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Keen to the heart of pain

A sordid chill

Creapsth, O sombre Dana !
Bitter and shrill

Through tha duil fog and rain
OF an undawned season,

Smiteth a cry. ...
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Taming the Bear.

RAG had tried harder than ever that
day to win.

There had been the usual, almost
daily wrangle. He had done his best,
but was outclassed. So in the end his wife
leaned back on the coneh dramaticafly and
sighed. Her wild gesticulation, the fierce foot-
stamping on the carpefless floor, the mixed
noises ; in short, all that miscellansous tamalt
had wearied her. Victory was no longer glori-
ouis; it was of too common occitrrence ; it was

growing monotonous.

And Krag—Krag took his hat and went out.
He felt like an unwelcome guest in his own
house.

* ® * ] * *

They had been married seven years. They
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had no children. It was best so, her mother
had said. Oh, her mother was a sage. Noth-
ing was beyond her, everything was easy, so
very easyl ‘When she relinguished her
daughter—the only child—she knew that he
drank; she knew that he was a bear, and like a
bear, should be tamed and trained. But she
had handled men—her late husband, for in-
stance. He was a bear too; not a big, strong
and rough bear like Krag, for he had been a
small, slim person of no physical power, and
gentle as 2 lamb. Nevertheless, from her view-
point he was 2 bear, being of the masculine
pgender.

Then, on his wedding day, the experiment
with Krag was begun. He was tamed and
trained by his mother-in-law, who found this
a fascinating pastime, a kind of sport difficult
‘to leave. Her daughter for a time was a spec-
tator only. But the play wearied her, it
dragged like some of the novels, she thought,
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There was no movement, no spicit in it. So,
at length she took hold of the reins; her
mother, of course, still held the whip. But
two drivers to a single steed are worse than
none.

Krag had cared something for his wife the
spectator. He had believed when he married
her that she loved hitn. He respected and lis-
tened to the counsel of his mother-in-law. She
was always =0 polite—a queer thing in elderly
women. And there was reason in her a2dvices,
He saw that it was wrong in him to drink.
But if he stopped altogether he would lose
many friends; and he was not yet quite ready
for a new world. He liked hiz home immensely
at first; it was cosy, cheerful, elegant. His
mother-inlaw had put it together, Krag re-
garded his home as a maguificent present, paid
for by himself, while purchased by a more
competent person.

But Krag could not give up the glass, While
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