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they used to be. IA it that our tastes
and manners are so different or is it
that in the whirl of trying to keep up
with our own times and social customs
(a **country cousin’’ c:nnot call them
‘‘duties’”), we flnd pever a moment
left for the study or conternplation of
the hazy past? Mot being in publish-
ers’ secrets, we cannotsay {tom knowl-
edge, hut imagine that a publisher of
our day would find slow business in
the sale of Froissart’s Chronicles, or
even of Milton or Scottish Chiefs,
Yot where is the young heart that
would not bound and burn in the ehar-
acter of William Wallace? To be sure,
the strong-headed classe of women
might acciflentally smile nt the weak,
clinging character of Lady Helen Mar,
whose special faculty seemed to he a
tendency to swoon in every scene of
moment or importance; nevertheless,
Bceottish Chiefs will rever lose ils
highland freshvess, Paradise Liost its
sublime grandeur, Froissart’s Chroni-
cles their quaint historie loterest in
depicting the scenes of the past.

We believe that reference to Seottish
Chiefs will find response in the memo-
ry of many readers of the NEws, Our
Territory and people have many re-
presentatives of the race over which
that work and the works of Sir Walter
Scott have thrown a romantie charm,
which vannot be readily lost even in
the modern whirlpool.

Readers of Scottish Chiefs will re-
member the ipnsolent and arrogant
onaracter of the Epelish ambassador,
Bir Hugh le de Spencer, of whose fate
itie work does not dispose; the sensa-
tional and, in one sense, amusring
srceane between King Edward II. - and
t's beautiful queen, Margaret of
France, when the former became
Should the spiendor of His glory, ijcalol{s of the mysterious and wonder-

Shame the brightest page 1n story, !ul minstre]l who was nooe other than
Or'uhoutd His sutl soul langnish dark sp | Y 1iHAD Wallace in disguise, wiil also
e remembered.
While carelessly gianeing over the
{ pages of Froiseart, s lew daye ago, the
vame of 8ir Hugh Spencer brought (o
wind the dear old story, read more
than a uecade before, and curiosity
fixed altentfon to the page which
| proved to be a sequel,

Bball we not, kind reader, wander
together, wilh the chronicler, for a
few moments over the sands of those
long dead years and trace, il but for
amugement, B few of the events and
the final fate that hefel some of the
men nnd women whoee very breath
we seemed Lo feel, the flasbing of

LINES TO A BABE.

A rose leal curled,
A dewdrop pearled,
A flash of light in darknees veiled !
A joy that's paln,
A hope that’s gain,
A spark et light with death entailed!
Two azure eyes, with wondrous light roplete;
Two grasping hands, two hesitating feet,
Reaching after somethiog whieh they dare not
meet.
Oh, mystery of lirel I
In this young soul, unblemished yet and fair,
We strive to road the riddles wrilten thers,
But ah) the light hehindus har grown dim
And the light hefore
From Hoaven's door
We see ke Saul and are made blind like
bim.
These |impid eyes,
- + In mild surprias,
Giaze down the leugthening vistd of the coming
Years;
And through penrly teara
They catch the radinnes of glory won
Reflécied op the bloodiess battle just hegun.
This soul se bright,
"Tis Heaven's light p
Thatl shines unsullicd on your ¢rystal height;
The glory of a day hogun,
The mirage of n setting sun
Are thas all melted jnoto one.
This child—this prine¢—Lhie nngel,
Do wo dars to call it ours?
And fondle it and treasare it
Ar we wonld the Tading flowers?
This hreath of God's owo lite,
‘The imnge of Hie face,
This fair expression of Hhia holy love nnd grace?
He ls helr of alkthe sages,
The wisdom of pastages,
Opens wide 1te musty pages
To the treasures of the eoming yoars, per-
chance He holds the key.

mediocrity?
Bure when death shall end the story,
Be it shamo or ve It glory, -
“Ths but the protude of a straln Lhat will gl ]
aternity.
ELIZABETH MILLER, |
== Ogden Standard, Ozden, Fob. 10, 1892,
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ONE OF FROISSART'S CHRONICLES.

Jn our busy day of electrieity and
progress we are Lecomlng somewhat
rusty in the history of the past aund
appetites for the quaint old ways and
wars of our ancestors are less keen than
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whose eyes we seemed Lo see {n those
younger days while wrapt In Scottish
Chiefs? Froissart and other historiana
glve Queen Margaret the name of Iaa-
bella, Why she in called Margaret by
the author of Bcottish Chiefs we have
not taken the trouhle to investigate,

It seems that in after years Isabella
became the motlier of two sgons and
lwo daughters. Theelder son nscended
the English throne as Edward IIT and
the elder daughter, {sabells, marrled
King David Bruce of Bcotland, « son
of Robert Bruce, the handsome and
noble minded young prince who wae
acarcely lesa fascinating in the story
tbaa Wallace himself and for whose
instalment on the Scottish 1hrone, the
latter lost his lite. Thus we flnd the
two klngdoms allied and reconciled hy
a marriage-union of the children of
the two contending kings.

The court iotriguers who stirred
rage, jealousy and distrust ngalnst his

ueen in the weak breast of King

dward II were such mischievs
ous  parasites as are incident
to almost every royal court.
They were the bane of Isabella’s life,
Scarcely had she cleared herself of one
false charge before ber Irritable and
sugpicious lord had swallowed another
from the mischievous lips of his favor-
itee. Amotyg these troublesome para-
pite 8 was Sir Hugh Spencer—as wicked
and perfidious as aDy of the ¢eriminal
raccals of his time and more powerful
than others through his greater aa-
lcendancy over the king, He sue-

ceeded In causfng s quarrel betweeh
the king and queen which estranged
them effectunlly and at last the queen
was adviced to leave the kingdom if
[shn wished to presetve her head. Rhe
koew that the menacing danger of
which she had been warned was prob.
ably more than idle fear, for the hatred
[ofSir Hugh had already fallen with
deadly effeet upoa several of the
robles of the realm. Tuking her eldest
son, she steaithily left the kingdom
and went to France to seek the protee-
tion nnd aesistance of King Charleg,her
brother. Bhe had not seen her native
land since the dny she had left it to
become the bride of bhim whose sus-
picious cruelty had driven her
te return after years of heart-
aches, and the hrother into whose
arms she threw herself ag ahe poured
into his ears ber tale of sadness, wel-
comed her, not asa wily prince hut as
s fond brotber rejoicing to see & sister
mho had been so long separated from
m.



