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Jaxvany 28rd, 18y1.,

Den
ail:f}r t:ng' denser the darkness grew till the terrible lightning
isclose to each watcher the form of him who stood nearest ;

Ud:;;z’;g louder the thunder, till earth seemed all blackness and

And A

eav.-z‘,;e:nf(;m’ Was benumbed and hell itself had been welcome.
And death itealrth seemed together in ruin unutterable blended,
None have oo, f seemed destroyed, and life and time and remembrance.
Sunlight “teler measured in hours the length of the terrible conflict.
Pautinugl ength returning, a chosen band of the warriors,
Saw the ]ikcreepmg out from their hiding places in caverns .
Olestg -te Bone—in itg stead gleamed the course of a silvery river—
rreat pog 3 g{n as if Whlrl.wmds had lashed them with merciless fury.
'sh-Peet d fuddmg the fields, torn from far distant mountains—
While ¢, g cated, retreating, had hurled them against his assailant —
Showeq wh € northward a black cloud, often serried by lightning

avenge:re the monster had hidden from Glooscap the godlike

But h

Only :g‘:il:l"t""orkEd the deliverance ne’ermore was seen by the people ;

("‘mrding hs' the dark north sky tlashes his many-edged sword blade,
Fredevigg 'S People forsver against the fierce wrath of the Beaver.

on, N.B., April 7, 1890, CraRrLEs H. Lugrin,

PARIS LETTER.
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though severe frosty weather, despite
ings from a few, gives next to general satis-
their pop, lwho can brave the open air, on regaining
icines €, laugh at doctors, and scout the 293 patent
s frop ' Pl'IOfeSsed incomparable as curatives of winter
Weathep atcto ds to chilblains. And better, the bracing
Cither gop racts one out, only do not stand to admire
086 o .nil_ture, or to chat with a frien.d—kegp moving.
p"EVentig;m 18t who advoc'ate an Alpine residence 8s a
8dvants e tﬁ'gal{l% consumption will be able to study with
hag bettge, | & vital statistics of the present winter, Koch
o 8 Jgke ito'ok to h1§ laurels. Wherever there is a pond
) lo,n lshoecupled by skaters, and by crowds lookl_ng
coke, dOub%] the borders of thq ponds are cressets of live
i the g, o for the rheumatic, and before which babies
ot”nlq are admitted free.
Tevivey, bon Y has the intense cold been a salutary health
filiey, * ut also g purse emptier, and at same time a purse
8boyg ) Induces People to go outside doors to shop, and,
Slong 4 to promenade through the very attractive fair
the Pleas? BOUIBYards. This implies purchasing many of
Or by i:lg nothingg that catch the eye, and every shop
Whep busi a m_ullum tn parvo. The infallible barometers
Wheg 11, 2€88 is brisk are the features of the trades-people,
of gixpe:BB 10 00t recall an undertaker, or a composition
Part o o n the pound, all’s well. Good spirits on the
. Pﬂnies ers attract customers. President Carnot,
likg g Y by his wilitary secretary, did the booth fair
they Tgleo °r ordinary mortal. The French can thus see
theiy in T at least, once g year, as did their early ancestors
i) & When‘ the latter accepted toeir presents for his
1 ?Fd I exchange promised peace. President
Elms_ e;: lfnes gifts, and gives the assurances of peace
h%thiam?»essmj Huxley will be surprised to hear that
YPnOtia OWinates at present every other ism in Paris,
®ntg ¢ o :Ot €xcepted. And the Salvation Army repre-
the j P?O"zn ntGrous multitude that purchases liberally from
m&r}y a ;;op U stores along the foot-paths, and thus saves
t‘klng off h(.”' artlsan. and his family from dire misery by
o, likls hands his stocks of home-made toys.
“ingg l‘etua nature, has its due season. We like this
iyt:"’ ag didr:h()f 8n old custom, and welcome the opening
I ﬁloaet_skel e ancients, with dancing and music. Only
if" or ) eet‘)n consists of the terrible extra income tax
w“"x the kiss}v Year gifts, _ Precedents are of no value;
p:: conaidere:ing of a relative after being shaved, and that
of Sket. mOI‘lce a New Year’s gift, would save your
o frenpi, - nch of g ‘tree, plucked in the sacred grove
wi"tsin ﬁhéf 88 the earliest form of gift ; that simplicity
Inthl or Witl:’;::; of Oﬁeréngs of chrysanthemums, orunges—
WM People’s names on them—and fire-wood.
™e. de Montespan made a present to Louis

XIVSG"
- of .
ke Yon we:ereal l“j?’e d'or, where all the battles and sieges
th The bOOthchPOmcled in gold letters.

8 that habitually line the Boulevards, from

30108.
the old to the opening days of the

Noy vi08 q

Y ays of

tug;, L¢a
tiop, tll;’ OH!Y date from 1789. Like all French insti-

1 . .
'»h: Ay ;ou:dh;r a8 had its ups and downs, Originally,
"’Q:‘ the Oo:t to illustrate the new principle of equality,

"ith’ Yap) ; rader could, for at least a fortnight in the
wo the up Wself as 8 man and a brother, cheek by jowl
.:;dﬁn hutrff crust John Gilpins. He can either hire a
p’iel Scorg of l'lun one up himself with & pound of nails
'&gte' . The ¢ Planks—the latter to be taken back at half
togy " ide, oantles are eight feet long and high, and five
%)) :Pnrt’ ou hg“al‘d against fire, the huts must be three
t be sap % b not to touch the trees ; nor can a booth
r;(}]e Reve, &;:eOf goods as the shop facing it. Two of
e f&l .
b‘:'kb"he ,;z:t:ndg over a distance of five miles ; but its
0 gyjjoq L0W the Madeleine to the Bastille, It
g '(’}"les of v t:he ‘“ Children’s Paradise.” Just think of
Yevy 00k n; l‘:l‘led toys! That’s a real children’s treat,
\ S04t well organize excursions for little folks to
i hily © Joys
® rup .

oreigners never tire pilgrimaging the
> a

% 9D, ang . 500d many notions and ideas are to be
livg "™ mgy), ., 2€W delights’ are constantly being placed
ltio'nn’ﬁve, ang any of the tenants of these shanties
Colg for thejy have their being in them. Out of admir-
10%"3&&@1- I-EI“Ck, or sympathy for their hard lot in
i 1%€ the present, even the Harpagnons must
B:"n toysgme.'“ring“' Many of the tenants make

u, tmany l Uring the long summer evenings,
the o\ T, ap, N S0 purchase toys from the wholesale manu-
) th:'ley for tet_all them at their own risk, To make up
Pa 18 venture, everything that can be pledged
8 will be,

If the speculation fails, from

THE WEEK.

a damp, snowy, or wet holiday-tide, that means ruin and
desolation ; but if the weather be superb, as at present,
the result will be a bonanza. The afternoon and the eve-
ning are the best hours of sale. There are about 900
booths erected from the Bastille to the Madeleine; two-
thirds of these are on the left-hand side, that being the
walking or fascinating part of the Boulevard. Round
the Bastille, the fair terminates in the sale of oranges ;
perhaps this is a memento of the wholesale market for
that fruit that was once held there, and of the habit
citizens had of throwing oranges over the ramparts of the
Bastille for the benefit of the poorer inmates,

The Marquis de Villette, husband of Voltaire’s niece,
Belle et Bonne presented a petition demanding the sup-
pression of all fétes hecause they only favoured hotel-
keepers and dram shops. But it was the Revolution that
suppressed the festivals, even that of New Year’s Day
itgelf, because the giving of presents recalled royalty,
which was always receiving, though Lottin, the con-
fectioner, retorted that his goods were all in the three
colours. Toys, like bonbons, and the thousand little noth-
ings that constitute what are known as articles de Paris,
like dress, reflect the moment and live for the moment.
Born 1n the morning they disappear in the evening.

Hence, the importance of symbolizing a reigning act-
uality. 'When Montgolfier invented his balloon, fashion-
ables patronized gloves, having painted thereon in gouache
scenes of balloon ascents, while fans, jewellery, bonbons,
cane-knobs, etc.,, also recalled balloons. Palloy, the
contractor for the demolition of the Bastille, had severa
toy souvenirs, for New Year's gifts, made out of the stones
of the famous structure. At the present moment the toy
novelty is the “Qouffé trunk,” because that bailiff’s
remains were placed in a trunk after the murder. The toy
is a small puzzle-tin trunk, with the request thereon
painted in English, French and Spanish, the latter a tri-
bute, doubtless, to Cuba for arresting Eyraud, the assassin,
to “open the trunk.” This is done by pressing the
thumb-nail against the bottom of one of the side ends,
when the end shoots out, and the bailiff appears.

At best the new are only the old toys. As Marie
Antoinette remarked of fashions, the new is what has
been. But the public not the less looks forward to the
toy season, as it does to the Grand Prix or a Fourteenth
of July review. This is due, not alone to witness the
ingenuity of inventors, but the pleasure we feel in think-
ing of the joy that a novelty will light up in little faces.
The windmill, with its four arms put in motion by pull-
ing a string, is a toy only second in antiquity to that
other, the human figure. The windmill sells by millions,
and costs but two sous. It is the only toy that Germany
cannot under-cut in sale. Two large firms in Paris make
the windmill exclusively ; allis made by the hand. One
person shapes the wood, another puts pieces together, a
third fixes the string, and a fourth lays on the paint.

Curious to say, the wooden sword and scabbard is
exclusively a German product, because cheap. But the
drum at three sous, and which is said to crack up patriot-
ism in juveniles, is French. Not so with the leaden
soldier ; this is a German monopoly. Germany manufac-
tures standing armies for empires, kingdoms and republics,
and all these bloated armaments, too, in the uniform of
each nation, English, French, Ttalian, etc.

At the rate of three sous per eight soldiers—cavalry,
infantry or artillerists—a nursling can secure quite a for-
midable army.  This leaden militaire is eternal, and his
passive obedience is of the most absolute kind.  He falls
out of the ranks without a murmur, and maintains his
threatening attitude despite the menaces of the enemy.
And the attitudes of the soldiers are so true to fact that
they must have been designed by a Neuville, a Bellecourt,
or & Detaille.  If the spirit of national defence could be
upheld by metallic soldiers as it is done by *“wooden walls.”
They must be real architects and landscape gardeners that
design those pretty farms and grounds at six sous with
trees, and sheep sheltering beneath them ; all watched by a
shepherd’s dog—the lineal descendant of the breed pre-
served in Noah’s ark. Children prefer this rustic simplicity
to the ‘“grand castle” toy. In the latter case, mamma
will likely tell her little one to wash its hands before
touching the Chateau ; similarly as some parents threaten
to deprive baby of his mechanical horse if he mounts upon
it. Give baby his wooden steed built on the lines of that
of Troy ; solid on its four wooden legs as a granny'’s stool
that will put up with all the rider’s caprices, that will sup-
port whip lashings without budging, and that will even
allow its tail to be pulled away without a protest from
either hind legs or teeth,

In 1840, when France was in a bubble against England
on the Syrian question, the audience of the opera demanded
that the orchestra should execute the Marseillaise. On
refusal, the audience sang it without accompaniment. The
Police Inspector vociferated : ““ The Marseillaise is not on
the bills.” * Nor are you either,” retorted a god from
above. Z.

WoumaN'S mission on earth i3 something grand and
noble, and she should be loved, respected and cared for by
all mankind, for her natural disposition should be as God
intended, that of love, affection and virtue. (For if she
loves a man, she will give her right hand to please him ;
and if she hates him, she will give her right hand to avenge
him.) Thus she lives in one extreme or the other, seldom
bringing her judicatory thoughts to bear ; and once outside
her wission for which she was created, she is justly com-
pared with a hell in the midst of humanity.— Dante.
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F’RONEY.

THIRD PRIZE STORY. BY EMILY MCMANUS, ODESSA, ONT.

“ F’RONEY ! Froney ! Drat the girl! Where’s she off
to now!? Might 'most as well have no one in the
house,” grumbled the woman. ¢ F’roney, ain’t you never
goin’ to put them children t' bed  And get along there
yourself so '8t be up for berry-pickin’ in the mornin’.”

F'roney came slowly through the low doorway, a
slight, supple figure, in short dark homespun skirt and
waist. The rippling brown hair drawn smoothly back
from the low brow, hung in a single thick braid. The
dark oval face had great possibilities of beauty, but Just
now the mutinous curves of the mouth banished the
dimples that would have showed in happy smiles, while
the drooping lids half veiled dark sombre eyes,

‘“Oh ! you've condescended to come at last, hev you ?”
the rasping, quarrelsome voice continued. * Well, jist
stop your sulkin’ and take th’ children, and that lame brat
t’ bed.”

The “lame brat” came in timidly, a certain shrinking
hesitancy betokening ill-usage. He was but a child of
eight or ten, perhaps, though the small drawn face was no
index to the age. One leg, the left, hung withered and
useless, 50 he swung himself painfully along by means of a
crutch.  His eyes were dark and bright like the girl’s, but
his hair was a strange contrast. Fair and silky, it hung
about his shoulders, and clustered over his brow not unlike
a nimbus. How often had Feronia likened it to the glory
about the brow of the little child Jesus, as she had seen it
in the picture of the “ Madonna and Child,” which hung
in the Church of the Nativity, in the little French village
below.

The child hobbled painfully along, keeping Feronia
well between himself and the irate mistress of the house.

“ Never mind, Dickey boy,” Feronia whispered, stoop-
ing suddenly to him, “she dassen’t touch you while I'm
around,” and pickirg him up, crutch and all, in her strong
young arms, she ran up the winding stairway and deposited
him on a bed in a shabby low roem. Half-kneeling, half-
reclining, her arms still encircling the boy, she raised a
face, terrible in its dark intensity. Tt can't last much
longer,” she said, still in that low, deep, vibrant whisper,
‘““not much longer, Dickey boy! Jack will come, Jack
must come soon now, and then no one will dare lay a finger
roughly on you! No more knocks then, nor curses, nor
food begrudged, Dickey, when Jack comes home! Just
think of the toys, and books full of beautiful pictures, and
oh Dickey ! a chair that goes on wheels like the little boy’s
at the village! No more old crutches then, Dickey boy,
when Jack comes home!” and the girl’s face is positively
beautiful now, lit up by hope and love, and a great over-
whelming tenderness for the ill-used cripple clinging so
trustingly to her.

“ Won't you tell me all about it when you come back,
F'roney ?” he asks, as he feels her arms unloosening,

“Yes, yes,” she answers, “ but say your prayers while
I am gone, and ask the good God to watch over Jack,
night and day, and bring him back soon, soon.”

It is a half-hour later that she finds Dick sitting up in
bed, in the pale moonlight, quivering with excitement.

‘“Froney ! F'roney!” he calls, in a hoarse, cautious
whisper, * Jack’s & comin’ ! Jack’s a comin’!”

Feronia is by his side in a moment.

“What is it Dickey? What is it?” she says. He
draws her down to the low window by his bed, and points
excitedly to where a man’s figure is plainly outlined against
the summer sky,

“I've watched him comin’ along the road from ‘'way
'way down on the flats, and know it must be Jack.”

Feronia is gazing with her heart in her eyes.

“Oh, it is! it must be ! ” shecried. * Who else would
be comin’ to the Heights at this hour? And look,”—
excitedly—¢“he has lit a cigar. Do you not see the red
spark t  The men about here smoke only pipes.”

There is a breathless pause in the low, moonlit room,
but each can feel the other quivering.

“I'm going to him, Dickey,” Feronia whispers. ¢ I’ve
got my shoes oft. I can creep out of the window like I've
often done, and swing myself down by a limb of the
apple-tree.”

She has the window wide open now.

“ If only I could go too !” poor Dick sighs.

She kisses him tenderly. ‘“'Tis only for a little while,
Dickey boy,” she whispers, and creeps cautiously out,
catches the swaying limb and swings lightly to theground,

The house stood midway on a gentle slope that over-
looked the banks of the Upper Ottawa, a full mile distant.
An irregular garden hedged it in on three sides, while on
the fourth was an open flat where the cows and sheep con-
gregated in the evening. Beyond the garden a winding
path stretched, curving down the slope as if irresolute, till
it finally took a decided turn to the left, and so on along
the river's edge to S. » where the old stone church
with its melodious chime, and the gaudy new post office
were the chief points of interest. For the population was
more or less a floating one where gangs of shanty-men ”
in winter, and “ river-drivers ” in spring and summer out-
numbered the residents ten to one. To the north of the
house lay the * Heights” proper, a strange sombre back-
ground, its hugo irregular masses crowned here and there
with dense forests, and agsin a rocky peak standing out
bleak and bare. There huckleberries abounded and it was
in quest of these the household of Le Croix was to go on

the morrow. Huckleberries had been plentiful there from -




