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DEATH OF MA

RK

BY +EoRGR 20 RAGLEN.

Where the mighty Nile goesereeping,
Nuoiselens gurrents ralling free,
Fike a giant serpent stealiog
Thruugh thedeserts to the san
Laving wirth its turbid waters,
Resdy banks ‘neath verdan! shades,
Rippling ou by vales and bowers
In their tropie bloom arrayed.

Where the pyramids upreating
Their gray summits o the sXy.
Tell dim talea of FEgypt's glory.
In the faded days gone by :
Breathing o'er the sleeniag sshes
Of her sages aod ber Xings,
Whispers of their faded splendor,
Mumurs of forgotten things.

Whire the lotas biossorns chastered,
I the steried days of Vid,
Where the erestnd pulms loomed prondly
TMid the miinarets of goid;
Theo: alung the banks of Nias,
Souoded out the datile’s peni
‘Thiadwred on vontend? tegions
With their peanons, D and steel.

£ the <anndz 311 reddoned over,
Swelled the tnimpet’s hlast alone
Ver the prostnuze forms of foetnen,
Madiv swe t throng.
o LVp ¥ Nubians,

Hitnd-s i 10 the Tisur's erest,

Like the samicloud juthe desert,
Rank on ok and shield on shield
ving hordes of Casar.
r the orimscn feld.
Aud amid the helmets Jleawing,
Bluies aad breast plstes glowing red,
Kent they vut proud shoats of frinmph
O »r the movnds of slaughiered dead,

Iz the balls of Cleopwtru,
Where the fairest Bastern lowen,
And the bubbiing eryetsl fountain
Lave the bresth of passiog hours;
Neath the Lroldensd siikenawniog
Rome's grea:

& ahndoweld arches,
c song Al cheer:
wpet’s musie

Like a searsior inthe gy

Thougnt be then of by-gune giories,
When the nation ‘ning heand
Trawy and tread of steel d (e

A bis sokidier heart was
When he charged the gleaming cohorts,
As they loved their classic Yome,
Ta ent
For ke haenar of old Home.

Aznd agais the umigbiy

As when in rrinmpbal car,
Came ke orvemsed witk oakeu garianda,
For tas victor's triumph wove,

& the Apgpdan, throngeh the Fomin,
Tu the vempie of great Jove,

‘There were pletures of the maorning,
When gpon the Cydaus’ tide,
Caine s barge of ststely beanty.

Iz the fall of regal pode
Adgrned with canopies and dowers,
With it deek of barnished goid

And s thousand glories bewming,
"Neath the erimeon banner's fold,

And, again the gilst'ning silver
Of tke vars that kissed tha strears,
Flashed upon him in their biightnesa,
Like the vision of a dream
Arnd he saw the sik-clad rowers,
iy their trbans sSeb of hn
Al bespangled o'er with jaweis
TFieciend in tne waters bius,

Then the htum of myriad voices
Drweit apon the lambeart alr,
Fragrmot clouds of punest ioens
Heveled {n the soonday fair;
Nwveetest struins of low-toned music
Swelled along the siver's breast.
Hueliing, with delicinus lasgnor,
HRevee sod feeling, oft 1o rest,

Ar appell of pod.Jike weaving,
Came the mem’ty of that day,
When the star of Eastern aplendor
Wrapt him in her fair arvuy,
Clenchosd the geves sbous bis beart-strivgs,
Reards tenple in his sonl,
Fur the lave of her proud bwanty,
And his love of conquest atole.

At the wane of 1ife's lust even,
Radiant, fearless, queenly stitl,
Watched she o'er her fullen chiefiain,
And 2 void oo joy gould 81
‘Thrilled the meething, crimann currents
Of the bat blood in her veips.
Murmured ‘rognd the hidden nitar
Of her life in aad refruins.

Ad she siothied tha pating tempies,
Wilder awellel the burning tide,

Fonder, fiercer; ten-foid denrsr
Grew the denmer at her side.

With the timeless, uncurbed apirit
Of & liouews at bay,

Held she gnard about the death-conigh
Where Ler wiid heart's {dol lay.

But the tove that glowmd aod struggled
T ity passiou-verdured lair,

Breathed and flaahed a vain deflutes
To the pale-faced foninas there,

Begutevus iu her wild despairing,
{n her weeping ansd her grief,

Cried she out in words of angalsh,
Called she thns vnto her chief,

*Autony, imperitbd Rousin,
Taord of Eaypts bnnd and qaeen,
T'ell ma, tall me, 1 implore thee,
Thnt thy spirit’s eye hath seen
Opnenn of 4 BH&AA Coming,
. Worlda for yon aud loves for e,
JTriamphs grinder in their glory
‘Thua thy deeds beyond the seg,

ANTONY.

“ Here hehold thine Exypt kuveling,
Peerioss, matohless, gud-like Xing. .
Hear, and tell me thut thou feelest
Not the death dend's plercing sting.
Clasp me once more 10 thy bosowm,
Live, O live, and be to me,
Knlg\my hery, princaly master,
And Uil be x love 10 thee.

<A is Ls Cleopatos,
Who anto her lordt doth eall,
Ronse thee up thy Roman spirit
And we'll to the banquet hall:
We will make thee bright and mercy
With vur plenanre and out mirth,
Antony, myv Hon-heartml,
Rouse theo, bravest of the eurth.”

"1 am dying, Fgypt, dying,
And this tiger lova of mine
Ne'er ngain shall join in revel
With the burning Dursts of thine.
Butl telt thee, aye, andiraly.
Ry the sinking of von sheen,
I'lY be Antoay in dving,
And thoa still ahalt be my queen,

C1va been dreaming, Fxypt, dreaming,
Of the vanished, baried days

Of the sertied manks and s.umlrons,
Of green lanre! wreaths and bays.

(M old Pompey und grent Casar,
Blody wars and reeking Aglts,

And methonght benentle each vision

telenmed again the battle lights,

= From the eald sens ef the Northlaad,
E'an fo where the Sonthern sun

Siniles npon the broad Kaphrates
The pes and empires, ail were won.

There were swwarthy Afric princes,
Beardad ohiefs an i sceptored Rings,

With the golden wealth nf tribute
That the congquemt’s coming Yrings .

There were lewels, guas and tressura
From the islands of the sea,

And 1 deemnd the world's fair Xingdows
Bat us baublea won for thee.

" Then the roac of asgry contict
Al the din of clashing spears
Lried away, sud bind. 14 i
Murgiured in @y i
“Twss the melody of seraphs—
“Twas the apirit sote of love
Flitting throagh tny beart's din: chasmbers,
Cosing for i1s sister dave.
“Twas the echo uf thy calliog.
Ringing thraugh me sweet and clear,
Barsning throweh the sceptersi shadows
Like 2 guidea hymn of chewr.

“ Reéss thes Lere, apon this shontder
1 would haze thea 14! ta me
ATL the story of our Wi,
Whena § first met love and then,
Aud ' dream of sun-lit Cyduus
Of thy barge in glittering state,
Whea my goddens, Jewelled Egyyr.
Came 1o meet ber Roman Drate.

el e, el Cleojatea,
Por thisv eyes arm growing (o,
And ] see arcund me otealing
Drathiv phanioms, gaust asd orin.
Lot mie feel thine arms ettwining,
Press thy lips to mine onte mags
Guide, O, gauids e, star of Feyps,
To the apirits silent shoen”

Like some glorions Jower divoping
“Nenth that dreamy countrs’s skies,

With the tears of burning sorraow
Flooding o'er het liquid eyes,

And her nalmand tresses streaming
In their - wondrous ebon gleam,

Bent Lier prowd hend Jow in sngnish
(Ver the iifs she hald supreme,

Then she spake ia prsdioved aceenis,
> List ye gods, why do ye briog
Death s Anioay: my idol ¢
Why yvour shudows o'ar me ding ¢
Roftly, 1ove. hiere nn this bosom
Raet thy kiogly head again,
While I Jult thy soul o simmber,
€), my matehless man of mey

= Ay, greAar hourl Shou sayest raly.
‘That these roxai loves of ours

Wil no tore wis sweets and pleasures
Mid tireae parfome-lades tiwers,

Nor wilt thou, my liege and manter,
Casting by by Xaightly mien,

Take ngain with tiger passion,
To thy breast 108t K ypr's queen,

Ufhes 1L thy drooping eyelids,
'l behold thy spirit fade.

Apd I'l1 watch the deatheglaze qlimmi:rg
Where the love Jight oft has playsd.

O, wide world ! ye sturs ! ye heacena!
Why do ye pot quake with foa. ¢

Why du ya nit apeak io thunders,
Yer these axhes and these tears 17

1 am dyiag. Egypt. dying.
Burst pale spectres va 1ny Ken.

Bt beyund theve goth' rink shadows
Thon shalt be my queen ngain.

¢©in the nuseen atrand 'l wait thee,
With my legiona at my side.

And iny banner's {uld shall gnide teee.
Nite's enchantress, o'er the tide,

> Draw thee nearsr, Bgypt, uearer,
Let e feel thy dewy Broath
Bathing w'er my sinking spitit,
A 1iread the way of death,
‘They, » Yong. fond Kiss, At parting,
E'ur tny soul from sarth’is fled, X
Fare thee well, prond-browed Fyyptinn”—
Rote's great Antony was dead,

NOTICE TO LADIES.

The undersigned begs respectfully 1o inform
the Ladies of the city and ct)lllxtry' that they
will tind at his Hetail Store, 196°81. Lawience
Main Street, the choicent amsortment of Ostrich
and Vulture Feathers, cos all shades; - also,
Frathers of all descriptions Repaired with the
greatest care,
shortest delay.
Blavk only.

Frathers Dyed as per sample, on
(loves Cleaned and  Dyed

4o Ho Lesnaxe. Works: 547 Craig St.

GANADIAN 1LLUSTRATED NEWS.

COLD OF CHICKAREE.

SUSAN and ANNA WARNER.
AvTHORS OF o

Wik, Wing Woked,” and # DorLLars AND
CORNTS," CCWyen Haze” ete

CHAPTER XXV, w(Contivued.)

*¢ That must be the right end of the thread,”
said Hazel looking up. L'ought to be able 1o
find my way.  But [ shall have to send my
boxes back empty, and take zix months to find
out what 1 want."' :

“ You do not know of anything that you
want at present T '

41 thought 1 did ™ said Hazel with a laugh,
—fbut how do | know! Maybe 1 have en-
ough, —maybe somebody else wants it more,
Olaf--is there an endless perspective of needy
people in this world 17

* What if 1" said Rolla. < What if life were
one Jong day of ministry ! does that look like
a worthy end of life ? and does it ook pleasant ¥

“ I think--it does,” sald Hazel slowly, 1
wean, 1 think it will. ' U have not looked yet.

Jut then, at that rate "

** Yes---what at that rate ¥

‘At that rate)” said Hazel, raising her eyes
to his face, **vou would want the buttons off
my gloves as well ag ol Prim’s ™

His tingers were slowly, tenderly, pushing
haek the curls from her temploas and caressing
the delicate brow as he spoke, and his eyes wern
yrave now with thonght and feeling.

© Hazel, | would like to pour flowers beforn
vour path all the long day, and o set you with
jewels from hewd to feet. Diamonds could nex
{\v too bright, nur roses too fair.  Anmd if the
worlil were ail right, 1 believe 1should dress
Swvouosa, Hut gt ois not all right. Suppose we
were travelling in Greeos, snd 1 wers captursd
by those brigands whe 6ll upon the English
party the ather day ; and suppose the ransom
they demnanded exeeaded all vou had in hand or
could procure - hiew would you dress il my re-
feovery was ~Yeoted

 That would be o sabd Hacrl quiekly.

“Ami what s this L-Qur Master, i cap-
tivity, hungey, sick, sand naked,—<iterally and
spiritually, - -in the prosous of his poor peaple.
Aud the gusstion is, how many can yon awd 1
save °

Wiyl

Hazel rested har ohin in her hamd and
said nothing.  She 61U exesudingly like *'a
mortal with elipped wings.” Nov that she
really cared so much about dress, or the various
other gay chaunels wherein she had poared out

“{ her fancies ; something beiter than faney bhad

stirred and sprung and snswered Dane’s worils
in her heart "as he spoke them. And yes the
sudden whirlaboui to sl her thoughts  and
Liabita and waya, was very confusing.  So she
sat thinking,-—with every drass she had in the
world gmvf,kv presenting itself, like a specire,
and atl the glove buttous insisting upon being
counted then and ‘there. Suddendy. frone the
waves of blua silk alittle four started ont into
the fArelight, -a foor balf smothered in trim.
ming : resettesd, burkled, beribboned, belased,
Haorel gazed at it,—and then gave up, and broke
into a clear soft laugh, hidiug her fuce in her
hands. - Bur as'the langh paxsed, she was very
much ashamed 1o find that the hidden eye.
Jashes were wet.

Folln watched
waited, ‘

Y What can one do but laugh, when one geta
to the end of one’s wits " said the girl, as if
she thought it needed cxplanation.  *“ Olaf,..
do yon rememoer the time when you drew my
portrait ag all hat and wild buslea [ begin to
be afraid {2 was not a caricatare, after all.”’

“1 am afraid it was. Your nepresentative
was hardly gracions or graceful, if ] remember.”

“Pidn't T know what you were thinking of
me that day " said Hazel smiling at the recol

“ But tn serious truth, that is what

her a little anxiously, buot

lection.
have Jiked, and what 1 have dene, .1 hava been
wayward and wild and untrained and unpruned,
~—and then, upon allthat I have hung every
preity thing I could get together. And 1 .don’t
know what will be lett: of me when 1 min minle
over all new. Olaf,” she went on gravely, ** |
do understand your harmony, -7 ss¢ how per:
fect it is, taking in all the lowest notes as weall
as the highesy, whereas mine covered only. the
poor little octave of my own life. 1 dosee that
every part of oue’s life. ouglit to be in tone with
every bit of outside work and life-nieed and life.
demonds that cau ever.come. And | kiiow that
only my unfixedness of leart cun snake any dis-
cord. But there my knowledgn ends " - And
Hazel leaned her cheok softly against his arm,
and looked up wistfully. - B
*“How wmuch more knowledge do you want
Juat now?’
““Where to begin.” . : -
S We will begin with one of these trunks to.
morrow. | have a presentiment, that if vou do
not-fill it, 1 shiall.” : L o
Hazel shaok her head, o
AT faney | have enongh of extravaganes tow
on hand to laat me some time,” she arid.
“ Unless you prefer that 1 should come down--
or come up --gradually, and not with » jump.”
** Neither come down nor come up.-"Only go
forward keeping the harmony we have chisen to
wialk in, 1w se iguorant- of all but men's
dreas ! or perhaps I ocoild’ speak  more" intelli-

will exeusd e for nlluding e it

gibly.  Dut in goneral, svek your old ands, of
beauty and: fitneas—only looking to see that
things more precious are not pushied ont of 1h.
way by them, or for them." '

SCHAPTER XX VI
AN ACCOUNT AT THH BANK,

“Pichess,” said Rollo the gexy morning 4t
breakfast, * which cabinet-maker is to have (1.
honour of your patronaga ' )

“. i su ppose §t. is not fair to do people gond
against their will,” said Hazell ** 1f Pritn wonld
like the common one--and the money-iy.g
she muet have that.  But U shall ket her kyou
she chose it.” .

S You wonld not like to be suspiected thay
you practised economy 1

“ Not unjustly.”

** How is that an unjust suspicion, whic,
founded on fagt

T am nuot practising econnmy a bt Pros
wants a secrefary ~and you say that she woubi
like that best.”

* Exense mo ! | osaid she would like that ant
the hundred and fifty dollars ; and von o
practiso economy to give them to her,  Nicl;

“Notatalll Only self-deuial. | onever o
buy ngly things, and [ den't like ir.”

*Belfudenial is almoest as good as eounnng
and onw step towands it.  Bui 1 wonld rewri,
that econamy and uyly things have 1o tices o
vonnection.” ; '

¢ No,” said Hazel -
be destitation.”

“* Econamy has no connection whatever wiih
destitation,™

i) there you are mistaken,”
arching her brows.  ** Bat for Jdestitulion, »
nead not exist, . Bat Dwish I could think of 2
tight eaplosive materialy 1o pat im oo
trank ! She wanuts waking up, Obaf, cand Lo
have just stroked ber down for & nap,” ’

Dane’s eyes snapped at the spesker soross 1he
table ; and then he asked in « guiet businoes,
tonr, **whatl sort of Jethargy hmg Prim faiion
into I

1 said nothing abont Iethargy,  1inust oo
3 peam of paper initialed in Wlae and godd, a0
anuther in orimison, to help hue the aecrotars
And three jourual books in green bevelied
tique, and ffty note-books i veltow Tarke
wmorocco. And --how many golid pens doss Pros
wear oul it a year 77

“You made & profound renrark just now o
the artpin of eonnmny ;T sboakd ke 1o s
your definition of the thing,  Woub! vau faveur
me T s

o Mind,” said Hazel, laoghing 2 tistle, a2 1s
an unproved definidon, the wond iteeld heis
bat lately introduced ; but at present it seens
to mm the doiug without what you want 3
sell, to give it tosomebody who wants it noae "

A Hne of white made itsedf vistble betweey
Rolle's Hpe, awd the carves of his mouth were
unsteady, . When they were reduesd 1o order
againg, e asked

““What more s
the Hollow ¥

Certain cloaks and dresses  for wanen
children, it may be remarked, had wlnedy
aent up.  Wyeh Huzel considered.

* Would 1t be possidde-—-bnt we ahiall aot 7
at hanw ta give lgwm A night festival, Thoro
wonrt no buoks ner pictures into the Chelatn s
work 1 .

“Baogks: J am almit - they are net peasy
for.  Victures--pietures are hurmondsing; o
going to get you somey } would hike te pur
pieture in every hous. What sort? 1 koo
thenght about it pnd failed to deoide.””’

“ Do T want harmoniring in that sen. "
Huze! usked with o laugh.

* You want all sorts of things.

OWellofor the pidtures-- 1 wogld ner o
them all alike. Tt destroys one’s sense ol po-
wemaion. i i

“Trae.  But the mors - the
greater the difficuity.” :

' What are your nstions

o Swedes aned Germans, a fovw Trish, a sprink-
Bug of Americans apd Euglish.

% Goodd plctures of anbinals, 1 shoald thind)’
radd Hazel, going deepinte the matrer and
of ships,~aud of ehildren,  Englishmen wouii
like King Alfred burning the cakes, ol Canutr
at the sea, wl § supposs the Queenin her tovad
robues, and the ha:&]}u of Trafnlgar. - Then thees
are bhita of the Rhine, and Cathedrals, and
Martin Luther, snd o Madonun or two, ¥
your Vaterlud people~—sud nountains anid
ioe and reindeer--'" Hazel broke off with o
blush. o

“wy alternativa woid

sabd the i

JEwe do for New Year in

Coeon ™

variety, ke

“How Irunont
“AWe will have the all, for future use,
Rollo smiling. ~**The time will come, but 4
belisve it is wet yel. ‘The propls are hiandiy
ready. It wouldu't be good cennomy. You do
not understand that sulject, T know, Int yon
Now for

" saird

business.'" ,

Drawing Wyeh Hazel awny Tram the bredk
fast' tablerto another talile whicl atood in the
roons, he opeyed o hank cheque ook which Tay
thete, = R

1< Do you know what this is "

1 wee.'” L

#CThiy s for vour use aud behool, - Al this
nther little boak vottiingwor will contain
vour necount with the bauk,  They will heop
the necounnt, and sl you have to do is to. gendat
to the bank every guarter to beowritten. npe
There, in your cheque hook, apposite earh
cheque, you register the amount drawn by that
cheques 86 as Lo know wlere youare,  Mer
standen 1 :




