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BETWEEN FALL AND FALL

LOVE ON A STEAMBOAT.

(For the Pictoricl L'iwmes.)
1

[t was in the lull of summer travel,
toward the end of Septomber, and even
the sightseers at Ningara Falls were
few. Dut the glorious scencry of that
region was never fairer to see. The
awumn sky was suftused with softness ;
the sunlight lay upon the face of the
catarnet in golden rest, amd the in-
cumbent trees were gently flaming in
an arrny of saflron, bronze and russet
leaves. One true oye was there to
admire the view and, sitting before his
easel, in full sight of the Falls, n younyg
artist slcetched the main features of the
transcendent land and water scapes.
When he had brought into his canvass
all the features of the spectacle, he
drew the outlines of a solitary figure in
the foreground. Thatfigure was weant
to represent himself. He had worked
in comparative solitude, but on turning
away with his utensils, he casually
observed a small group of tourists who
had evidently been watching his labor.
The party was composed of an aged
vouple, and & number of young people
of both scxes, among whom was a girl
of eightecen sumners, whose cye fell
upon his in token of keen appreciation,
while a ravishing smile played upon her
lips. But there was no time to tarry.
The first signal had been given for the
travellers who intended to take the
Niagara boat for Lake Ontario, and the
youth hurried forward with his impedi-
menta.

From Niagara to Toronto no incident
of unusual interest occurred, the
stenmer being crowded and the passen-
gers busy with making themselves as
comfortable as possible under the cir-
cumstances. After leaving the Queen
City of Canada, however, mutual inter-
course became more easy, and strangers
made acquaintaince who had nevermet
one another before, and would probably
never meet again. The party of tra
vellers, to whom reference has just been
made, became the contre of attraction,
the old people conversing with persons
of .heir own age, the boys and girls
scampering over the deck, while the
young lady was surromnded by three or
four admirers. Qver the broad bosom
of the lake the voyage was delightful,
and the winding though the enchanting
maze of the Thousand Islands afforded
ample scopo for wonderment and exela-
mations of pleasure. Throughout all the
noise and eonfusion on bowrd, the youth-
ful artist stood alone. No one seemed
to know him, and he took no pains to
mingle in the throng. ife spent most
of his time at the edge of the quarter
rail, and would sometimes ascend
leisurely to the pilot honse and there,
with an ordinary pasteboard cardin the
hollow of his left hand, make rapid
pencil sketches of the varied scene that
passed before him. He had been sta-
tioned therc when the boat dipped
through the Long Sault, and on coming
down the stair, met the young lady
with two gentlemen going up. Their
eyes met. There was the snme sweet
smile on the girl's face, while, blushing
mildly in retwn, he touched his hut to
her. There was another casual mect-
ing at the head of the Lachine Rapids,
when the usual rush to the front of the
boat took place, to sec the Indian pilot
from Caughnawagn steer the [rail craft
over theabyss. The artiststood directly
behind the young lady who, suddenly
turning to one of her companions,
tound herself face to face with him.
Her cheek burst into fire, but she said
nothing, contenting herself with a bow
which was answered by o respectful
inclination. Under the sweeping
arches of the Victoria Bridge and the
lights of Montreal sprang into view.
Tﬁe Quebec packet was waiting, under
steam, at the quay, and tho transfer of

passengers from one hoat to the other | picture added to her hushand’s in the
At the gangway, * foreground ol the (ormer, ‘

took place at once.

the two young people met again for one
moment, he extending his hund to help
hier to cross the plank.

t.

The Quebec Lont turned her head
down streium and was ofl’ without delay.
Past St Helen'’s Island and the promon-
tory of Varennes, she sped onward in
the darkness, till the supper bell sum-
moned all the passengers into the sa
loon. Our party of travellers sat alone,
at one end of the table, the most of
their companions having evidentiy lan-
ded at Montreal, while the artist oceu-
pied a position u little away, but not
holding conununion with anybody., So-
rel wus next reached and the illumi-
nated mouth of the Richelien, then the
boat entered upon the expanded surla-
ce of Lake 8t. Peter. The night was grow-
ing late, the starlight and faint moon
fell on the rippling waters, and the
wind blew chill from the looming Luu-
rentinn mountains. Most of the pas-
sengers retived to thoeir cabins ; some
lingered in the saloon, reading novels
or inspecting the Indian curiosities on
the centre table, while only a few ven-
tured out upon the deck. But there was
a party of three there, all the sume, in
the front of the lorecastle, near the
bow, wrapped up in hoods and shawls,
and  quietly enjoying the loveliness
of u Canadian night. Behind them, at
some distance, and inshadow, stood the
graceful form of a young man, scemingly
absorbed in the scencry before him,
and intent on his own thouglits. Now
and again, but silently, he would turn
his face forward, where his eyes would
naturally fall on the quiet group betore
him, from which his artist’s instinet could
easily detach the outline of the fhir girl
with whom he had already been tra-
velling for a night and o day.

The morning broke superb. The sun
flooded the sky, making a first view of
Quebee a sight never to be forgotten.
Silery, the Dlains of Abraham, and
Cape Diamond unrolled their mavvell-
ous panorama, and when at length the
wharf was reached, the passengers
seemed loth to quit the boat. Our art-
ist remained on bowrd until all were

off) and it was only when he saw the
companions of his voyage enter their |
caleches, and wind up the steep, that
he went ashore, making this solitary !
reflexion, ¥1 am sure 1 shallmeet them |
at Montmorency.” :

The Falls ol Montmorency arc onc
Iandred feet higher than those of Nia-
gare, o fact not generally known. The
breadth is less wud the volinne of water
not so vast, but in the wikinessof the
scenery, the cataract presents as many
attractions to the eye of the lover of
nature. Un the following morning, our
artist sat before his easel, at the foot
of the Falls, and was rapidly taking all
the features of the scenery. When he
had finished, he reflected a moment,
then procceded to fill up the fore-
ground. He first drew a sketeh of him-
scll as he hal done at Niagara, then,
after another considerable pause, ac-
companied it by the exquisite outlines
of o female form. e had scarcely con-
cluded when hiz attention was arrested
by the sound of voices, and on turning,
he saw a number of young children
romping on the slope beside him.
Slightly behind him were tho aged
couple, the companions of his travel,
and under a tree, directly overlooking
his work, stood the young lady whom
he had just drawn with his pencil.
Further silence was impossible now.
The old people advanced, and in the
heartiest manuer introduced them-
selves and their danghter. The artist
received them with equal cordiality
and pleasure. Mutual explanations fol-
lowed, und the goml understanding
was sealed there and then by Ilenry
Wilton proseniing the picture to Mary
Blaine. Three months later they were
man and wife and the sketches of Nia-
gnra and Montmorency hang in places
of honor in their home, with Mary's

MILDRED VANE.
(Lo the Pictorivl Tones),

Mildred Yane ! The queerest maiden
Of all the many muids I know ;
No one like her 1n the village,
No one like her, high or low,
I have watched her from her ohildhood,
We have grown in years amain,
And a constant wonder to me
Is this funny Mildred Vane.

In a green nnd ivied cottnge,
Hidden "mid uncestral trees,

By the fuir and murmuring river,
Tuneful in the summer ﬁl’oezv.
Dwells she with her lonely father,

An old man with hairs of snow,
Crippled in his conntry’s battle
Un the plaius of Waterloo.

Only daughter, free and wayward,
Never swaywud nor checked by hiw,

Child of nature all untutored,
Humoured in her every whim ;

Softened by o girlish pastime,
Nurtured in  country lane,

Like u boy has grown this maiden,
Like a boy is Mildred Vane.

See her walking through the village,
I the fragrnt summer dawn,
How her dogs career avound her,
How they frisk and trip and fawn ;
When she blows her ivory whistle,
U"p they prick their ears in play,
When she eracks her whipand points them,
Otl' they rash upon their prey,

Mildred is a fearless rider,
Yaulting on her Morgan brown,
From the barn-deor oft she gallops,
Unattended to the town ;
No gy cquerry heside her
Spurs his courser o'er the plain,
For a heartless amazon
Is this dashing Mildred Vane,

Mildred hies her to the greenwood,
With her pistolsin her vest,

And for hours aims the target,
Searing wild-birds from thetr nest ;

Or, along the mountain streamlets,
Angles for the timorous trout,

While around her, near the eddies.
Blue flies flutier in and out.

Mildred scorns the tricks of fashion,
In which femule beauties shine,

Never wears the flowing dresses,
And digeards the crinoline,

Wears a short and narrow kirtle,
Pishtly belted at the waist,

While her dainty foot and ankle
1n & jockey hoot are luced.

She repels the farce of chignons,
And lulse eurls the brow that deck,
Her own soft and chestuut ringlets
Wave in beauty on herneck ;
And she scolls the city maiden
With her coronal nud chain ;
From head to foot to be unfettered
Is the pride of Mildred Yane.

Proper matrons shrug their shoulders
When they speak of Mildred Vane,
Look askance whene'er she passes,
Riding, bounding o'er the plnin ;
And the sliy tongues of gossip
Have been "{)usy with her name,
Hinting at her manly boldness,
And Trer want of muiden shame.

Al ! ye ugly, jenlous cronies,
Cense your cruel, slanderous tule,
There is not a swecter woman
Trewls the gruss of Granby vale,
Fawn-like Mildred, shy and modest,
Glory of our wooded glen,
She is chaste as any flower,
Aud her eyes ne'er look on weun.

This will girl knows not the longings
I'hat devonr your winorous souls,
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Her Eure spirit flies above them,
Like the sen-bird o’er the shoals ;
No! she has no fleshly passions,
Nor is cruzed with human loves,
For her faney is in nature,
In its rivulets and groves.

God has fushioned all his daughters
Ench to tread aspecial way 5

Some to grace the yuivt homesteadd,
Some to shine in fushion's ray |

Some to pray in cloistral shadows,
Ever celibate as the ehild,

Aud thee, O Mildred ! to romp el glory
In elemental freedom—wild !

- May he guard thee in thy blosson,

And the ripeness of thy charms,
Lithe of limb and pure of spirit,

Far from sin and sin's alarus
Co thy ways through nuture’s dwellings,

Live and die there free {rom stoin,

And at thy death, the fays with scatter

Wool-flowers o'er thee, Mildred Viane!
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THEPOLFTICTAN,

The politician is an expert of nssn
ranco ; or at least, he believes in having
a policy.

Hae is like a broken bank, beeause he
lacks principle.

ITe is like o pawnbroker, hecanse his
industry dependson his interest.

ITe is like St Paul, heeause he # s
all things to all men.”

He is like a ball, beeause he lies on
all sides.

He is like a cireus performer, beenuse
he gains in the ring.

ITe is like a harp, beeanse he is a
modern specimen of a lyre.

He is like the Arctic and the Antare-
tic cireles, beeause he is to be hounl
about the polls,

Ile is like the iron num, becauss hae

Afinds profit in steal.

Heis like a telegraph lineman, he-
cause be manipulates the wires.

He is like the dentist, heeuse he
often takes the stump.,

POKTRY AND PROSE.

In the stranger’s register at a sum-
mer hotel <tands written :

“Wha loves not women, wine, aud song,.
Shall be called ass hiswhole life long.”

! and helow in a difterent hand :

“If thou had'st tried my currant wine,

- And my dear consort had tor thine,
. Al hiemd hier sing when she sings flat

|

[ swear thou had’st not written that.”

[ —

GETTING INSTRUCTIONS,

“Now, this piece is a very diflicult
one,’” suiti the orchestra leader, “and |
shall try something distinctly new in
it. All but the trombone player are to
stop at u certain time when [ nod my
head, instewd of waving the haton.”

“ When shall 1 stop?? asked the
troinbonist, .

ITust before I nod my head,” replied
the leader.

p——— e -

A politician is honest when all nther

- means have fuiled.



