March, 1897,

S e W’HEN Aut-

Y umncusgls
her gorgeous
robes one by one, and the trees
are lefo stripped and untrammelled to
fight the winter blasts, nsa ship haulsin
her canvas at the approach of a tempest, she
does not leave the trees thus berefs wholly with.
out.charm. Rising erect and graceful ngainst the
deep blue of the sky with its great soft white
clouds, there is something inexpressibly lovely
about them ; something that we did not get when
summer was at 1ts height, and they were clad in
the cool delicious green which i so grateful to the
oye, when the streets lie palpitating in the glare
and heat of noonday ; something we did not get
when they cast their weird shimmering lights and
shadows upon the pavements while the moon
drenched them with light and the gentle winds
stirred restlessly in thoe leaves,

Now we sco the delicato lines and curves which
mean so much in nature; the branches and twigs
to which the myriad leaves clung through wind
and shower, making sheltec for little feanthered
creatures and insects who fluttered away with the
leaves. They ave like beautiful human forms;
clad after the custom of mortals, they are a delight
to the eye with their hidden though suggested
lines; but lovely and pure as God made them,
they are the supremo work of His hands. And
next to this love for the “human form divine”
surely comes our admniration far tracs, those forest
people “ with green heads™ which make the world
so fair a place for mortals to dwell in.

And just at this season, when at evening the
sun has dropped “below the verge,” and before

twilight be-
l qins to wrap
the world
intender
[arey; while
the rich
g crimson at
'the horizen
isfading up-

wanis into or-
ange, yellow, and
that palest amber
in which tho Evening
Starloves tofloat like a bright o
spirit above the old carth, v
thiereis no more beautiful sight in life than tle
trees in their naked loveliness azainst this back-
ground of exquisite color. .And this delight is
ours. evening after evening, withcut money and
without price.

It is only to step out inte our streets—our
westward streets—and follow  fivir long lines that
vanish into the sunset, agairst which tower or
spire or domo stands out in dark beauty ; the trees,
with every branch and twig traced in lovely detail,
take on & new snreery ; indeed, the things which
wa regard as utterly prosaic in the broad ~search
light of day becomo enchanted. The old city dump
carts rumbling along, their big red wheels and
blue boxes toned down with sprinklings of ashes
and drawn by heavy haorses, whose harness is lit
here and there with bits of brass: the tralley,
cyclop-like, rushing past with clang and flash;
these things surely become unreal, mysterious, pic-
turesque things at twilizht.  Even the telegraph
poles with their tall crosses succumb o the magie
and the atreet becomes a vinr vinticum,

As wo pass further on, the colars fade in the far
west and the cleetric light leaps miysteriously and
silently from one great glube to another—the

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL.

Lvening Star throbs and yzlows at the appronch of
darkness and thoe lessor stars begin to “swarm like
bees,” thero is & sound of many feeton the pare-
ments, the toilers going
homo ; voices fall clearly
and softly on the still ajr '
and Night restful
and salm
falls car-
essingly
upon tho
wveary
oldearth;
and the
trees like
sentin-
elskoep
watch
with the
stars,

-=NEM0.

HOW Wk KILLED THE RAT
By Tlorence Stuart Garston.

UR house had long been infested with rats.
We had poisoned them, caught them in
traps, and, in fact, tried every known mauner

of exterminating them, still they courageously re-
fused to leave us.

One old fellow of inmense size and remarkable
boldness, just lived in our kitchen, ate our pro-
visions, and ran across our feet, until he became
known to al as the rat.

The audacity he exhibited was surprising.
If discovered in the pantry gnawing a choico
cake left thoughtlessly uncovered, ho would look
calmly at us our of glittering black eyes,
nor attempt o run unless we made o dash at
him—which the female portion of the houschold
never did.  We generally called for father or
rushed for the hired man, and by the time either
arrived the old fellow was gone.

It is my belief that ho knew the names of every
one in the household, and regulated his movemente
accordingly.

If we opened a door suddenly at night, we saw
his eyes gleaming from some dark corner ; once
we found him coiled in mother's wooden rocker.

Jenuny called him the Ancient Mariner, which
fitted kim and his effect upon us so well that it
was generally adopted.

Al efforts to cateh or to kill him praved futile,
and we began to feel that this was a plague that
we were obliged to endure,

One evening, however, vur youngest sister camo
runuing in,  * Oh, mother.” she cricq, “come
quick ; the rat is in the beg of flour in the pan-
try.” Whereupon we all rushed to the spot in
cager haste,

Father was away and there was only mother
and we threo zirls at home, so oefore we entered
the pantry it was thought better to decide onseme
plan of action, lest we scare the rat and let him
escape.  First we decided that the flour which
was in the bag would have to bo sacrificed. There
was not very much, but ** enough for a good batch
of bread,” said mother, mournfully.  * However,
he's in it now, so it will have tu be thrown out,
anjway.”

* Well,” said Jenny, the discoverer, “he won't
bo init.”

* No,” said mother, “that's true.  One of you
pirls go in and gather up the mouth of the bag
and Lold it tight, t? I get something to hit it
with.”

*“Go on, Jenny,” said I, *you found him.” But
Jenny flatly refused.

S \Well, Mary, you go.”

“T won't,” saill Mary, “vau know I'm seared
to deathof rat<; go youeeelf, if youare <o mighty
brave.”

7

* Girls,” snid mother, “wne of you €0 nt unhee
and hold that bag. Do yon suppose that it is
guing w s1t thero all day waiting to bo caught {

So, asneither of the ethors showed any sigus of
velenting, I pushed the door open sently and
peeped in.

Sure onough, there he was,  Although it wax
getting dusk, I could see his huge body bulging
out one side of the bag. ’

I cautivusly reached out and gathered 1t into
my hands, when he gave n lunge over to the other
side. Jenny gave a scream and, slamming the
door shut, held it. fast.

* You little coward,” I ealled, * open that doar
this minute. You would nut eare if he ato me
alive, s0 long as you wero safo yourself.”

Jenny opened the dvor, and, though she looked
rather ashamed, did not venture inside until xhe
had glanced into every corner.

Ey this timo mother had hunted up the hammer,
which was, sho said, the only thing sho felt sure
was hard enough to kill him with ono blow,

“Fur,” she said, “T don't want to torture the
poer thing. I'd like to kill it the first time I hit
{)L. ,‘I{ere. suppose you hit it and let me hoia the

ag.

We wero about *o make the oxchange when
Mary broke in, “Look here, if you go changing
around like that you'll let it out’; you had bettor
tic a string around the mouth of the bag, for he's
sure to run up that way when you go to hit him.”

I hadn’t thought of that possibility and was
very glad of the suggestion, though of course I
did nat say so.

Mary was soon on hand with about five yards
of good stout string, we used it all and ted it

in a good many koots. Then wo wero ready for
the exccution,

“ Better light & lamp, Jeany.”

“ Now then, all ready ; hit hard, mother.”

“Yes, for goodnesy’ sako don't miss him.’

Mother raised her armn to strike, then drew
back. ¢ Decar me,” she said, ¢ the handle to the
hammer scems so short, T have to get su near it,
to the rat, I mean,” sho added.

“ Better take a stick of wood,” said Jenny.  So
oft she went to tho woud-shed to tind one.  She
brought back the lengest ono she could find, a
regular saw-log in size.

“ It’s funny he keeps so still,” said Jenny.

“Stupid, he's too frightened to move,” said
Mary.

“ Now, girly” said mother, “get out of tho
way, put the lamp whero Tl get & good strong
light, and,” to me, “ whataver you do, don'tlet go
of the end of the hag” .

She gathered all her strength, raised the stick
as high as possible and it fell with a forco which
ought to have killed an «x.

There wasa crash and a shrick from the girls,
and mother had literally smashed to atoms our
old Mus tne sup, which sumeone had used to dip
up flour, and drepped into the bag.

TroreNcr SToart Garstow,




