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THOSE EVENING SMELLS.
(11Y A 1>WE!.L.RR NEAR THE DON. iVITH Aroi.OG;IES 'fa DEAR

TrOM- MOORE.)

TiiosE cveniug snils Thiose cvening smells I
Iow sad the tale their Vapor telIS,
0f death and serrow àtll the lime,
Attested by the fun'ral chime.

What joyous lives have passed away;
Mfany a heart that once wvas gy

ihin the tomb now darkly dwells,
And heeds no more those evening smells.

And s0 'twill lie when we are gone,
That nauseous fume will stili roll on,
Whil5t other mortals it conipels
To curse your stench, fout evening smells.

PETER PIrwOîINT.

"THE ANCIENT CAPITAL."

SUGGESTED CHAPTER FOR A NEW NOVEL.
TuiE first cf September, a cold, damp, dreary day,

quite out cf time witb the balmy, sunsbiny orles of
August, dragged itself wearily away, and was followed by
a damper, drearier nigbt.

Net a sunibeani bad penetrated the duli grey clouds
that hung ail day like an unlovely shroud over the clier-
less earth.

A few stray rain-draps bad fallen since mid-day, and
as the evening shades deepened in the west, the clouds
drifted nearer, dark and tbreatening.

The wind moaned arncng the tree-tops and over bleak
stretches cf meadowland, dying away in the ivaste places
of tbe neigbboring bulis on whose craggy sunirits the
rnassy clouds seemned te rest.

At tbe celurnned entratîce cf a mansion situated in
the suburbs cf cone of Canoda's fair cities, a maiden witb
auburn ringlets and eyes of hazel, that witching, inde-
scribable hue s0 ý-eldorm met îvith, save in novels, was
engaged ini earnest conversation with a handsorne yeul.h,
over whase naturally cheery countenance the surround-
ing glomr had cast a slîght shadew.

It was their bridaI eve. The night ivas enlincus.
Soon the veice of distant thurtder reached them and
checked their speech.

As they stood on the marble steps looking out imita the
darkness, a cool wind 'wafted the sweet odor of late bIes-
sorts tcward theni; a shower cf crisp leaves froni a rose
vine that twined in great tberny couls around one cf tbe
huge pillars, fluttered dcwn at their feet witb a soft
rustle, and a night-bird with wierd cry swept past theni.

Tlîey returned te the cbeei fui hearth cf the drawing-
reoon, and wben the time of departure arrived, lrie
accompanied bier lover te the littie garden gate. His
path lay thrcugh the garden -and an into the well-wooded

Park that separated their homes. Tbey lingered at the
gale, a gentle light streaming frorn an open window out
over the ivell-worn path that led te it. The nigbt grew
darker.

They spoke of the morrow and wished for sunsbine. A
brilliant flash of lightning pierced the southern sky, a few
large drops plashed on the earth about them, and Aiphus
having murmured a loving goodnight, proceeded borne-
ward through the leafy woods, ne thought of danger
molesting him. He thougbt only of the dear one frorn
îvhorn hie lîad just parted. andI rejoiced te tbink that it
was for the last time-to-narrow hie would dlaimi bis
beautiful bride.

Alas! 1 itle did they dreamn wbat the night had in store
for them.

They were happy-very happy. No tbought of harmi
occurred te them-why was there flot sarne good spirit
near to warn thern of impending danger? While linger-
ing at the gate neither of thern noticed the gray form that
stole silently by themn along the hedge. He had lurked
ail day in a grave con the river-bank, and as night set in
be approaÏfhed the bouse.

-Keeping well in the shadow of the shrubs he reached
the western wing and stationed himself beneath Tone's
casernent. Here he remained until the city belîs chimed
the ntidnight hour.

When lone part.ed front Aiphus at the gate site walked
thoughtfülly back ta th? bouse. Hero, ber great sbaggy
Newfoundland, was at bier side, wbining and springing up
ta lick ber hand.

IlDown 1 Hero, see, you would brush away bis
caresses." And she shielded bier injured hand with bier
other one.

The great cold ramn-draps felI faster and faster, and
the rude wind drove themrn ercilessly into bier face.

The darkness deepened.
It iras a wild night-a terrible nigbt suggestive of

blood-curdlirig deeds.
Ione repaired te lier rooni and was soon at rest in

drea:nland's realm of flowers.
W'ben securing bier windows for the night she had

neglected one-even a little space of it was open. As
the Iast sweet chime was lhushed by the voicc of the
starm, the stranger entered with noiseless tread.

Did he corne in search of gold, or ivas he some jealous
lever of lone that hie sought her life-blaod ?

The wind howled amnong the tail. trees and a chilly
gust entered and flickered the dim light that burned in
the chandelier.

Keeping close te the wall hie reached the bedside,
and, after mumbling, inaudibly, some weird incantation,
plunged bis dagger into tbe hosom of the fair Ione.

The murderous deed was donc I
So suddenly was it perforrned that no piercing shriek,

that traditional cry of tbe murdered, echoed on the chilIy
air.

lone did not recover suficient consciousness te utter a
sound.

'The snowy eyehids trembled, opened halfway and closed
again. One d3impled, jewelled band moved toward the
wound, but thé sîveet, beautifual face stili retained its

His thirst for blood satisfied, bis gary weapon with-
drawn, tbe huge mosquite spread bis wings andflcw up
tte eceiling wbere he rested tilt sunrise. r''
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