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The Family Ciccle.

CANADA'S BIRTHDAY.

WVith head uplifted towards the polar star,
Qur country, of the nations latest born,
Stunds with feet buried ‘mid the vines and

corn, —

Ono hand outstretched the Atlantic’s waves to

bar, -

The othor: to thoe setting sun afar,

Rolls back the wido Pacific towards the morn :

And yot, methinks, distracted and forlorn,

She looks from things that were, to things that

are,
With duubtful eyes that, all uncertain, sweep
Tho wide horizon, us if searching there,
For ono strong love, to make her pulscs leap
With one stroug impulse ! —Wayward pas.
sions tear
Tho heart that should bo tixed in purpose deep,
And cloud the cyes that should be raised
prayer !

Oh, God of nations who hast set her place
Between the rising and the setting day,
Her p]art, in our world's changeful courso to

play ;

Soothe thz contlicting passions that we trace

In her unrestful eyes ; grant her the graco
To know the ono true perfect love that may
Givo noble impulse to her onward way,—

God's love that doth all other loves embraco !
Gird her with panoply of Truth and Right,

In which she may go forth, her fate to
meet,—

Ithunel’s spear,—to

might,
The brood of darkness lurking at her feet,

With fnitlh to nerve her will and clear her

sight,
Till she shall round a destiny cumpleto !
—*"Fidelis,” in The Week.

crush, with angel
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MARJORIFE'S CANADIAN WINTER.

BY AGNES MAUIER MACHAR.

CHAPTER V.—CONTINUED.

¢ Just bring 1he Bible to me, Alan,’ said Dr.
Ramsay. *You koow I was out at prayer-
time, and so were Alan and Marjorie”’

- So the Bible was brought ; the doctorread
his favorite evening psalm, ‘The Loid is my
Shepherd,’ and thep, ta a few simple, earnest
words of prayer, commended all present, and
all dear ones distant, to the care of that good
Shepherd whose vigilance never sleeps.

As Marjorie laid her tired head down on
soft pillows, she could not fecl herself so far
away from homne. She could scarcely realize,
indeed, that that very morning she had awoke
in her old familiar room, and had breakfasted
with her father, betweea whom and herself
there were now so many wmiles of distance
and darkness. But she felt as if the consci-
ousness of a Father's loving care were around
her still, and with this restfa! feehing o her
heart she quickly fell into a souad, almost
dreamless sleep.

CHAPTER V.
IN MONTREAL.

Marjorie was awakened next morning by
the scratching of Robin’s little paws, be having
come to look for his young mistress in this
strange house. Then she became conscious
of the sharp patter of fine snowflakes agatnst
the window glass, and looking out between
her cortains, saw 2 pale misty grayaess with
white pofts of dnfting snow whirling through
it. At first she could not remember where
she was. Then she heard children's merry
voices 1n the distance, and begaa to realize the
new circurastances of her life.  Just at first the
tears rushed to her eyes as the thought came
of ber father, and how long it would be bzfore
she should see him again. But the interest of
dovelty couateracted the touch of pain ; and
before Marion's gentle tap sounded on ber
door, she was half dressed. Marion was
watching to go down with ber, and not far off
was Milie—Ler Aunt Millie’s namesake wait-
icg for an iotroduction. She was a year or
two youngor than Marjorie, with a stroog
likeness to ber father, and a good deal of
cleverness and ambition :n hes zager face.

From the hall downstairs came nnging
shouts of Jaughter, which Marjoric soon found
came from Jack and the two youngest chil
dren, who were wawching with great amase-
ment the introduction of Robin to Nero. The
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staid, dignified, but good-natured Newfound-
land looked at the little intruder with evident
surprise, but with a tolerant, patronizing air,
while Robin, who was more than half-dispos-
ed to snarl and quarrel, after the manner of
small terriers, seemed gradually to take in
the situation, and reconciled himself 10 be pat-
ronized, though evidently much relieved when
Marjorie appeared and gave himan opportun-
ity to retire gracefully.

Jack was nearly as old as Marjorie, but
somehow seemed much younger, despite his
greater height, ' He was much plainer than
Alan, and rather awkward, if not shy. He
and his sister Millie always *huntedin couples,’
astheir father expressed it. They were always
together when it was possible for them to be
so. Millie went to the grammar school with
her brother and kept up with him in his
classes, notwithstanding his seniority. Jack
had long made up his mind to be a doctor,
andit was Millie’s secret ambitionto beouetoo;
and then she and Jack could go into partner-
ship together *to kill people,’ as Alan unfeel-
ingly put it when this secret had incautiously
leaked out. ;

The two youngest were Norman, a sturdy
eight-year-old in kaickerbockers, and little
Effie, the houschold pet, who was only six,
and, as everybody declared, a little image of
her mother. Mrs. Ramsay was already in the
dining-room, and called them all into pray-
ers.

*Your uncle is not up yet,’ she said to
Marjorie, when she had given her 2 warm kiss
of greeting. ‘He was called out late last
night, and was out most of the night. Such
things often happen in doctors’ families, and
we have to breakfast without him when they
do.’

Marjorie felt disappointed. She could not
bave believed that the absence of the doctor’s
genial presence could have made such a difi-
erence. Mrs. Ramsay indicated an appropri-
ate hymn, which all sang together very sweet-
ly ; even Effie's childish voice accompanied
her mother's ; and then followed the reading-
and the simple prayer, the whole lasting only
a very few niinutes, for, in the opinion of both
Dactor and Mrs. Ramsay, brevity is one of
the essertials of devotion where childrea are
concerned. The simple little setvice closed
with the reverent repetition of the Lord's
Prayer by the servants as well as children.
To Marjorie, accustomed to so small a family,
in which such had not been the practice, this
hearty little household service was a very
pleasaet and impressive novelty.

Then followed breakfast, while the clatter
of so many lively tongues was rather bewild-
ering. Marjorie was kept busy answering
questions : whether she liked snow; whether
they had sleighs in New York, or toboggan
slides; whetber she could skate or snow-shoe;
or had ever been in a toboggan? Norman
generously offered to take her down inthe
small toboggan which was the joint property of
himself and Effie, and which they expected to
use in a day or two, on a children’s slide in a
neighbaring feld ; while Alza and Jack dis-
cussed the merits of the varions slides then
ready, and the new ones about to be prepared
for the approaching caraival.

¢ There will be plently of snow for tham
saon,’ said Mrs. Ramsay, ‘if this snowstorm
lasts all day- DBat you won't get out much to-
day if it does, Marjorie. You will have to
amuse yourself indoors, I fear. And now,
children, it's 'me to be off to school.’

None of the little Ramsays minded a
snowstorm unless it was very bad indeed.
Even little Effie got on her striped blanket
suit and .blue tuque, in which she looked a
charming little pictare, and trotted merrily off
with Norman to the school, not very far away,
which they attended. When they were all
fairly off, Mrs. Ramsay wcot to attend to her
housekeeping, and Marion who did not go.te
school now, but only to one or two special
classes, condosted Marjoric on a tour of in-
spection of the house and the things n it
which she thought would specially intersst
her cousin. One of thesz was a fiac large
photograph of her father when a yonng man,
which Marjone had acves secn before, and at
which she could scarcely stop gaziog.

They finally found their way into ‘the
study,’ a cosy room half-full of bpoks, where
the children learned their lessons, and prac-
ticed op the old piano, and followed the vari-
ous pursuits that interested them out of school
hours ; and where they could make * a litter’
without detriment to thz order of the rest of
the house ; being alwiys expected, however,
to put away their books and toys when not
using them. Here Marion and Marlorie
established themselves with some mending,
in which the latter ofiered to help, and here
Mrs. Ramsay by ana by joined them, Dr.
Ramsay looking in alsu for a few mimutes
when he bad had his breakfast. This room
had a window looking toward the * mountain,’
which, however, in the snowstorm appeared
only as a somewhai dim sketch in black and
white, the dark pines above weirdly contrast-
ing with the white clouds of snow-drift. The
wintry world without made the indoor com-
fort all the pleasanter, and Marion and Mar-
jorie had aloog taik over their work till the
latter felt as if she knew her Cousin Marion
almost as well as her AuatMillie.

Mrs. Ramsay held a sort of family council
with the two girls as to the best plan for Mar-
jorie’s studies, It was too mear the Christ-
mas holidays now, to be worth while to begin
attendance anywhere till they were over. Dr.
Ramsay believed in a thorough grammar
school education for girls, from the beginning,
but bis wife could not quite reconcile herself
to what She called his ¢ advanced ’ ideas, and
had a great preference for placiog a girl grow-
ing into womaunhood under the care of culti-
vated women, with companions of their own
sex. She had had her own way with Marion,
w30 was not particalarly intellectual, and bad
no ambition in the way of higher education ;
but Millie was totally difterent, and Mrs.
Ramsay had the gocd sense to sse that it was
best to let her follow her bent. *After all)
Dr.Ramsay would say, ® sinceNature has made
our gizls so different, why should we want to
trim them all off on one pattern—like a box
hedge? * Variety is the very spice of life,”
and I like botk my Marion acd my Millie,
each in her own way." So Marion had been
educated mainly or the old-fashioned plan,
while Millie already, at eleven, planned for
herself 2 professional education and a profes-
sional career, though, fearing to be *chafted,’
she was not given to talk freely on the sub-
ject. Mrs. Ramsay koew that her brother
shared, to a great extent, her *old-fashioned
prejudices,” though he had always taken a
personal supervision of Marjone’s education ;
and as she herself had no desire for the novel
experieace of a high school, it was decided, to
her satisfaction, that after Christmas she
should enter the same school that Ada West
attended, and where Marion still continued to
take lessons in music and painting.

The snowstorm coatinued unabated during
the day. Norman and Effie came home with
cheeks glowing with exercise and fugn, and
wanted to begina snow ‘fort’ and ¢ robbers'
cave’® in the vard atonce. ‘Jack and Jill,’
as Jack and Millie were often called, brought
home jubilant reports of the depth of the
snow, and declared that there would be en-
ough for snow-shoeing and tobogganing to-
morrow. Marjonie found the afternaon pass
quickly enough, between reading the ¢ Adven-
tares of Amyas Leigh'—in which she.had
become profoundly interested—watching her
Coasin Manon pzaint a china cup, intended for
a Christmas present, and makiag acquaiat-
ance with the little ones. They soon found
out she could tell stories: and she had to
raunsack her brain for all the old griffio and
fairy tales that her father used to teli to ber on
winter evenings.

¢ And doa’t you know 2oy bear or Iadian
stories 2’ Norman wanted to know, when at
last the supply seemed to runeshort. Mar-
jorie confessed that she did not, wherenpon
Effie volunteered to tell her the story of the
Three Bears,from her nursery book, and told
it very amusiogly, too, in her own quaint
little way.

¢ I'll tell you what, Cousin Marjorie,” said
Jack,who bad been standiog by, * youjustought
to get Professor Daacan to tell yor some of
his storics. He knows lots and lots; all
abont the Iodians, and Champlain, and
priests—Jesuits they were, you know—that
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came to try to cenvert the Indians, and how
they went and lived in their wigwams till they
were almost dead with cold and hunger, and
how they killed and burned them.'

‘Burned the Indians?’ asked Marjorie,
shocked, but yet with an association of ideas
connecting the Jesuits with the Inquisition and
the persecution of the Waldneses.

‘Jack,’ exclaimed Millie, with a touch of
scorn, * how you do tell things upside down!
No, Cousiz Marjorie ; these Jesuits weren’t
like that. They were awfully good, brave
men, and they were always risking their
lives among the savages, and some of them
were killed and burned with the greatzst bar-
barity. You must get Professor Duncan to
tell you about Isaac Jogues.’

And Millie, having thus elucidated the
matter to her own satisfaction, subsided agaiu
into the book she was devouring.

‘Who is Professor Duncan?’ Marjorie
asked Jack.’

‘Oh | he's a great fricnd of ours.'

¢ Of father's, you meao,’ interpolated the
critical Millie, without raising her head.

\*No; of all of us,’ insisted Jack. ‘He
often comes to see us, mostly always on Sua-
day evenings ; and he's splendid, and never
gets tired of telling us things ; and he knows
an awful lot. They say he’s an author,’ con-
tinued Jack, mysteriously.

¢ So is Uncle John, isn’t he, Cousiz Mar-
jorie ?’ inquired Millie.

Marjorie was a little taken back. It had
never occarred to her to consider her fatherin
the light of an * author,’ though of course she
knew that he wrote a great deal.

*Yes, 1 suppose so,’ she said, secretly
wmuch pleased to find his reputation so well
sustained.

Next morning was clear, bright and bracing.
The sky was blue, the sun shone on the new-
fallen snow, makiog it sparkle till it was fair-
ly dazling. The ¢*mountain’ rose, a glittar-
1og rounded mass of white, relieved by the
inky blackuness of its leafless trees and crest
of dark pines above. The merry music of the
sleigh-bells seemed unceasing, and contribut-
«d to the general exhilaration. The children
were all in the merriest mood, and were dis-
cussing toboggans and snow-shoes, snow forts
and Christmas-trees, all in a breath. Alan
belonged to a Snow-shoe Club already, and
weat on long tramps, and it was one of Jack's
ambitions to do the same.

Dr. Ramsay offered to take Marjorie in
his catter, for a drive about the city, whea he
went on his momning rounds, and Mrs. Ram-
say arranged to meet her, with Marion, atone
of the book stores, in order to go on a shop-
ping expedition to get Marjorie & fur cap and
some other needed outdoor wraps, among
which Alan bad specially requested that a
‘blanket ulster, tuque and sash shonld be in-
-cluded, for be shonld want her to go tobog-
ganing with hita often, and she maust bave a
1obogganing costume.

So she was well mufiled up, temporarily, in

Millie’s warm far cape and blue ‘cloud,’” and
stowed herself away in the doctor’s cutter,
with great satisfaction. Chester needed a0
arging to dash off to the tuae of his own bells,
and tktey were soon gliding down Beaver
Hall, across Victoria Square, and along Great
St. James Street with its massive stone build-
ings, and then between the queer tall French
houses of the sarrow Notre Dame Street,
growing more and more French in aspect and
speech as they went eastward. Dr. Ramsay
poioted out the banks, ang the beantifal post-
ofice, which made Marjorie wonder when
there wonld be a letter from her father, and
the stately church of Notre Dame with its
two tall towers ; and the market-wpmen go-
ing in and oat ; and to Mesjorie it all seemed
like pictures ont of books that she had read
long ago.

‘ Look, Marjorie,” said her ancle, as they
wese obliged to throad their way more slowly
along the narrow, crowded street, ‘thatis the
entrance to the Old Gray Nonnery. Someof
the oldest buildings in Moatrzal are there, go-
ing back almost to the time when it was first
founded as Ville Marie ; that wasitsoldname
You must go in some day and ses the little
.old church, and hear the story of my favalite
heroine, ths beaevolent Marguerite de Bonr-
geoys, and see her picture, with the kiod seo-
sible face—the face of a tros womaa.'

{To be continued.)




