
McGILL FORTNIGHTLY.

"And wlîe: the chief, who was Iaead cook, was curing laint on
the turf, lic

Said, 1 Wc are tiot tlae only oties who are fond of a roasled
44 hrtrphy.t'

Blut for Lisinaliago a différent fate, for iustead of gettiug a
rouster,

lie was declared brldegrooui elate of the lovely squaw Squin.
kiuacoosta."

He then describes the personal charrns of the bride,
lier paint aiîd lier ornanients, etc., and says:

Il'Twould have puuled D>r. Blrewster
To tell if the cyes ivere green or MuIe of the lovely squaw

SqnuiukiincooSta.
lier car.rinigs wcre of hickory flaortn, of thic size and shape ci

drunisticks,
And wanapun lier bracelets did ndorai, the gift of lier father,

Rstmnx.
"lie lived for two yearç, so happy, and more, aloug with bis

lovelv squaw dear,
WVhen she fell sick after a very long ride, ani (lied of a surfeit

of raw bear;
But she left him a liatchet andi two Scotch atulls, and a picca.

ninny's rattle,
And a breakfast service made of skulls thiat lier father hll

taken ini battie.
"9And se, you sce, bis carly life, tbough humnblle lie did begin it,
lie found hie was the lei-enant of a wigwamu and everything

ini it."1
I may say that oit these occasions I becane acqîtaint-

cd %çitli sonîe of the clevercst patter songs tîtut I ever
met wvitli, and several of theni 1 cail to meînary with
pleasure; but I fear I arn growing tediaus, and prefer ta
close with saine verses, whiclî were %vritteni ini the
albumx of a nieitiber of nxy awri fainily by Eliza Cook,
and have, I believe, been publislied only once before

TIE! IllE! VJHAT HAST THOU DOS'E?
My forebead is sntootb, not a wrinkle is yet

To be found ws the tell-tale of lifes waning years;
'Not a hair bais taîrnei grey, not a rccord is set,

That proclaims a long journey tbrouglî trials and lears.
oh!1 mine is the season wben epirt sud tlîought

Sbould bave littlc of cartb but ils sunsiuine and flowers;
with joy ta look back on, joy stili lo be sougbt,

And Mir'h and Ilope laughingly crowning tbe hours
But xhough short bc the tenor V've held t rous above,

Enougb of dark sanda in that tenar bave ru
To hid nay soul cry d'er the wrecks of ils love,

"lTime ! Tinte! what hast thon donc ?"
Changes have passcd that 1 weep to lkhold

Oser ail that was dear to my childlsooa aud youth,
%Varu hearts are estrangcd, frivudly liands have grou cold,

And the lips 1 once trusted are warped fronthei truth.
My affection, that burut like the God-serving fiante

on the purest of mItats that love could illunte,
ives on, but now worsips a for and a naine
That ia wrapped in a sbroad-rohe and carved on a toaub.

O)h! the world bas teo mona dropped ils fairy.tinged maak,
For the dearest of ties have been torm eue bvy one,

Til my heart and niy uemory tremble ta ask,
etTite ! Tinte! what hast thou dome?"

1 make My bow for this season, hoping that my gossip
May not bave been unduly egolistical, and shall be wel
pleaSed if My young friends niay thiiîk well enoughi
of My effusions ta induce theni to say in the words
of Bottoin in "A Midsummer Niglit's Drtain":
il Utf à4tn roaar atgain, let hi#n rwar agailL"

A TIiGEND.
Perlîaps ilo literattire is so ricli iii Illegeîîdary starie

of nurses alid aId woniieîi 'las the Gerniati ; aîîd altloughl
the folIaoviig secîis ta bc cast iii Germait muîld, tihe
origîn is extremnly doubtful.

Mauly years ago there lived ill thse fille old castle
Wisseîîsclîaft anc- Baront voin Gebicter, aloîîg witi his
wvife and fauly of iiîîerotîs sous andc daugliters..
There was a custoîti, of aid stanîdinig iii flicouîîtry, that
each clîild slîould, an attaiiîiiîg a certainiae set out ta
earîî lis or lier "Rtîf." '' i's" uf" could flot bepur-
chased hy niauicy, inîfluenice, or aiîy of tiiose devices Sa
poteiit iii mioderni tiînces, btît svas ta be Ilad aîîly at the
expelise of iîîdis'idual, strentiatîs effort.

For îiaîy îiioîitlis the lîend of tlîis haile lîad beeîî
dctained iii foreîgîî parts, andc tise tiiîie liad sow caine
for a <Icar aîîd laved son ta set out; and althaugi a
fatlier's blessing wotîld be deîiied Iiuai, lie catnforted
Iiiîuself thiat a inathcr's prayer aiud kiss cauld stili be
bis.

Shartly before Iiis departtire, lie affenlded the Baroness
his niatler by indulging in sanie hayish praiiks, and
that sa deeply, thiat sie refused tîtterly ta sec Iîni before
lie set ont. The youtlî, grieved ta the hîeart, shut liii-
self up ini lus raaîîi, refusiîîg ta be canîforted, and as the
day drews tîcarer wlieîi lie slioauld lcave ta go forth
lonely aid uiiforgîveii, lus bratiiers atid sistersrenewed,
their entreaties ta the sterii Ilwhîite îîîathîer" thmt hie
should be received back iltt favor, but ta noa avail: the
more tbcy plcaded, with lier, the mtore determined was
she in lier resoltitiotiîat lier clearly laved boy should,
not receive lier f.-rewell kiss. It tiitiglt bc years ere hie
returiied, aîîd at the thtouglît agoxiy rcîît lier lîeart, but
false pride sealc<l lier lips, wliilc iiiglitly lier pillow was
batlîed iii tears.

At last thte niglit lîad caule wlîase dnwn vould see
lier (as she tixotîghît liiin i10w) denrest chîild depart, and
as siesotiglit lier colicli, sleep svas as far frorn hier buru-
ing eyelids rs rcst wvas froîti lier weary lîeart. Haur
after liotr slue lai' awakle, aîid as tue aid bell in the
court softly tahled the passilig hiaurs, lier ltcart seented
alnîost burstinig with the fierce con flict af lier conditions.

But ltark ! lThe saîîîîd of sofîly approacliing lootsheps
froni dawvn the lonîg corridor faîl uipait lier --training car.
She ktîaws tlîc foot-f.aîl well : it is lier bay's. 'Nbrer and
nearer it coules uuîtil it renclies lier door, then stops.
Il %otier," says the boy, Il will van tiat forgive me- ere
I go fuont yau, perliaps farevcr ? I A sob breaks from.
hier lips, but steeliug lier Ileart ngaiîist ail natural in,
pulses, steruly she inakes rcply- IlNeyer! Go, unworthy
child of thire ancestors, wihhout a fathier's blessixtg or
a mother's kiss." TMien ane long, shudderiutg, neyer-to-
be*1frgotteu moan reaclies the uîîhappy motber's ear%
and she feels she bas killed lier boy. WVith one piere
ing sbriek she springs te thse door, wrenches it open, only
to ind tltat sbe had been the victinu of a hideous nigbt-
mare. Cold beàds of per.spirationî stand upon bier foîre-
head, and bier linubs refuse ta bear their burden, and she
falls prostrate across the threshold, swooning. The
straîîge part of the legend is titat branded iii thse oaken
floor of thc corridor cati be secit the naine of ber once
unforgiven but very dear wou IlVaIedictoiy."
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