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Derrick did not answer, but turned away,
and went slowly out of doors, A wild voice
called his name from a barred upper window;
an insane glee of laughter smotc upon his ears.
A spasm of pdin contracted his features, and
. he paused for a moment to look up at the

jonted face and red-balls poering out through
the bars; then hewent on silent and sad,

The road wns sandy. Pationt horses panted
throuxh it, fetlock doep, dragging the wagon-
wheels heavily after them, and the wild
grasses and thistles that skirted it were gray
with its-floating impalpable atoms. Theeun
shone down brightly; the beautiful earth lying
warm and burnished in its light, while over-
head masses of cloud idly trailed their white
banners,

Derrick walked slowly on, He was com-
muning with his heart—going back over his
life with its disappointments and purposeless
aims. Hec stopped at Jast beside a mossy fence,
under the shade of .o whispering pine.

¢“Margy is right,” he said, simply. ““T dow's
believe my life 13 any more of a henefit to my
fellow-creatures than that thistle growing yon-
der. Jf one could only belicve that these
crosses and disappeintimuents were ordered
aright—svere the sort of food our souds need to
tit them for some great end—if one could feel
that God underlies it all. It's s0 bard—se
hard?”

As be stood leaning heavily against the
fence, watching the slanting shafts of sunlight
faintly Drightening through the pine boughs,
the rasping wbir of a locnst Lreaking: the
silence, he saw two figures coming arownd the
eurve of the road toward him. They did not
potice him standing in the shadew, and be
watched with hungry cyes the pliant grace of
Hester Dean’s figure as she came slowly on,
tenderly careful of the diminutive, misshapen
figure at her side.  What a fair, innocent face
she had!how it woull have made the sunshine
of his home! Then he shrank deeper yet in
the shadow; the old weakness had possession
of him still. Her very presence unnerved him
in his jaded frame of mund,

She saw him at last, stopping hefore him,
visibly astonished and frightened. “Why,
Derrick—DMr. Halsey, are you ill?”

He tried to come forward and give her his
hand, bt only Ieaned hack eore weakly. ‘*No,
not ill; and yet not feeling very strong. These
warm days depress one somewhat.” :

¢ But you really look far from well, ard vou
ghould not venture out so in the heat of the
day,” looking compassionately at hinfrom ong
ber honest, tender eyes.

He did not dare look lonzer in them hecause
of the wild, insane longing that urged him to
clasp ker Gercely, closely to his heart.” His,
and his only, she should bave been. What
bad the right to sct them apart?

“They say we are going to loze you, Hetty?”
he said in a vouue, questioning way. She
locked up wonderingly, taen, medting his zaze,
blushed bhotly. There was a cioking in her
throat when ske tried to speak, nuai she alimnst
sobbed instead. He stood still a morent
lookivg on her. There was desolation and
farcwel in his aaze, as if e were renonneing a
cherished home forever.  Then he turned aud
went down the roml.

* She looked after him eagerly.  ““ Derrick!”
ghe calledt at last, but teo boarsely and indis-
tinctly for him to Lear.

“He can't hear you, Hetty,” said Rene,
wonderingly.

R minl, Bud.

Never T don't want bim.”

Fut it was an untruth.  She did want Lim;
ghe kpew it now, as she watched his black
. Sgure going, oh sv slowly, down the rond—his
kead bent, his hand clasped listlessly hehind
him. She felt, too, that if ever she Lad il a
chance to gain an insight into this man’s soul,
she had lost it forever.  ‘There was despairing
renunciation in the luok he had given her. He
would put her irom his life, and Le would
never know— Eut she would not even whisyper
to herself the secret that had taken posscssion
of Ler, She drew Reune closer to her side.

¢You are all the world to me now, Bud,”
ghe said, tenderly.

But the child, who had been peering vigil-
antly up the road for the past few moments,
was all alert now, his eyes flashing, his face
radiant.

“Look, Hetty' there comes George Hurle-
but with that new team of bays; and we'll ride
too. Won't we, Hetty ?”

“Hush, Rene. George's team don’t make

" any difference to us; we cane Purposely for
the walk to the lake, you know.’

She spoke hurriedly, trying to restrain the
eeful shouts and signalling fingors of the hoy:
nt with indiflcrent sneeess; for the handsomn

fellow who was fearing along the road reined
in his mestlesome Lorses so suddenly that they
wore thrown upon their haunches.

«¢This is fortunate,” he said, springng to the
ground.  “‘My lucky star sencme in your way
to-day, Miss Hetty.  Your cheeks—looking at
you in a professional lizht, of conrse—are a
tritle too pule for porfect beaith; therefore T
prescribe a ride as just the tonic you need.
Come, Rene, my littic man!”

¢ Oh, Hetty, do please,” said the boy, be-
seechinigly; * and, Mr. George, I may take
the reins and dsive ulittle way, wayn's 17?
" Oh, Hetty, you will, T know. Oh, Mr. Hurle-
but, you are kind,” and the eager child
willingly suttercd limsell to be lifted into the
wagon. v
« Surcly, Hetty, you will have compassion
Renc ¥ s (ieorge, anxionsly.
< Poor Nene, it would be hard to disappoint
hinm now, when his heavt is so sebupon it 1))
ride a little way for his sake.”

Georze Hurlobut's cyes grew dangerously
brilliniit—his lips eurving into satisfied smiles,
< P know the worst,” he said, under his
reath, «s he took Lis seat.

Rene’s treble pipe of a langh ranz merrily
t as the blooded animals dasied oft and his
ttle hiands closed over the strong reins, A
n of the road brought then past Derrick
alsey. He looked after them with sad eyes.
T didw’s know the strugele would be so hard,”
aid, with infinite pathos in his voice, I
‘Toot the love of her out from my heart.
nght iy home would be a lieaven if she
Rthere.  Her fresh, pure life would fuse
“tone and vigor into mine. Even late in
day I could find unspeakable rest and con-
tin ome true heart. We'd live together,
'd grow old together, we'd dic together, if
God willed. But the dream is Imst, and the
s 18 great—oh, so great to'me ¢’

Ho paused beside the gate, What a calm,
irless day it was! The insects droned sleep-
, the leaves hung motionless from the trees.
en a sharp cry broke on his, ear—a ery of
ildest fear, and Margy came rushing toward
, breathless, horror-stricken, .

. ey N

¢ Oh, the well, the well ! Troll’s after her.
Good God ! it's too Jate now 1" and down she
fell, prone on the ground, hiding her facein the
grass,

Derrick neither moved nor spolke, but with
a sudden breath of horrror turncd his eyes to
the meadow below the howso. . He knew, b,
fatal intuition, what sliec meant. The well,
dry and deep there, curbless, ite mouth over-
grown with rank clustars of rag-weeds. The
insané woman, who had escaped the vigilant
eye of her keeper, and hastencd madly to her
doom. He saw her figure sharply defined on
its  very edge, saw Trell wildly tramping
through the tall grass. Then he shut his cyes
with a deatbly faintness. When he opened
them again Trell stood wlone where she had
stood a moement since.

“Bring ropes, bring ropes !” he shouted,
hoarsely. ““Throw than i after me. P'm
going down.”

It seemed ages before he clambered out
?gain, with bleeding hands and white, worked
ace,

* ¢Bear a hand,” he said, “Derrick, Margy!”

Slowly they drew up something—a bruised,
limp figure—the arms and feet hanging help-
lessly down—uleod on the face, on the tattered
saruents. .

“Derrick,” said Rrel), compassionately,
“louk away, man, for God's sake !’

He looked vacantly up; then he went down
on his kuees heside the motionless figure, lying
stark and stiff where they had placed it,

¢ Nusie!”

5 never stirred.  He stroked the faded
brown lair, jassing his hand over the rigid
face.

“She be dead, man,” said Trell; ““it's no
uge.”

«This is the baby T loved and cherished,”
moaned Derrick.  *“This was mother’s Littie

girl.  She was pink-checked and goldaen-haired
then.  I'd a sworn she ceuld never come to
this, I tried to do my duty by her. Mather

will know ! mother will know! Susie! Where's
her soul, Trell? Was I its keeper? Mother
said, ‘Be kind to my little gl for my sake.’
She’s gone vow, Trell.  1'm alone, all alone!”

His body rocked from side w side, his face
grew ghastly.  Then he fell motionless beside
ker,

A pleasant room with snowy curtains leoped
aside from the window; a stand with an array
of vials upon it; a comely black face. "These
were the first things of which Derrick Halsey
was vagnely conseious, The wind, toe, was
sighing drearily—drearily enough to render
him sensibde of the coziness of the roow, with
its bright fire oni the hearth, Tt was so pleas-
ant resting there on the soft bed, wrapped in 2
dreamy languor, too feeble to think even, A
cold nose was thrust up into his hand, and the
old dog's everjoyed whine made Margy hastily
start up and look in upen the bed; then witn
a choking cry she was down upon her kiees
beside it, andibly raising a thankful prayer.
Then—was it moments or hours after Le could
not te)l—Trell's stundy, square figure entered
the door, his brown eyes dirrned with 1mois-
ture suspiviously like tears, lus warm, strong
Lands grasping in their hearty clasp the thin,
white ones on the counterpare.

“Trell”

< Derrick!”

“What is it. Trell? Have I been sick 7

“Yes, my boy, you've weathered a heavy
sea—yor've come nigh the grave,  Dut you're
too weak to talk now, rest & bit first.”

So Trell went away, and Margy, sitting in
her easy-chair, found it impessible to remove
her thankiul eyes lony from her master’s face.
The dog curled himseli contentedly heside the
bed, aud Derrick smil «d placidly, this bare
consciousness of life was g0 sweet.  By-and-hy
the curtains were drawn, there was a mellow
clow, of light pervading the roem, and then
Derrick childishly folded his hands and whis-
pered o litfle prayer he had repeated years ago
at his mother’s knee.

When be awoke again it was morning, bright
and heantifu), aud closi?at his side, stood faith-
ful Margy with a basin of cool water, with which
she laved his face and hands. ‘Then there was
a crisp slice of buttered toast and: a cup of frag-
rant tea in readiness, which he ate and drank,
and felt refreshed thereby. He heard voices
in the hall, and low as they were he distin-
guished the tones, and with a sudden longing
called with all his weak strength, “Hetuty!
Hetty'”  He feared he must be dreaming still
as Hetty came softly through the donr, and

sut out his thin, white hand, far whiter thun
}wrs now, to feel if she were indeed a reality;
but the clasp of the soft band was real.

“ J1's good to see the face i a friend once
more.  Ahe worid is dearer and kinder than I
ever Lefare {clt it to be, Hetty.  So Hurlebutt
Las not taken you over to Stonington yet” still
keeping his hand in the warm clasp of hers.

She changed color at this, but answered,
siwply, * It was an untrue report, Derrick.”

He locked np at her now, his eves appealing,
Lis voice growing unsteady. ¢ Hetty, T need
vou so mueh; if you could only kunew how [
Lave Jovea you!”

He stopped weakly, his face paler than be-
{fore, these depths of love in his heart he could
not put into words. :

And the clfance was hers after all, not gone
forever as she had thought, Into this life, so
thirsting for love, she could enter at last; she
had found Zer mission; nothing should keep
her from confessing the truth now.,

« And I need you, Derrick, for I love you.”

Tears came to his eves, therc was infinite
comfort and tenderness in hiis voice.  ““Ts this
true, Hotty ? I never dardf to dream even of
this,  You are mine—ine forever—a gift from
Gol.”  His cyes filled with a vague horror, he
loaked away from her fice, caught his bLreath.

¢ Susie!” he gasped.

Dut Hetty clasped his hands more tightly,
«Pon’t think of it now, Derrick. Let the dead
past sleep. I want to be all the world to you
now. I want you to find rest in my love.

“Your love! Ay Hetty! Ay, I can rest
in your love! I wou't .gloat over the hurt any
longer. She's gone now. Henceforth every
moment of my life—our united lives—must be
devoted to extracting the present good, God
has given me the chance of life agaim, and now
it stretchies out before me, alive with ﬁreat and
good possibilities. A life in which to do justly,
to love mercy, and to walk humbly with my
God.”

¢ Amen,” whispered Hetty, softly.

Like s beautiful flower, full of color, but
without scent, aro the fine but fruitless words

1 of him who does not act accordingly. —Buddha,

CANADA.

(Writtex for The Ontario Workman.)

Slowly sinks our Red-men's glory
In the West, their Spirit sun,
And thelr fast decreasing numbers,
Toll us of their race near-run.
Hushed are all thelr songs and shoutings;
Wont to wake the warbler's gleep;
Silent sluiubers hold their chioftains,
And bug few are left to weep,

Proudly did thnsc forest herocs
Stroggle guinst on-cuming woes,
Yielding not {o fitful frettings,
Elanching not before their foes,
Yet the brave and dusky warriors
White wen’s skill could not withstand,
And departing slowly westward,
Lelt for us this fertiie wnd,

And where once the leaves +f manle
Rustled in autumnal breeze,
Ti.cre are now the fraitinl cornticlds
And the waving orchard trece,
Yonder, ton, a growing city
In majestie pride now stands;
To it hurbour stitely vessely
Ering the go(»ds\ of forcign lands,

1ere there smiles a littie Liwnlct,
Pecping throvgh embowering green;

There the statlier village spires,
Shining in the morning sheen.

Here by streanside it the valley,
Clacks the noisy runbling miil;

Aund tio farmer’s quiet haeestead
Yonder uestles on the kil

There buside that clump of pine trees,
The school-nouse stands with open door:
And the bearty, shouting children
LRush to learn its simple lore,
There fast in the city’s suburbs,
A great Jome with massive walls,
Wous the sceker of mind's treasures
To frequent its classic hails.

And where ence the heary wagoon

Trutdled on its conrse wost drea,
And bouting of the night-owl

Macked the lonely traveiler's fear:
There the iron horse exuitant

Sweeps on in his rapid flight,
Parsiug alt the bhirdlines fiying,

In the azure fickis of jight.

Wealth there is yot in the forests,
Treasures hid boneath thy uills,
Praudiy roll alens thy i
Wilened by thy many

Fields there are by giebe unbroken,
Where primeval Nuture reigns,

< we connot, like Athenian
s of milder, sumnzer ray,
Uuder wiich the golden vrange
Ripons, mellows day by day:
Wintcr here, all bleak and blustry,
Holds his long atd sclemn red
Corvering ficlds with snowy mantits,
Mudiy sweeping o'er the plain.
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Land than ours m
N g B
Sonthorn lines with wealth i fewers,
Pruiries of the sanny Wesi—
Never other country dairer
Siniicd "neath heavens' szare Somes

¢ und plenty here residi

Till 81 i oo banger suard us—
Thed to Canada o' eling,

Pairiot’s love and zeal inspire vs
Do raintain our eountry's righls;

Yield—no, never, to our feemen,
Thengh we come 'to Llavdy fights,

diny that time be ages distant—
Ever hiere at peace remain |
Never may Canadian freemen
Feul the baughty tyrant's chain !
Heaven smile upan our country—
Guard it with thy righteous wanct !
Make it great as nations have bien—
Mighty us its Mother Land !
’ CANADIAN.

SATURDAY NIGHT.,

HEeRE g0 sonn aeain,  Verily, time flies.  The
invisible warp of life is tillad faster than we
would fain bulieve, The thread of lifeis reeled
from the spool of time, recied continually, un-
ceasingly, with greater velocity than inthought-
ful man nnagincs.  Theendwillsoon bereached;
ves. very suon.  Yerhaps ere another'Saturday
night, many who last Saturday moved in the
gay aud thoughtless crowd, will ne'er he kuown
onearth again.  And many, who this Saturday
night are planning deep scLemes for days to
come, will leok back, a week hence, on the
vanity and folly of eavth, from the unknown,
indetinable realms of endless life.  The world
moves on.  The coming in and going out of life
are the inflations and depressions ot the great
lungs of time. The world moves on ingessantly;
its only breathing spell is man’s Saturday night.
Silver-tinged, golden-lined, grand, noble old
Saturday nicht. Workiug brother, do you not
think that Cod, from the beginning, did all
things well 2 Scturday night is His merciful
hand thrust between the oppressed and oppress-
or, and for onc day, at least, out of seven, la-
bor is granted a divine respite.  Saturday mght
js the brake applied by God to the great wheels
of tyranny and wrony, that during their cessa-
tion the toiling poor might gain, through peace-
ful rest, new strength to fight the exacting,
grinding Lattles of the world, Let us go fort
tonight, and view labor in repose. The hum
of machincry has ceased;. the fives in the fur-
nace are dead; the bammer and driver ave
tuneless and still.  Everything indicates repose
aud rest. The man who slowly and wearily
plodded the street during the week now walks
erect with joyous step. Happiness radiates
and beams 1n every fate. Lostatic joy, en.
tranced hope givenew life to the world on Sat-
urday night.  As wo pass down the street
many varied scencs strike the eye; lovely bab-
bling children are climbfng on the fence, or
swinging on the gate, all anxiously waiting for
pl::pu; and occasionally at the door, or peering
through tho curtains of the window, a beaming
face can be seen, a face evidently in sympathy
with the -anxiety of the secraphio, watchful
sentinals outside; and see when he arrives in

sight, how they run to meet him, cling to his’

coat, .grasp his {;vent brawny hands or climb
on his knees, and such an inexhaustible uproar
of innocent prattle; and how the mother’s heart
xpands at the.sight; and how the father for-
gots the weary toils of the week in the smiles
of hie loved oneg, .are some of the many picturcs

seen on every side.  But ever aud anon, a pic-
ture of darker shade is presented. Just now
we see a shopmate; ho comes awaggering up
the street with all the bluster of & man that
owned a quarter of the world; but, my God,
in what condition? Drunk! Cun it.be possi-
ble2 What an object for those dear treasurcs
that are ¢ven now at the gate, on the door
steps, or o piece down the street watching his
coming, and what a coming for thoso young
innocont hearts; what a coming for that neck,
forgiving being who will now, notwithstanding
his seini-beaatly condition, watch over him,
wash Lim and even love lim.  This man, in-
stead of going straight home, when paid off,
went to have a quict glass with o friend. He
is onc of those exceptions to the general rule,
‘““that a man who dyvinks, will sometinies get
drunk.”  ““Hecould take a glasg or ot it alone,”
but somehow he took it and never let it aione.
Poor man, we pity him, May God pity him,
for he deserves pity., Let we pass on.  There
sacs another shopmate, with & huge market
basket on one arm, his wife on the other.  Sece
how happy they look. We saw him a few
hours ago, at the shop; we know he weut
straight nome.  The gas is now lit, throwing
its mellow light on pavement walk and house.
The street Yooks lLike a grent corrider, the
angles of which scemn to meet at the far end,
like termination of & tunnel.  The whole town
appears to be out—there is a rush and jun on
the street, This is the laborer's trading or
shopuing night.  The stores are crowded; some
coming, some going, others waiting, Now
tisere passes quickly by, a happy pair of Jovers,
arm-in-arm, on they go.  To-night, a-gentle
confiding girl—next Saturday night a wife, and
80 gocs the world.  As we pass on there breaks
upen the ehwr, from the oppoesite side of. the
street, a gay rollicking air, sung in a dashy,
ringing voice, with a piano accompaniment.
We stop to listen and reconnoitre.  Opposite
is a spacious buikking, with great large windows,
whereon are painted those lying, deceitful,
high sounding words “ Sumple-rooms.”  As
exhibiting samples of ruined vigor, blighted
aspirations, blusted hopes, shattered mantood,
enfeebled intelleet and candidates for hell, they
are truthful, but in nothing else.  Thesc words
hide behind their vague and ambiguous inter-
pretation wmore real sorrow, more heart-rending
waoe, the sequel to more misery and destitution,
crime and shame than all the other necncics
that old Zamiel has invented, or sacseiea to
Lring sorrow and wee upon the world.

As we watch there comes a man we kaow
and respect; look, he stops.  The song and
snusic have chained his attention, he looks
around; he is undecided whether to pass on,
on towards kome, or go in,  The music trenks
forth more lively than ever. Again he Iooks
towards hotoe, Jouder sound the votes, but op
his ear they break,

“Cracked and thin,
Like a dexd an's lauziiter
Heurd in heil far Gown,”

The noile fellow has conquered the + ting
and hais gone home to ke bezom: o tamily,
Brave, manly soul; how many would have
gone in, only to come staggering anit.

It is growing Iate; the streets o2 being de-
serted, and grim silence, like a _veat pall, is
cetting down npon the city,  Let us go home
and profit by what we have seen; let us love
one another and shicld each otier from tong-
tation. Capitalists andd menopolists may tale
from us our means of suhgistence, the bread of
our babesg, cven our liherties, but they cannot
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of holy memorices; the
the pure angelic inspirations of love:
bern gift; it it were more generally enlvivated
wan would be better, and we would all be
happier.  Man, woran amd child, do what you
can to harmenise the clashing discordant elem-
ents of society, and that millenivan to which
we have all looked, by inspiration from on high,
will one day surely comae, when upiverasal just-
fce will walk in the wike of universal intelli-
gence, when the workl witl sheke the non-
preducing drones over its unhounded rim, and
recognize noncas worthy of habitation thercon
except the honest, faithiul toiler.—Coopers’
Journal.

PLUCK.

“ Valker, my boy, what do youn contider as
God's best gift to man ¥

** Waoman, of course.”

¢ Well, that is very goad ; but as woman is
never gicen to man withont his winning hor,
there must be something else.”

Money ¥’

* No, my boy, the root of evil is hardly a
zood gift as it i3 the source of more misery and
trouble than happiness.”

“Good looks:”

“Wrong again, my boy.
the weorld speaks, fade, wither and die.
Handsome infants seidom malic handsoue
adults—time works too many changes. The
inner beauty of the soul which shines and
radiates as trouble and sorrow gatber around
the beart, is seldom seen by the world, But
there is a zift which is always noticed, and
that bestowment is Pluck. ive us that, and
all else follows. With a brave heart none
need fail. What if you fail once, twice,
twenty, or a handred times ? Dluck will pick
l'you ap and each time nerve your beart for a
! greater efort.  Life is a succession of hills and
valleys. They rise before us in all matters of
existence. In love, wealth, ambition, suncecss,
or power, it is up here--dowr yonder, look
around and see for yourself who it is that sue-
ceeds. Not the timid one, who at sight of the
first obstacle in his path loses heart and yiclds
the game. . Not the man whose nerve will not
Leep his upper lip and under jaw in place.
Not the mwan who-gives up at the first trial,
These men do not succeed.  Success ufton
sports with a man as a shy trout plays with
the hook of the angler. Keep cool—be steady
—stick to a regular business, and soon the
nibble will end in a snappiug bite, and you
will land the wary prize safe at your feet.

Pluck will do anything, my boy. It will
win the girl vou love, Not in itself, perbaps,
but it will give you the qualities she admires.
Women seldom wed men—they wed ideas.

Pluck will fill your pockets with gold—but
that is not the object of life. It will carve
your way to eminence, and oncirele yon with
friends who will pile the sod over your grave
in sorrow—the heart-sigh, telling in eloquenco
beyond expression - the l6ve they bore yon.
Keep a stiff’ upper lip, my boy. Failure is the
rule—success the exception, A million men
walk boldly up to the great object of life—and
then have not the courage to take hold of it.
A million others fail because the way seems so
long—or: the road is too rough. hers fail
for fear they will not succeed. This lifeis a
school, my boy. There are many lessons to
learn! V\Ve have each a thousand objects—
nisie hurldred too many—and flit from one to
ﬁnother,)w the bumming bird dashes from bud

Good looks, as

take from us Saturday night, with its freight

A = . oty
- cannet take from ws o
Heaven!

to flowor—and life is all frittered away hefore
we know it. Ilfave a purpoze Taf(e aim,
Shoot at something. Make a mark, if nothing -
but & dent in the mud,  If you cannot run up
tho hill, climbit. 1f you cannot reach thetop,
go as. high as possible—then pass just cvc man
more. If you dic—dic game. Jf yousi .l %
it be in deep water.  1f you reack fora £

take the best one. I you i<l—get up .
man and try again. Childeen ery and s..... .-
per—lcave tears off whenyou work.

The road may be rough, my boy, hut wha-
ever was made in the fmage of God shoull
never say any road was too rough.  Promnbles
may beset your patb; make for the ceutre, as
the hardest-pointed ones are those on piciset
duty. If you lack perseveranee, bave pluck
to cultivate it. [1 vou lack credit, have pluck
to be honest and to show people that you
deserve confidence. 1f you lack position, haveo
pluck to begin at the bostom of the hill and -
work up—theapex is broad enough for all who
have the daring to struggle upwards to it, gnd
s0 distant that few ever reack it.  1f yon lack
decision of character, have pluck enough. ta
keep away from temptation. If you bave no
umbrells, do not stand around in the rain.  If*
the monosyllable *“no” is a good word to use,
have pluck to speak it plain and distinet.
Never chonse the road that is shortest, if tho
other ona is better.  Never fail to satisfy your
own heart—others will be satisfied in time.

Straw wcn are never fit for anything except
to focl crows from acorn-ficld. 'The men who
Luild railways, steambonty, factories and
cities are never cowards.  The man who sue-
ceeds in anytling is he who bas pluck., And
that little word, my boy, has a powerful wean-
ing. 1t siynitics something more than a bull-
dugism, aiid you can study it out at leisure,
Never despair. A thousand dark and rainy
mornings have ended in the most glorious sun-
sets. Many an almost impenetrable swam
has but stood sentry to a golden land beyond.
Many a cloud has passcd over and left behind
it a clear sky. Many a cannon has becu fired
without a ball in iz, Many a mouvntain hag
proved but a mirzze.  Have a heart for every
fate. 17 in hard Tick; it might be barder. And

then, Valker. my boy, vou will succeed.
P'luck i3 the o+ ail whose resources are limit-

less—who.e [.ower is magic. Pluck first; luck
arterwards. 3vith the tirst all else will follow,

Magrr M. PovMEROY,

AN AMERICAN V{EW OF THE OPEN-
ING OF THE DOMINION PARLIAMENT,

(From the N. Y. World. )}

Orrawa, Arriy 12.- . To-dayat 3 o'clock the
fifth anl last session of the first Parliament
under tlie new political constitution, which
was inaugurated in 1867, was opened by the
Governor-ticneral with the nsual ceremonics.
As mapy of us still ¢ling to British customs
and love to repreduce them on state occasions
the opening of Parliament is.attended with
considerable parade.  Nerrly all the formality,
however, 15 contined to the Senate Chamber,
and does not extend o the House of Commons,
for strolling into the gallery a few minutes be
fore 3, T found the members chattingend laugh
ing and sittingin a varicty of attitudes not re
wiarksd le for (ogance, 9 Premier, SivJob
Maclonaid—cne of the **High Joints,” yo

remember—wio was Cressed, ag well as sew:
eral others ¢f tue U3

in the clabora
ofiicial crstum worn ¢ state oceasions
by Enghish minlsters v merriest of th
throng, and did n of that anxi¢
which his opgeme: it he actuall
feels at mectinyg ¢ representabive:
for tha first thne s rde aver the Canne
dian sisheries 109 4 f

nr o itsignifi-
cant an ejuivalent. "
aunounced, and there wae oo e persey

the functicnary in'gown a i eocized it mwade
bis appcarance, precedod by the Sérgeant-at-
Arms, who placed on the table a heavy gilt
mace ag goors a3 the chivf commoner of Canada
took his weat on the damnr vk chair which ke ig
likely te 1ind uncomiortal le enough before the
geasion i3 over. Tlen ti.e conversation was
resumed, but only for o fvw moments, for a
heavy Enock was heard onthe door, and ames-
sage from bis Exclleney wes annows and -
there danced up the floer a daiuty little ¥ rench-
Canadian, attired in the ¢losest black tight®
This emissary of theGovernar-f leneral selaamod
in the stylefor whicl he R
sent gentlewan of the Ust
is the versonification of the
cial etiguetie, though svu
in calling it **tom-fin)
attendance of L oo ;
Senate Chamber.  Then be tacke
with o series of tlie most 2pproved bews,

The Sergeant-ai-Arms shoulderc:t the maco,
the Speaker put en his corked had, the Clerk
left the tatle, ared followed by as mady mems
bers as hked ¢ the next seene, they !
walked througlh covridors into the
Chamber as far as the giit bar, which stopped
their pr 5. The Sezate presented a gay,
appearcuee.  The gallevies, are ligh S
by windows ¢f richly-stained glass, and &
rounded by colmnms of native mawble, Wi
crowded by lalics and gentlemen, so tha
would be difficult to wedgee a small boy amon)
them. On the tioor there were representati
of the eitre of Ottawa, dressed in evening
tunie, at the request of Liady Lisgar, who octul
pied the first seat.  Lord Lisgar was seatod o
the throne—a heavy chair, covered with crim-
son damask—under a lrge cauoyy, surmounted
by tho royal arms ; while standmg on cach side -
of him woere members of the Cabingt, in then
Windsor uniforms, militia colonels, juembera
of his staft, besides other prominent function
aries. The whole affair was painfully quiet
and nearly evervbody looked uncomfortabl
especinily those ladies who kuew that “lowy
necks"” didw’t become then in the bright sun!
shine. The Commons crowded the bar am
got pretty well jammed before IHis Excollenc
finishad reading his speech, which he did in af |
very deliberate, low tone ;' hut the worst of i%
was that he had to vead it twice; once in Eng.
lish and once in Irench ; for our Irench. Canayg
dian friends are very temacions of preservin
their langnage on all stato_oceasions and in<
public documents. DBut the agony was soo;
over, and His Exccllency dismissed them 't
attend 1o their public business. Before 4
o’clock ¢amo the whole atfair was over, an
the Senate Chamber was once more the abod:
of dullnees, ya

the

S,

%
Brer HARTE cards the press to ropudiateis
anthorship of tho ‘poem -entitled -+ Darliny s
Kathleen,” written about the time he :wag
elevon years old_ by somebody else.” If . Hairte
continues to produce vérses baginning, 4 N&,
won’t—thar] And it ain’t. nothii'—no2
will be anxious by and by, to deny:ad

ship of some other things Written by:
mature manhood, S




