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car passed the door
'''~ 7I ofjohnr May'ne on On-

tario 51 rect, Montreal, the old man looked sor-
rowvfully lit his little bit (if garden. Il A brutal
prose has robbed you of delight," lie murmured.
IlHere wxas a littie poem togladden an othertvise
barren street. Here w~as benediction wben the
bald liighway balzed, and burnect in tlîe bot glare.
Ahi, niy p.însies, my byacinths, my marigolds,
no wonder y-ou tremible, nîo %voider you lamnent.
This tlîiîg they, caîl rapid transit is the barbarouis
Cossack whio ravishies innocence in lier retire-
ment, trampling heauty and repose beneath luis
iron lîcel. Ali, my little garclen, you and I are
out of date. In -a world wvbere there is no0longer
leisure. and wlîere the ýtruggfle of lîfe constantly
deecpens in erocity, wvhat room is tliere for sini-
pl. old people like y0u and me? The nîoderiî
iiîvacles and overwhelmis us~. First. they cov-
erecl tlîe street wvitIi asphaît, wvlii'ý is as unini-
ag inative as a door nail ;tlien tîey, put tip thîe
electric liglit, %vl)ict lbas murdered the poetrv of
tie sliîadotv -populous with drearns and fancies
to the youiig imiagiiîatioîî-aiîd made baîhos of
the divine sadiîess of the moon ; and nio% listen
to the shriek of that trolley ; see that devil's fire

F'or the playing like the friglit-
fui gleam of the eye
of Lucifer; note mod-
ernity with its ruth-
less crunch, crunch
-ah, my poor tremn-
plingpansies! -Ugh,
you brute !"

As the old man

apostrophized te
passing car, wvalî a

mottde fro, ha sot

foot.; but, thee yo

_____were broughit up in
the country, w~hile 1,

1' W 7 /P7 7 ' i îstead of lîearing the

I~d4.q is'tle of the robin,
have been red

sî ice childhood wvithi

the screechiot"steam. "
The next thing

they'Il do will be to
parceloutMountRoy-
ali i town lots." The
old man spoke fretful-
îy, pursuing lus own
tboughits, and nlot
ansvering the soIt
voîce.

The owner of this
voîce wvas Eisther
Mayne, a tall >'oung
womian of tweîîty-one,

witli cark eyes, a mass of brown hair, and a
saucy wilfulness of disposition whicb well bc-
came lier vouth and grace.

Wbien ber parents died old John Mayne, her
uncle, and his wife, tookz the orphan girl, and
made ber their owvn. A nature less pure and
good mighit have been spoiled by the love which
the childless couple lavishied upon the young
girl ;but Esther grev up te womanhood with a
loving heart, a simple faith. and a nature uncon-
querably optirnistic. Whien Mrs. Mayne diecl,
wvhich event occurred when Esther wvas seven-
teeil, the latter becanie more than ever endeared
to the lonely old man.

"And suîppose tlîey dlo," said Esther, answer-
îng lier uncle. 111 like beauty, but 1 like pro-
gress better, 1 think. The electric car is the
symibol ot'prog-ress. 1 believe in gîving the peo
pie power, satisfied that every comniunily and
nation -will ultimately be betiered by the use
wvhichi the people will miake of it. . 1helieve iii
the ballot for men, and -but there, 1 won't sas'
wvornen, iincle.'' and Esther laughied merrilv.
«'I know that is one of your horrors. I thifil 1
svould like to have the power to deterniine the
character of the men wvho make the latvs which
affect my life, andl under which 1 must live."

"Go on, go on," said the old man gloomiv,,
1I expect te hear that you will want te, ride a bi-

cycle next."
Il WelI-ino," was the slow reply. -'1 have

thought this tbing out, and 1 have decided that
the bicycle is not graceful. A wvoman should
before aIl things be graceful. Her status, hier
influence, ber powver, isdetermined by the degree
of gracefulncas to whîch she attains. 'Ne have
worn some monstrous things, 1 admit, but the
costume wvbich makes cycling sale for %vomen
must alwvays be ahorror to everv ýesthIîet nature.
1 do flot ask what men think of it. 1 know iii
my heart that it is a barbarism. No, uncle, 1
shaîl îlot consent to make myself ungraceful in
order te keep a fad in couintenance. But 1 arn
for equal, moral and civil lawvs, and I ani just
dying to showv the men hiow% much better ive
WvouLd vote than they have voted hitlierto. '<our
trden is verv well, dear uncle ;I love to tend

the floîvers, tcoo but give me Fdison as the in-
carnation of the spirit of the age. But thcre.
uncle, it is not a disquisition that 1 carc for just
noxv, but a concrete fact. My) application to the
Editor of the Montreal Despatch lias beeiî suc-
cessful. He bas offered to mal<e me his secre-
tary-wvhose duties will be to takçe charge of his
correspondence, and do a little shorthand and
typewrî ting."

The old man's face brighIteilecl;tt once. -This
is good ncwvs, Esthier, and 1 cong,,rittîulatc >.ou.
'<ou know I neyer wvanted this ; there is enough
for bothi of us h ut 1 admire %leur spirit ol« ide-
pendence, wbichi i typical of our youîîg countr:\
and 1 %v'isbi )ou success.''


