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TO ,"BA Y MI."

LACKING a good three years of seven,
Sunlny haired boy with eyes of heaven,

With everlasting ripp1e of laughtir
As yet'no touch of worldiy leaven

In thy frank soul. Oh ! how you capture
Ail hiearts, and drown in present joy

The cares which corne fromi before and after,
Sunny haired, bine-eyed, happy boy!1

iRunning, jumping, neyer at rest,
Now using one toy, now abusing another,

Caning your dearest friends in jest,
iRuling father and sister and mother,

And bowing ail wilis to your high behest,
I couild watch your movements ail day long,

Whether you laugli or whether you cry,
Like a bird or a nul you enchain. the eye,

And you fli the heart like a burst of song.

As pageants held in ruined towers
WiiI make the sad place glad once more,
As laughing waves on wreck-strewn shore,

As summner sunshine after showers,
You bnighten up the weary heart,

And chai with sweet unconscious wiles,
So that the tears which stili xviii start,

iBefore they fail are lost in smiles,
And you are folded to my breast,
And patted and caressed;
My hand rvns through your golden hair,

The worid is seen iii hues of love,
There's flot a cloud in heaven above.

And ail the earth is fair;
Sconn and hiate--each evil passion flics
Befone the beauty of your sinless eyes.

You-best of preachers 1 have seen
You steal into the heant, bid flow
The dried-up streams of long ago,
The farthest shores of mernory glow

With fragrant flowers and tempering green,
So that this truth J. more discern,

If moral beauty we would wed,
We must, as the Great Master said,

0f littie chuldnen iearn.
Ottaqwa, April 171lé, 1884. N. F. D.

COMPETITIVJE ('RAM.

1 COULI) not tell the cutler's naine
Who sold the blade that inurdered Coesar,

Or fix the hour wheri Egypt's queu.n
First thouglit that Antony inight please hier.

1 could not say how nîany teeth
King Rufus had whien Tyrreli shot hirn;

Or, after haplcss Wolsey's death,
How soon, or late, King Hal forgot him.

1 could not tell how inany miles,
Within a score, roiled Thames or Tiber;

Or count the centuries of a tree
By close inspection of its fibre.

So I was piuckcd, and iost my chance,
And piodding Cram passed prouffly o'er me.

Who canes for Crain ? I've common sense,
And health, and ail the wonld before me 'i

CHARLES MACKAY.

2'BE ADVENTURES 0F A WIDOW.

By EDGAR EÂWOECTT, author of "A Gentleman of Leisure," IlA flopeless Case,"
"An Ambitions Woman," IlTinkling Cymibals," etc.

XII.

PAULINE was surprised, during the several ensuing days, to find how
greatly hier indignation toward Miss Cragge had diminished. The new
happiness which had corne to her was, in a way, resultant, as she reflected
upon it, from that most trying and oppressive interview.

IlI could almost flnd it in my heart to forgive lier completely." she
told Kindelon, with a beaming look.

IlI wish that my forgivencss were to be sccured as easily," replied
Kindelon.

IlYour forgiveness from whom 1"asked Pauline, with a pretty start of
"oazement.

[MÂy 15th, 1884.

"lOh, x'ou know. Frorn your aunt, the vastly conservative Mrs. Fough-
keepsie, and lier equally consenvative dtughter."

Pauline gave a laugli of mock irritation. She could not be really irr'-
tated; she xvas too drenched with the wholesome sunshine of good spirits.
"It is so ridiculous, Ralph," she said, "lfor you to speak of my relations as

if they were my custodians or my patrons. 'I arn completely removed fron
them as regards ail responsibility, ail independence. I wish to, keep friends
with themn, of course ; we are of the samne blood, and quarrels between kins-
people are aiways in odious taste. But any very insolent opposition would
make me break with thern to-morrow."

'lAnd aiso with your cousin, Countlandt Beekrnan 1 " asked Kindelone
smiiing, thougli not very mirthfully.

Pauline put hier head on one side. IlI draw a sharp line between hini
and the iPouglikeepsies," she said, cither seemning to deliberate or else
doing so in good eannest. IlWe were friends since children, Court and
I," she proceeded. IlI shouid hate not to keep friends with Court
ai ways."

"1You must make up your mind to break with hirn," said Kindelon,
with undoubted gravity.

"And xvhy ? " she quickiy questioned.
Hle abomiinates me."

"Oh, nonsense !And even if hie does, hie wiil change in time. . ..

thought of writing to hirn to-day," Pauline slowiy proceeded. " But 1 did
not. I have put off ail that sort of thing shamefully."

"Ail that sort of thing "
"Yes-writing" to people that I arn engaged, you know. That is the

invariable custom. You must announce your intended matrimonial step in
due form."

île looked at lier with a pitying smiie xvhich she thought becanie hiul
most charmingiy. IlAnd you have procrastinated from sheer dnead, MnY
poor Pauline!1 " lie murmured, lifting lier hand to lis lips and lettiflg
rest against, them. IlDread of an explosion-of a distressing nervous
ordeal. Ilow 1 read your adroit iittle deceits !

She witlidrew lier hand, iomcntarîly counterfeiting, annoyance.
absurd wouid-be seen! " she exciaiïned. "lNo, ll cail you a raven ut
you can't depress me by your orninous wing-flapping ! 1 thought Aunt
Cynthia would drop in yestcrday ; 1 thought Most certainly that she would
drop in to-day. That is my neason for not mnaking our engagement tran'"
spire through letter."

I sec," said Kindelon, witli a comic, quizzical sombrencss. Ilyou
didn't want to open youn guns on the eneîny; you were waiting for at
least a show of offensive attack. ... ".

But, as ià chanced, Mrs. Poughkeepsie did drop in upon Pauline at
about two o'clock the next day. She camne unattended by Sallue, but she
had important and indeed mornentous news to impart conccrning Saille.
As regarded Pauline's engagement, she was, of cour-se,'.in total ignorance Of
it. But she chose to deliver hier own supreme tidings with no suggestiofl
of impulsive haste.

"You are looking very weil," she said to Pauline, as they sat Onl
yieiding cachemire lounge together, in the littie daintily-dccked WWer
reception-room. IlAnd my dean niece," she continued, IlYou must let Mie
tell you that I arn f ull of congratulations at your not bcing made iii by
wbat happened here the other evening. Saluie and I feit for you deeplY*
It was so apparent to us that you would neyer have donc it if you hald
known liow d readf ully it would turn out. . But there is no use of raking 11P
old by-gones. You have scen the folly of the whole thing, of course. My
dear, it has naturally got abroad. The Hackensacks know it, and the
Tremaines, and those irnepressible gossîps, the Desbrosses girls. But Salu'e
and I have silenced ail stupid scandal as best we could, and merely repre'
sented the affair as a capricious littie pleasantry on your part. )ýO1
haven't lost caste a particle by it-don't fancy that you have. You were Il
Van Conlear, and you're now Mrs. Varick, with a great fortune ; and suc"
a whim is to be pardoncd accordingiy."d

Pauline was biting hier lips, now. I don't want it to be pardfled,
Aunt Cynthia," she said, "land I don't hold it cither as a capiCî0O'$
pleasantry or a. whim. It xvas veny serious with me. I told you thst
before."

"Truly you did, my dean," said Mns. Poughkeepsic. She laughed e'
mellow laugli of amusement, and laid one gloved hand upon Paulinees an'
"lBut you saw those horrible people in youn drawingnooms, and I am 8lr
that this must have satisfied you that the whoie projcct was impossible..
en l'air, my dean, as it unquestionably was. Why, I assure you that Sa1lue
and I laughed together for a whole hour aftcn we got home. They ver'
neariy ail sucli droli creatures!1 It was like a fancy-ball wihu th'
masks, you know. Upon my word, I cnjoycd it, aftcr a fashion, Pauinî";
so did Sallue. One womnan. always addresscd me as Ilma'am." Another
,asked me if I Ilresided on thie Fiftli Avenue." Stili another. . (no, bY the
way, that wasn't a woinan; it was a man). .inquired of Sallue whethet
she danced The Lancers mucli in fashionable circles. .Oh. how funny it l
was! And tliey didn't talk of books in the lenst. I supposcd that ee
were to be pelted with quotations f romi living and dcad authors, and asked

ail kinds of radical questions as to what we had read. But thcy siMP 1Y
taiked to us of the inost ordinany matters, and iii a very extraordinan
way. .However, let us not concern ounselves witli theni any more,9M
dean. They were horrid, and you know they wene horrid, and it g'oS
without sayiîîg that you will have no more to do with them."

*Il thought some of thein horrid," said Pauline, xvitli an ambigu~olS
coolness, Ilthougli perhaps I found theni so in a dîfferent way froui YOilt
self."

Mrs. Pouglikeepsie repeated lier mellow laugli, and majestically noddeà
once or twice as she did so.


