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in MY vivid imagination, a passport to the with the most extraordinary bair arrangements,geography of Fairyland. In a twinklirig 1 Hans Andersen's Tales were a perennial joy. 1could-and did-whisk myýelf into regions of always loved fairy tales and detighted in ghostwonderful adventures, unhampered by any stories. Indeed, to this day 1 like nothingrestrictions of time or place. better than a well-told ghost story, warrantedEverything was invested with a kind of to send a cold creep down yVr -pine. But itfairy grace and charm, emanating f rom my own must be a real ghost story, mark you. Thefancy, the trees that whispered nightly around spook must pot turn out a delusion and a snare.the old bouse where 1 slept, the woodsy nooks1 explored, the homestead. fields, each indiý"1- DID not have access to many novels. Thodualized by some oddity of fence or shape, the 1 were the days çyhen novels were frowned on sessea whose murmur was never out of my ears- reading for children. The qn1y novels in theall were radiant with "the glory and the dreani." bouse were Rob Roy, Pickwick Papers, andI had always a deep love of nature. A little Bulwer Lytton's Zanoni; and 1 pored over themfern growing in the Woods, a shallow sheet of until I knew whole chapters by heart.June-beIL-3 under the &s, moonlight falling on Fortunately poetry did not share the ban ofthe ivory column of a tall birch,'an evening novels. I could revel at will in Longfellostar over the old tamarack on the dyke, shadow- Tennyson, Whittier, Scott, Byron, Milton:>wwaves rolling over a field of ripe wheat-all gave Burns. Poetry pored over in childhood becomesme "thoughts that lay too deep for tears" and part of one's nature Mort thoroughly than thatAi fourgeen 1 icroie The Hiý;1ory of Flossy feelings which 1 bad then no vocabulary to which is first read in mature years can ever do. My red letter day came'when 1 was "inclooBrighteyes," the biography of a doli. 1 coiddn'i express. Its music was woven into my growing soul and and reccived my firsi chequejor a shýr1 $tory.kiU a doil, bui 1 djagged her through ewry other It has always seemed ta me, ever since early bas echoed through it, consciously'and sub- did no$ squander thug five dollars in roeous-livi«9-tribulation and shen allowed ber a happy old age childhood, thatý arâid all the commonplaces of consciously, ever since; "the music ci the im- %or infesi it in necesary boais and glo«s,' '01ivith a good lifils girl Who loved her for the dangers life, 1 was very near to a kingdom of ideal mortais, of those great, beautiful souls whos;e I bought jive volumes of »etry with it. I wanie,she hall paised through and oiýerlooked her conse- beauty. Between it and me hung only a thin passing tread bas made of earth holy ground." some.1hing r could keep forever il; mcmoryqueni lack of beauly. veil. 1 could never draw it quite aside, but some. But even poetry was barrod on Sundays. haping «'a"ived.times a wind fluttered it and 1 caught a glimpse Then = faithful standhys were Pilgriof the enchanting realm beyond--ýonly a Propess and Talmage's Sermons. Pilgrims'0 El HAVE spoken of the tirne 1 realized glirnpse--but those glimpses have always Progress was read and re-read with never-faâing conviction that 1 should be laugh d at and.13 physical pain. My first realiza- made life worth while. e « ut 18 delight I am proud of this; but 1 am not quite moreover, 1 doubted being understood[] tion of the mental pain of sorrow It goes without saying that I was passion- sa proud of the fact that I found just as much did my but, I wrote hymn alter hymn in MYCI canne when 1 was niné years; old. ately fond of reading. We did not have a great delight in reading Talmage's Sermons, That little diary, and patterned the style of my -tri"0 D I had two pet kittens, Catkin -any books In the hou5e, but ihere were gener- was Talmagè's palmy day. AU the travelling after Anzonetta's remarks. For c'ýranPle, 1 10013CI130 and Pussy.wýUow. Catkin was a enty ol pxpers and a magazine, or two. colporteurs carried bis books, and a new volume remember writing gravely 111 wish I were in[3= 0 Uttle too meek and pitik-nosed ta 2.pl mther took Godey's Lady's Book. l' et Talmage's meant then ta us pretty much What Reaven Dow, with Mother and George Whitýç-ci 0 do Dot know If 1 would think much of that a "best-seller" does Dow. 1 canne claim that field and Anzonetta B. Peters."suit me, but russy-willow was the magazine now, but then 1 thought it wonderful, But I didn't reaUy wish it. 1 onlY thOught
prettiest, 11cutestl, Uttle scrap of it was the religion that attracted me, thoughgray-stiîped fur lever seen and 1 loved bon pas- and lts monthly advents were epocha to me. at that Age 1 liked the Talmage brand much * Ought to. I *a8, in reality, very well contentedsionately. The opening pages were full of fashion plates it was the anecdotes and the vivid, dramatic with my. own world, and my own little life f 01Onç merning 1 found her dying of poison. 1 and wère a perpetual joy; I hung over them word-pictures. HiQ-âerýnons were as interesting of cabbages and kings.shall ne ver forget my agonr of grief as I watched with delight, and whiled away many an hour as fiction. I am sure l'oouldn't read them withchoosing what frocks 1 would have if 1 could.My littie pet's bright eyes glazing, and ber tiny any patience Dow; but Iowe Talmage a very HAVE !ritten at.length about the incidIPUpaws growing stiff and cold. And 1 have never Those were the days of bangs, bristles. and Ireal debt of th&nks for pleasure given ta a child nd viroriment of My childhocid, becsu$n'laughed with grown-up wisdom at my passionate high-crowned hatal all of which I considered craving the vividness of Hie. they had a marked influence on the develOPIncotsorrowoverthel!tt)edeathý Itwastoorealtoo extremely beautiful and meant to have as soon My favourite Sunday book however, was a of My literary gat, A différent envirônMntsymbolicall ItwasthefirsttimeIrcaliz6ddeath, as 1 was old ough. Beyond the fashien thin Httle volume entitled "'The Memoir of would-have given. it a different bis, Were 'tthe first .time, si nce 1 hRd beco me conwious of pages came tbeterary pabulum, short stories Anzonetta Peters." 1 shall never forget that not for those Cavendish year3, 1 do not thinkloving, tilat anything 1 lôved had left me for- and serials, which I devoured ravenously, crying book. It belonged to a type now vanished fom "Anne of Green Gables" would lever havcaven At that moment the curze of the race my eyes out in dolicious woe over the agonie$ of the earth-fortunately-but much in vogue written.canne upon me, Il death entered inte my world " the heroines who, were all superlatlvely beautiful et that tilne. It was the biography of a child Wheu I am asked "Wheri did y,, begin to'anil I turned my back on the Eden of childhood and good. Every one in fiction was either black Who at five years became converted, grew very Write? ", 1 Bay, " 1 wlsh 1 could remember.'>' Àwhere everything bad seemed everlasting. I or white in those days. There were no grays. ill Soon afterward, lived a marvellously patient ýannot remember the time when I was Dot WfK'was barred out of it forevermore by the fierY The villains and villalnesses were all neatly and Saintly life for several years, and died, M9, or -ben 1 did not meau to be. an author*sword of that keen and unforgett able pain. labeffl and you were sure of your ground. aiter great sufferings, at the age of t To write bas always been my central PurJým'a were Prubytcrians, and went every Sun- The old method had its merits. Nowadays it la 1 must have read that book a h en around Which every effort and hope andday to the old Cavendish Presbyterian. Church quite bard ta tell which is the vWain and which dred timesIf I did once. 1 don't thirik it haduallgood effect ýOn Of My fife bas grouped itself. I WaO an ton the bleak hill. It WOLS never a handsome the hem. But t1xere was never any doubt in on me. For one thing it discouraged me herribly. indefatigable little scribbler, and stacks OUmanu-church, inaide or out, but it was beautified la its Godey's Lady's Book. What books we had were Anzonetta wss 90 hopelessly perfect th&t 1 felt scriPts, lons, no redaced to ashes, aJasý b«vWorghippers' eyes bY Years of memorles and well and often read. I bad my especial favour- itwas-aousetetrytoireitatther. yetjdidtry testimony ta, the same, 1 wrote about all thOý -window ites. There were two red-covered volumes ofSacred associations. Our pew was by a She never seemed by anY chance to use th; little incidents of my existence. 1 wrôte des-and we looked out over the sloPe Of the long '«A History of the Worid," with crudely- ordinary language of chadhond gt &II. She criPtiOns 01 my favourite haunts, biographieswestern bill and the blue pond down to the curv- coloured pictures, whirh were a never-faning adaNY ra5ýwonded to, any remark, if lt were MY ManY cats, histories of visits, and schocIi rim of the sandhills and the fine SweeP Of the dellght. 1 lear th&4 as history, they were oivy ýýHOV ate you to-day, Anzonetta?" by Affairs, and even critical reviews of the bOOkslng rather poor stuff, but as story books they were quoting had read.

blue Gulf. very Interesting. They began with Adam and a vum of scripture or a hymn stanza. , cars OldTbem wasa big gallery at the bacjc of the Eys in Eden, went through "the glory tha t was Anzonetta, was a perfect hymnal. She dýed to One wonderfui day, when I was ni a ychurch. I always hankered ta Zit tbert, prin Greece and the grandeur that was Rome," SPered utterance& hYmn, bu last f aintly-whi 1 discôvered that 1 could write poetry.cipally because I wasn't aflowed ta, 1 no doubt, down ta Victoria's reign. beint been readlng Thompsonla "Season!i," of wbich aatiother instance CE forbidden fruit Once a "Hark. they whisper, -gels say, little black, curly-covered atrociously prin.tédyear, on Sacrament Sunday, I waï permitted tO
go up there with the othet girls, und 1 non- "rMN there was a missionary book de Sist«,Spwt com Lwy.ll copYhadfaUenintomyhands. SalcomWe could look down with the Padfic Idands, in which 1 re,129 .ýPoeýn" CaRed "Autumn" In blank verst ig.sidored it a great treat. 1 d*red nOt &ttemPt to use verses and hymn5 imitation thereof I wrot, it, 1 remember, On"over the whole congregation, wbich Wwayâ bemuse it waà full of pictum of cannibal chiefs in current conversation. 1 had a wholesome the back of One'of the long rod "letter bWý'fiowered out that daY in full bloom of new bats then used in the postal service. It was SeWosn.ILnd dresses. Sacrâment. Sundve thebo W&S tO -sy for -a to get all thepaper I wante F-04uswhatEatteristothedwellersincitim Weall those blessed Old letter bills were positive boonehd. ew l'lits ot "reee3, 'net'-ellDh, b"BSI Grandfather keplt the poýt officé, and threell.We had bothl And 1 verY much feat that WO times a week a discardd -1,tter bill" came Mythought mort about them than we did about the 9telul W&Y. The Govertment wa3 Dot 0*service apd what it commemorated. It was ec"o,ýlcaj thén as nOwý at jeast in the roatterIrathér a long service in. those &YS, and WC of letter bills; they werethen half a yard langeimall iry used to #et very tired and rather As for "Autumn," .1 remember oulY the'inclined to invy certain irresponsible folk who opening lines.went -out whHe the congregation sang Twas

"NOw "tumn cornu, laden with peéch suden that night when doomcd to know." We pear;Uked the SundâY School much better than thechurchservic«. someofmy'sweetmtmemoriea 
lan d.The "POrt$ni"'s horn is heak throughout tiieare of the hauts spent lii that old church with 

And the: Poor partridge, flutteriing, falls dead-'ý'my littlý mates, with our testamentt and lessonSbeets held in our cotton-gloved bands. Satur- Trtl% Peaches and pears were not aband"tday night we had been made learn our catachisin 1in 1>1inci Edward Island at any easomandl ë,And our Golden textà and our paraphrases. 1 
them sure nobody evtr beasd a d4sporiiraW4 ialways efijoyed reciting tbose paraphrases, la at Province, though there reallY Wa3particujariy any that had drumatic Unes. days sholoting.' Butin those 91 » U'Sonne partridge owThe Iý*ndon SPecialor. lu a very kind revie* My 1-agination refused to be- hamperedof $'Anne of Green Gables" said fhat possibly bybwt&Anne'S preCdtitY Was alightly overdrawn in the 90 fort1t; tbe,,fD,, 1 must havé thern too.state=ut that 'a child of eleven could appre- Father tara e ta Ses Me the very day 1 wrote it,ciate the dramatic effect of the lines, and 1 Proudly read it to bim Hý ",remaikèdýI'Quick as the slaughtered. squadrons fell UmtMthusia3ticiUv that 'lit diLt zound much:,likleIn midiauls evil day.'l 1198 squelched me for a tilneïbut MuteBut 1 was only Dîne when those lines thrilied va Of Wrîtinà ls bred lu erour bones,ý=Y very soiù as 1 redted thera in Sun"Y you Win be Pracucialy non-Squelchable. Once.1 'OUD'd Outth-t'l could write poetry,School. Mi tbeough the sermon fonowing Ovarflowed înto, ý Ver!q over ever./,tý. , 1kept repeating them. ta mYsell- TO this day 

Wrote in rhymi eter th; h, baving cap-they'give me a mysterieus pléasure and a plea- cluded that it 4 thougiure quite jndepécýdent of tbeir meaning. W"becausellýttumiý'tdid DotthYxne that Fathler theught wam't poetrySa ran the curreirt Of my Ofe in ffldbood, 1 Wtote, yardsoi yerles about flowers, and =Qntb.%Vary quiet and simple, Yoù p«Ceive.- 14qthing 4n4 Ir- ùnd!st-ýs and guaget&,at all exciting about it..notbing tbat savoum of e4L!vcS,ý to nry'fiiendý. Andll,.d.dllléda "career." sonne might think it de. But My. dd hm# ai Cimejimi' Prince IUV*.4, rdaftd, $Abe* Pm Md firmt. la. tu:# Aa duU moment 1 had,.- lel) lm phliowi w*k am »*doffa eûr we.»a& ïWab", 'hum,ýt Miaeý AI had 'sýUfe ncvfrýheld for ùle 
*riling

411


