of black wintem since. Many were the
memmy meetings in the long, low rooms of the old bouse
and in friends' parlours. Tbey even framed a caiendar of
their own, which began with7 a certain home festival at
the turn of tbe year, and -,ontained certain moveable feasts
and boly days wbicb were punctiliousiy and regularly
observed. Many weme tbe long taîks, gravA and gay, in
tbe blaze of the dawing room ire ; but tbe gardon was
tbe favourite meeting place. By far the groater number
of those Itours of pleasaut converse weme spent under the
sbadow of thte great elm, or in strolling along the gravelled
patbs, amiong tbe lowers and fruit trees. That is why 1
regret the loss of the garden mosl. Tbe outeome of it al
was that, unknown to them both, she taugbit bim the fine
essence of life, bow to grasp the facts of the worid as il
appears wiîhout losing hold of the eternal, unseen things.
S> thte yeans of peculiar danîger were safely tided over;
the boy pssed tbmougb his nonage and grew to the stature
of mîan. He had learned the inîannes sud misery of
life withtout being debased by suchi kuowledge.

And then-she weut away, The place was sold to
strangers, who pulled down the old bouse and divided the
gardeni. Thîe pretty street bas never looked the sanie since.

ARCIBIALII MACMINICAN.
I)/wts, o<tllefle, IHalifax, N. S.

HILLSIDE.

T-RE Manor farm of wich 1 wrote recetly is one type
ofa Canadian country place. IlHliside "i anotiior.

At the hesd of the Island of Montreal spresds tbe
spacious vista of Lake St. Louis. On ail sides are scenes
of stirring historical intemest, Lachine, St. Aune De
Bellevue, with Fort Senneville, and the oid Indian village
of Canghnswsga. Above this is the basin of thie
Cliateaugusy River, a wiudiug streamn that runs its longth
of over ifty miles, rising in New York State, sund empty-
ing into the Lake St. Louis, at wbicb point it is divided
by a beautiful islaud, on oue ide of whicb ises a mound
that bas been attibuted to the sucient mound-builders.
Not far' fmom the steamboat iandiug is the fruit farm,
IHilîside," the msideuce of the authoress, Mrs. "lAnnie

L. Jack," sud the local habitation of a plan of living so
intellectual, and at tbe saine lime so practical, that it
were weli if it could be known and imitated far aud
wide ovet' our Domninion. The lives of authors are
(witbin a certain intiit) considered public popety, sud
we feel an iutemest in eading liow tbey live, if we enjoy
their peu thoughts.

Mrs. Jack is of English birth, coming to this country
in hem thirteenth year, and studying for a wbile at Mrs.
Willamd's famous seminsry in Troy, N. Y. A portrait of
ber at that time sbows that she was an attractive girl, with
dark eyes, sud a face of singular intelligence sud force.

She bad the good fortune to mary a Scotchmau, of ster-
ling woth, aud practical industry, and together they bave
worked and applied bramas as well as manuai labour iu the
management of their fmit-farm. To-day tbey posseas a
niagnificeut ange of orchards, and raise a number of
specialties, acres of vinoyard, with grapes of over fomîy
varieties, stmawbermies in the samne vaieties, rasphermies
in an immnse plantation, aud aIl the basser fruits. By
their example, the neighhourhood ia becomiug known by
ils fruits, sud appie-growing is heme seen in perfection.
Yet this familv bave found leisure and meaus to keep
in contact wiLh sources of culture, ampler than tîtose
attsiuod by the average mercantile housebold.

It was nîy privilege to make lhem a Christînas visit
some years ago, witb a f riend. We crossed tbe river to
Caugbnawsga in s cauoe manned by indians (now tbcy
bave the C. P. R.). It was a bittemly cold day, sud tbe
boat was gindiug ils way tbrough sleaming ice floes in
the rapid current. We weme met sud weicomed by the
happy looking boys of the househoid, and soon were
receiving a IlMerry Christmas," from the family group.

1 was greathy struck by the healthîy thought apparent
smong them. Not a traditional custom bad been lef t ont.
Though the bouse was in ils outward appearance plain
and unpretending, it was tmuly Chbristmass imside, over
doors sud ceilings being decomated with ted bernies,
home-grown holly, sud evergmeens frotît the woods-
anîd a ime of blazing lygs bturned chîeerily in the wide
ire-place, decorated witb artistic ikill by thie <dest
daughter. There was îtistletoe in the hall, and Englisht
fare on the table, wbile cvery eue of the family snd
each expected guest hsd a formnidable mnince-pie lteir
very own, marked witb their name in paste, whicbi
excited a gond desi of innocent mairth. l'lie cbildren
bad been enconmaged 10 forai a taste for soute speci-
alty as a ecrealion, and tbe- pictumes and studios on
the wall showed bow faitbfuliy the work Miss Jack had
done was uatnre's own. Fer Hiliside is famnous for its
roses, and in sumimer ticte are rows or hedges of tbem in
the gardon blooming ail the seasoît, sud faitltfully pour-
trayed on the wslis of the dawing.roont by the artiat
daugler's brnsh. The eldest son fri a boy was a
student of natumai science, and whcn 1 met hil hslinl
Boston I. found him 11gh up ou the staff of the Harvard
Arboretum, sud a regular and valued coîttributor to
6Grdeo adPForest. Mrs. Jack's lilemary frienda are
chiely Amtericans. She was a scbool friend of thal
fascinsting writer, Louise Chandler Moultoît, anîd eujoya
the friendshîip of the fsmiiy of James Preenian Clarke.
With ail herm înny dues, hem peu bas been busy writing
short stoies, and verse, aud articles on borticultural aud
household topics. A seies of atories, on the avenues of
work womteu cati do, saracted considemable attention, antd
called forth su ordem front Harper's Youug IPeople for au
article on the subject froîn lber peu. U ndem a nom (le
pluzie, Il Loyal Janet," she wroce for the Moîttreai Wit-
ness some Scotch articles that bit upo*n social topicsansd
became a houaebold word in the locaiity. On lier draw-
ing-room table are photogýrapbs of mny iterary friends,
and among ber liierary treasures is a leIter from the poet
Wbitliem, ini which hoe says, alîding to hiem succeas in
horticulture, Il Msny womien desime to do these thinga but
do not. know how to succeed as tlion hast doue." lu the
livinîg-roomt is a book-mack of fruit and farm books, to
whicb ail înay refer, and in a tiny corner oom, wheme 1
was permitted 10 enter, is to he found bier desk and papers
for the literary work boums. Il delighted me totfiud
sncb iuteliectuai culture on a paying Canadian fruit-fammu,
sud the life-iong good taste of the occupants was provod
by the grove of besutiful trocs, that bad been plaîîted by
tbemi in front of the bouse, withi mtstic seats sud table,
where the famiiy often dined in sunîmer time. A tiuy
consemvatory keepa roses for tbem sîll wiutor, and, with a
toucli of pootmy that will ho a life mxemiory 10 ier cbildron,
Mma. Jack places a rose at every plate for child sud guest
every Sunday moring ail the year round. How, 1 askod
myseif, have these resuits been bought abouth Intel-
ligence, iudustry, snd pamticulamly systoîtîatic and coin-
bined myethod were, 1 discovered, thie keys to the problem.
There is no faise pride ; there are egular duties 10 be donc
by eacb ; theme is amîbition 10 (do theiu weli, evon to George
flerbet's-

wio s8eeps ai oolnlu 'i iîhy I s

(t la a simple honte life, but an oasis 10to auy weary
hearta lu this rush and baste for wealth aud position, sud
an encouragement 10 a younger genoration that farmn life
can ho eievated sud enobled, sud country homies beautified
and cultured in every souse.

"I do not covet wealtb," Mrs. Jack once said 10 me,
"but 1 should like 10 feel that we wemc growing better as

we grow oidem." Wben 1 asked bier favourite poet, slie
quicfriy answered IlWhittier," sud added Ilhle utîder-
stands." And I tbought of bis beautiful descriptiont of s
life like #bis in one of bis earliem poems, wheu the faim
girl makes butter sud ivos beside the Besrcaîtîp water.

And tuigit lionthe tale 1 lîeaî-d,
'Twerc veIl thitî 1, if ofteît,

To riigzed farmn life caine thte gifl
T» Itarîîioiîize antd sofleit,

If more anîd more we f,îîîn, lte troth
Of facI and fancy pigllel,

Anud ciiture's chiarit ariîd i tt' 'ený,,tit
fn tunal itomes inited.

A L C 11 EM118T.

THEi[ RAMJ3LER.

THF, Koch iympb agitation bas had some amusing features.
Lsly eam, we were al sgog over la grippe,' uow, the

famous discovery of the eminent German la on everyoue's
lips. But was not Prof. Ramsay Wright a trifit, 100 pre.
vious '1 1 do not quito see what lho went for, nom yet wbat
hoe will do wben hoe comes back. The world la practicsily
s0 amaîl lu these latter days, as 1I mnarked last week, that
sncb a jouruoy as that underlaken by Prof. Wright aI the
Ohancelors expense ia almoat superfluous. Now comes
Dr. Ogdeu Joncs' btter, causiug s lutter in mauy circles,
whereiu hoe atates that the practico of iuoculating by
lymph for certain diseases is well known 10 bomoeopathic
practitioners.

Al Ibis taik about inoculation snggests a rather melan-
choly train of thonght as regards the otherwise serone snd
innocent days of childbood. lu addition 10 cholic, wbooping.
cougb, mesies, apthoe, snd other ilis, that infant lifo is
heir to, il wili now ho de rigueur 10 luocuhate the unfor-
tunate litîhe being for choiera, cousunîption, cancer and
epiepsy-aud of course sai-pox. The said infant at the
tender age of two wilh ho a mass of confiictiug scars, sud

j


