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Flround Dunodas.

ANY of those with
vivid  imaginations
will find it difficult,
in reading the No-
vember number of
THE JourNaL, to re-
member that the
summer is gone, and
only a very little bit
of even the autumn

remains.,  In *“ Antigonish,”

and A Trip Down the

Rideau,” we live over again

¥ the sweet delights of woods and

river, and stream, and with the beau-
tilul picture of Webster's Falls, near

Dundas, on the cover, and the pretty

views of Logie's Falls, the Valley

City, and Ainsliec weads on this page, all taking

us back to the summer, it is hardly strange that

we forget to realize how near are the snows and
ice of’ Christmas.

The scenery almost everywhere in Canada
is pretty, and nearly every town is connected
in some way with something historical. Chier
among those which claim an atmosphere of
both, particularly that of picturesque beauty, is
old Dundas, lying low in the valley, with
wooded mountains surrounding it on all sides,
and down at the foot, the waters that head Lake
Ontario.

Like so many other towns in Canada, it has
that quiet, peaceful look, so often found in old
places where the streets are beautiful avenues
of spreading trees, with here and there clumps
of walnut trees older than the town itsell.
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Towering above everything, are the tall chim-
neys of factories and the spires of churches, and
away beyond its encircling hills are wide plains
of well-tilled farms, making Dundas, with its
beautiful residences, an ideal Canadian town,

The great military  highway opened up by
Governor Simcoe trom the St Lawrence
straight through to London, was named Dun-
das street after Henry Dundas, Viscount Mel-

SNAP S1HOTR IN AINSLIE Woobs,

ville, who during Simcoe’s governorship was
Sccretary of War in the Duke of Portland’s
cabinet.  And from this, also called the Gover-
nor’s Road, the town took its name.

Since the day, more than two centuries ago,
when La Salle gazed upon this scenery—the
ravines, the neighboring ca:cades, the whaole
prospect —there has been but one verdict as to
the beauty of the Valley City, and to-day

it still ranks amony the most pictaresque
towns in the  Dominion.  Not unimportant
to Canadbans is the fact that it is the home of
T. H. Hayhurst, who distinguished himselt and
brought a reflected glory to his native place by
winning the Queen’s prize at Bisley in 1805,

Of the sports which help to make the old
town keep pace with the spivit of the times, the
little book, Picturesque Dundis, says that in
speaking to an old settler
about the canal and the
mawsh, which  extends on
both sides for from one hun-
dred yards to three quarters
of a mile, the first thing he
is likely todois to tell you a
story about the great dmes
they used to have fishing
and shooting, and catching
muskrats and mink.  Some
of the stories seem so in-
credible that it is just possi-
ble they may hine the same
foundation that <o many
anglers build their w ondertul
anccedotes  on, However,
such a great change has
taken plice in the appear-
ance of the canal and its
surroundings that it is just
possiblethe yarns told by the
old inhabitants may be true,
atter all.  In the old days it was not an
unusual sight to see several steamers, and
six or seven schooners, loading in the canal
at one  time.  Then, the banks were lined
with millions of feet of timber as well as with
thousands of cords of wood, waiting  ship-
ment. Now, the canal is a field for various
kinds of sports, and in winter it is a wide,
glorious,open-air rink.

—_—— o
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T Varuey City. From the Mountain Drive,
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NOISY, dusty city
once more, with its
busy throngs, and
its round of gaiety
commencing, as so-
ciety rises and
smiles  upon  its

friends again, after the drowsy

lanquor of summer days-- and

Charlie Fane in the midst of it

all!

It is now a month since he
left Nemicab Rapids, and the intervening days
have not been all happiness.  When one has a
continual dull sense of something lost to one's
life, and a feverish desire to obliterate from
memory that which most forces itself upon the
thoughts, then do days and nights become one
long struggle against self’ and recollection ¢m-
bitters ev rrything.

Amy Lester had greeted the return of her lover
rather coldly, but was too proud to question
him as to the cause of his protracted absence,
ar remark upen his very lame excuses tor the
same.

On tlis particular afternoon Charlie made
his wav to the Lester’s with rather a bitter
expression upon his usually bright face,; and
this Jeepened when he stood in the hand-
some drawing room and heard the faint
rustle of silk, whicl. ; receeded the entrance
of ais fiancee.  She came into the room slowly
and wih rather a hesitating smile on her
pretty face—a face which might well appeal
to any maa, with its sweet mouth, soft blue
eves, and mass of fair hair waving back from
alow forchead.

* 1 expected you varlier, Charlie,” she said,
as he advanced to meet her. He kissed her

uantdd
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lightly on the cheek as hé answered in 2 tone
of polite indifference, ** Yes. 1 must apologize,
but just as § wasleaving I hud a caller from the
country, and vouldn't get away.”

“Was it some one from Cranston ?” Amy
asked, quickly, as a slight blush rose to her
chueek,

*Yeu 5 it school teacher up there. A man of
the name of Willinms —but he wouldn't interest
you, so we needn’t go into particulars,” and
with an unpleasant little laugh, Faae walked to
the window and stood looking out.

“As long as it wasn't a water nymph, or o
‘nut brown muid,” 1 won’t ask for details ot
the interview,” said Amy, lightly, but in spite
of her bantering tone, her eyes were very wist-
ful as they rested on the tall figure at the
window. The remainder of the short visit was
occupied in trying over some new music which
Charlie had brought with him ; and, when they
finally separaled, it was with the agreement
that he should call that evening and accompany
Amy and her mother to a box at the Grand.

That evening Charlie sat in his bachelor’s
den, which was cosy and warm. In his hand
was a letter, and as he read it over, his brows
contracted in a heavy frown,

The epistle began, ¢ Dearest Rosalind,” and
the pith of its contents was contained in these
words, ¢ Mr. William's is a good man, 1 feel
sure, and he loves you dearly.  When he was
here to-day, he told me he knew why you had
refused him last summer, but you see, don't
vou dear, what an impossible thing it would
be for us to continue the relations of those
summer days? We were very happy for a
little whiie, but other things must be consid-
ered, and we must now drop romance, iand face
the facts of evervday life.”

And so on, and as the man finished the ¢old,
carefully worded farewell, which had cost him
hours of misery and indecision, his face grew
set and hard, and there was an unpleasant curl
of hislips, when he tolded the document and
placed it in an envelope, preparatory to post-
ing it on his way to the Lester house.

The theatre wits crowded that night, and the
Lesters had quite a partyin their box. Charlie
was almost boisterously genial as he kept np
an animated conversation with first one and
then another of his fellow guests.  Only Amy
noticed his forced laugh, and the nervous
warking of his hands ; and in proportion as his
gaiety increased, she grew more and more
silent and constrained.  The play progressed,
and the theater grew hot and close. Amy
leaned forward and touched her lover on the
arm, *“ Charlie,” she said, in a low tone, **1
must gret out, 1 feel so fuint—Charlie !”

But he neither answered, nor turned to look
at her.  1lis eves were fixed upon the stage,
his face was drawn and white.

** Let no face bo kept in mind
But the fair of — Rosalind.”

came in a silvery voice from the stage. With
a smothered cry he staggered up from his seat
as if he had been stabbed, and pushed past the
startled occupants of the box, past his pale,
trembling fiancee, out into the corridor, and
an, till he finally reached the street, and there,
hatless and breathleas, he paused to collect his
thoughts. This must be the end, he knew.
The growing coldness between himself and
Amy must culminate now, but he feit no coni-
punction. He iooked round vaguely. Some
one was coming out of the opera house.
Why, surely it was Mr. JMfarston, and that was
Amy with him!

They must not see him standing there, so he
drove to his quarters, there to spend a most
wretched pight.

His surmise proved true, and after that
cvening all was over between himself and
Amy.  The day after the unfortunate affair at
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the theatre he received a little note, asking
him to call and explain his conduct of the
j wevious night.  He wrote, in answer, that he
could give no exolanation, and so it had ended.
That was three weeks ago, and he had not seen
Amy singe.

He felt he must get away, and to one place
only could he go. Accordingly he packed a
small valise, and took the train for Cranston.

He arvived at the hotel about four o’clock
one afternoon, and a few moments after was in
a canoe and on his wiy to the rapids—to the
old trysting place at the foot of the turbid
witers.

All was still as he neared the familiar spot.
The cold, October suplight shone through the
leaves and danced mérrily on a grassy terrace
near the shore where he used to sit with Rosa-
lind.  Ah! something wa: moving there now.
How his heart bounded, and almost choked
him. A canoe was drawn up on the beach, and
a dark figure, half hidden by bushes, knelt and
swayed slowly backward and forward—back-
ward and forward.  Charlie hastily drew vp his
boat and strode towards the swaying shadow:.

““ Rosalind ! Rosalind!™ he said in a husky
voice, * you said you would be waiting where
we always met, and now—-my darling—I have
come Rosa-- "

The figurerose stowly, and turning as slowly,
confronted him.

“Yes, she's waitin’,” said a harsh voice,
* Oh'! she'’s waitin’—but don't you dare come
qigh her, or VIL--I'lL kill you. Do you hear?
I could kill you now !*

And the face of Rosalind’s father grew black
with rage and hatred, his small eves gleamed
Jangerously. For a moment he stood, glaring,
as if about to fulfil his threat, but suddenly his
head drooped, his eyes lost their hght, and he
muttered brokenly—

*“ But—but she-~what
say 1"

Fane stumbled blindly forward towards an
object lying on the ground ’‘neath the bushes,
But the father was too quick forhim.  Turning
swiftly he stooped and lifted the motionless
burden in his atms, and made his way to his
cunoe.  As he passed, Fane caught a glimpse
of a white face, a1 mass of wet, matted hair, and
a pair of staring eves—that was all.

He could not move. He heard the grating
of a boat being pushed off, then the plash of a
paddle, and he was alone—alone on this spot
with its haunting memories of summer days,
when honor was forgotten in the touch of a
sun-browned hand, and the smile of two sweet,
red lips, when love sped his arrows with ar
aim, not less impetuous, not less sure, than the
rushing rapids themselves. But after the tur-
bulence and conflict of these swift waters
before him came a clear, smooth space where
the tired drops rested and basked in the sun-
shine. And was there to be no rest for him?
No peace after the struggle and anguish of this
mad passion? He had but followed the
instints  of nature as did the waters. They
found calm at length—surely--surely—

But the rpids burst into a sudden roar ot
indignation, the landscape grew blurred and
dim. He threw himself on the ground and
buried his head in his arms. When he ags'n
raised it the shadows had grown iong, and
wavering, the pall of evening hung over all,
It was cold, and the waters, now davk and
angry, made an accomnpanimant for the pines,
as the latter bent their stately heads and
wailed—

will  her mother

< Lat no face bo kept in mind
But the fair of—XRosalind."

| TR




November, 1807,
Conclusion I 'WO of Competition
Number Story.
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P2, URING the five weeks

\ which Charley
Fane had spent
at Cranston he
had grown obliv-
fous of the fact
that he possessed
i business, and
also a hetrothed.
If for a moment
the cares and
anxicties of this

sappiness, he
immediately
shook oft such
troublesome
thoughts, and be-
came mare for-
getful than ever
of his business. I, occasionally, the memory of
Amy came over his mind with a sharp pang of
regret, a few minutes in Rosalind’s bewitching
company stifled his momentary repentance.

And it was only when he had boarded the
citytrain at the little sta ion of Cranston, and felt
himself rapidly approaching work and care
again, and leaving joy and pleasure behind,
that the full conviction of his folly rushed over
him, and immediately cast him into a state of
abject gloom.

In the first place he acknowledged the folly
of which he had been guilty, in concealing
from Rosalind, until the last moment, the fact
of his engagement.

Here, again, his frank and open nature had
been in the wrong. While he had been at Crans-
ton it did not seem such an improper thing for
him to sece Rosalind. On this point he had to
confess that he had been carried away by his
feelings. And yet, poor Amy! How wrongly
he had treated her, too! And then it came
over him like a thunder-bolt, what a fool he had
been! The more he deliberated on this point,
the more convinced he became that the proper
course was to return to his business as soon as
possible, to marry Amy, and forgzet Rosalind.

While he was thus absorbed in his thoughts,
Charlie sud lenly became aware of the fact that
somebody was speaking to him. He looked up,
momentarily startled, and perceived that a
rather handsome young man was gazing at him,
inquiringly.

“[ beg you pardon!” stammered Charlie,
1 must have been asleep ! ”

‘T was only asking you if you would mind
sharing your seat with me,” an.wered the
stranger, pleasantly. ¢ The train is quite full.”

“Certainly ! certainly !”  exclaimed our
hero, quite willing, and even ecager to have
someone to whom he could talk, and thereby
forget his trouble. For Charlie was one of
those fellows whom trouble will not trouble
long, as far as he could prevent it.

‘ Thank you very much,” repliedthe stranger.
‘I got on at Cranston, and have been stand-
ing ever since.”

‘“ I got on there, too,” said Charlic, openly.
Then he added, *¢I have been in Cranston
somewhat over five weeks, fishing.”

‘* Indeed ! ” murn:ured the stranger, thought-
fully. ‘I do belicve I have seen you before.”
** ¢ Very likely, if you have bzan in Cranston
for any length of time,” observed Charlie.

‘' Well, yes! I have been living thece for over
two years. Iam a master in the High School.™

‘“Is that so ? " exclaimed Charlie betraying
a sudden interest, and yet fearing o ask the
stranger if he were Williams,  Se e suddenly

life clouded his,

CANADIAN HGME JOURNAL.

checked himself, and changing the subject
began to speak saygely on that most conversable
of all subjects (at least to some people), fshing.

Finally, atter some hours' chat, the lghts of
the city began to twiskle through the Talling
durkness, and Charlie made a final effort to
learn the stranger’s name.  But he was destined
to discover it much mure easily than he had
anticipated, for, as they were preparing to
leave the car, the stranger produced a small
grip from behind the seat, on the side of which
was inscribed, in capitals, the name, W. 1.
Williams.

The effect of his short conversation with Wil
tiams brightened him up considerably. His easy-
going nature ayain displayed itself.  Let Wil-
liums have Rosalind.  She would be in good
hands.,  He could fulfil the cail of duty, amd
everyvthing would be well,

But hiddenbehindhis outward carcless nature,
the germs of a lasting lave lay implanted i he
botton: of his heart. Many a night, when he had
returned from secing Amy, he thought of Rosa-
lind. He remembered plainly, just how she
had «ppeared, when they parted that day at the
foot of the rapids. He remembered, too, that
strange belief she had in his fidelity, as she
uttered those words, 1 shall be waiting for
you at the foot of the rapids.” Many a time
his love caused him to forget everything clse,
and a deep longing came over him to see her
once again.

Sudden impluses were one of his common
fuilings. Once he grew so alarmed that he
might repent of his purpose, that he implored
Amy to advance their wedding day, but she
would not consent to this. However, she
occasionally noted a vague restless feeling
about him, which his wonted jollity did not
catirely conceal, but this she kept to herself.

Weeks passed in this happy-go-lucky sty'e,
but on the evening of the 16th of October,
three days before the date set for their marri-
age, matters came to a crisis.  Evervthing
seemed to have gone’wrong, and even Charlie’s
buoyant nature could not hold up under his re-
verses. In such circumstances, as on the train
the day he came home from Cranston, a de-

jected mind gave birth to melancholy thoughts.
He remembered his parting from Rosalind.
How could he have been such i fool as to give
her up—and to such a fellow as Williams ?
And here—he was to be married in two days.

The impulse came suddenly. Why should
he not see Rosalind to-morrow, and settle
matters between them in some way.

11l do it,” he said, with determination.

Now, Charlic knew his own nature. By
morning he would be sure to have lost his in-
spi-ntion. Therefore, without giving the matter
anuther thought, he scribbled a note to Amy,
saying he was leaving for Cranston on the aft-
ernoon triain next day on important business,
and would probably return the following
morning. After which bhe inscribed a brief
epistle to Rosalind, imploring her to keep her
promise and meet him at the toot of the rapids
the following evening at five. Late as it was
he posted both notes, and then retired to rest.
No trouble, however serious, could keep sleep
from his eyes.

When he awoke next moarning he felt there
wits something to be done.  The impulse of the
preceding evening soon occurred to him, and
without questioning the decision at which he
had arrived, he prepared to leave for Crunston.
Arrived there, he immediately posted off for the
boat-house. The appearance of a summer
resort had been completely erased from Crans-
ton. The large boat-house was closed and
only « sma' ore was in usd. Qur hero was
warmly greeted by the man in charge, with
whom he had often gone on fishing expedi-
tions.

¢ Pve just come down on business,” explain-

3

ed Charlie, “and I want to o out on the
river, just to remind me of old times.”

SThat’s right,” assented the man, “and 'l
always let you e my best boat, Mr. Chartie
--but, my boy, the river's very tull and 1
sdvise you ot to o too near the rapids, for
P've seen as goad oar's as you go over there.”

** Never tear, Ben, Il be careful!” shooted
Charlie, pushing out into mid-stream. ¢ Now
then, hurey's the word,” he added to himself,

The spicit of ** old times ™ came over him,
He forgot all else in the wild delight of floating
s the water, over which lhie had so often
skimmed.,  The few miles between Cranston
and the vapids flew past. A demon of daring
seized him.  “ Onee more —the rapids!™ he
wildly shouted. The onls excuse he could offer
aimsell was tat he would not meet Rosa in
time it he went by the portage.  The enticing
roar of the catiract sounded in his ears.  He
streiygrthened his hold on the seat and firmly
grasped the paddle. )

The current quizkens ! Foo late to repent
now ! The walls of rock narrow.  The canoe
shoots between them.  How skiltully he guides
it amony the jutting rocks. One moment
more and the deed will be done.

But stay! What sound was that? A wild
shriek of terror ; Charlie looked up, and instant-
Iy the unmanned canoe was over.  For the
second time he was in the rapids and being
whirled down the tide, amid the remnants of
his splint  ed bark.

The widng Rosalind, in the anguish of her
soul, had uttered a frantic shrick when she saw
her lover coming down the rapids, forgetful
that by so doing she would close forever his
chance of safety. She saw him over in the
flood, and with heroic bravery, leaped in,
and  wading  through the shallows at the
foot of the rapids, prepared to grasp him as he
would be borne past. But alas! before ke
came, the brave girl was herselt carried away
by the angry current, and whirled into the
cialm, deep waters of the river below.

But sce! A boat thrust forward by steady
strokes, a vouny man guiding its course.
Charlie, who had miraculously reached the foot
in safety, struck out towards it, oblivious of the
fact that Rosalind, rendered unconscious oy the
shock, was drowning close at hand. A\ brave
rescue, as Williams, for he it was, pulled the
exhausted swimmer into his boat. A aoble
attempt he made to reach the drowning girl,-
but alas, too late! Betore he reached her the
cold waters had done their work, and the brave
girl was no more. )

Who shall describe the sadness in the little
cottage at the toot of the rapid: & The grief of
an aged father and mother, s anexpectediy
deprived of their dearest treasuce ! The repent-
ant anguish of Charlie. the careless cause of all
this sorrow! Why had he shot the rapids?
And Williams, though he had long since heen
given up by Rosalind, he, too, grieved at the
dire calaniity, and wondered at the strength of
a woman's love.

But rich and happy Amy, surecurded by all
her luxuries, knows nothing of all* his sorrow, .
and frets because Charlie has bad an upset
which will delay their wedding for some time.

But the wedding day itself comes and goes.
Chartie Fane, carcless as ever, forgets his sor-
row, and Amy lives on, without any knowledge
of what might have happened it her husband
had not had that upset.
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** Mrs. Gimps,” said a little girl to a neigh-
bor, my mother sent me over to invite you to
come and take tea with us.

“ Did she say at what time I should come?”

** No; she only said I was to ask you, and
then it would be off her mind.”

bws....
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Concluston THREE of Competition
Number Story.

Twe Chapters in Two Lives.

CHAPTER 1.

S the  train whirled Charhie
Fane towards Toronto,
visions of Amy rose be-
fore him, remembrances
of her father's wealth
and social position, and
her own ligh-breeding,
and he realized of what
inestimable  advantage
these would be to him
in carrying out his in-
tention of becoming a leader, not onjy at the
bar, but also in social circles, )

** Let no face be kept in mind but the fair of
Rosalind,” came to him, borne on memory's
breath. )

Finidly he resolved to talk it over with his
friend, Montrose.  The day after his return he
visited the latter at his bachelor chambers on
Church street, and told his tale.

\WVhen he had finished, Montrose knocked the
ashes out of his pipe, and quoted quizzically

“* And he
Nighod as he pondered ruefully,
Iow that, which in Maud was native grace.
In Mrs. Jenking was out of placoe.
* For, had he waited, ho might have wed

Somo maiden, fair and thoroughbrod,
For there bo maids -

* Pshaw " interrupted Charlie, ** she's edu-
cated, I tell you.”

*Well, well, man, do as you please. By
the way, when are you going to take me to see
Miss Lester?”

“Oh! any time. Next Saturdav night do?”

“Yes, all right.  Good night.”

Charlie went home and to bed, but lay awake
tor an hour or so, thinking it over.  His reflec-
tions ran somewhat thus : ** I like a pretty girl.
Rosalind’s  certainly prettier than Amy.” |
wiant a girl who'll be able to take her place
properly when she's my wife.  Come to think
of it, Rosalind’s a trifle gauche in her ways.”
His concluding thoughts were that he wouldn't
let. Amy know for a few days that he was in

‘town, and that he'd write a little note to Rosa-
lind, which might mean anything or nothing.

Saturday evening came, and, according to
appointment, Moatrose called for him, on bhis
wiy to Miss Lester’s,

There was 4 shade of annoyance on Miss
Lester’s face as the two young men entered the
drawing room.  \Why Chanie shouid not have
written for more than a week, then come
home without word of warning, and brought a
friend, who was a pertect stranger to her, with
him the first time he came to see her, was
somewhat incomprehensible.

Montrose noticed a look of embarrassment
on Fane's face, a glitter in Miss Lester’s eyes,

oind 2 heightened color in her cheeks which
could mean nothing else than indignation.
The girl quickly recovered herself, however,
and chatted away unconcernedly. ¢ Plucky
little thing,” thought Montrose. * Fane's a
foal it he fets her go for the sake of 2 pretn
tace he fancies he's in love with '

Tt was a very piqued and sulky vouth whe
emergred from the Lester home that night, and
his wrath vented itself on his friend in expres-
sions which made up in terseness and foree
for what they lacked in cloquence.  The sub-
stamce of Montrose’s reply to all this  was,
“*that it he wanted to keep free of complica-
tions he'd better see that one string of his bow
was broken, betore he fitted another to it.”

As Charlie cogitated over his cigar that night
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the only way he saw oit of the diffeulty was
for him to write a humble note to Amy, which
he accordingly did, pleading sickness as the
cause of his not ealling before, asking her why
she didn’t trust him more fully, and giving her
by mapry a term of endearment, to understand
that he was “ever, her devoted slave, Charlie F.”

*Now for Rosalind. This is pretty rough
on a fellow, this is."”

** Lot no faco bo kept in mind
But the fair of Losalind,”

flitted again through his mind, and he there-
upon gave himself up to sentimental reflections,
part of which consisted of regrets that he cou.d
not have remained safely engaged to Amy
Lester and have carried on the pleasant and
romantic flirtation with Rosalind.  But he
thought it more prudent to gently intimate to
the latter, that though it tore his very heart-
strings, and made him feel that life was a
barren plain, still he must forego the delights
of her friendship.

He felt that his most telling argument would
be to explain that his sense of honor which had
been numbed, as it were, by her beauty and
tascination, was awake, and -ccusing him of
disloyalty to his affianced ; and as his honor
wis dear to him, *“dearer even than Roselind’s
own sweet self,” ** he knew he could not endure
the pain he would suffer, did he feel he had
brought a stain upon it.”  And finally he
beggred her to forget anyone so worthless as
himself, and hoped she would be happier with
the man who wis more worthy of her.”

Now, through a bit of carelessness, an acci-
dent happened, which has happened before, and
will doubtless happen again.

Fane addressed two envelopes, folded the
notes, and slipping what he thought was the
propitiatory note intended for Amy into the
envelope addressed to her, he sealed it, did the
same with the other, and running down stairs,
left them on the hall table, ready for the ser-
vant to put in the post box in the morning.
They would reach their destination on Monday
morning, and he would be made all right with
one of the youny ladies, at any rate.

As Amy met Montrose and Fane when they
were ushered into the drawing room at Mrs.
Lester’'s that evening, there was that in her
reception of her Jover which might have discon-
certed a bolder youth. It was not indignation,
it was not contempt, it was not amusement,
but it was a discomfiting mixture of all three.
Not dreaming of the true state of affairs, Fane
tried to make himself more than usually agree-
able, hoping, thereby, to clear matters up, but
met only with chilling politeness for his pains.

The next morning beside his plate at break-
fast lay two letters.  He tore open the upper-
most, quickly, recognizing Amy's handwriting.
The note ran—

Dean Mn, Faxe,--

I regrot to have unwittingly road that which is ovi-
dently intonded for some one elsv, and return it at
once, that it may reach its destination us quickly as
possible. Pray, donot think of waking the sacrifico
you mention init. Yours, in haste,

Amy Lester.

The other was almost as short, and equally

tull of meaning. It read—
CuarLES Fanr,
Sir,

inclosed you will find a noat as is planly ment for
some young Lady as i hope will never get took in
Buy you. dou’t you never show your faco hear agen.
My dawter's Feolius is hurt now but sheel be ol right
whon sho takes In a good ridance of Bad rubbish.

Yours rospectfully,

MicHAEL ALDERN.
» * *

Two years later, a couple of young men were
talking at the club, when ene remarked that he
had heard that day that Charlic Fane was
coming back from British Columbia.
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“ What did he leave for ? ” asked the younger
of the two. ** 1 never heard the rights of it.”

* Qh!” replied the first speaker, ** Tried to
work a double game, a girl here, and some
fascinating Maud Muller in the country ; wrote
to them both the same aight, and mixed the
letters, with such {mmediate results from both
quarters that Fane found some mining ™iter-
ests of his futher's in British Columbia needed
looking after, and feft at once for the West.”

Fane did come home, and in the paper that
he bought at the Union Sation, two items in
the births, marriages and deaths column met
his eye--

MosTtrosk—Lrstkr—On  Soptember 18th, at St,
Boniface Church, by the Rev. John Joties, Harold C.
Montrose, second son of —. Montrose, Esy,, — Hall,

— Shire, Eug., to Amy, only duughter of Jumes
Lester, Esq., Toronto,

Aund—

WiLLiams—ALpErN—On Septomber 18th,at Church
of St. Helen,Nomicah Falls, hy tho Rov. Flunry Stubbs,
John Henry Willinms, Engliah Master in Bay Viow
Cullegiato Institute, to Rosalind, cldest daughter of
Michasl Aldern, Nemicah Falls.

Could the reader have been on board the East
bound trains the day the above-mentioned
events took place, he would have heard two
conversations, which, though differing some-
what in form, were very similar in substance.

A sleander, fair-haired girl was saying with
that little tripping laugh, which was one of her
chiet charms, to the man who was bending over
her with a look of " ifinite tenderness in his dark
eves, ¢ To think, Harold, its just two years ago
to-day since 1 got that note from Charlie Fane.
I felt as if 1 could cry myself into a perfect
Niobe with mortification, at having been such
a silly as to fancy myself so awfully in love
with him, and telling him [ was, too ! " added
this twenty-ane yvear old matron, shamefucedly.
* But,” brightening, and with an assumption
of magnificent dignity, **1 was very young
then, and didn’t know any better.™

*You were the dearest girl in all the world
then, just as vou are now,” was Montrose's
conclusive answer.

On another car, two passengers attracted
much attention, not so much from the fact of
their being evidently a bridal couple, but for the
glorious beauty of the bride’s face and form.

Noting the glances of admiration directed to
his wife, the man whispered wistfully, My
darling, can you be content with me #”

“Content ! and the shining of the beautiful
cyes bore testimony to the truth of her words,
*“I'm the happiest woman in Canada. And 1
know now, beloved, that I loved you even
when, foolish schoolgirl that I was, 1 was look-
ing round anxiously for some body, with a
sufficiently romantic flavor attached, to which
I could devote myself, soul and body. It
doesn't seem possible that I'm the girl who
two years ago was exultingly contemplating
suicide. I wonder you can care for me, Jack.

“Care? Oh! my darling!” And after a
few minutes’ pause Jack Williains’ musical
voice quected these words of Tennyson, than
which there could be no better delincation of a
perfect marriage :—

** My brido,
My wife, my life. Oh, we will walk this world,
Yuked in all exerciso of noblo end,
And 80, through those dark gatos across the wild
That no man knows. Indoed I lovo thee ; come,
Yield thyself up ; my hopes and thine aro one;
Accomplish thou my manhood, and thysolf,
ILay thy sweet hands in mino and trust to me.”

For Ladies Only.
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UST two months to Christmas!  Quly
cight short weeks to think of and make
all the little presents for the members of
the family and the friends who, pcrlmps,

are busy thinking up things they imagine

would be nice for us.  Last month we gave
some suggestions which would be suitable for
holiday presents, among others a pretty pipe
rack, a laundry bag in blue denim, worked in
double pink roses, and a Freachy and very
effective handkerchief case, with an artistic
design in butterflies, all worked in their own
mitural colors. Any of the patterns, or the
stamped linen, could be obtained through the
Tue CANADIAN HoMme Journat, which is show-
ing this month some of the very latest and
prettiest designs in photo. frames.

It is quite possible to get tired of being pre-
sented with centre pieccs and sets of doilies,
however pretty they may be. Aud usually, one
cosy is enough at a time; but one can never
have too many photo. frames. The old ones
get rubbed and shabby, and new faces are
constantly being added to our gallery of pic-
tured friends, and unless we are content to put
them carefully out of sight and away from dust
and finger marks, they must have the protec-
tion of a frume. And so, a pretty one, prettily
worked by somebody who thinks we are worth
the time and trouble necessary, is as dainty
and suitable as anything we could give.

And again we remind our readers that Tng
Canapiax Hosme JournaL offers to get for any
one w. o writes to us, any of the articles we
illustrate each month. The rates are the low-
est possible, the linen and other materiais of the
finest quality, and the designs are selected from

the latest ounes oul.
* * *

O. 1 is a palette, worked in a design of
single violets on fine white linen, intended
to hold two photos. The flowers fall very
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No. R ~Brrekrcur. —Perfornted  pazer patten, 1.,
stamped linen, 2., silk (ve akains), 25¢., pastohonnd mount,
15¢., Jlnen, atampod and commencod, with all sllks necessary,

)

prettily, and, when finished, it is delightfully
arlistic and natural in ecffect. It takes ten
shades of silk, counting in the greens for the
stems and feaves, but as only a few threads of
some are necessary, we call it three skeins. In
buying the silks, in the usual way, it would
mean the full skeins, but our arrangement
saves such an unnecessary expense.
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1', Q. 2 is the same shape, worked in pink

single roses, and, like the violet one, is
of fine, white linen. It takes rather more siltk
for the flowers, and has a good deal more work
in it, but the result is lovely. The delicate
shades of pink on the snow-white ground mike

| . . 2
7 N \ n
. . ‘7\%
) \ : CoD
'
iy
oL . ‘Ql)
755 P . /’
f & ~.& ,.%\)
\ 5\‘,,1%})&25"
g &‘ .- - ’\ﬁ o
e HANICONN /e
S (?_X '
—

Na, 1, -VioLET PALy e, - U lurated paper pattern, 150,
siamped linon, 13¢., sllk«, 15¢.. pasto board mount, 15¢., linon
statnped and commenced, with all sflks neces<ary, 6e.

i deliciously pretty combination with which to
frame two fair faces, or somebody and his
sweetheart.
* * L 4
0. 3 is a buttercup design on white linen
——that pretty bleuding of yellow and
white, which is always so charming.
* * *

No. 4 is the handsomest of the four, is
more elaborate than the rest, and has much
more work in it than cither the buttercup or
violet ones. It is a design of briar roses on
white linen, with a pretty fancy scroll in two
of the four corners, worked in white Japan
floss with cross bars of pale pink. The flowers
are done in the usual Kensington, or embroid-
ery stitch.

* * *

No. 5 is as simple and pretty as it is useful.
It is a forget-me-not calendar, worked in the
blue shade of the flowers on white linen. The

 m e em MAaw emEm e -

N 4 - Rosk PaLkrTk, -Dorforated paper pallern, 15,
stamped Hinen, *Se., pasteboned mount, e, silka, 13c, finen,
stamped and commenced, with all silkxs uceerury, Goc.

ribbons are done in blue, with an outlining of
white Japan floss. It is aneat, pretty little thing,
and would make a sweet addition to somehody’s

b

writing table, or in fact, would look tresh and
appropriate anywhere, and has the merit of
beingr very inexpensive. A calendiar tor the
centre roes with it, taking in the remainder of
this vear, and all of 18a8, And again, anvone
making this, gains an advantage in sending to
us for the materials, 1o buyving the sitks in the
usual way it would be necessary 1o gret a skein
of blue for the forget-me-nots, one of vellow
for the centres, and one of white for the
ribbons.  We e that only v much of vach

No. 2 Brian Rosk Parurmis, Perforated paper pattern,
15¢. stumped linen, 20c, sk (vo skelns), .’.Sc, ;':m('o hoard
mount, 15¢., Huen, stamped and commenced, with all sitks ue-
cessary, 79c.

color as is necessary goes with the design, and
so, instead of three skeins we charge for only

one, as the broken skeins only amount to that.
* * *

E N exchange, on the subject of little orna-
mentationsforthe home, says, *“\When one
comes to the consideration of hame-made de-

No. 5 -Carrspa.—Paper pattern, 1ue., stampaed tinen,
5¢., tmouat, 10¢., ealendar, Je.. shik (1 skein), 3¢,

corative articles, one is always on the safe side
in not overloading with them. There is more
artistic worth in a rustic branch with a last
year’s nest on it, than in any number of pockets
and holders made of ** bellows™ and worn-out
fans. ‘There is no reason, nowever, why the
home artist should not beautify articles of daily
utility.  Pins, for instance, cannot be better
pliced than in a preuty pin-tray on my lady's
dressing-table or rhiffonier ; but pins are often
wanted in the library, or even in the kitchen,
where only hanging cushions are available, and
these should be pretty and suitable.™

“A simple wall-cushion, square or  heurt-
shaped, in rich copper-colored satin with knots
of ribbon of a darker shade, mayv be phiced in
some conspicuous spot against walls covered
with library paper in leather tones, the satin
surface being adorned with tinsels in red, gold
and silver.”
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AVE vou ever been down the Ruleau 2

Noz  Then go, as soon as you aan, i

not tus summer then next, foraf ever

there was a place where Mother Nature

toek the tired chuldren of avilization to herselt

and tured them 1o forget all the seams and

uncomtortable places i thur lives, that place
1s the Radeau.

We, my tnend and I, were taking a summer
holiday, and baving heard of the beauties of the
Rudeau tiver and lakes, we started off to see
and judge tor oursehves. T was to stop off)
niudway, at a camp in Big Rideaw Lake. She
clected to go through to Qutana,

We boarded the comtortible and home-like
** James Switt 7t Kingston at six o'clock one
Monday mormrgain July. The rain was coming
down in torrents,
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Lake, and we —for my friend was cheer-
ing up -the sun's re-appearance having taken
to, on an air of probability --were  lost in
admiration of the skill of the man at the
wheel.  We were steaming, slo .y, through
several small lakes : Big Cranberry, Little
Cranberry and \Whitefish ; now  wondering
whether the steersman intended cutting the
mainland in two, for no plice of egress was to
be seen, when suddenly, down would go the
helim, round would come the boat's head, and
a tresh and more beautitul bend would be dis-
ddosed s  then again making  wild guesses
(which were nearly always wrong), as to which
ol many appirent outlets the pilot would choose.

As we were passing through one of the lakes
the genial purser came round to enquire our
destination, and incidentally wollect our fare,
and he volunteered the information that he
thought it would clear up very soon.

Kate said ** thank you ™ with such fervour at
this point, that iie smiled, and said he thought
we must have taken the weather to heart.
Well, we had ! How were we to judge, even
partially, of the Rideau, when she kept her
attractions hidden behind a drop curtain of rair.?

Shortly after this | heard a prolonged, ¢ Oh!™
of delight from my Iriend, and Ituraed to find it
Waes inspired by cows —cows standing placidly in

November, 187,

mass, and the scenic setting of thisis very wild
and picturesque.

A summer hotel, and the American tourist
have invaded the place. Two of the latter
were lishing from the bridge, with the newest

thing in fishing rods in their hands, and

the ugliest of white commodore caps upon
their heads. They were fat, they were forty,
but, alas ! they were not fair.  (The mate says
the trinity of I”'s is indivisible, but he's wrong).
Andthey were American, through the length and
breadth of them, and the contrast between the
solidified placidity of their whole attitude, and
the wild eagerness with which they masticated

the luscious tutti frutti, was sharp, indeed.
Just then, rather opportunely, we thought,
for che tutti frutti had made discord in our
souls, which before had been tuned in harmony
with nature’s symphony all about us, a horn
announced dinner, and there was a scurry back
to the boat, and a moderate indulgence in good
English roast beef, (rare), well-cooked ve-
getables, and flakey pastry, all daintily serv-
ed, prepared as with a due appreciation of
the loveliness of the channel into which the
¢ Swift * glided, when che waters had borne her
up out of the last lock. It is bewtiful beyond
words, this entrance to Sand lake, a narrow,
winding way, where the steep banks on either
side are thickly

the decks were
“soppy,”t our
skirts were drag-
gled, the crew
looked hall-
drowned  ugh'!
and  we hadn't
even the adver-
tisement side of
a newspaper to
read. 1t was
you whosugrgest
cd this trip,” said
my  friend, amd
her tone convey -
el distinet re-
proach.

As it was sill
early 1 reflected
that the truth of
the old  saw,
“rain betore
seven, clear be-
cleven,”  had
pleatly ot time
to he  proved,
and the wisdom
of my proposal
sustaned, so ]
merely suidd (very
properly) that the ram was good for the crops,
and tound, as | have so often before, that the
softer and simple the answer, the less s wrath
turned aside by it

Conversation  langashed, and my friend
turned her attention to what could be seen of a
very ttblurry ” Landscape through the cabin
wimdows, and, s our tellow-passengers were
uninteresting, 1 tollowed her example.

Presently the hills about Kingston Mills
loomed up, grev and phantom-hike through the
rain,

1 asked Kate to go on deck.

CNO, I've seen Kaingston Mills an decent
weather. You may get drendhed it vou hike,™
was the answer. So owent alone. As the
Switt U shpped adong between the hills, and
wite the first Lok, bit atter i, wheh would
dehight any artist, came into view

\tter locking through here we wound slowly
along the River Stax, the name given by some
facetious mdividual to the ax miles of stumps
and snags surtounded by water that intervene
brtween Cataragur River and Big Cranberny

KiNastox Miuis Locks, SoUTH.

the water. She ** just loved a pastoral scene like
that,” she declared. 1 don't,itis too reminiscent
ol a time which to think of, even now, makes
me shudder, when, as a visitor of distinction
in o villagre, I was asked to judge the works ot
art (2) at a township fair, and a picture painted
by the village belle, who *“1ook ™ painting one
whole quarter at a select seminary, represented
some  wonderful kine, knee deep in a placid
pool, and the tips of the horns of the cows in the
middle distance were a trifle higher than the
top of a patriarchal ¢lm in the foreground.

A true prophet was that purser, for the sun
came out before we reached Jones' Falls, and
even if it hadn’t, he would have been remem-
bered with gratitude, for we would have felt
that he did his best, anyway.

When Jones® Falls, with its four locks, ancient
blockhouses, reminescent of Indian raids and
the Ametican Revolution, came in sight, we
were allowed o get off, while the ** Swift ™
locked up.  No little passing waterfall this.
There is a fall of vinety feet, and the water
comes down in @ rushing, roaring, foaming

wooded, and
cevered with an

ferns, flowers
and grasses, al-
mast tropical in
their luxuriance.
The branches
of the trees
stretch out far
overhead from
cither side, and
down on all this
exquisite beauty
shone the sun,
lighting up the
clear, brown
water into a
golden green. A
it young oak
leaned over to
look at itself in
the translucent
mirror, and we
reached out and
pulled each =«
branch, as it
lightly  brushed
the passing boat.
Slowly the
< Swift"” moved through this lake as though she
woud let us absorb all the loveliness, and then
on into Lake Opinicon; trom that to Clear lake.
Passengers we had not noticed before began
to appear. There was the girl who retired every
few minutes to curl her hair, only to have the
curl taken out again by the dampness, and the
pretty little fairy whose locks were a mass of
curls and kinks, which no humidity could
eradicate ; and the fascinating miss who said,
“You don't say so? Isn’titlovely? [ think
iU's just sweet,” to any sight or observation
which was not of the depressing order, and
“Oh!isn’tit awful? 1 thinkit's just terrible ”
to anything that was.,  And there was the tall,
dark girl, whom [ admired, and the stylish little
creature, with the Yankee twang, whom my
friend admired.
A man’s voice, speaking with the languid,
Southern accent, attracted our attention.
“You Canadians don’t half appreciate tha
beauties of your country,” it said. ** Why, you
might have this place filled with Americans, if
you only let us know about it.”

undergrowth of
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““We don't want Yankces with their nasty
summer hotels, and gingerbread cottages,” an-
swered my tall Canadian girl. ** Discourteous,
but charmingly frank,” and lhcbouthcrncr smil-
ed engagingly.
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Ot course, 1 would, and then we inspected
such of Portland’s departmental stores as were
open, where Oxford ties hob-nob with jars ot
honey, and rolls of print are side by side with
Portland mixtures, which o camp digestion

7

we landed on the little island which 1 soon
learned to call home.

In front ot us the sun was going down in a
perfect sea of yrlory, and the glow spread ot
over the liake and touched the islands tar amd

near, Gl all things seemed alive with

. e ——— ey

ON THE IpEAL,

*“ However,"” he said, **1 am going to
bring a large party here next summer, and |
promise you they'll all sleep in tents,” he added
reassuringly.  Shortly after two mencame up,
and the talk turned on international affairs,
and we soon found that the soft Southern
speech could adapt itsell very ieadily to the
exigencies of political controversy.

We were now going through Nurd lake,
tewards the town of Newboro, where there
are two locks, Near here is the height of land
from where the river runs down to Ottawa and
back to Kingston. After passing through the

canal at this place, where the Gov-
ernment dredge is always working to
keep a channel clear, we came into
Little Rideau lake, and down to the
thriving village of Westport at its
head, when a good deal of freight was
put off, and several passengers landed.
The “ Swift” doubled on herself after
leaving here, and after a short sail we
came tyrough the Narrows Locks, and
out into Big Rideau lake, a sheet of
clear, cold water, about eight by twenty
miles, abounding in fish of many kinds
from minnows to salmon (very large
salmon trout), and dotted with islands
of varying size, from the one large cn-
ough to be taken by the uninitiated for
the mainland, down to the little heap
of stones, about large enough for one
person to stand on.

We soon came in sight of the village
of Portland, prettily situated in a little
cove, and s Seltered by a height of land
jutting out into the lake. But just then
all thoughts of scenery vanished, for 1
spicd a littlewhite canoein the distance,
and that canoe, I knew, was coming
to take me where I was to spend two
blissful weeks. The small craft reached
the wharf before the **Swift,” and there
was a hasty slipping on of a crimson
sweater over the unornameatal gray camping
shirt, and he ot the paddle was ready to grect
the solitary passenger who disembarked.

Would I walk ““up town” with him in
these ‘“ togs ™ and help get some ““ grub ”?
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makes not only  bharmless, but very whole-
some.

What a sleepy, peaceful old place it is!
Butter was needed, but the shop that we wanted
to patronize was locked, and the proprietor
was at the other end of tlu. villuge discussing
the potato crop with a friend. \We walked
slowly after him, the skipper and I.  Nobady
ever hurries in Portland, and even Her \].l_]Lb‘
ty’s mail has a slow and decorous method of
entering and leaving. The owners of two
other establishments had shut up shop and
gone fishing.

the ruddy light, aad one found one's
lips framing ** How lovely,” and stop-
ped, alimost starthed to find how in-
aduequate the words were o express
one’ssenseot the beauy andeest ot itall.

I should hike to el vau, did T oapot
know space was linuted, of the luadh-

cons we had sailing on the high seas,
with the ovat ** heeling ™ vaver, in spite
ol the efforts of lllc small gin to keep
1t trom * spping,” Iy kneeling up, and
leanmg wtew mdhes over the gunwale
towmdward , and ot how shilled the
gitls pot in passing bread and cheese,
lemuonade, cte, frem the commissatiat
1 the bow to the scat of govarnment in
the stetn, where sat the skipper and
the chaperone of the day |, and of how,
for a lintle vatiety, we landed on a
hitherto unexplored island where the
undergrowth was so thick, and snake-
holes so numerous, that we felt moved
to exclaim with the Yankee senator,
“ A primeval lorest, truly, a place
where the hand of man has aever set
toot ;* of the storm, the first warning
of which was a sudden quicting of all
the myriad voices of pature. A vast
black thing came up out ol the south-
west, and seemed to settle down close,
and yet closer, over the lake, and the hush
became alimost choking in its irtensity.

Of the fishing advantages of the Rideau |
hine not spoken, though they are exceptional.
Green and bl k bass abound in all the small
lakes, and in Lig Rideau you can hook your
salmon trout, weighing from fifteen to twenty
pounds. And now, good people all, though this
sketch has given you no adequate conception
of the beauty that will meet your eyve, and the
rest that will enter into your soul amongst the
Rideau lakes, and on the Rideau River, still
let me repeat, ** Go down the Rideau,” taking
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“They don't usually do this the day the
“Swift” comes in, but the carly part of the day
was cloudy, and l suppose they couldn’t with-
stand the temptation,” explained the skipper.
Back to the canoe, a paddle of two miles, and

with you as few incumbrances as possible,
select vour island, pitch your tent, and then
think gratefully of the individual whose sug-
gestions led you to that fand of bliss.
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A IRUE STORY.

‘O one is more entireiy devoid
of superstition than mysell,
Nevertheless, when 1 was
seventeen years old, an event
happened which caused me to
believe mine a haunted life.

I was staying in Paris at the
house of my guardian, Sir
. Charles C , and dressing
% for my first ball —a ball at the
English Embassy.

My dress, a triumph of Parisian taste, had
been fastened, and 1 stood before the qln.ss
while my maid arranged the flowers in my hair.
A splendid bouquet lay beside my gloves and
fan upon the toilet table.

“Ah, now midemoiselle is beautiful!™ ex-
claimed my maid, Justine, in French, as <she
stepped back to survey her work admiringly.

1 blushed with pleasure. It was the first
compliment that had been paid me, and my
glass told me it was true.

1 wonder who sent me these flowers ! 1
said, taking up the booguet preparatory to
waving the room.

“Madamoiselle will doubtless discover her
admirer among her partners to-night,” was the
girl s.reply.

At this moment there was @ knock at the
door. .\ telegram was handed to me.

“Mrs, Northeote is dangerously ill, and
wishes 10 see her stepdaaghter before she dies.™

Startled, dismayed, but beyond all measure
veaed at receiving such an untimely message, 1
dropped the paper upon the floor. ¢ Bring me
a railway guide quick ! I said to Justine.

Mrs. Northeote was my stepmother, but we
had never met. My father had made a mes-
athance out ia India by taking a hall-caste for
his second wife, and when he died he left to his
widow, for her life, the family estate of ** Crows-
nest ™ to which hic had only just succceded.

I tound by the railway guide thatif I changed
my Jogacwath wpaed there was time T cateh
the last train that night from Paris. By noon
next day 1 should be in Dashshire, in which
county Crowsnest is situated.

** Justiae,” 1 cried, excitedhy, ¢ bring me my
travelling dress. You must go with me to-
night to England— -7

“Mon dicu, Mademoiselle ! Would you
take off that ravishing dress that suits you
to such marvel? Would you give up the bali?™

Quce more 1 loohed at my reflection in the
pliss.  Qoce more 1 took up the railway time-
table 0 study its contents. .\t nine oclock
next moming there was another train. .
Meditatnely 1 raised the bouguet to my face.
Who was it sud, ** The womaa who hesitates
s lowt? ™

The sweet perfume of the flowers permeated
my senses.  Who had seat them ? - Curiosity
prevailed.  Daeuld waat till the morrow, go o
the ball and solve the nasten.

Sir Charles and Lady U — were waiting tor
me when D descemded the stairs, T dad oot say
anvthing wbout the telegrnam, we entered the
vty and were dinven to the Embasa.

The ball was brilliant in the oxtreme, and 1,
completeh antovicated with the adalation J re-
cened. U la wolic Anglaise '™ The awew
Jebatante 7 was ot evenvboady's lips.
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The night was half over before 1 even remem-

- bered the avowed object of my deferred depart-

ure for England—namely. to discover the sender
of the flowers. ¢ Of what
were you

e thinking so

N

= profoundly,
Miss North-

cote?” asked a gentle-
man it a  way that
made me start.  The speaker was Mr. Weston.
He had been introduced to me a few days
before at my guardian's house.

“ I was thinking of the sender of this lovely
bouquet, and wondering who heis.”” See, my
name, * Nina,’ is spelt out in white violets, |
answered, holding the flowers towards him.

“1 hope vou were thinking kindly of the
donor? ’

““Indeed 1 was.”

““Thank you. Will you always so think of
him—of me?”

My surprise was too great to frame an im-
mediate reply. Besides his manner embarrass-
ed me. It inferred so much more than the
mere words. I danced with him more frequently
than with anyone else, and found a new and
strange attraction in his presence.

On returning from the ball, I told my kind
host and hostess af the telegram, and of my
determination to start for England to-morrow.

Lady C—— looked grave when she read the
message.

* You might have saved a few hours. dear

—"" she said.

* Only a very few.  And then 1 should have
missed the most delightful experience of all my
life ! 1 answered fervently.

** But it was a case of life and death, my
chiid,” she added gently. And I felt she had
given me a reproof.

My trunks were soon packed by Justine, who
accompanied me to England.  Sir Charles C —
as my legal guardian, insisted on going
with .ne, and late on the followivg night
we were driving through the moonless darkness
of country roads to Crowsnest.

A stately housekeeper met usin the hall :—

*¢ Miss Northcote, you come too late,” she
said, and there was more austerity than sad-
ness in her tone. My dear mistress died
three hours ago. 1f you had left Paris last
night vou would have been in time. My lady
had a communication she desired to make
toyvou,”

**What was 1?7 I asked in much distress.

¢ That no one will ever know in this world,”
was the answer.  And 1 felt from that moment
as though Mrs. Stevens was my enemy.

Sir Charles € - — remained at Crowsnest
until after the funernl.  Then, in vain, he urged
nic 1o return with him to Paris. 1 was bent on
remaining a few weeks longer in the gquaint
old-fashioned house, which now to all intents
and purposes was mine.  With the exception of
one bedroom in it, a deseription of Crowsnest is
uot necessary to the development of my tale,
haut to deseribe that is imperative.

This room had taken my fancy from the first.
It was longv, and large, and low, the wills
panclled with cedarwood.  On the panels hung
tramed tapestry pictures, the work of past gen-
erations of Northeotes.  The ceiling of cedar
wood, with curiously carved rafters, made the
wallslook even lawer than they were. .\ time-
mcllowed square of Iadian carpet covered the
centre of the cedar floor on which stoed
the bed -of the same woad, and richly carved

raisvd on s divs, There were two windows §
that avarest the bed, a by with  samond
panes, the hangings similar to those of the bed,
of old-tashioned rich brocade with faded pink
satin linings.  QOn the side of the bay window
acarest the bad was fixed a modern gas-brack-
ct, which struck me as a <trange anomaly, and
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the only incongruity amid the antique sur-
roundings.

It was in this chamber my stepmother died ;
but, utterly devoid of all superstitious weak-
ness, | decided 40 occupy it myself. No sooner
had my kind guardian left Crowsnest than
I told Mrs, Stevens of my intention ; whereon
she looked troubled, urging various reasons why
I should not do so; none of vwnich appeared to
me of any weight. At last she said: It
was Mrs. Northcote’s wish that that room
should not be used. She died in it.”

** And do you suppose that I am so foolish
as to be afraid to sleep there on that account? "
I asked.

** It is not my province to suppose anything,
Miss Northcote. My late mistress entertained
the fancy, and, if you had seen hev before she
had died, it is my belief she would have given
you her reasons herself. Asitis ?

“ As it is, Mrs. Stevens,” I answered, seeing
that she paused irresolutely, ‘1 am now mis-
tress here, and have set my heart on that
particular bed-room. Have it prepared, please,
for I wish to occupy it at once.”

“ As you will,” she said, indifferently. But
as she turned away 1 caught a peculiar look on
her face, which perplexed as much as it annoyed
me.

My belongings were promptly removed into
the coveted room, my maid, Justine, occupying
a small dressing-room adjoining, but to which
there was no through communication.

The first night of my taking possession of
my new quarters was close and oppressive,
and 1 remember waking to find the scent of
the cedar wood slightly over-powering. About
mid-night 1 rose ; threading my way across the
floor with difficulty, for the room was almost in
total darkness, I opened the nearest window.
The next night, belore Justine left me, I desired
her not to turn the gas quite out.

Three nights later I again awoke with a curi-
ous sense of langour and oppression.  I'did not
wiant to be at the trouble of rising to open the
window, but I looked up sleepily.

The gas beside the window gave out a dim
light; beyond it a faint moonbeam slanting
acrass the room in which lay the shadow of a
pear tree that grew outside close to the house.
1 could trace the shadows of the branches and
the leaves, and watched them as they flickered,
stirred by the night wind.

Keeping my eves open in a half-sleepy man-
ner, as I have said, all at once 1 became
conscious of secing something else besides the
gashight and the moonlight, something that
scemed o he between the two. It was faint
and indistinct, certainly, but none the less it
bore resemblance to a temale form ; the head
appeared resting on the hand ; the hair with a
ruddy gleam on 1t floated backward on the
shoulders. The rest of the figure was lost in
darkness.

I was sufficiently awake to know it was no
freak of fancy, and vet the figure was altogeth-
cr so faintly defined and vague in detxil, that
before long 1 fell asleep, and next morning
remembered i as a dream only.

The sucereding night, however, I again
awoke, and on apening my eves beheld the self-
same figure ; but this time 1t was more clearly
visible, especially the face, which, turned to-
wards me, | saw to be that of a very beautitul
woman.  Moreover, to my unspeakiable horror
and dismzy, I discovered in it a resemblance to
my stepmother, whom 1 had seen once, and
once only, as she lay dead within her coffin.
The sight was the more distressing o me inas-
much as the face wore an  expression of
mouraful sadness combined with one of re-
proach. Had the spirit of my fathers wife
returned to carth to upbraid me for not obey-
ing the summons to her dyingy bed ?

Continned on page 3N,
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Written for Tig Cadaniay Houk JOURNay,
By
RiTa }c.).\h'uu,\\'.
NTIGONISH ! Antigonish !!
How gladly we welcomed
the genial conductor, who so
gai y announced the end of
our lonyr journey.
/ Not only did we enjoy the
lovely view of the picturesque
village nesthing at the foot of the ¢ Sugar-loaf,”
but also a glimpse of the sun once more. For
five long days it had rained steadily, and Mont-
real and quaint old Quebec were viewed from
under a dripping deck, and the lights of the
great metropolis gleamed sadly through *¢ the
rain and the mist.”
Not soin the gay town
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edifices which imparl so much dignity te the
little town below,

The collegre and convent are worthy monu-
ments of the industrious and zealous men who
have endeavored, yes and succeeded, in making
Antigonish a centre of learning and education
unsurpassed in the Province of Nova Scotia.
These buildings are not the sole moenarchs of
the little hill.  They share their domain with
the grand old cathedral, whose massive w.lls
and stately towers reflect credit on his Lord-
ship, Bishop McKinnon.  He and his suceessar
have never refused to lend a helping hand to
those iastitutions which would enable men to
reach that goal of learning, never perfectly
attained unless shadowed by the walls of the
*Tigh Dhu.”

The roads, both in and around the town, are
especially good for wheeling, which is a favorite
pastime for more than two-thirds of the popula-
tion. The one over which we sped on our
silent steeds led us to a pretty summer resort,
about nine miles from the town. All the way
there the scenery is lovely, and it would be
impossible to adequately describe the green
landscapes, the glimpses of the sea with its

of Antigonish! The
bright rays of the sun
endowed nature with
golden tints, and threw a
halo of sunny smiles over
the motley crowds that
always greet the trains
which steam into  the
rustic station.

With light steps we
hurried  forward and
took our pluaces in the
aold stage coach, which
iscaleche, baggage-trans-
fer and electric car allin
one. While dnving
through the streets we
observed the cozy, ivy-
mantled cottages, pretiy
villas in elm groves, and
handsome residences,
of which cvidenced the
quict prosperity notice-
able in most of the towns
in Novit Scotin.  Near-
ing the centre we realized
that Antgonish was not
only 2 town of dainty

0

retreat with its winding paths, velvet Lawas,
preturesque sammer-houses, shady nooks and
beauntul tennis courts, all combinng to make
Mres. C. C. o Gregony's tesidence one of the
prettiest and loveliest summer vilas o the
provincee,

Very unwelcome to ow cars was the <hrill
whistle of the evening express which was to
carry us away from the pretty, pleasant little
town, where we had whiled ANy SOy
sunny hours,  As the gieen groves ol ** Suga
Loat” blended with the blue hive of the distanee
we satd *au revoir,” and promised onrselves
another trip, but of longer duration, 1o peace-
tul, poetic, progressive Aatigronish,

The Aittle Sbocs ThHey Did 3t
RT @ temperance meeting in Encland, the
o

chairman addressing a young man, yvet
i reformed drunkard, said :

* Come, William Turner, you've known as
much ahout the drink evilas any one here,
anvwhere: come, tell us, for I never heard how
it was that you changed
tight-about-tace from the
muouath of hell o the gate
of hope @ come, man, out
with ity mabe 'l do
you goud,

The young man thus
urged rose and looked
wery confused. AP he
could  <ay was, **The
litle shoes  they dad ™
With a thick voice, as il
his heart was in his
thioat, he hept repeating
this.  There was a stare
ol perplexity on every
face, and at lengrth some
thoughtless person be-
wan o titter. The man,
wtall his embarrassment,
heard  this sound, and
radlied at once. The hght
ctme o his eves with
A flash, he drew himselt
up and  Jooked at the
audience,  the  choking
went from his throat.

“Yes, lriends,” he
~aid, i a voice that cut

dwellings, but that 1t
could also boastof'several
fine commercial houses
which carry on an exten-
sive business through-
out the surrounding
country. Among the urger buildings noticeable
was the court-house withits statcly Doric pillars
and waving c¢lms, which, like sturdy sentinels,
guard and protect the main entrance.

QOur attention was drawn from this Temple ot
Justice to the picturesque building whichis the
centre of attraction after the arrival of trains,
for the Post-Office is a popular rendezvous,
where arc discussed the events of the day.

We leave behind the commercial part ot
Autigonish, and our prancing steeds step
daintily over the rustic bridges that span the
limpid stream which flows 50 peacefully through
a lovely avenue of grand old trees, and mingles
ity gurgling laughter with the happy warbling
of the many songsters, which trill their sweet
notes, safe hidden in the luxuriant foliage of
clm and poplar.

These shadowy solitudes can, in all truth, be
comparcd to an emerald frame that lends its
beauty to enhance that of the picture within,
Leaving this pretty spot we wind our way
towarnds the hilf crowned by the thres imposing

1. "Fae Cathedral, 2 Interior of Church. 3. College of St. Fraueis Navicr.
3. View of Maln Street, looking from Kirk™s Block. 6. Bind'x Kxe Viow feom
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Femwood. 7. View north from Main Street oidge.

white-winged  fishing  schooners, and  the
cver-changing panorama of beauty which so
delighted us that afternoon.  About four miles
out on thisroad are two splendid view s, the noted
contrast between them showing the grotesque
beauty of the one, and the rural loveliness of
of theother.  The full view of ** Plaster Rock,”
with its seraggy cliffs and fir groves, inspires
one with a feeling of awe, while the next scene
is the idealization of ** harmony - heavenly hie-
mony.” .

Verdant istands, frowning bowlders, jewelted
meadows, and the silvery wavelets of an inland
Inke, gleaming in the rays of a noon-dav sun,
all united in completing  that  ** harmony,
Peavenly harmony,” of Devden fame.

Last, but not Jeast, of the beauties ot Antigo-
nisf 15 the lovely villa ** Fernwood.”  This
cnchanting country-seat is built on a high cle-
-ation surrounded by luxuriant pince groves.
The view obtained from the cistern terracs is
onc of the finest in Canada.  Art and aature
scem to have joined bhands in this svivan

& Viewof Main Street, looking west

it way cler as a deep-
toned bell, * whatever
you think of it, I've
tald you the truth, the
litle shoes did . |
wiats it brute and & fool ;
strong drink had made mie both, and starved
and stripped me into the bargain. 1 suffered, 1
deserved ta sufler, bat 1 dido’t suffer atlone ; no
man does who has a wile and child, for the
woman gets the worst share. But 'm no
speaker to enlarge on that. Pl stick o the
little shoes. T saw one night, when T was adl
but done for, the publican’s child holding out her
feet for her father to see her fine new shoes.
And there outside was my wite and child, in a
bitter night. 1 took hold of my httle one with
agrip, and I saw her chilled teet. 1 put them,
cald as ice, to my breast: they pierced me
through and through.

I had 2 trifle of money lett; 1 bought o loar
amda pair of Httde shoes. T aever tasted any -
thing buta bitof bread all the Sabbath day, and
[ went to work like mad on Monday, and trom
that day I have pent no more money in the
public house.

It was the little shoes! - They did it
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Cuaerer L Continued.
I HORTLY after his sailboat was anchored
:a )

securely among the reeds, amsl Madeleine's
little boat was speeding away with its
double load down a tiny side channel, that grew
narrower and narrower till it seemed scarcely
more than a silver thread amony the marshes.
So shallow it was that at times the boat’s keel
rasped along the sand, and the reeds un each
side struck them in the face as they forced their
slow way through. In and out, rennd and
about, wandered the tiny lane.  The sun seemed
dancing madly in the heavens.  Now it was to
the rigght of them, now to the left of them. Now
they were steering directly east, now again as
directly west.  And now all at once there was
a0 more any channel at all, but only tall, dense
reeds all about them.,  But Madeleine thrust
down her long pale amonyg the grrasses, and
pushed steadily on across the reedy meadow,
until with a bound the boat glided out into a
clear space of open water like a tiny inland pool,
around which on every side the reeds grew
thick and close.  Horace gave a low whistle
of surprise.  Floauag on the blue surfice was
amass of white pond-lilies on their shining satin
leaves, and in the midst of these an olu boat lay
at auchor, filled with earth and planted to the
brimm with flowers that grew all through and
wer one another in a bewildering tangle of
luxuriance —pansies lifting their quaint faces to
peepin wide-eyed wonder at their surroundings;
c:md\mft sl'mdmg up straight and stiff, claim-
iny its democratic right to live wherever it chnse
to set its hardy foot; i heliotrope ana mignon-
ette ; greraniums, caisies, and sweet peas.
“So this is your garden, is i1, hitle magi-

cian " said Horace, looking about him with
undisguised interest. ¢ [t does you wonderful
credit. How did you get all the flowers ?

Nothing but <agittarin grows in these mar-
shes.”

Madeleine ~tood leaning on her pole, looking
over her tiny domain, her supple slenderness
outlined by the straight folds of her coarse red
gingham, ‘which, cut a little open in the acck
and with loosce sleeves rolled up to the shoulder,
showed her shapeiy brown arms and round,
smooth, voung throat.  She had thrust back
her  broad-brimmed red hat, and her black
curls clustered thickly about her face, in which
there was ot a trace of the old sullenness.

1 got some of the flawers at Algonac,”
she answered slowly ¢ **and the rest  the
best ones—Mrs. Havdew e me when she
went away Iast year.  Thev grew in beds at
the front of the house, dont you remember ?
1 kept them in the boat-house through the
winter. 1 was <o afraid they would die. Some
of thew did, but these lived. And see vou
haven't noticed it but this is the bost of adl,
Lowk!?’

Pushing avide the more luxuriant plants as
she spoke, shie brought into vew a Jdwartish,
seragay bush adorned with o few strggeling
leaves, on the topmost branch ot which, pale
amd delicate, was o haltsblown bud.

CUS a0 pink rosebud, asat
Horace, rather indifferentdy,

*IUS the only rose T oever had.
watchin® tor weeks tor ™

Rreakingr the badd trom it stem, she held 1
oot shamelacediy, withoat looking at him,
Horace ok the timv flover poodumoredhy,

2T asked

1"ve been
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dimly comprehending that it would hurt her if
he refused, and fastened it, with a show of
grallantry, in the bosom of his flannel shirt.

“ Thanlk you, Madeleine ; it's an awfully
pretty flower, " he said, ostentatiously Slllﬂlll“‘
at it. ** But all your ﬂmvcrs are pretty. 1
never saw such a lot of water-lillies together.
Did they grow here?™ -

“Noj; I got them farther on—ever so
much farther on. | brought them here.”

“They're the prettiest I ever saw, ™ declared
Horace, enthusiastically,  ** 1 wish some grew
around Claribelle Island. They would show
well there in among the reeds at the back,
wouldn't they?™

Madeleine did not speak all the way back.
Early that afternoon she started out again
alone in her little boat.  The day had become
oppressively warm. Al were indoors who
could be there. The sun beat down burningly
upon the glassy water. Scarcely a breath of
air stirred the rushes.  Even the blue-winged
dragon-fly, poising in mic -air, seemed languid
and weary with the heat, and the transparent
bodies of the ephemera, lelicate and unsubstan-
tial as if fashioned of gauze ; floated trembhingly
by, like a shimmer of ‘white huu while beneath,
1rassed together in incredible numbers, and
ﬂe;.km“' the water as with spo!s of creamy
froth, lay their ghostly fellows, dead almost
befare they had begun to be.

From 2 window in the upper story, Horace
nodded pleasantly to Madeleine as she passed
the house. He was lc.mmg both elbows idly
on the sill, his head in his hands, and an
open book before him. The rose huag droop-
ing upon his breast.  Madeleine did not answer
his nod, and he thought she had not noticed
him ; yet she had seen not only Horace, but her
flower as well, and the sight gave added vigor
to the good-will with which she plied her oars.

He did not know it, but it was solely for
his sake that she was out aow, acting upon
his careless remark that water-lilies would look
well among the reeds behind Claribelle Island.
It was a lony way to where they grew, and the
sun's rays were scorching, but she minded
neither the distance nor the heat, since it was
to minister to his pleasure that she went.

The sun was setting when atr last the little
white boat shot out from the reedy channels
into the main strcam on its homeward way.
As Madeleine lifted her dazzled eyes, it seemerd
as if Heaven lay across all the western waters,
and its wide gates were unfolding to take her
in. It made a beautitul picture as the voung
girl, flushed wnd radiant, came suddenly out
into the sunlight from the reeds. The boat,
from cnd 1o end, was filled with lhc white lilies,
heaped in one upon another in profusion.
It scemed simply & bed of float: ng lilies
among which Madeleine, erect in the stern,
matde at brilliant bit of color in her gay dress
and hat.

Noiselessly, the beautiful boat load glided
on across the water until it reached Claribelle
Island, where it paused at one side of the pier.
No one was visible, but the sound of voices
reached her from within the house. It was
the dinner-hour, and she must wait until it
was piassed before Mr. Horace would appear,
and she could offer him her gitt. She had
taken up the lilies, roots and all.  They should
grow now where he willed. She filled he:
hands with water and dashed it over them
agatin and aeain o keep them (resh and fair
tor him.  Then she
the boat ¢ wait, looking idly off at the
sunset. Somenhere in the far distance @
~storm had passed, amd i the west lay masses
ol heavy thunder-clouds, broken by ligluning-
like lines of intense wolld, and here and there
striped with bunds of searlet and purple like
roval standards 3 while lower down, in the

sat down in the stern of
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very heart of the blackness, the sun broke
through in a last splendid burst, dyeing the
raters ruby-red. There were clouds in the
cnst too, but these were fleccy, fair, and
indefinite, floating across the hazy blue like
sague dreams through a happy slumber, and
changing to all manner of delicate evanescent
hues as one looked. Now they were pale
silvery green ; now faint lilac ; now soft, flecting
pink, like the flush at the heart of a white rose ;
and now all palpitating wold as if sprinkied
witl. moth-wing dust ; while the water below,
scintillating as  with scattered diamond splin-
ters, reflected the colars back in soft iridescent
tints melting indistinctly into one another—as
a topaz might deepen into a cairngorm, or the
shadow of a sapphire pale into an amethyst,
and that again shade into an opal, or a beryl.

But Madeleine, in her lily-white boat, saw
nothing of the cvening’s glory. To her the
sky was only an hour-glass, indicating by the
ebhing of the light, the coming of a crowning
time Of_]O\. She was nmp'ment for the day to
be done, and presently turned her back upon
it all and began watching the passing of the
vessels by the wharf. She could see them
miles away, apparently twisting and doubling
upon themselves as they followed the natural
course of the chaanel, yet drawing nearer with
each turn. Therd were vessels of every descrip-
tion passing up and down along this marine
Broadway. Now some colossal iron boat,
huge as an ocean steamer, would come
pondcrouslv by, its great bow breaking the
bright water into a hundred waves that dashed
themselves to spray against each wharf in turn,
or ran noisily into the reeds to toss them
sportively to and fio znd frolic madly with
their weakness. Now it was a noiseless birch-
bark canoe, filled with grave, mute Indians,
like so many figures hewn in oak, who stolidly
offered their gay basketware for sale as they
passed from “one island to another, gliding
along without sound, their coming betrayed
by not so much as an oar-drip upon the water.
Now it was some beautiful little steam yacht,
gay with fiags, and fair enough for any Cleopa-
tra to have sailed upon ; now a tug, puﬂ'mq con-
sequentially by with five or six helpless four-
masted vessels in tow, in stately, slow
prucession ; now a white cxcursion-bont. clumsy
and uncouth-looking, with its tiers of crowded
decks; now a row of steam-barges of differem
colors laden down with freight, till nearly on a
level with the water; and now a whole fleet of
sail boats like white-winged butterflics, darting
licre or there as the caprice took them; ora
row-boat, more timorous than the others, and
keeping nearer to the shelter of the reeds
within the shallows. And then would come
spaces of time when nothing passed at all, and
the sunset held the water'’s surfiace unbroken
under a <pell of beauty.

It was one of these chance moments, when
there was scarceiy a craft in sight, that a row-
boat came by with 2t single figure in it—a girl
but a few ycars older than Madcleine. She
sat looking intently at the sunset with dreamy
hazel eves while her unguided boat drifted
down the current close to where Maddleine

sat \\ailing' She was cvidently not much
used 1o rowing, Madcleine thoughl, noting her
dainty white dress and her delicate haads, with
their slender, frax:ﬂc fingers. There could not
be much strength in such dimpled little wrists as
those. At that instant, concluding that she
had floated far enough, the young stranger took
up her oars and attempled to turn her boat to
row back. But the current, which had borne
her so casily and swiftly along the moment
before, now held the boat perversely in its grasp,
and in her incflectual struggle with it she lost
an oar overboard ; reaching hurricdly out after
it she tipped the boit too far to one side, and
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all in a moment it overturned, and the blue
water took her and drew her down. There was
no one within reach; no one within sight but
Madeleine, and the water here was deep and
swift. In a flash, however, Madeleine was at
the spot where she knew instinctively that the
girl must reappear ; and as the golden head and
white dress came up through the water she
bent down and caught her firmly with both
hands.  *‘ Don’t be frightened,” she cried ;
“you are safe. Catch hold of my boat—here
at the end.  Try to draw yourself up. Get
your knee on the edge. Give me your hand.
There 1"

Aud using all her dexterity and strength, as-
sisted by the half-conscious youny creature
herself, Madeleine got her into the beat and
laid her down upon the bottom,where she
fainted quite away and lay like a liiy among
the lilies, her pretty hair, loosened by the weight
of the water, lying in a tangled mass upon her
shoulders and making a wavy, yellow frame
about a childlike face. Madeleine looked down
at her with a curious resentment as she paddled
swiftly back to Claribelle Island.  The girl was
crushing Mr. Horace’s flowers.

Horace himself strolled out on the pier just
as Madeleine reached it, and with an exclama-
tion of amazement he hastened to the landing-
place to meet her. Madeleine saw her rose still
hanging upon his breast.

‘“ What have you here ?" he cried. *“ Who is
she? Is she dead?”

*‘She’s only swooned, 1 guess,” Madeleine
answered. “‘I got her out of the channel just
below. She couldn’t manage her boat. She
shouldn’t ’a’ been let go out by herself. I'll bring
her into the house.” ¢ No, no,” said Horace,
reaching down; “I'll carry her. Give her to
me. Carefully, Madeleine, carefully ! I will take
her in to my mother.”

Stooping, he gathered the slim younyg figure
tenderly in his arms as Madeleine raised her
towards him. The rose upon his breast fell ou.
as he did so, and lay upon the boards at his
fect. He stepped upon it as he turned away.
Madeleine stood watching till he had entered the
house with his burden, then caught up the rose
and tore it fiercely to pieces, petal by petal
Then she sat down again, and waited in brood
ing anger. The sun was quite gone, but the
light across the water was more beautiful than
ever. It had all softened down into it uniform,
delicious pink. Everywhere she saw the color
of the rosc that she had given him, and that
he had stepped on and forgotten.  Then that,
to0, faded by d-grees, until there was only the
memory of it left, tingeing the silver grey of the
early twihght as the glow of past happiness
tempers after sorrows.  Yet Madeleine still sat
among her bruised lilies and waited. They had
tong since closed, and looked dull and grey.

She heard him calling her at last, and stood
silently up in answer. He came hurriedly
towards her, holding out a note.

**Are you there still, and with your boat?
Will you take this note over to Pearl Island at
once? Tt is to tell Miss Staunton’s friends tuat
she is safe and well.  Ouily she is to stay with
us to-night. My mother thinks it best.”

He turned back while still speaking, and
Madeleine dropped in her seat agitin withow
aword. The lilies must wait longer vet.  \s
she sullenly took the oars, he unexpectedly
retraced his steps and stood beside her.

“ Madeleine,” he said, *‘you have been
brave, good girl; wive me your hand.™

Madeleine looked up at him.  Her lip gquiver-
cred 5 her eves moistencd 3 her whole expression
grew soft, and a rich color swept over her face
from brow to chin. She had never shaken
hands with him.  iic had never betore spoken
to her in such a gentle tone.

“ Give me your hand,” he repeated, bendiney
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nearer; *‘you have saved her hite. \What a
beautiful creature she is !”

At his last words the color left Madeleine's
face and it grew hard again in a moment.  She
bent down her head, and the boat slipped along
the pier so that the two outstretched hands
tailed to touch.

“ 1 will take your letter,’
and pushed away.

At Pearl Island, after delivering the note,
she lingered awhile, thinking there might be
an answer to carry back ; and presently a gen-
tleman with two ladies hurried towards her
from the house.

‘This is certainly Muadeleine herselt,” ex-
claimed one of the ladies as they came up.
“Is it not? Are you not the girl referred toin
this note? Was it not you who saved the
young lady’s life?”

I am Madeleine Brabau,™ the girl answered.
‘I there's no answer, I'm to go back.”

* But there is an answer, most certainly,”™
returned the gentleman cordially, holding out
alittle roll of bank notes.  ** In the absence of
Miss Staunton’s parents you must let me give
you this token of gratitude in their stead.
Here, take it. You have put us all in your
debt.”

Madeleine flushed  violently. ¢ Money 1™
she cried with anger, springing to her feet and
snatching her pole. “I'll not take money!
I'll not be paid for it! If you've no answer
but that, 'll go!”

¢ Oh, wait, please ! begged the second lady,

she called back,

gently.  *“1 see you have a boattul of lovely
flowers. Water-lilies, aren’t they? How ex-
quisite! Do at least let us buy some of
them.”

“They aren’t for sale,” Madeleine answered
quickly, drawing up her head. ‘1 didn’t get
them to sell them—-not to no one.” And
pushing from the pier, she went back through
the dusk to Claribelle Island.  Her grand-
mother was standing on the tiny porch of the
ranch as she passed, and called petulantly to
know if she were never coming in for supper.

Madeleine shook her head. 1 don't want
none,” she muttered, aml went dogeredly back
to her old post by the landing-plac:.  Perhaps
Mr. Horace would come out agmy, and she
could give him hi: lilies even yet.  She sat as
it made of stone and waited pad  waited.
Through the open windows bevend came the
sound of voices —his voice and his mother's,
and a new sweet voir  that sounded like music.
Madeleine Pated it as . lstened.

It grew later and Luer. Night came on.
There was a movemen. in the house now.
There were steps upon the wooden floors and
upon the stairs; old familiar lights shone out
from the upper rooms, and one from 2 room
hitherto unused  But there were Y zhts in the
drawing-room still, and the corner room up-
stiirs was dark, and still Madeleine waited.

She did not know hey lang she sat there.
At last the drawing-room was dark, and the
upstairs room was bright.  What chance was
there now that he would come? Yot she
witited still, il every light was out, and there
was no scund but the mud-hen’s mocking cry,
or the occisional shrill whistle of mecting
boats.  Fiually these, too, ceased, and the very
waters seemed asleep. Then she rose and
noisclessly paddled out into the middle of the
channel, where the current ran swiltest
Blackest, and with pitiless hands flung out all
the tilies, one by one. When there was not so
much as the smallest by’ or even o stray
stem, lett in the boat, she - med and wem
honte, and creeping into the s ch, Ly dowa,
all dresaaid, beside her grandmother's sleeping
fizure.  There she hay, pertectly motionless,
with cleached hands and wide-open cves, ull
dawn.
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During the long, languid summer davs and
the cool twilights that followed, a _\'mn'ug girl
with wavy golden hair and charming haszel eves
was oftener and oftener seen in Horace Hay-
den’s boat as he sailed to and fro in Little Ven-
ice. Fishirg and duck-shooting grew day by
dizy 1o have less charm tor him, notwithstand-
ing Louis’s marvelous accounts of the cann as-
backs and red-heads in some distant channel,
and the rumor among the fisherfolk ot a stur-
geon now in Baltimore Bay quite the largest
ever seen.

Madeleine stole into the bomv-house early
every morning and oiled the young man's gun
and polished his fishing-reel anew, setting them
in some conspicuous place where they could
not tail to attract his notice when he entered.
But their dumb appeal was of no avail.  More
and more often Madeleine, sitting motionless
in her boat among the rushes, caught the sound
of Evelyn’s banjo across the water, and <natch-
ing up her oars, she rowed desperately away to
te rid of the haterul sound.

This was Evelyn's first visit to Little Venice,
some friends whom she was visiting in Detroit
having brought her with them to their summer
home ; and having been thus unceremoniously
introduced to the owners of Claribelle Island,
the acquaintance between the two  families
ripened into intimacy, @ sis natural in all places
where neighbors are so few.  Her new friends
vielded without resistence to the charm of this
winning young creature.  Mrs. Hayden took
her to her motherly heart at onee, sand could not
make cnough of her.  Even old Mrs. Brabau
hed a grudging smile for her, and lazy Louis
bestirred himsell’ more quickly at her call than
at any other. There was not a fisherman at
the Flats but soon knew her by sight, and
smiled to see her pass.  Qnly Madeleine held
aloof.  This new reign of pleasure-making 2nd
pleasure-secking was irriational and strange to
her. To shoot, or fish, or sail, scemed to her
the only natural wiy of spending the summer
days; but these continual visits back and forth
between Claribelle and Pearl islands, these tea-
partics, these water picnics, this music morningr,
noon and night, this incessant ministering to
every possible caprice on the part of the petted,
gay voung beauty—Madeleine had never seen
anything of the sort before.  From the tiny
sitting-room in the ranch _he watched it all in
loncly, envious wonder. This was only another
girl like herselft  What made the difference ?
Why should the one have everything and the
other nothing ?  \Why had fate brought Evelyn
to Littde Venice?  Or why had Madeleine been
there in her baut that night when fiest she
came?  Madeleine was haunted by the thougt
of what might have been but for that chaneg,

Evelyn was puzzied by Madeleine’s churl.
ishaess, and wondered why it was that she
could win nothing but dark looks trom her in
response to her attempts o make  iriends,
Naturally she had but grateful and even loving
impulses towards this wirl who had saved her
life, and it troubled her that she could recom-
pense Madeleine in ne wiy —not sa much cven
as with the gitt of her friendship.

Qne moramy, during one of Horace Hay-
den's frequent absences in the city, Madeleine
was returning from an errand o the summer
gracery i barge anchored in one of the side
channels  when Evelyn beckoned 1o her from
the pier of Pearl Iskand,

< Won't vou take me tor sorow, please, Made-
Ieine 2 she asked coaxiagly, as the girl pad-
died slowly up. < Can you take me? Ilave
rou time to go?”

“Time ¥ echoed  Madeleine with a short
wgh: 1 have pleaty of time. | haven'
nothan’ else.™

1To e continued,
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w7 Some of Our i
"5JL Canadian Peets. 9

Wreitten for Tiur Coxanpg-x Hovr Jouv iesa

GREAT difticulty we
find when endeavor-
inyg to properly enti-
mate the value of
our Canadian pocts
and their work, 1s
that comparatively
few of them bhave

given their poems to the world
in book tform. For the most
part they  have written under
some nem-de-pt ae, and their
warkis only to be found scattered
through the evanescent columns of the daily
papers, or in the pages of the magazines which
represent the Canadian it cary world.

But in these same papers and marazines how
often we fnd priceles, little gems of verse, that
with their human touch seem to have come
from the veey depths of the writer's heart, and
in the ﬂm\m;, rhythm of the words we find an
echo of our own griefs and joys, our own
laughter and serron. We cut them out, and

. At 1N Janaspoy,

perhaps tuck them into the edge of a picture
frame, or the mirror on our dressing table,
where we can see add read  them often, or
tenderly paste them in the pages of a big,
matherly serap book that holds <o many others
of their kind, and s we smooth them into place
we wish we could know  whose hand wrote
them, whose heart anspired them, Take, for
pustance

1f 1 should e tomght
Wauld my friends laak upon my quiet face,
Rofore they Jand at mnats rosting p‘m\‘
Aud deem that death had left it &lmost fae,
Aud, IA)uu, sow wlate awers agaiust wy har
Wanll sunwsrh it down wath tearful tenderneay,
And old my hands with Imgenng cagess -
Waak hamlg, so cpty and o cold tomght -

L ] L 2 *

Oh, friends * 1 pray to-nyeht,
Reep net dour lawen for my dead, cold brow,
The way s lonely, 1 am trav olworn .
My faltering feet are preread with many a thorn.
l'--n,uv ol hearis estranged, f--rvlw B plead
When droataless rest s mane, 1anli not need
The tandermess for which 1 long toemghe

Wha, i readhing these, has ot 1edt the slow
toars i, that aade the words grow dim, and
the chords of thy heart ughten,  as memory
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retouched the picture of some Guiet room where
the drawn blinds shut out the sunlight from the
closed eyes~ and the marble face, and the laugh-
ter of the children passing in the street jarred
on the aching heart that longed so passionately
for a sownd of the hushed voice, a touch of the
folded hands. A place apart and sacred from
the rest of the world, where the quiet dead
slept on, unconscious of broken sobs, and the
heavy perfume of flowers, and the song of birds
outside —unconscious of the remorseful heart
that looked back and remembered little things
that could never be undone bitter speeches
and unkind words, that meant so little at the
time, but the remembrance of which brought
such an overwhelming wave of remorse, when
it was too late for the patient heart to hear the
plea for forgiveness.

And who has not read the first lines of the
Fool's Praver with a smile of expuetation that
faded into a sigh, as the realization came of
how wise was the l~ool. and what fools were
they who called for a jest from one who had
tasted so deeply of iife’s bitterness.

The royal feast was done, the King
Sought some new sport <. vanisu caro,
And to is juster cried, ** Sir Fool,
Kueel nuw and nimke for us & pray er.”

‘Tho jester doffed his cap and bells,
And stoud the mocking court before,
They could not sea the bitter smile
Behind the painted grin ho wore.

He ! owed his head, and bent his knee
U(mn the wonarch's ailken stoul,

tis pleading voice aross, *¢ (3, Lord,
Bo mercifx! to me, a fool.

** No pity, Lord, could change the hoart
From red with wrong to white as wool ;
Tho rod must heal the sin ; 1ut, Lord,
Be merciful to me, a fool.

«¢ Earth has no balsam for mistakes,

Men crown the knave and s¢ urgo the tool
That did his will ; but Thou, O, Lord,

Boe merciful to me, a { vl.”

Tho room was hushed ; in silenco rose
The King, and sought his gardens cool,
And walked apart, and murmured low,
** Be merciful to me, a fool.”

* * >

There are more poets in the world than those
whose names are written of, and very often the
sweetest songs are from the pen of those who
go out with the unknown millions, leaving
behind neither name nor fame.

In pa. sing iudgment on the character of our
national poctry, we must confess that it is
largely marked by crudity and imperfection, vet
here and there a fresh note has been struck,
and we find paems vibrating with life, and full
of that freshness and vigor to which only the
wenius of ayoung and stronyg nation can give
utterance.

Perhaps the carliest poems which we find in
Canada are the old Chansons du Voyvageur,
which hive always been favorites in our French
provinces,  The number of these is incaleul-
able, ranging in qualinn from the nonsense
verses sunyg 1o the child in the cradle, to the
wildl strains ot the voyageurs, as their frail
vanoes shot through  the rapids of  the St
Lawrence, or wound their way throughont the
mazes of its thousand isles.  OF these chansons
the most universally known is A La Claire
Fontaine, which has been translated by My,
W, D Lightholl as follows :

U nto the crystal fountain
For ploasure did T stray.

So fair I found the watas
My limUs in them 1 lay.

QOther favorites are En Roulant, Alouette,
Marianson, ad Dame Jolie.

Rallad making ~till continues in the lower
provinees, but most of the old chanm has died
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out. The place of the uncient balladists has
been taken by the more polished poetry of the
modern Frenchman of culture, of whom the
four most prominent are Louis Honore Fre-
chette, the Hon. O. Chauveau, Benjamin
Sulte and M. P: unphxh, Le May. John Talon-
Lesperance, better known to Canadian readers
as Laclede, has also written many exquisite
poems, of which, perhaps, Epicedium is the
most beautiful.
* * *

Among our poets of Upper Canzda, one of
the carliest and best known wus Charles
Sangster, the great hearted friend of nature,
whose love of lake, and wood, and mountain
comes out so touchingly in his verses, and
whose health guve way under uncongenial
newspaper and civil service work. He was
born near  Kingston, on July 16, 18--, his
father being a shipwright in the RO) Navy,
Sangster had to struggle with great cduc.ltlonnl
disadvantages . yet despite this his poems have
a force and vigor, a clear insight into the
beauties of nature which has earned for him the
title of the Canadian Wordsworth.  He
published 2 small volume callea The St
Lawrence, the Saguenay, and other poems, in
18506, and a sccond in 1860, but since then has
given us very little.  He is best remembered by
his Song for Canada, Brock, and his lines
on Quebec.

* * *

Charles Heavysege, the next poet of any im-
portance, was born in Liverpool, 1816. He
was a man of a very strange and original cast
of mind, whose work wais in no sense of the
word distinctively Canadian. He is but little
read in this country at the presert time,
although we will always be proud to own him
as one of our greatest thinkers aed writers.
He pubiished his drama, Saul, in 1837,
Count Filippo, in 1860, Jephtha's Daughter,
and The Advocate, a1 very curions novel, origin-
allv a blank versce drama, in 1803. ln order
to get out the third cdition of Saul he was
obligerd  to borrow money, which he was
afterwards unable to pay. He died in great
prverty in 1869.

* * *

Alexander "1'Lachlan, born 1820, has written
many poems thoroughly Canadian in tone and
subject, winning for himself by his lyrical
sweetness and sympathy with rura life, the
title of the Burns of Canada. In 1845 he
published a small collection of his poems,
tollowed in 1838 by Lyrics, in 1861 Ti.. Emi-
cvant, and Other Poems, and in 1874, Poems
and Songs. His Hall of Shadows is well
known, and in the poem October, he has given

LiLiaN CraNTON.

us 2t vivid picture of that most beautiful of
months,  His scase o color is especially well
developed, as shown in the first stanza s -
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‘* See how tho great old forest vios

With all the glory of tho skies,
In streaks without a name ;

And leagues on loagues of scarlot spires,

And temples lit with crimson fires,
And palaces of tlame.

And dome on dome that gleam afar

Through many a gold and crimson bar,
With azure vverhead ;

\While forts with towers on towers arise,

As if they meaut toscale the skies,
With banner bloody red 1"

* * *

And now we come to the name whicli is best
known in Canadian literary circles, that of
Charles G. D. Roberts, poet, canocist, and
Professor of Literature, who was born in Janu-
ary, 1860. His father was the Rev. G. G.
Roberts, rector of the Cathedral, Fredericton.
He, duated with honor at the University of
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New Brunswick, 1879, and in 1880 married
Mary Isabel Fenety, daughter of the ex-Mayor
of Fredericton. In 1880, also, he published his
first volume of verse, Orion, and Other Poems,
which, at the age of twenty-one, won for him
the recognition of the literary world. In 1883
he was called to the prefessorship of Modern
Literature in King's College, Windsor, N.S.,
which position he at present retains. In 1887
he published a small voiume, In Divers
Tones, which although not so perfect in finish
is, in point of freedom and variety, superior to
his first collection. In his poem, Canada,
which first appeared in the Century Magazine,
he struck the highest note of patriotism, and
in many others of his pocms he shows a fire
ans “igor, a keen sense of rhyme and meter,
which sccures for him a high placein the ranks
of the devotees of poesy, while in Orion,
Actacon, or The Pipes of Pan he exhibits
a marked g.r2dilection for the forms of classical

Grecek verse.
* * »

In 1884 a small, blue covered volume of two
hundred and twenty-four pages, catitied Old
Spooks's Pass, appeared. Scarcely any one
in Canada uoticed it, and in little more than
two vears from that time the authoress, Miss

Isabel Valancey Crawford, died without giving ¢

us any further work. , After her death
people began to realize that they had overlooked
a work of merit, and her poems became very
popular. They are imbued with all the splendor
of Canadian coloring. Malzolm’s Katie, in
particular, is a wonderful idyl of rural life.
Every word is instinct with sympathy for Uje
glowinyg life of our Cunadian forests, and the
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lines have an almost Tennysonian sweetness
and melody, Compare the following passage
with any similar description of landscape to be
found in the Laureate's works—

¢ The land had put his ruddy gauntlet on
Of harvest gold, to dash in Famine's face,
Aund, like & vintage wain deep-dyed with juice,
Tho great moon faltered up the ripe blue sky,
Drawn by tho silver stars, like oxen white,
And horned with rays of light.”

Her dialect verses, though somewhat stift
and artificial, have given us some capital
pictures of rustic life, and the lyric with which
she ends her poem, Malcom’s Katie, is one of
the most beautiful in the English language. It
runs :

0, Love builds on tho azure sea,

And Love buildson the golden sand,
And Love builds on the rose-wing'd cloud,

And sometimes, Love builds on tho land.
O« if Love builds on sparhling sea.

And if Love builds on golden strand,
And if Love builds on rosy cloud,—

Lo Love, these are the solid lnnd.
0, Love will build his lily walls,

And Love his pearly roof will rear,
On cloud or Jand, on 1mist or sea,—

Love's solid land is everywhere !

* * *

Among our poets of the present day one ot
the best is Miss Lilian Claxton, of ‘Toronto,
although she is but little known in Canada, her
ndme appearing chiefly in Engiish and Ameri-
can magazines. She has not as yet published
her poems in book form, but many of them are
Canadian in the best sense of the word, and
give pictures of our life and scenery which are
vaequalled.  The Little Leybridge Line, which
we quote below, refers to the railroad which
runs by Kingston, where until lately she has
lived, but the description holds good of many

. another Canadian railway.

The shuntiug and the shaking! the cara were always
late,

And all changed at the Junction, and had an hour to
wait ;

The train for which we waited, invariably was slow ;

They mostly had a breakdown, as the line was blocked
with snow.

Tt stretches through the distance, aye, through the
buried years!

1 run my oyo along it, the old time renppears.

Here hands have met and parted, herc eyes have over-
fiowed,

And passed away fore~cr, down this curve of iron road.

In such poems as The Old Town Hall, Alter
Ego, or The Land Where Shadows are Not,

CianLeg I, Ronkus,
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she has o haunting melodivusiess ot thvme,
and an originality of meter wlich s very strik-
ing.  \lter Ego, especially, is avery beautitul
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poem, the sweetness of its cadences lingering
in the memory for many a day atter its perusal.

“* Woe have often watched cach other
In the mirre = youand I,
Looking straig) * .t one another
In the years tu. * have gone by,
Baby eyes with wointering glances,
Childish oyes where suulight dances,
Girlish eyes replote with faucies.

And to-night we wait the morrow,

A now dawn of hopes and fears,
Looking with a tearless sorrow

O'er the wreckagu vt the years
Q'er the deops our youny feot waded,
(Y'er the joys that Timo has shaded,
O'er the Lopes thoe years have faded.

Wao await another morning
Which shall make all maysteries plain ;
When the Day-star shall come dawning |
O'er a troubled world again ;
When tho hopes that here wero slighted,
With fruition be requited,
When tho old wrongs hall be righted

Many of her poems, such as the Lines to
my Typewriter, The Unexpected Dime, or My
EFditor, show a strong sense of humor and a
felicitousness in hitting the right epithet which
has rarely been found in the work of our
women writers, and The Commonplace Set,
and her appeal for Sunday Street Cars, show i
deep sympatly with and full appreciation of
the difficuldties which abound in the lives of our
laboring classes.  She has written many novels
and short sketches of Canadian  life, and is
undoubtedly one  of our most  promising
authors.

* »* *

Another Jittle volume, by J. DL Edgar, M.P.,
entitled This Canada of OQurs, and Other
Poems, contains some very beauntiful verses,
nearly abl of them Canadian in tong, stud many
of them sweet with the breath of lake and
river, taking the reader whirling down cool
rapids, or into the depths of forests, dark and
still, with, perhiaps, amostrealistic taste of life
in a1 summer camp.

¢ A white teut pitched by a glassy Iake,
Well under a sliady tree,
Oc by rippling riils from tho grand old hills,
11 tho summer homo for me.

I foar no blaze of the noentide rays,
For tho woeodland glades aro mine,
Tho fragrant air, and that perfume rare,
Tho edor of forest pine.”
(Continued on pago 1o
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YES:; I'LL BE YOUR SWEETHEART.
Waltz Song and Refrain.

Words by HARRY C. CLYDE. Musi> by H.C. VERNER.
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