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DREAMS THAT COME TRUE 

When the Just of the wo'~$hop is still. 
The dUll of the workman at mi, 

May lOmt generous heart find a will 
To suk ond to treasure his ksl. 

From the splendour of hopa thal dmiced; 
From the Ilxmder! he planned 10 do; 

From the glories $0 nearly achicoed: 
From d,CQrru that so nearly came true; 

From his struggle 10 rist ahoce earth 
On the pinions thai. could not Jig; 

From his sorrows; ab. :stc~for some worth 
To rcmtmbtr the workman by. 

If in ~ain; if Time SIUtps oil away, 
And no [aurtf from thai dusl springs; 

'Tis enough that a loyal hcarl say. 
" He tried fa make beautifullhings."· 

EJen PAiUpo«s 

DECEMBER. 1899, m"ks the beginning of a 
new era in the life of Marjorie Pickthall. It 
came unheralded and unexpected. except to 

those of the innennost circle of her friends. Only 
those who knew of her voluminous manuscripts. her 
perpetual writing. destroying and writing again, were 
prepared for those events which were now about to take 
place. 

At the age of fifteen, that is, in 1898. she sold her first 
story to the Toronto Globe. for which she was paid three 
• " From Many 5oorc(I." 
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dollars, the first money she ever earned by her pen. 
This story is entitled "Two-Ears," and because of the 
fact that it was the first of her dreams to come true we 
quote it at length. 

TWO-EARS 

Two-Ears was the son of the Heron; the Heron was a chief of 
the Iroquois, and therefore such a great man that Two-Ears could 
beat the other boys on the strength of it. Canada was a very 
different place in the year 1650 to what it now is. A few French 
settlements, apparently doomed to speedy destruction, straggled 
beside the great waterways. The numbers of the Red Men seemed 
UJUntiess: their courage and ferocity were certainly unrivaJled. 
lhe Heron had assisted at the capture of the Jesuit Missions, at 
the death of the priests, and at the extermination of the more 
peaceful Huron tribes. He was a good specimen of his race; wise 
u a fox, strong as a buffaJo, last in peace and fint in war, a bitter 
enemy, but a true friend. 

Two-Ears was proud of his grim father, and wished, with aJl 
1:ais heart, to be just such a chief. Unfortunately, he was still 
treated as a child, and left to the care of Spring-Moon and the 
other women. Only that morning he had half killed Yellow-Bird 
for. calling him a rude name, equivalent to "molly-coddle." " In
deed," thought little Two-Ears. as he lay under the birches by the 
Ib"eam, "it is time that I should show all the world that I am a 
brave, the son of a chief. and no longer a child. I ·will do so! I 
will do something great and brave and my father shall say: 'You 
.are a man, and my true son\' Then I shall go to battle! Ho-hol 
I will surprise people!" He thumped his heels on the ground exul
tantly, and threw pebbles at the squirrels. " I will lead the braves 
to battle!" he continued, getting up. "but now I am going to hunt 
fur strawberri¢s, or the girls will get them all." 

The future chief was soon grubbing industriously among the 
tbort dry grass; only when Spring-Moon called hom the tepee did 
I.e remember that he must live up to his character as leader of the 
tribe. With vast dignity he stalked across the deating, and took 
the food that Spring.Moon held out to him. "How long," thought 
Two-Ears. "shall I be dependent upon women for my very dinner?" 
He ate the meat, however. with apparent appetite, and then 
• • tted down at the foot of an old fir to think. The wind made 
.. pleasant murmur in the leaves, and the June sun was hot. Two
Eats was well·filled and contented, and began to feel very sleepy. 
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Three robins were singing against each other in the nearest maple. 
and the water W8..5 swishing softly over the pebbles of the little 
brook. "That is the way that the ripples shan talk to the smooth 
sides of my canoe when I am a chief," murmured Two-Ears drowsily. 
and he nestled still more closely into hi. grauy nook. A humming· 
bird flashed across the sunny path. and poised itself over a flower; 
the boy in the grass pushed the ragged haif out of his eyes, and 
watched it dreamily. "Ahr little bird," he said. "my moccasins 
shall be brighter than your back. with scarlet. and green, and purple. 
when I am a chief." This bliaaful thought made him squirm until 
the fem.leaves rustled. A few big red butterAies were flapping 
lazily in and out between the twigs of the dark pines. and a wild 
canary piped sweetly from the waterside. The wind, blowing over 
the tenu, brought with it the sound of a plaintive song: it was 
Spring-Moon, singing little Sunbeam to sleep, and T wo-Eara nt 
up and listened. 

Where the summer flowers are blooming. 
Where the leaves throw checkered shadow 
On the sunlight of the pathway, 

Where the wind makes pleasant music 
Through the rustling leaves and gru.ses
There my love and I will wander. 

Sweeter is thy breath, beloved. 
Than the smell of summer blossoms, 
Than the balmy breath of pine-trees. 

Brighter are thine eyes beloved. 
Than the sunlight on the ripples 
Ot the laughing, dancing river. 

Darker are thy locks, beloved, 
Than the shadows that the midnight 
Draws about him for a mantle. 

Where the paths are bright with blossoms, 
Where the birds are softly singing, 
There my love and I will wander. 

"Huml" aaid Two-Ears. "it is very pretty, but only fit for 
women. A war-cry sounds sweeter, in the opinion of a brave like 
I mean to be. But beause I am small they think that t am a child. 
and so I never get a chance." He thought over this for 10 long that 
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he was very nearly asleep; in fact his beady black eyes were shut 
tiaht, when a twig cracked sharply in the undergrowth, and there 
1fU a Rutter of startled birds. Two-Ears was wide awake in a 
..:»nent, but, being an Indian boy, he did not move from his hiding
piau. He only clutched the little knife hanging round his neck 
md rolled over so quickly that the long grasses just quivered 
bintiy, as if a tiny breath of wind had struck them. It was no 
beu or other wild beast, however, as Two-Ears half hoped it 
.might be; only the Heron returning from his hunting expedition. 
TIle boy behind the tree-trunk watched the tall figure swinging 
ooiselessly up the bank of the stream. The sun glinted on the 
bllIde of his great knife, and shone on his brown shoulders, and his 
I0Il sighed enviously. 

It was lucky for the Heron that he was such an awe-inspiring 
man, for Two-Ears was on the point of asking to be taken on the 
DeXt hunt, but suddenly fel t too shy and frightened, and watched 
the warrior in silence and admiration. The Heron came striding 
00. So near his own encampment, he had no thought of evil, but 
C'Vi1 was there. Two-Ears noted. indifferently that the old oak
ttump was a very quC(!r shape; one end was just like a man, and
did it move? "It is a squirrel." thought Two-Ears lazily, and turned 
his head once more to look at his father. He saw the Heron pause, 
startled by some faint sound- saw, also, the Algonquin who sprang 
from behind the old trunk, and flung his hatchet straight at the 
Heron's head! Fortunately for the chief, the axe slipped, and only 
snzed his head; even then, the blow was heavy enough to half. 
stun him, and to send him reeling against a tree, With a shout, 
the Algonquin sprang forwa rd to finish his work! But he had 
rttkoned without the boy in the grass, When Two-Ears saw his 
father hurt his very life seemed to stay quite still for a moment; 
then blind, wild fury filled his heart. Silently as a lynx, he darted 
from his shelter, and sprang right on the back of his bewildered 
foe. Then his little knife struck, and struck home! . The warrior 
feU, but even in falling, returned the blow, and little Two-Ears 
dropped also. It was all over so quickly, that the Heron had 
been powerless, wounded as he was. There was far more pride 
than sorrow in his face when he looked down at his son. "He is a 
brave child and worthy to be a chief of the Iroquoisl" he said quietly, 
and lifted the boy in his arms. He carried him gently to the tepee, 
lind laid him down on his own pile of deerskins. The medicine· 
men did their best, and worked over little T wo-Ean as if he had 
been a great chief. but it was no use ; the gates of the Land of 
Shadows were opening to r«eive the chief's son. Spring-Moon was 
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weeping softly and the wind was moaning almost as mournfully 
through the pines, when T wo.Ear. opened his eyes and Jaw his 
father. " I slew him'" he gu~; "with my own hands I slew him! 
I am no longer achild!" "No. thou art a man, and my son," answered 
the Heron gravely. and T wo-Ean was content. 

It was quite dark when the Heron rose and, taking his weapons 
from the corner. went out into the clear night. He turned his face 
in the dire<:tion of the Algonquin village and slipped silently into 
the forest. Spring-Moon was sobbing wildly on the Roor of the 
tepee, and the other women were wailing outside. For the gates 
of the Land of ShadoW'S had closed behind Two.Ears, Ii brave of 
t he Iroquois. No~. 11th, 1899. 

Shortly after the publication of her story, "Two-Ears," 
Marjorie Pickthall joined the "Young People's Corner" 
of the Mail and Empire, In the fall of '899 she competed 
in the Annual Story and Poetry Competition, submitting 
her poem, "Song of the Nixies," and the short story 
"Two-Ears," The rest may be told in her own way, 

Dewnher 23rJ, 1899. 
Never have I had such a magnificent success in my life! ! ! ! I ! I 

Some time ago I went in for the Annual Story and Poem Competi
t ion in the Mail ant! Empire. and I have won orJih prizu l!fll! 

The Poem prize was $5 ; the first Story prize. $10, and I. Me, 
Myself. have won them!! More than a week ago, a young man 
called from the Mail and emPire to "interview" Mother. and beg 
my photo! I ! ! !! I was in bed, so could not see him. but he, and 
the other editors too, were "struck all of a heap" with my story 
and poem! ! 1 He really and honestly seemed to admire them 
immensely. When Daddy took the photo down, the City Editor 
said : "We admire your daughter's work eery much indeed. Mr. 
PickthaU!" "Wort" mind you! ! 

So to-day. there is my picture in the paper, my two first prize 
things in too, and I don't know wnat I'm doing! !! If I live to be 
100, I shall never feel quite the same kind of joy as to-day. You 
can't write what you feel, but it naJ delighted Mother and Daddy 
and everybody so! ! ! ! 

It's been so hard to keep quiet about Mr. MacAree coming, 
Dear Mother was so 'excited that she forgot whether he said both 
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