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GEORGE FRANCIS TRAIN ON THE
WINTER CARNIVAL,

The following grotesque attempt to immor-
talize our Canadian Carnival in rhyme, was sent
to our friend, Mr. Erastus Wiman, of New
York, just before he started for Montreal. It is
from the well-known Mr. George Fraucis Train,
now called the philosopher of Madison Square,
inasmuch as he now spends most of his time

_under the ¢rees in that popular resort. The
eminent psychologist evidently had read the
description of the ice palace which Mr. Wiman
furnished to the New York Tribuac, and which

- has provoked the accompauying ode:

Madison Square, N,Y.

Citizen (or Subject), Erastus Wiman, President Great
North Western Telegraph Company of Canada.
Box 808, New York City.

tulations on Grand device
Tceberg, Carnival of Ice!
Three Times Round World, I've never seen

On Planet such Aladin Seene?
(Nor shall I see your magic scheme)

Since wires were cut, with Type and talk,
I never yet haye left New York :

Our Icemen here are in Distress
To witness your * Iceberg Success,”

(In Palace-Cars our millionaires
Shounld sen%‘pu our Park Polar Bears.

To Blizzardize, your Ice Case Role
Qut-Zeros Blizzard at the Pole.

Your Crystal Palace, Hutchison,
Out-Monuments our Washington.

The Biggest thing the World has done
Since Apple Jack cansed Adam’s fall,

Is ** Ice Glacier of Montreal!”
While vou out-Ieeberg us in lee,

We out-Monument you in Vice!
Cannda beats Ice Esquimo

In Ice Case Mansdion in the Snaw!
" Erebus”? * Terror”? And *‘ Resolute™?

Alaskan? Tnuit? Aleut.
Would be astounded ! ** Mer de (Gluce™"?

** Mont Blane”? De Long on Lena Pass™
Are all Eelipsed! Rae, Hall and Kane?

Tyson? Buddington? and  Jeanette'” Fame
Don’t count ! Montreal wins Iee Gae:

You show us how (ilaciers are made
In ' Ice-Architectural-Tradet”

The Northern Lights will dazzle night
In Palace Ice Electric Light !

No danger of Milwaukee Fire—
Holocsusting Funeral Pyre.

Six stories high of Iee in Air.
No Fire Engine is needed there.

World must adwit, from Base to Roof
Your building is double Fire-Proof:

Insurers at the lowest Rate,
The Risk of Fire can safely take,

(For once House needs no Fire Escape.)
With kind regards. will you please zend,

This Psychogram to my old friend,
Sir John Macdonald (biggest man,

On Continent, in statesman elan!
Lord Beaconsfield of Englishmen ?)

GEORGE Fraxcis Trax.
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ALMOST A TRAGEDY-

BY MARY ELANK.

It is our last Christmas Eve together.

No wonder that my arm is 30 closely wound
round her waist, and that her head lies lovingly
against my shoulder, as though half leath yet
to loseits customary resting-place. For herthe
futare appears all bright ; she is marrying the
man she has chosen, and a sister’s affection no
doubit seemns tame in comparison with that world
of love which is open now before her. Still there
is sometbhing in her manner to-night betraying
a vague unesasiness, something almost indefin-
able, ye: clear enough to me, who have studied
her every mood since earliest childhood.

My seven vears’ seniority has established a
different rclationship between us; it is more as
g child that I love her than as a sister, and she
too has alwaya looked upou me io the light of
the mother we have lost. Our father also is
dead ; and, having been all in all to each other
¢o long, it seems scarcely credible that the New
Year should have power to part us.

It is a wild eerie night without. The wind
is blowing so boisterously that every door in the
house seems to be creaking on its hinges and
every window shaking ip its frame. The candles
have not yet been brought in, and only the fire-
light flickerson our faces and casts long shadows
around. My pretty little sister shivers, and
edges still closer to my side.

“ Ruth," she whispers timidly, ** do you ever
feel, on a might like this, as though yon were
not alone, as though something intangible were
beside you, and you dared not turn your head to
see what it is ¥’

“] am not so stupid,” is my prompt reply.
1 don’t believe in shadowy forms and impal-
pable presences, nor indeed in anything ghostly
at all.”

“ (hosts are the bogies with which they
frighten children. I am not speaking of them,
bst of the spirits— —"’

I interrupt her hastily.

*If you are going to talk nonsense, Eva, 1
shill ring for lights. It is Davis who puts these
ids as into your head, and it is very wrongot him.
i »hall tell him so when he comes.”

Davis is the man she is going to marry ; and
at his name her eyes droop, and her fingers fid-
g+t nervously amongst the fringes of my dress.
Nometimes | am half afraid that there is more

fear than love in her feelings for him. He is
very grave, even taciturn at times, and very
tnuch older than she, . But, when I had at first
st my face againgt the marriage, partly on these
graunds, and partly because he was a widower,
avdl [ was a little jealous that my darling shouid
have even a dead rival, she had begged me 5o
hard to consent, and had scemed g0 Jistressed
when | hesitated, that ‘1 could not but be.
lieve she Joved him. For myself, | never cared
for him, but was quite ready ton admit that iy

prejudices were nufeunded 5 and ho was s goadl
and gentle to her atways that 1 way soen won
over to their side. .

It was at a dance that she met bim fist. 1
remember so well how gay she was when she sot
out, how full of fan and roguery, her eyesdane.
ing and her lips tremulous with delight. .hhe
has never been so lignt-hearted since. Kven
that same night, when [ went into her room to
hear of all the events of the evening, | was
struck by a change ; she waslooking so pale and
tired, and answered me only in monosyllables
when I questioned her. Not till the next morn-
ing did 1 hear of the stranger who had been there,
who had danced with her uearly all night and
evidently captivated her fancy. In the evening
too it had come out that he was somewhat of a
conjurer and ventriloquist ; and afterwards, Eva
told me, he had attempted to mesmerize her, but
only partially succeeded. He had chosen her
because he said she had such dreawmy, spiritual-
istic eyes, and would surely make & good wme-
dium. ;
But in this he is mistaken ; soft and languid
as my little sister seems, she has a very strong
will, and does not so easily suecumb. It ix for
this reason, because she is usunlly so brave and
self-contained, that I am  surprised she should
be nervous now.

“ What is it dear " 1 whisper anxiously,
when she lapses into a scared silence, holding
my hand so tightly the while that it is with
some difticulty I refrain from crying ont.

“ Ruth, what shall 1 do when T leave you?"
she cries irrelevantly, as it appears to me.

““ You will have your husband : you will not
tiss me,” 1 return moodily.

* Ruth, that is unfair. As T he couid ever
be quite the same to me as you, quite so good,
or quite so dear ! I love him—oh, yes, I love
him—my whole soul is bound up in him, [ think
—but, but——""

“‘ But you are a little nervous to-night, and
unstrung. Leaving home is always a rtrial at
the last,” I answer tenderly.

“1t may be that ; but do you know "—draw-
ing her hand away to rest her head upon it, and
peering thoughtfully into the fire—*1 have
never been the same since that night #'

“ The night you met Davis I”

She nods gravely, and I congrutulated myself
on the wisdow with which, wheu ! once found
that opposition would be useless, | had hurried
on the marriage. She is so delicate and easily
excited that the uncettninty of a long engage-
ment would have completely worn her out.

 OFf course,” 1 commence rallyingly, ¢ when
a girlis in love—"

But she breaks in, almost sharply—

“ It is not love ; or, if it is, love is the most
selfish, all-engrossing sentiment under the sun.
It is a pain, sod no pleasure. It isa morbid fas.
cination that precludes all other ideas, all good-
ness, purity, and sweet home.affections. Oh,
Ruth, i this if love, life is not worth having1”

““You mean you do not care for him ¢"'—
blankly.

“ No ; learefor him too much. Itis my own
feelings I condemn. He is everything that is
good and true.”

** I do not noderstand.”

“Norda . It seerms cf late as if { were liv-
ing in a spirit-world, as though I had no iden-
tity of my own at all.”

*“ Kva, I believe it is that spiritualistic rubbish
which is doing you harm {7

‘“ Perhaps,” she answers doubtfally. 1 have
often heard that mesmerism has a strangs effect
on nervous people.”

* You don't meau to say that you suffer«d
yourself to be mesmerized after that first time '’
[ exclaim, in horritted displeasure, forgetting
for the moment that she is no longer a chilid to
be scolded into good behavior.”

I cannot elain obedience from her now, [ had
spoken so strongly on the subject at the time
that I thought she would have respected my
wishes.

¢ Only once, and that did me good, I know,"”
is the apologetic reply, and she slips her hand
again into mine. *“1 had one of my rackiu
headaches, and with just a few passes of his hans
he sent me tosleep, and when I awoke 1 was
quite free from pain, only feeling very weak, 1
remember. Why are you looking so grave,
little mother 2

‘* Because I have such a horror of anything of
the sort,” ! answer slowly. ““‘Something I saw
when | wasa child impressed me so much that |
ean never think of it without a shudder.”

** Tell me about it, Ruth, she pleads. ““ It is
Christinas Eve, the time for atory-telling.”

¢ 1f it will not frighten you,” T begin demur-
ringly ; but she reassures me eagerly, and pokes
the tire intoa blaze to disperse some of the
shadows which are gathering thickly about us,
And so 1 commence my story, only omittin
the name of the farm mentioned, because [ di
not wish that she shounld have any dreary asso.
ciations with the village where we lived so mauny
years, and where, strange to say, Davis Locke
contemplates taking another house when they
are married.

* [ was only ten years old when it happened,”’
I begin; “you were a little chilt, and our
father wus still alive. It was he that took e
to the farm one wintry afternoon, and left me
outside while he went to speak with the man
who lived there—his tenant. Hwy said he should
be only a few mouments; but he was away 8o
long that I became restless, and wandered ronnd
the house, looking into the windows to see if |1
could find him. 1t was so cold, too, standin

still, and I thought perhaps some one woulﬁ
notice me waiting there and cuil me in to the

firc. Bat my expectations wers not realized,
and 1 was about to waen back disconraged, when
a wideopen window canght my eye, snd 1 made
towards it at once. The room belonging to it
looked go dismal and dark that my first thought
was that 1 would rather be outside thaun in there;
then I saw & small lire burning in a low old-
fashioned grate, aud although it was nearly out,
1 could not resist stepping in to warim my hands,
Not till 1 had erossed the threshold did I observe
that 1 was not alone. A woman was seated on
a hign-backed chair, between a door that stood
sjar and the window. 1fer eyes were closed, and
t{le hair was blown back from her thin white
face by the druft, while now aud then her lips
moved, and she began talking to herself in alow,
mournful key.

I stop & mwoment for breath, and am half start-
led Ly the rapt attention Eva is giving to my
story. Her eyes are fixed ou my month, s
though she would hear the words before they are
spoken ; vet she gives a quick sigh of relief
when 1 cease.

“ Areveu irightened ¥ Shall 1 stop ! 1 ask
a little anxionsly. .

4 No, no—go ou,” she answers impatiently,
*1 want to hear it all.”

And half unwillingly I continue-~

¢ At first T thought she was asleep. and ouly
stared at her curiously ; but, aftera few minutes’
seratiny, 1 saw she was in pain, such dreadful
contortions passed over her face, while her eye-
lids twitched continually. Presently | summon-
ed up courage to pluck her by the sleeve, and to
my surprise her eyes opened directly ; and she
looked at e with such strange intensity that [
trem.bled and dare not move away. Then sud-
denly she caught my arm and cried out—

% Child, have you come tosave me? e i
mesmerizing me to death, [ tell you ; he is mes-
merizing me to death 1”

¢ efore 1 could answer, I heard another voice
behind me which commanded silence ; and turn.
inyg round, I saw glaring in at the door a dark,
wicked-looking face, close shaven and with short
black hair. Only one werd the man spoke, and
that in low, almost soothing tones, bLutmy arm
was released at once, and the woman shrank back
in mortal terror on her chair. As for me, a scare
came over me ; and, with a Fierciug shiek, 1
dashed through the windew, leaving the wiser-
able woman alone with the man who was por.
haps, as she said, her would-be murderer. 1 did
not stop till I reached home, and there my story
was received with a little langhter and more dis-
credit. ‘They said | had been dreaming ; but |
knew [ was awake, and felt sure the woman was
in real need of help. I have neverforgotten her
face, aud I think I should remember his,”

‘“ Allalone in the firelight **

It is Davis Locke who has entered, and now
stands beside us, laughing at our fright. Eva is
soonest reassured, snd hides an April face of
mingled smiles and tears ou his shoulder. 1 am
wore seriously alarmed.

Never before have | noticed how dark Davis
is, aud what a sinister look comes into his eyes
at times ; and now, taken in conjunction with
the story | have told and the fact that ke too is
a meswerist, 1 can enly shudder and bury my
face in my hamls, T

“ Why, Huth, vou are mare frightened at your
own story than | was!” laughs Eva lightly,’

¢ Has Ruth been telling ghast-stories ' asks
Davis, twirling his leng black whiskers and
locking up with faintest interest. *“It is jast
the night for them. As | came through the par-
den all the trees seeted alive, fall of suel strange
sights and souads, and the wind was sabling
like an angry child.””

“Iv was a true story Fowas telling,” | rensak
gravely.

“ Amd we have not heard the eud vet, 1inth,
did the woman really die '

** Yes, she died a fortnight later,”

** Apil you believe — ="

*“ | believe she was murdered, foully, crueily
murdered,” | answer, with an impressiveness
that surprises myself.  * Aud some day | feq)
sure that the man who did it will be foand and
brought to justice.”

“ Your sister iy getting guite bloodthirsty,'”
says Davis, with a sneer, torning his face from
me and addressiug Eva, “ What is it all
about "

“ Donot tell him, Fval” 1 sinplore, excitedly,
somehow feeling a strange reluctance that h
should hear the story. Do not tell him. It
was all my fancy, | dare say ; buat | wonld rather
not have 1t memioned again to-night—and b
fore him."” ’ i

Fva sniiles, sud saye ne more on the subject ;
but Davis Locke's eyes ment mine scowlingly
and for the first time [ feel ay if | had a reason
for my instinctive disiike.

Christmas Day itself is finer thun the Kve,
There is no snow, and thereis very little frost -
and the sun comes ont late in the l’nnrning, mui
makes the world seem brighter than it has for
many days.

Wa are all in church together as the first rays
pierce throngh the clouds and enter the large
stained windows ; but, when 1 turn round con’-
tentedly to admire the scattered colored lights
I see they have prodaced a weird effect. ”

On Davis Liocke's face they lie like a pale-Ylue
shadow, giving him so haggard and evil an ap-
pearance that | turn away in disguat, snly to
meet a still more uncanuy sight. My sister's
head is bent over her book s she jg oininy in
the responses, serenely unconscions t{mt she is
bathed in such a sca of red light that for a no-
ment 1 fancy it must he hlooﬁ. and that some.
how she is 'wounded. Then gradually it fadey
uway, leaving only a narrow streak across her

white forehead, and two largor splashes ou her
left shoulder aud right arm. | shiver convul.
sively, and close my eyes.  When 1 open them
again the eolors are not to be seen.  Eva islook-
ing at me wonderingly, and Davis leans aver to
ask if 1 am ill.  Forcing a swile, | assure thom
of my perfect health ; but all through the ser.
viee 1 feel as though something unfoward had
happened, and 1 am not mysell again until we
go out into the air. I do not teil either of them
what caused my distress, partly because I do not
wish toalarm Eva, as { m{sulf have beon alarm.
ed, and partly becnuse Ldo not wish to be ridi-
culed. Besides, [ am half ashawmed of myself
pow ; it was such u natural thing to occur. We
lunch together; and, when themeal is over, the
carriage comes to take me to the neighboring
town, where my father's sister haslivedsince we
all lett the home.country.

“ Are youcoming, Eva? I ask, ax she lingers
bebhind & moment.

“ Eva will stay with we,” says Davis Locke ;
and, though the words are quietly spoken, I re.
sent the air of authority which accompanies
thewm.

o Aunt Mary will be offended,” 1 observe
gravely. ** We have never missed going before.”
76 qf Davis wishes me to stay, | must,” sayy
Eva, determinedly.

I go buck to my seat and bring out my work,
After all, it is nicer in the house this afternooy,
I can send the servant with a message, and go
mysel{ to-morrow,

"o not let we keep vou from going,"” xays
Dravis, politely.

I turn critusou. Jt has never struck e tha
perhaps they wonld like to be alone ; it is such
a new idea that wmy xister can prefer any other
person’s company to mive. | resent being dis-
missed like this.

“ You are quite right,” I auswer, stiifly,
“There is no reason at all why my actions
should be {uflaenced by yours;” and then,
gathering up my erewels and erash, 1 sweap
angrily from the room,

¥ She is cross | let me go to her,” | hear Fva
saying anxiously as | mount the stairs; but her
lover only laughs, and detains her.

0n my way down 1 pass, in dignitied silence,
uot meaning to say gool-bye, the door of the
room witere they are sitting 5 bat, just as [ am
wetting into tue carviage, ook up and see Eva
ou the tereaee,

“ Don'tbe long, little mother ! she eries qut
guily, nodding and smiling, nutil Davis inter.
teres, drawinyg her fock into the room, and elox.
ing the window with what seemix to me a very
vicious suap.  Then I am drivenoff,

[tisa sivamile drive, and the carriage isa
closed one; so that 1 have not gone far before it
ig filled with steam froim the hot water-can which
] am using as a footstool.  The glasses get dult
and frosted with my breath, and presently 1 can
see out uo lopger, and soon grow so warm and’
drowsy that 1 fall fast asleep ~and dream.

My dream is & strange our, and evidently sug-
gested by the event of the rworning and the
story | had told the night before. Tamall alone
in a large room, the dulness and dreariness of
which reminds me of the room [ entered fifteen
years ago. A woman is advancing towards me
all draped in black, waving her arms wildly in
the air, as if she were under the influence of sonie
strong dram or opiate,  By.and-by she haif
turns away, and then [ see that a tress of golden
hair has escaped from its continement, and is ly.
ing lightly on her sable garments,  Insensibiy
attracted, I draw near and toush it softly : in
color aud texture itis very ke wmy Httle sister's,
There iz just the same carling wave in it too. 1t
I couldl ouly see her face ! Tha next moment she
glides awayv from we, and [ have no strenpth o
follow. A large whitelhand appeans from between
some heavy dumask curtains at the far end ot
the room, and draws her behind them, while |
can only stare stupidly after her and woniler
whither she has gone. A whole hour, it seems,
do [ spend watching for her to re-emerge. My
eyes arn nearly startingout of iy head, <o earn-
estly do [ gaze ; and all the time [ keep telling
mysel{ that it ix only a chance resemblance, that
my darling is safe at home. [ think I cannot be
quite sonnd aslocp, my thoughts are 8o clear and
collected.  Then cowes alow moaning ery, and
instantly | recover myself and have power to
move,  With supernatural streugth I tear dawn
the curtaing and penetrate into the space bhe-
yond. A mau is standiog with his back to me,
bending over @ prostrated form, a gleaming knife
upraised, telling of the crime that has been com-
mittesd. The victim {8 the woman in black:
hut now the veil is thrown back, and 1 can see—
what ! 1 stagger back and press my hands to
my eyes to shut ont the appalling sight. Fvery.
thing seams growing dim, fading sway in a crim.
son mist.

*“Thank Heaven, it was only a dream ! |
exclaim aloud, as I wake up and find myself sate
in the earriage ; and, though { ecannot shake ull
an impression of ilt, I know [ have no reason
for supposing that Fva is not ay free from dan.
ger as myself—more so indeed, for an acvident
might happen to me at any moment with o pair
of fresh horaes not yot avcustomed to vun in
double harness, while she i+at hame, with Davis
to tnke care of her.

1 do not open the windows, warm as it is. |
am afraid of catching eold.  Indesd my eyes are
bloodshot now, 1 suspeet, or why should every-
thing wear that crimson e ? " Noa doubt of it
—1 anyin for one of my regular inftuenzay, |
am glad when the rattling of the wheals aver the
stones tellsme that we are at my aunt’s, Then
at last we pull up, and the dooris opened for we
to alight.



