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I'llK 15.\1,LA1) OK r. BLOSSOM.

Villi luvir know 1". IJlo.-soin ? (ind. I vimHv iIduhIu lliiit ho

Wa?; known iis woll b.v all llio uorld as over ho was by nK'

;

llo had inonoy and youth and wit : nnd all of us aro aware

'Ihat oahor will do for a man at a iiiiioh—ho Jrovo a spaiikinn- pair

—

While 1—1 drovi' my woodon hoiso who-o ^tall was in tho S(|iiaro!

At all tlio voiito> and all tlio lialls a conti'al sun was ho,

Konnd which lovolvod of widows and maids a i!a//lin,n Halavf.

And mothors fond lii> oar would >ook, to iirai.-o tlioir danuhtcrs fair;

oh. what a niatil;, tiny said to ihomsolvosi tho was old (ioIdlinchV hoir*

Ana I— 1 drovo my woodon hoi'so whoso stall was in tho Siiuaro I

Tlio JikIkp himself wa> hoard to hint to 1!Io.-miim t.iat a wil'o

Would di,!;nify his station and smooth the path of life,

Ami tho Judsjo's daniihtor, Enulino, to hor friends would oft dorlare

Sho iiovtr saw such whislaTs nor .-uch a head of hair!

While 1— I drovo my wooden horse whose stall was in the Square I

Oh. what a lucky, hf'ky dojr I I iiovrr oould explain

Why he should ne\( ow to care nor feel the :4rip of pain ;

His path was always .uoked with Mowers, hi> sky was always fair,

lie was courted, iietled. Ilattcieil—he was weleonie overywliuro

—

Anil I— I drove my wooden horse whose stall was in the Sijuare I

But (ioldfineh died as all uien iniist, after makiii-.; a sconndroMy will.

The tenor of which fjave lUossoni a stitch in his side and an aj;uey chill

;

Ir reail, Jly housekeeper [ make of all my wealth i!ie heir I

ThoMflkssom ^rew ii passion flower—he stamped and tore hi> hair

—

WlnieT— I drove my wooden liorso whosi' stall was in tho S(|uarc I

And Blossom failed out ot sijjht-his hour of Moom was done

—

Kor other fi.di the nets wore spri'ad that wove for Blossom spun

—

'I'liouijli envied once l)y thousands his fate was hard to hear,

But so doth run the world away with all its joy ami cnre

—

While 1— I drive my woodon hor.M' whose stall is in the Square I i;..v

STORIHS WE UE.AUD AMONC THE IMN'ES.

11\ .1. «.. UOLIUNor.

Oiv ii cloiir, cold uighl, one .January, luilt" a iloy.eu men were .seated

avoimd a roariug fire o\' hii<,'e loj^s, lieaped ou the rude licarth of a
^luiuty, amid.st tlie pines of the Ottawa. Tlie pine knots crackled aud
.sent up ft vivid flame wliich lit up the little hut (|uito brilliantly. The
atmosphere was certainly not of the clearest, for all were sniokiu};

euerjjetically, only removing their pipes in the pauses of the couvcrsa-
tion which >vas apparently of an iuteresting character. One of the
party was an old lumberman, with a pleasant, frank expression on his


