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:ﬂou% with letters from a convent in the south,

¢f¢ two gallant combatants from a foughten
fielq haq breathed their last in uttering fondly the
lames of Yseult and Alice. Soon a running foot-
{)nan arrived from the west with a scarf and a rib-
I.On, dyed with the wearers’ heart’s blood, and de-
, ¢ted the mournful tokens to Barbara and Ereme.
d not long ere a palmer, in cockle shell and
Shoop, returning from the east, related how the
Oungest and the gayest of the gallant seven had
;€0 stricken by the plague, and departed his life
. & prayer for little Lilias. The seven sisters
ilcke“ed and pined.  Adela faded first, and as
€I pure spint  fled, the remaining sorrowing
Maidens saw that one of the pure white lilies had
Me into bloom. Another of the ladies died,
another lily opened its fair, white blossom.
Nother and another of the maidens, and for each
¢ soul that fled another white blossom opened,
Ul the whole seven White Ladies were fair and
Autiful in the seven White Lilies. Then came
"Pping frost and the blanche blooms shrivelled
s died. The white ladies still haunt the scene
Where their unhappy fate befell. Still they wander
:n the garden with the ghosts of their lovers, a:nd
hat i why White Lilies are called White Ladies.

€rnewood, P.E.I.
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A TRIP IN A HORSE CAR.

OI always had a liking for a ride in a horse car.
ther People may enjoy their carriage and sleigh
"Ves, but I, who am of humbler mind, prefer a
OISe car, There you can be alone, yet not alone.

on€an lose yourself in a day dream, without any

dPe Interfering, or you can interest yourself in the
Merent species of the human family one is apt to

oSt in this vehicle. Sometimes you meet a
Nend apg enjoy a pleasant chat, and sometimes

You haye the pleasure of sitting side by side with

Your worgt enemy. You meet all kinds of people

1€se cars, high and low, rich and poor, the

?s“ahty and a quantity of the city, and, as “ variety

the spice of life,” you will understand why I
€ a weakness for a trip in a horse car.

Spen Y @ pleasant half hour, or longer, have 1
bent nding through the busy streets, engaged in

ca?temp]ating the faces of my fellow-passengers,

- Ching |jttle glimpses of their lives, and romanc-

and moralizing, as the case might be. This oc-
Pation has afforded me a great deal of pleasure,

Wwigh o3 I do not like to be selfish, and have always

plshed for some one with whom to share this

M‘?aSure, we will journey together in spirit from

o le Eng to Cote St. Antoine. Time, about three
€lock in the afternoon.

Self _°¢ comes the car. Jump in and make your-

Comfortable. It is occupied by two women ;

The 'S about forty and the other a girl of cighteen.

t¥ are French-Canadians and evidently earn

ofelr ving by sewing, for each carries a numbfer
theCO:_its on her arm, taking them to some shop in

Wor > probably.  Not much pay do these poor

Stit CD get for their toilsome work—stitch, stitch,

ablchmg, day after day, and yet they seem toler-

be {) happy and contented. It is well for some to
O™ unambitious.

I, € One else is entering the car now—a portly

]00n, With a red face and a merry, comfortable

to ta) He looks around, as if to find somebody

Proy, k 10 ; but, as there is no one who is likely to

Ny COMpanionable, he at last settles down into
RDSettled state until the next passenger appears.

the 1S happens to be a dark little fellow, whom

press.touﬁpassenger greets with some genial ex-

Quai O in French. Most likely, he is an ac-

ble Mtance, for they immediately strike up a volu-

Stanq_lVersation, and, although I do not under-

ex eir language, their gestures and animated

On afford me no little amusement.

a littf Car stops again to let in a young lady and

mak.. 8l The young lady has a face which

Peg oS one think of something good. Very few

tireg € Possess a really good face, and it rests

is‘abe}’es to gaze upon this one. The htt_le glrl
thay 1 Wt seven years old, so pretty and winning
I fee] qQuite angry when' the form of a young
Ny, Mtervenes between us, and I see that some
“Omers have taken their places. These new-
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comers are a young man and his girl. What
strikes me as remarkable about this couple is that
the young girl appears to be very proud of her
escort and the young man shows plainly that he
appreciates himself, if no one else does. He be-

longs to that class of youths who are sometimes -

called “mashers”—that is, they imagine _they
make a great impression on every girl. It is my
opinion that he even thinks he has mashed a
couple of typical old maids who are set up just
opposite him. One of them, at any rate, does not
seem to feel so. I hear her whisper to her com-
panion that she does not know how any girl can
be so silly as to be pleased and proud to be seen
in the company of such a senseless fellow as the
one in front of them. She says this rather spite-
fully, and I am inclined to say “Sour grapes”
(inaudibly, of course). But on second thoughts,
I refrain from the uncharitable remark, because
there does seem some truth in what she says about
the young man, and how can we expect one whose
heart has lain dormant for years to understand the
feelings of a girl in love? .

Who is this in dirty rags and a worn-out face,
carrying a basket on herarm? Who is this that
shrinks into a corner, as if she would willingly
shrink out of the world? ’Tis a poor beggar girl,
who has perhaps begged money enough to carry
her weary limbs home to some miserable den.
How wretched, how dull she looks! Life holds
nothing bright for such a one. God alone knows
what her life is. The sooner 'tis ended the better.
Such misery is seen and passed by every day of
our lives, and yet, how many think of doing any-
thing to stop it. People preach and preach, but
very few obey the old maxim which tells us to
practice what we preach. There are some who
honestly intend to do good, but when the tale
comes for acting they’ll let it pass, and chance
after chance they miss in this way, until one day
they wake up to the fact that their life is over and
their dreams have come to naught.

Why is it that so many dream
Of great deeds to be done ?

Why is it that so many dream
Of honours to be won ?

Why is it that men dream and dream
Till the sands of life are run?

Why, ah, why is _there so much Planning and
thinking and so little doing? But there is no
time to puzzle out conundrums in a horse car, and
as a man with his arms full of parcels, presenting
a rather funny appearance, is struggling to get a
seat near me, [ break up the train of thought
which is perplexing my brain and thought and in-
terest myself in the fresh arrival. He has tum-
bled one of the parcels on the flor and a little
stream of white sugar is oozing out. A couple of
fashionably dressed ladies are just behind him,
and I think it would be kindness on _their part to
let him know that he is losing his sugar, but they
take their seats unconcernedly and allow the con-
ductor to notify him of the fact. They choose a
seat as far away as possible from the beggar girl,
whom they regard with faces of disgust and, after
they are comfortably settled, begin a conversation
about some mission for which they are collecting
contributions. They are rich ladies, good church
members, charitable in many ways ;'I.)ut 'I am
afraid they will not have the same position in the
next world that they have in this.

The man with the parcels has a great deal of
difficulty in preventing them from slipping off his
knees, and the efforts he makes from time to time
to keep them in place are very amusing. At last
he produces a large red cotton handkerchief and
ties them up. When this is d.one he heaves such
a sigh of relief that every one in the car knows he

t found ease.
ha’sl‘ﬁtt: li;r is pretty well filled now. A young
person of the masculine gender, in passing me,
has almost pushed me out of my seat—uninten-
tentionally, of course. I can see by his faqe that
he is absent-minded, and not only absent-minded,
but miserable, though why he should be miserable
I don't know. Young, tolerably good-looking,
dressed well and healthy, he ought to be happy
enough. Perhaps he has been crossed in love.
But I cannot tell. Some people would go through
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life with a gloomy countenance if they had all the
blessings of heaven showered on them. It may
be that those people who persist in looking mis-
erable desire to be pitied. Well, we do pity them.
We pity all those whose lot in life is hard, and we
pity them because they require pity ; but there is
a deeper feeling than pity in our breasts for the
unknown ones who hide their sorrow from the
world’s curious gaze, to whom pity gives positive
pain when coming from those who do not under-
stand what they are pitying; for we know that
they who sorrow the most give no sign ; that the
saddest hearts are oft the bravest.

Here comes 2 man 1 know. At least, I know
him by sight, and I have been told by different
people that he is a crank. Heis a pleasant look-
ing old fellow, with a queer little way of looking at
people, but I do not see anything cranky about
him. I think the world is getting rather cranky
on the subject of cranks. Ifa person happens to
be a little different from the generality of this
world’s inhabitants, he or she is sure to be called a
crank, or something very like that expressive word.

A fine-looking old lady, with white hair, has a
seat between the fashionable ladies and the beggar
girl.  She does not shrink from coming into con-
tact with a fellow being. Her benevolent face
beams upon all around her, and the other ladies,
with whom she is evidently acquainted, change
their disagreeable looks to amiable ones by the
force of her example.

A couple of business men are discussing politics
in a corner. It seems to me to be a rather one-
sided discussion, as one of the men is' not at all
interested, which can easily be seen by the mono-
syllabic way in which he replies to his companion.
He (the companion) is so enthusiastic that he
does not notice the other man’s indifference, but
goes on discussing and arguing indefatigably.

Now, I have reached my destination and must
say good-bye, hoping sometime to have the plea-
sure of another trip with you.

Montreal. Epita Eaton.
THE VERDICT OF THE STATES ON

BLAINE.

The following, as a sample of Presidential
¥ campaign literature,” is worth reading and keep-
ing. It is written by E. C. P, in the Chicago
Globe. The key is to follow the capital letters
downward :—

AlaBama,
CoLorado,
ArkAnsas,
Indiana,
KaNsas,
GEorgia,
Wisconsin,
Ohlo,
Delaware,
California,

FloRida,
LoUisiana,

Towa,

North Carolina,

SoutH Carolina,
MassAchusetts,
ViRginia,
MaRyland,
Mlssouria,
MisSissippi,
Oregon,
1iNois,

Nevada,
PEnnsylvania,
TeXas,
KenTucky,

VermoNt,
Minnes(ta,
West Virginia,
RhodE Island,
. Michigan,
NeBraska,
Maink,
New JeRsey,
TennesSee,
Connecticlt,
New YoRk,
NEw Hampshire,
[This inﬁ{cnious collocationist will, perhaps, be a mistaken scer. The
.

return of Harrison is by no means unlikely . —FEditor Dominion
ILLyUSTRATED.]



