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VALENTINE• IN FORME 0F BALLADE.

111E soft Winci frin the soutli land sped,
1-e set bis strengtli to blow,
Fron forests wliere Adonis bled,
And lily flowers a-row:
He crossed the straits like streams that flow,
Thec occan dark as wine,
To rny true love to whîsper low,
'ro be your Valenîtino.

The spring half-raised lier drowsy liead,
Besprent with drifted snow,
Il 'il send an April day," slie said,
"lTo lands of wintry woe."
Hie caine,-the winter's overtlirow,
Witli sliowers tliat sing and shine,
Pied daisies round your patl to strow,
To be your Vaentine.

XVhere sands of Egypt, swart and red,
'Neatli suns Egyptian glow,
In places of the princely dead,
By tlie N ile's overflow,t
The swallow pluîned lier wings to go,
And for the north did pine,
And fain would brave the frost, lier foc,
To lie your Valentinie.

ENVOI.

Spring, swallow, soutli-wind, even so,
Their various voice combine;
But tliat tliey crave on nie bestow,
To be your Valentino.

TuE ADVENTURES 0F A WIDOW.

Diy EDGAR FÂW'ICETT, ftUthor of "A Gentleman of Leisure," "A Hopeless Case,"
"lAu bitious WVomaii," "Tinkliuig Cymnbais," etc.

VI,

BEVORE Paulinie liad beon an hour lonîger in the Dares's drawing-room

site liad becoine acquainted witli nany new people. She could not count

tlîem ail wlien site aftorward tried to do so; the introductions liad been

very rapid for souie littie tinoe ; one, so to, speak bad trodden upon the

heel of another. lier mieditated projeet liad transpired, and not a few of

lier recent acquaintancos oyed lier with a critical estimate of bier eapability

to become their future leader.

She sooni found herself an object of sncb. general scrutiny tliat she was

in danger of growing embarrassed to the verge of actual bewildorment.

She was now the centre of a littie group, and every member of it regarded

lier with more or less înarked attentiveness.

IlI've a tragie soul in a conîic body, Mrs. Varick," said a fat littie

Bpinster, witli a round nioon of a face and a higli colour, whose naine was

Miss Upton. IlThat is the way I announce mysoîf ta ail strangers. 1

eliould have gone on the stage and played Juliet if it hadn't bcen for n'y

unpoetic person. But imagine a bouncing, abese Juliet ! No; 1 roalized

tliat it would nover do. I shahl have ta die with ail n'y music in me, as

it were."

"lA great nmany poets have done that," said a pale young gentleman

with very black liair and oyes, and an expression of ironical fatigue whicî.

seldon' varied. Hie was Mr. Leander Prawle, and lie was known to have

written versos for wbich lie humuseîf liad unbounded admiration. Il Jndeed,"

the young poot continueci, lifting one thin white hand where bis moustache

was yet to be, Ilit is liard ta sing a pure and noble song witli the discords

of daily life about one."

IlNot if you can make the world stop its discords and listen ta, you,

Mr. Prawle," said P~auline.

"1Oh, Prawle can nover do that," said a broad-slîouldered young blond,

witli a face full of dreaming revorie and liair rolled back fromn it in a sort

of yellow nano. Il e's always writing transcendental verses about Man

with a .capital M and the grand amelioration of liumanity with a capital

H1. Prawle lias no colour. lie liates an adjective as if it were a viper.

Hie sliould have lived with me in the Quartier Latin; lie sliould have read,

studied and loved the divine Théophile Gautier-most perfect of ail Frenchi

poets 1
The speaker flxed bis drawsy blue eyes upon Leander Prawle whule lie

thus spoke. A sliglit asmile toucîed bis lips, leaving a faint dimple in

either smooth, ovai cheek. lie was certainly very liandsome, in an uncon-

ventional, audacious way. His collar gave a lower glimpse of bis firm yet

saf t throat than usage ordinarily sanctions ; tIe backward wavýe of bis hair
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was certainly against auîy conceded forin. lic had been made kîîowfl to

Pauline as Mr. Arthur Trevor, and sie liad feit surpî'ised at bis naille

being so English; she liad expected to find it Frenchi; Mr. Trevor had

appeared to, lier extremely French.

IlWlien you speak of Paris and of Gautier," she now said to lim, IlYPU

reaily relieve me, Mr. Trevor. 1 was so prepared, on first meeting YOU,9

to, find that you were not an American."

"Oh, Trevor is very Frenchi," said Leander Prawle, coldly.

Trevor lauglied, lifting one hand on the middle finger of which was the

tawny tell-tale mark of the confirmed cîgarette-sutoker.

"And n'y friend, Prawle," lie said, "lis enormnously English."

"Not Englisli-American," siowly corrocted leander Prawle.

"It is the saine thing ! " crieci Artliur Trevor. Il lic is cold-blood9d,

Mrs. Varick," the young gentleman eonitinued, with empliasis and a certainl

excitement. "lWe are always flgliting, Prawie and 1. I tell Prawle that

in bis own lieloved literature, lie sliould have but one model outside Of

Shakspere. That is Keats-the sweet, sensuous, adorable Keats."

IlI loathe Keats," said Leander Prawle, as if lie wcre repeating 501De

fragment of a litany. I think lin a word-manger."

"Alia " laughed Arthiur Trevor, showing his white, sound teeth.

"Keats was an immense genius. H1e knew thc art of expression."

"And lie expressed nothing," said Leander Prawle.

"He expressed beauty." declared Trevor. IlPoetry is tlat. Tlieî'e 1$

nothing else. Even the great nmaster, Hlugo, would tell you so."

"lHugo is a more rliapsodist," said Leander Prawle.

Trevor laughed again. Hie gave a comic, exaggerated sliudder while lie

did so. Hie now exclusively addressed Pauline. "lMy tlear Mrs. varick,'

lie said, "lare you not horrified ? "

Before Pauline could answer, the fat littie Miss Upton spokc. "lOh,

Mr. Trevor," she said, Ilyou know that thougli you and Mr. Prawie are

always quarreiling about poetry, and belong to two different sellools, stilly

each of y0u, in his way, is admirable. You are the Northi andSot

poles."
"lNo," said Arthur Trevor, "lfor the North and Soutli polos neyer cain6

together, whie Prawle and 1 are continually ciashing."

"It looks very mucli as if chaos were the rcsult," said Pauline.

Arthiur Trevor gazed at lier reproaclifully. Il lihope you don't [ne,"'

that," lie said. Hie put lis arm while lie spoke, about the neck of a 5liOr'

and flesliy man, wîtli a baid, pink scalp and a pair of duli, uneasy eYee

"lHere is our friend, Ruf us Corson," lie continued. IlRufus lias ''

spoken a word to, you since lie was prosented, Mrs. Varick. But lie' as

tremendously important fellow. lIe doesn't look it, but lie is the poot of

deatli, decay, and horror."

"Good ileavens!1" îuurnured Pauline, playf ully.

"It is true," pursued Arthiur Trevor. "IRufus, liere, is a wonderfu

fellow, and lie lias written some verses that will one day make hin falloOes

as the American Baudelaire."

I lihave not read Baudelaire." said Pauline.

Mr. Corson at once answered hier. Hie spoke in a forccd, loitering eaY'

Hie wore the dreas of a man who scorils nîl edicts of mode, and yet lie W,10

very commonplace in appearance.

IlThe literature of the present age is in a state of decadence," lie ad

Mr. Corson, himself, looked to be in a state of plump prosperity ; eve bis

rosy baldness liad a vivid suggestion of youtli and of the cnjoyments bc

youth bestows. IlI write hopelessly," lie continued, Il because I live il,

liopeless time. My ' Sonnet to, a SkulI' lias been praised, because-"

"It lias not been praised," said Leander Prawle, firmily and seve'01Y

Mr. Corson regarded Prawle with an aînused pity. "It lias beef1

praised by people wliom you don't know," lie said, "land wlio don't Walit

to know you."
IlIt is horrible," enunciated Leander Prawle, while lie appealin11

rolled lis dark eyes toward Pauline, whicli the confirmed pallor of bis fc

made still darker. IlMrs. Varick," lie went an, IlI am sure that yoU Wl

agree with me in asserting tliat skulls and skeletons and disease are flOtb

subjecta, fo r poeticai treatment."

IlYes," answered Pauline, I think that they are not beautiful-e

for this reason I sliould condemn then."

IlThen you would make a grave mistake, Mrs. Varick," now quicklY

înterposed Arthur Trevor. Hie passed one liand backward along the yeliO<o

mane of his liair while lie thus spoke. But lie.*still kept an arin abO

tlie neck of lis friend, Corson, "I maintain," lie continued, Ilthat osi

lias a perfect riglit to sing of autumnal things. A corpse is as legitinmat .

subjeet as a sunset. They are botli morbid; they botli mean W16

moribund,"
"Oh, but tliey are so differentl", exclaimed the fat Miss ljp toll


