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FAREWELL T0 SUMMER.

Weep ! wenp ! Oh tearful skies,

Whils summer gontly dies,

And let us bid her sad farewell ;

There are no tears so dear

A8 yours, nor sostieere,

Nor to our hearts such solace tell -
Iarewell

The trees with beauteous green,

The leaves no longer sereen,

But to the sun thetr verdure sell .

Ho aives them glittening gold,

And colours mamfotd,

How short their day  twere vain to tell -
Farewell

Let the wind ~adly sigh

O'vr tlowers that withered he

In sober mead or shadowed dell

Under the falling leaves-

The shroud that autumn weases

They sleep that once we loved sowell
Farewell !

Not with rare tlow'rets way

Make wea last ’ml(:ltu {,

But mint, and rue, and asphadel

These are our chosen tlowers,

Now that the summer hours

No more our hearts with gladuess swell—
Farewell !

Early the waning light

Fades from our pensive sizht,

While deeply tulL‘ the evenng bell ;

Over the tree-tops tall,

Night treads herairy hall,

Aud silent listens to the knell—
Farewell ®

By the night coldly kissed,

The silvery ghostly mist,

Wakes from its slumbrous carthy cell |

Wanders beneath the trees,

Moved by each passing breeze,

Where late the burning sunshine foll—
Farewell !

Bencath the stars' faint «leam,
Moves an the placid stream,
And toward the sca doth tlow and swell ;
Sodoth our hfe-stream tlee,
On tonard Intimty,
Where no abiding surrows dwell --
Farewell ®
- Bernard McEv .y, in The Week
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MARJORIK'S CANADIAN WINTER.

BY AGNEN MAULE MACHAR.

CHAPTER N, —CONIINUED.

Gerald and Ada called for Marjorie, ac-
cordiog 19 arrangement, and Alan was de-
lighted to go, too. Near the church they
met Professor Ducan, who undertook to act
as cicerone on Marjorie's account.

*You see, you've got to know 2all about
our Montreal antiquties,” he said, good-
humoredly ; *and I know these youngsters
don‘t know half of what they ought to koow
about them, so I'll take pity on your ignor-
ance.’

As they eatered the great church—said to
he the largest in North America—Marjoric
could not kut gaze in astonished admiration
at the long vista of stately nave, with its lofty
Gothic arches, the rich coloring that outlined
the gallery, the white and gold that aliernat-
ed with deep tooes of crimson and blue, the
ncly carved pulpit, the gorgecus aitars, the
cruciixes and the largs imposing paintings
that attracted the cye. But after the first
seasation of magmficence was past, she felt
ibat what Marion said was true, aod this
church, with all its grandeur, wanted the har-
momious beauty that had impressed her in
the church of the Jesuits.

Aficr they had looked at all the objects of
interest, aod the represeatations of the Na-
uvity, the professor began to give them his
tustorical reminders.

*You kaow, Marjorie, that not far from
Lere is the spot where Mais nncuve, with his
friends and Madame de la Peltric, about
whom you must hear some other time, first
founded Ville Marie. The place was cailed
Iointe a Call.cie, 20d their first place of wor:
ship was a hule chapel of batk which was
afterwards rebwilt in wood. But as Ville
Mane grew larger, the church grew teo small ;
and first Maisnnncuve founded another church
oo St. Paul Street.  Funally, about forty yeats
after Charaplain's death, they buut a much
larger one here, and this is its successor ; not
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much more than half a centuryold. So, with
all its size and beauty, it isn’t so interesting to,
me as some much smaller and plainer
churches. But we may as well go up to the top
of the tower, and have a view of the city from
i’

They clambered up the long winding stair
and at last stood on the lofty platform, with
the city spread at their feet in the afternoon
sunshine, the mass of walls and roofs strong-
ly revealed against the white ground, while
on one side rose the snow-clad, pine-crested
‘mountain,’ and on the other stretched the
wide, winding white sheet of river, studded
with masts and hulls and flanked by the dis-
tant snowy mountawns that stood out in daz-
<hog purity against the clear azure sky.

* There ! 150t that a glorious panorama ?’
exclaimed the prolessor, when they had taken
breath.

‘But O, Marjorie!’ said Ada, ‘it
doesn't begin to be so beautiful as itisin sum-
mer! You mustn’t go up to the top of the
mouutain till it is quite spring, aond then you
will sce how lovely it is. It's prettier than
any of the views I saw last summer when I
was away.'

But it was pretty coid up there, and
though Marjorie was delighted with the view
and much interested o picking out all the
streets and buildings she had already learned
to know, they did not prolong their stay on
their airy perch. As they descended, vespers
were beginning and they waited alittle to en-
joy the rich deep strains of the organ and the
chanting of the choristers.

To Marjorie, the music seemed heavealy,
and she was divided between the desire to
stay to hear more, and the strangeness of be-
ing a spectator in a church instead of joining
in the service. They lefc the church very
quietly, and as they came out on the Place
d'Armes, Professor Duncan told Marjorie
that the great bell, called the ¢ Gros Bourdon’
—oanly rung at certains times—is one of the
five heaviest bells in the world. The charm-
ing chime of eleven bells she bad already
heard repeatedly, for it is one of the * features ’
of Montreal Sundays and holidays, and is
considered the finest on the American coolin-
ent.

And now Professor Duncan proposed that
they should jump on oue of the street cars
and go as far down as the old Bonsecours
Church, since they were on a sight-seeing ex-
pedition.  They were soon at the Bonsecours
market, and in front of the alley leading to the
old-fashioned little church standing oun the
old St. Paul Street -the sireet of Ville Marie.
Then they walked up to the modern froot of
the ancient church with the quaint inscription
over the arched doorway, which none of the
younger members of the party found their
French quite equal to deciphering. It ruas
as follows :

St L'Amour de Marie

En passant Ne T lullie,
St ton wrier et Grave

e Laas Ihe¢ s Aee’

Professor Duncan told them that 1t meant
that the passer-by was not to forget the love
of Idary, but was 10 say an Ave to the Lady

of Gracious Help.

They passed 1nto the solemp, quict-toned
church, a complete contrast to the onc they
bhad left. The dark walls, relieved by tablets
contaiming appropriate texts, beautiful fres-
coes of the ceiling, the odd, conical pulpit—
all gave the impression of quaintness and an-
tiquity and solemn repose. A tablet on the
wall near the main entrance commemorates
10 Freoch the name of ¢ Paul Chomedey de
Maisooncuve, founder of Montreal, and donor
of the site of this church.' The name, the
spirit of e place, and the sailors' volive
offcrings on the wails, seemed to carry the
mind back to those old keroic days of the
troubles aod the glorics of New France,
about which they bad all been bearing so
much from Professor Duncan.

¢ What a pity,” he remarked, *that those
tablets are io Latin, instead of being in
French, the tonguc “understanded of the
people " here! Now, boys, here’s a chance
for showing what you can do in traoslating
some of these texts for us.’

Gerald and Alan simultancously translat-
ed the text: °‘Christ washed us from our

sins in his own blood,’ while Marjorie, who
was nearest to nother one, half-shyly® read,
* We have redemption through His bload.’

* Well done, Marjorie,’ said the professor,
‘1 didn’t know you were a Latin scholar 1’

¢Oh ! that's very easy; I only know a
litfle Latin. My father wished me to learn
it.

‘That's right ; I wish more girls did.’

They went round to the back of the old
church and looked at the weather-beaten
stones that had stood so many years, and
been consecrated by so many prayers, weight-
ed with the burden of many a troubled, sor-
row-laden heart, for is oot buman nature the
same in all ages and under all outward forms ?
And then, having done due honor to the old
church which had seen a young country grow
up around it, they turned their steps home-
ward.

When Marjorie and Alan, with Professor
Duacan, reached Dr. Ramsay's door, they
found Mrs. Ramsay just setting out in the
doctor’s sleigh to go down with some little
comforts for the Browns.

* Here, Marjoris,’ said her aunt, smiling,
‘I thiok you would like to go with me. Alan
can drive us, and then your uncle can stay at
home to rest and talk to Professor Duncan, as
I'm sure he will be glad to do, for he has
been out most of the day. You see doctors
can’t have a holiday even on Christmas
Day!?

Marjorie willingly squeezed in beside her
aunt, and Alan, perched half on the side of
the cutter, soon drove them down to the oar-
row street where the Browns lived, and then
drove on to leave a parcel for some othe poor
patient, while Mrs. Ramsay acd Marjorie
went io.

It was a much brighter scene, already,
than oo Marjorie's lirst visit. The mother
was able to be about, and the table was com-
fortably 1ai@ for the evening meal. The
father was sitting up in bed, supported by
pi'lows, watching with an expression of affec-
tionate pleasure, the baby laid beside him,
gently cooing to itself. The other children
were amusing themselves happily with the
toys they had received the evening before ;
the boys with a little Noah's Ark, the girl
putting her doll to sleep, as she had seen
iizr mother hush the baby. The poor man
smiled gratefully as Mrs. Ramsay wished him
a happy Christmas.

¢ Indeed, mem, it's been that, an' I never
would ha’ thought I could have been so con-
tent lyin’ here. But you an’ the doctor's been
that good to us, I'm sure we've much reason
to thank the Lord for His mercies. You see
I've got my doll bere,” he added. ‘I was
tellin’ Jeony there, 1 wouldn't give it for hers,
that she's hardly bad out o’ her bands since
she came back last night, so full of the Chnist-
mas-tree an' all the things she saw, that she
could hardly stop talkin’ atout them, evet in
her sleep.’

The poor man was cvidently glad to get an
opportunity of pouring out the pent-up grati-
tude Le had been feeling all day; aund his
wife, though quicter, seemed oo less cheered
and streogthened by the kindness and sym-
pathy that had been shown to them. It was a
pleasant lntle bit of Chrnstmas brightaess,
evea for Mrs. Ramsay and Marjorie, to sce
how much Cbristian love had gladdzoed that
poor home and its iomates.

The rest of the Chnstmas day passed
swiltly and pleasantly eoough for Marjone.
When she and Mrs. Ramsay drove home in
the gatberiog dusk, it was a picture of Christ-
mas comfort to sce the family group io the
drawing-room gathered about the bright coal
fire. They bad dinaer latc —an unusual
luxury ; for Dr. Ramsay thought an carly
dinner best for his children, whom he liked to
have about him when he was at home. Be-
sides Professor Duancan, there were one or
two young men, away from bome, aod onc
lonely school friend of Marion's ; for both Dr.
and Mrs. Ramsay hiked to gather the home-
less aboat them at Christmas time.

Befoie dinper there was both merry and
sober talk, and @ hittle music. After dinoer,
which was a plaio, good, substantial Chbrist.
mas dinner—acluding, of course, an orthodox
pudding, brought in blaziog with the tradition-
al blue flame, to the unbounded delight of
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Norman and Effie—there was more musi
and a merry round game, And then the pro- §
fessor was asked by Dr. Ramsay to give them &
a reading of Dickens' Christinas Carol §
This, as it happened, Marjorie had never ¥
read, and it was a rare treat, not to be forgot-
ten, to hear its humor and its pathos both so
sympathetically rendered, as Professor Dun-
can gave it to them.

He did not of course read the whole, but s @
selections gave them at least the cream of B
that most charming of Christmas stories. ¥
Tack and Millie went into fits of laughter over B
the Cratchits’ Christmas dinner, and especial- R
ly over the *two youog Cratchits,’ who, every §
one said, exactly corresponded to themselves. §
Tiny Tim—well, who that ever hears or reads
the story does not love Tiny Tim, and pray §
that he might live? It seemed s if the Nutle §
famiiy picture Marjorie had seen that after- §
noonmademoreable to enter into her the spint |
of the * Carol.' And when Professor Duncan J
ended with the including words, *And so, as
Tiny Tim observed, God bless us—every §
one !’ it seemed to her a most appropriate
endiog for a wonderfully happy Christmas [

Day.
(7o b¢ continued,)

THE ART OF ENGRAVING.

Tbe history of the various branches of &
roproductive art, says the Portland Oregon- }
an, from wood.cutting to photographic pro. E
cess, i3 a record of strange vicissitudes, of §
marvellous growth and sudden decay, of cur &
iona imitations and substitutions. Wood §
engraving is tho oldest of these arts, though g
engraving and etching on metal were born §
with it, in that wonderful fifteenth century. §
Wood-engraving seems to have been relat. §
ed to printing, and probably preceded it in §
Europe. Engraving, on the other hand,
was rolated to Goldsmith’s work. Both, §
like the then wmore closely related art of §
otchiug, found ready ewployment and large @
development in maltiplying the works of |
great painters. But the development of §
these arts has been curiously uneven and B
interrupted, and now photographic process &
threatens to supersede all cxcept etching, g
which has evolved from a reproductive to §
an original art. The nineteentb century @
has seen marvelous changes, the complete §
decay of line-engraving on steel and copper, §
passago of wood-engraving through a com. [
plete cycle of growth, floriture and decline, M
and the apotheosis of etching as an originsl
art. Americans led the way in the new B
birth of wood.cograving, as well asin de
velopment of the new reproductive processes B
which have superseded all manual work. B
They developed wood-engraving to a point |
where it could do everything done with K
burin or needle through a more stubborn
medium, destroyed the occupation of the B
line engravers and forced the otchers to
abandon reproduction of paintings, and JE
form the achool of * painter etchers,” why
work from nature, which is the triumph of
black-and-white art in the nineteenth con §
tury. But just as wood-engraving hal §
completed this victory came photographi: §
process, which is a combination of phote §
graphy, ctching and lithography, to drive it §
ont in turn with a method cheaper, mor
flexible and more popular. Thero is a pass
age in the American edition of Hamerton's
“ Graphic Arts,” published only twels: §
years ago, in which he confesses the errer §
of carlier judgmrnts and frankly sdmits &
that American wood-engravers have madt g
all other reproductive processes nnnecessaty. E
Bat Mr. Hamer*on lived to sce wood-es-
graving itself superseded, noc only in the
wapazines, but in tho print shops and th: §
studios, by process work. Tho Century it ji
the last of the American magazines ]
abandon wood-engraving for the chesper, B
less artistic, but more popular process work, &
bat thero aro signs in recent numbers tha 8
it is preparing to follow the rest, perbsp
after Mr. Cole's old masters series is doct i
This apparently will bo tho end of wood-e=-§
graving in the United States, except o
high-class books, which afford only & nar§
row market for engravers. It is probal: g
that the English illustrated papere, whil
still use wood cuts, will follow soon, ac! §
the process picture will rulo undisputs ¥
from tho ten-cent magazino to tho cheons: I
offering of tho print shops. It ia a curicsi g




