WALTER HARLAND.

CHAPTER I

AFEFT entirely alone on a quiet afternoon, the un-

broken stillness which surrounded me, as well as

— the soft haze which floats upon ‘the atmosphere,

in that most delightful of all seasons, the glorious ¢ Indian
Summer ”’ of Eastern Canada, caused my thoughts to wan-
der far away into the dreamy regions of the past, and many
scenes long past, and almost forgotten, passed in review
before my mind’s eye on that quiet afternoon. While thus
musing the idea occurred to me that there are few indjvid-
uals, however humble or obscure, whose hfe-hlsforv (if
:tﬁd down) would prove wholly without interest tc others,
in the form of a book; and this thought caused me to form

e idea of noting down some passages from my own llfe—— .

as they were on that day recalled to my mind. led the
boy who dreamed a most remarkable dream and, when asked

* to relate it, “didn’t know where to begin,” so was I puzzled
as to how I shotild make a beginning for my story. But
the incidents of one particular day when I was about thir-
teen years old were 80 vividly brought back to my mind, that
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