
2,3 C STEWAIWTS 1ITERAIiT

riatiier, wlio had aftcr al, given lier such a very, very happy Christînas day.
Little remains rîow to 'be t.old that the reuder ba-, fot alr-eady surmniscd.

On Ncw Year's niglit a gay asseinbly was collected ini the hospitable inansion
of' Mr. Burton Knighltbridgle, whichi coinpany, it is ncedIess to say, -%vas in
honouîr of Artlîur's receiving his iNew Year's gift, for bis utîcele, as lic kisscd
Nellic's glowing chccks, wvas heard to cail lier Ilhis dcarcst niccc," andl to
confirm it. But ini the wvords of Mr. Studly who, af'ter a short conference
withi MIrs. Barkcr, ini a moon-lit wvindow, whispecd in lier car, I¶l at nowv
ail things wevc as tÙhcy should be," we close this story, -%vishing to ail wvho read
it.,-"&A IMIERRY CHRIrSTMAS ANI) A I-IAPPY NEw YEAR !"

MUSINGS ON THE ESK, NEAR JNVE1liE'S';,.

BT PROFESSOR LYALL.

'Tis twilighit, and a sombre screen
0f clouds is arawn across the 8ky;

'Ti8 Sabbath, and inethinks the scene
Feels its solcmnity:

Ail nature's inute, save the breczcs stili
Whisper along the sleeping hili.

And hark! a strcamllet's murinuring sound
Cornes sweetly softened to the ear;

But nothing elsc, around, around,
Breaks the blcss'd quiet hiere:

Ail nature, ceas'd its sabbath hymn,
Is hiushcd as towcrs of cloister dima.

1 sec a churchyard; thiere the stone
But looks te stone, and grave to grave:

No voice, ail calmly slumbcering on,
The sulent, dead, conclave!

And -%ho shall break that sea3.êd sleep ?
[lis voice that stills, or wvakes, the deep.

'rhe pages of our history tel
Here once a rnail-cd army stood:

Thc helin and glaive bcseeni'd them -iell-
They tlîought xîot of a shiroud;

But slirouds wcrc strcw'd beneath their féet,
And the dead werc thcrc thcy were to meet.

And still wherc yonder fields extend,
Unconscieous of the gazcr's eyc,

Historie reco'ilctions blcnd-
A scene of memory!1

Thiere Scotlaxid's, England's, rival lost,
Met to, naintain their country's boast.


