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Slower aud slower the movement became, nntil
a minor chord, that wa< like n humnan sigh,
brought the novelette toa close,

» » 3 » L3

Then [ bec ime conscious of a sound that was
not any own masic, ,

It proceeded from the sofa in the dark carner
of the room, and wis something between n yob
and a ery.

I started to my feet, and hastened aeriss the
ronw, tripping over Mry, Douglas’ footstool in
my haste, amd nearly coming to griel in conse-
quence,

She must bave been weleep, for she looked at
me with asudden fright in her eyes as | stooped
over her and begged that she would ask Susan
for some water.

Asure instiuct told her that all was not well,
but she had learnt {rom experience that | best
eould mavagy her girl, aud mechanically she
1eft the room to do my bidding,

I found Lily rolled up in a cornov of the sofu
weeping bitterly.

I tried to take her into my arms, bat she
wvently tesisted, and ddrew herself away with a
shiver,

The more 1 tried to soothe her, the more mis-
vrable she beeawme.

“ What is 1, my dacling, my own P71 eried,
in an agony of avprahiension. ¢ Are vou ill?
Are vou tired ¢ Did [ play too long ! Tell me,
dearest t”

1t was long Lefore shie would speak, but at last
an answer came that went to my heart like the
stab of a daguer.

*That awinl musie, Osear! [t will always
be ringiong in wmy ears. I shall never forget i1--
never ! never! Aud it was composed for me,
tan —speeially for me!  You wero the hero and
I was the hervine I”

Yeos; | understood it now !

I myself had doue the mischiel, and had dealt
a fatal blow to this delicately-srganized, sensitive
plant !

I

We had nomore huppy evenings.

From that night Lily seemed to have under-
wnne i mysterions chaage for the worse, and ull
the distressing symptoms returned with reneweid
virulenee.

The hollaw cough, the heetic spot oo each pale
chieek, and the brightuess in the eyes so unlike
the sparkle of liealth.

jut her illuess had taken na peeuliar turn,
which 1 noticed with great pain,

St could not endare the sonnd of music.

Her nerves were uanscrung 19 such an ex.
tent that the slightest sound—but, above all,
the notes o a pisno ~had the etiect of torturing
her.

Sie woabl twiteh asd paiver in every dimb,
this being followed by vio ent hysteria.

17 papil feed had alessa in my rooms Lity
wounld invariably be worse, and the doctor at
length gwarned me that my piano must be
clased, or he could uot answer for the vonse.
quences,

I was, therefore, ohliged to sev my pupils at
their ewn houses, and to desist mysell trom
practising.

The day fixed for vur weldding had come and
gme,

Fortanately the winter was mild, and 1 still
entertained hopes that my de o one might regain
sutlicient strenyth to ennble us to go abroad, aud
once safely fanded in some warm sunny climeall
mighi be well.

Mrs. Douglas was not so sauguine; but |
ennld see that she pitie 1 me, and forbore Trom
auticipating evil.

Al this time | was as one in a dream.

] got through my work mechanically, and
musie, so fatal to her 1 toved, had now lost its
charn for me,

True it is that it had not lost its nscendancy
aver my mind.

On the contrary, it had gained a power over
me that at times wax uite alarming.

1 would start from wy sleep with the notes of
that last composition, the novelette, ringing in
my ears,

Pay and night it followed me about like a
spectre. o

I could not rid myself of it.

When | sat down at the piano to perform a
picce for some pupil, [eonll scareely resist the
unpulse to play the music that was h:\uupug me,
uutil nt last [ would spring up and hastily take
my leave, in dread lest it would gain the mastery
over me. .

Alagt  this dreadful feeling grew strouger
every day.

Soon the sound of prople’s voices in the street
and the grinding of the barrel organs in the dis-
tanee, seened to join in mocking refrain, and go
where [ wonld, ['was sure to hear odd snatches
of my own music.

My daily vocation was thus rendered pecu-
tiarly distressing, and | would count the long
hours that dragged so heavily away, till the
welcome time of freedom came—for the evenings
wore still my own, or, 1 should rather sny,
1ily's.

To hasten home with a_new book or a set of
prints in my hand, and then to sit by ber side
reading ou in silence, and feeling happy it ]
had succoeded in bringing one smile to her lips,
—this wasall tho plaasure that remained to me
in this life.

Bat oven then I was obliged to be on my
guard, .

Many a tie I have caught myself, or fancied

that I caught myself, on the point of humming
a bar of tha novelette.

Whenever 1 found this danger at liand, 1
would start out of the room, and lock myself
up alone, or loave the house for a solitary
walk. )

The constant dread in which I lived receted
unfavorably on my health.

1 could not eat nor sleep, and 1 £ 11 at length

into a state of such melancholy lespondency
that even the kaowledge thav Lily could noet
last much longer, failed to vouse me from my
lethargy, to a keener sense of sorrow,
. Andnow | come to anevening that is vividly
impressed upos my mind, and around which
there liangs the mysterious horror of a night-
mare and all the unreality of a dream.

Indeed, it is only of late that | came to dis-
tinguish between what had been only the wild
fancies of u fevered brain, and what had really
happened.

Fxcept a glimpse carly each morning, | had
not seen Lily for several days.

That sweet consolution had heen denied me,
fer in the evenings she was too exhausted to sit
up, and the doctor had furbidden that she should
be disturbed.

Lpan this partienlarnight, the 3ed of April, |
had fallen asleep on the sofa in my sitting-
room.

I had wot Jit my lamp, for | could not play,
and T did not ears to read, and so the flickering
tirelight made me drowsy.

I remember hearing the church clock close hy
chimiug nine before 1 dropped off, and I must
have slept close upon twe hours, durinyg which
I had been dreaming strange thinus.

I thought Lily was dead, and that her disem-
bodied spirit was in the room, anl speaking to
me.

She was telling me that my novelette was
haunting her, and that shie wished to hear me
pluying it aguin, for she had learnt to compre-
hend its full meaning in a manner that before
was impossible,

This dream gradually melted into half uncon-
sciousness, and presently 1 was nwaka,

b osav up, feeling coll all o.er, and looked
round me.

The light of the fire fell upon my leloved
piano that had been Jdumb fr two long
months,

The effvets of that dream were still strongly
on my mind, and an unaccountable longing tonk
possession of me.

Jdid not resistit.  Hoaven forgive me !

No; | went straight to the pians, opened it,
and commenced to play.

I playad the vovelette that Ly had asked me
for, and which, I telt v mvineed, she wished to
hear.

How delicioussounded the notes of that sweet
rippling melody !

Fhingered over them, 1 dwelt lovingly upon
them ; 1 was {u the seventh heaven.

Aud now the time was slackening ; a plain.
tive tone was stealing into it : a sobbing, wail-
ing voice scemed to mingle through the accom-
pauniinent, until there came a sudden crash, a
horrible discord, that was followed by a human
ery.

I sprang to my feet and looked round.

Lily was standing behind me, her fair hair
hauging loose on her shoulders ; her slight fig-
ure clad in a Jong dressing-gown ; her eves look-
iu;‘i; large, and awfully bright ; her cheeks deadly
p;l Lo
Was it her voice that 1 had tuncied | heard a
minute before beseeching me to stop, and crying
out that the music was killing her.

[ dou't kunow,

My mind was all confusion, aulin a wild
chaos.

But [ caught her in my arms, ant 1 conld
then realize that it was no spirit, but a creature
of tlesh and blood that 1 had te do with.

I think this restored me to my senses, and 1
carried her to the sofa.

I cinld have sworn that semeone tonk my
place at the piano, aud was playing a mad, tem-
putuous movement, but this must have been
only in my imagination.

Aund now-1 hung over her, and ealled her by
every loving name, and kissed her white face
again awd again, bulin vain : [ could get no
reply.

Then I goutly laid her down, and raun for
nssistance.

[ met the nuarse and my landlady on the
kitchen stairs.

They had heard the musdie, and were hasten-
ing up to inquire what it meant.

How Lily had come to leave her sick-bed
nobody vould tell.

The nurse had left her a few minutes before
apparently very well, and had gone helow for
her supper.

Mrs. Dounglis, wearied out by watching and
fretting, wasasleep in her room.

Sad waking !

She came down, pale and alarmel, only to
read the sad truth in our fac s,

Lily never again spoke or opened her eves;
and when the doctor came in he pronounced her
dead. R

The musi¢ hal distressed her, and she had
come up-stairs to begof me to cease playing.

This had caused her death, and 1, therefore,
had been her murderer ! )

I wns ill—dangerously ill—for months after-
wards ; delirous from brain fever.

But who cared about that ! -

Mre, Douglas, it is true, watched by my side

with all the tenderness of a mother, yet that
ouly added ta my remomse; aund my misery
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reached its climax when I was told that I shouid
recover,

My story is ended.

With Lily's death the one romance of my life
was over, and there was nothing left worth liv.
ing for.

Music had become hateful, as well ay danger-
ous to me.

I fluw from the sound of it, though I could
not be deaf to the spectral tones that constantly
rang inmy ears.

Fortunately, as an artist I had no inconsider-
able talent, and [ turned my mind into an en-
tirely new channel,

I wentabroad, aud Mra. Douglasaccompanied
me.

She and I became all-in-all to each other, and
we shall never separate. ’

To work for hier is my one ohject in life, and
the only happiness lett for me ou this side the
grave.

BLACK, AND WIHITEW LSI.

Throughout the "nited States aud the Colo-
nial Empire the popularity of Black’s novels is
as great,if not greater,than in the United King-
dom, and as many of our readers will doubtless
have read the biography of the great novelist
which appears in last mouoth's Harper's, we
make no apology for reprodicing the following
from the IForld :—~*“The series of *‘Culebrities at
lHome,”” which for some yeurs has been running
through this journal, has receivel the sincerest
flattery of imitation in many quarters. 1t is not
for us to grumble at this, but, on the contrary,
to endeavour to learn something from our dis-
ciples ; and, though our researches have becnin
most cases barren of result, we have at last come
upon something which, in the slang of the day,
is *‘very precious,” very precious indeed. This
tronraille is an article published in Harper's
Magazine, and written by Mr. Joseph Hatton,
a gentleman known as a most industrious jour-
palist and novel writer, but who in his latest
work his given evidence of the possession of
many «qualities, notably of a fund of humour,
of which he had not hithcrto beewr suspected,
Mr. Hatton's subject is ** William Black at
Home,'' and in his first santences we are strack
with the fact that, however much inclined to
deal tenderly with his friend, the writer means
to take stern truth as the keynote of his article.
‘“Tightly built, lithe of limbh, strong in the arm,
capable of great physical endurance, the novelist
is nevertheless below the medium height.” A
damaging admission, this, and not v be ex-
plained away by the immediately succeeding
s*atemont that ¢ Black gives you the idea of a
small parcel, well packed.” We further learn
that “Black might pass for an ordinary ventle-
man of the time, until you come to know him
well enough to talk to him familiarly,” which
is agiin a doubtful compliment; and it is cu-
rious to learn.that, after talking to Mr. Black,
one finds ‘‘something extraordinary in his ap-
pearance.” What the extraordinary something
is Mr. Hatton does not divulge ; we are left in
doubt, whether, under conversation, the various
physical characteristics on which the writer ex-
patiates are modified, whether the < dark hazel
eye "’ bzacomes green, the '*firm mouth ' weak,
the “square forchead " round, or whatever hap-
pens.

* We are not merely favoured with a portrait
of Mr. Black, spectacles and all, but we have
sketeh of his lodgings—we beg pardon, ¢ cham-
bers " —in & street off' the Strand ; a view from
the window of those lodgings, which is simply
a reproduction ol the pictorial head-line on the
cover of the Jllustrated London News ; a sketch
of ““Black’s Yacht," uncommonly like any other
vacht, with a reminiscence of Dlack’s back,
very like any other back, only smaller than
most ; & view of the ‘“‘hallway " — what does
“hallway"” mean iu Hattonese :-—*Hallway in
Black's Brighton House,” ani another of
“Drawing Reom in Black's House at Brighton.”
These are most interesting pictures, and will
carry comfort to the heart of many a dour
Seotchman exiled uuder pecuniary pressure to
inclement Minnesota or wearisome Winnipeg.
The fire-irons of the fender in the ‘“hallway ™
are evideutly portraits; aund there is a touch of
the home-affections in depicting the sewing
machine between the windows of the * Cham-
bers** which is inexpressibly pathetic. Besides
pictorial rerresentation of these delightful in-
teriors, we have lengthy descriptions from Mr.
Hatton’s graphic pen. **The blinds are primrose-
coloured silk, a deeper tone of which is repeated
on the walls, which have & dado of Indian or
Japanese matting, mounted in ebony. And
ebonised mantelpiece elaborately carved, and
having cabinet like niches and shelves for china”
—ho, oh{ Mr. Hatton, at last we have dis.
covered the long-sought author of Maple's cata-
logue '—*“is in artistic harmony with fireplace
and fender of brass repoussé work.” *On both
sides of the fireplace are iuviting lounges”—
lounge is American-Hattonese for ottoman or
sofa. **Easy-chairs are frequent iucidents ou the
velvety carpet, so also are cabinets and tables.”
11 Mr. Hatton and his hero think alike, this last
sentence is full of meaning.  To Mr. Hatton an
ensy-chair is an ““incident "' in Mr. Black’s
uovels there are not many incidents, but plenty
of easy-chairs. Mr. Hatton, with an eye to
Luginess, is carsful to point out that on Mr.
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Black's table there are the “‘latest Harpers and |

an American newspaper;” and he gives the
most elaborate description of & house which, if
we remember rightly, Is up a back street, and
oppasite to a steama brewery and a livery
atable.

- siderable discussion.
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‘¢ ‘Black’s taste for bric.d-brac runs rather ia
the direction of spiril and wine bottles than in
the way of teapots. He hand¢ me hottle after
bottle from his sideboard.” This candid con-
fession explains a good deal of the conversation
recorded between the two novelists, a conversa-
tion which by no means degenerates into a mo-
nologue, as is ant to be the case in such inter-
views, Mr. Hatton was noi going to let Mr.
Black have al] the tall talk to himself, and the
manuer in which cach tries to tramp the pon-
derous platitudes of the other is inexpressibly
comic. Thus, Black replies to a question whether
he makes notes ot scenery, &e:—*¢ ‘Yes, often
very elaborate and carefal notes, and especially
in regard to atmospherie surroundings. 1{ one
does not correctly and completely frame a cha-
racter or an incident, with all the circumstances
of the time and place, one gets only a blarred
page. For example, one may say, * It was a
beautiful day.” But what kind of a beautifal
day ¢ It must be deseribed, so that the pictore
shall be truthful and finished, Every human
being in real life has a backgroumd, and must
have ju « novel if the story is to appear real to
the reader.” Sowe people, after Jistening to the
delivery of a little essay of this kind, might feel
doubtful as to what to suy next-; but Mr. Hatton
is equal to the oceasion :—* * There is nothing
moare charmiug in fiction or in essay writing,”
I feel impsllod to add, *‘than the artistic use of
natural effects in the illustration of character,
and the development and exhibition of incidents,
tragic or o'hierwise : the pathos that may belong
to a gray morning or an evening mist, when
wowen in with a sad thought ov a tender episode,
must have often tonched you who are so great a
student af Nuture's moods?” Conversations
sneb as these, free,unstilted, aud wholly natuaral,
abound in the article. From them we learn that
Black, *‘in common with Tennyson,” is reproved
as responsible for the words he put into the
mouths of liis characters ; that, ‘‘in common
with the late George Elliot,” he does not read
the press comments on his works ; that he once
wrote a letter in the Duily News sigued “J.
Swmith ;" and that he * ecannot endure the least
noise when he is writing” which must be awk-
wara, considering the immediate proximity of
the steam brewery and the livery stable. Mr.
Hatton thinks that ““the city by the ses, ' of
which he gives an elaborate deseription, and
pavs an unwonted compliment to the ‘‘famons
huuting in the neighbourhosd,” shuld be called
hepeeforth ¢ Black’s Stady.”"  Poor dear old
Brighton ! after all you huve recently goue
through, Loacet-attached, Richardson-def2nded,
a dull suimmer and 4 bad scason, this is the an-
kindest eut of all! And yet you have brought
it on yourself ! Over.built, over-chimneved, you
are rivalling London in your climate as well as
your siz: aml your omnee pare atmosphere is
sullied and poisoned by the constant presence
of Blacks.”

LITERARY GOSSIP,

“Tur Bridge to America” is the title of ano-
ther Book by Mr. Philip Kobiuson.

ALFREDR Mixegs, editor of ¢ Select Works of
Johnson,” publishes through W. Swan Sonneun-
schein & Co., London, an excellent student's
book on ‘¢ Problems and Exercises in Political
Fconomy."”

THE first number of the second edition of
*The Greenwich Landmark,” an amateur paper,
edited very ably by Mre, T. J. Burton, and run
in the interests of the Greenwich Library Asso-
ciation, has come to hand. It contains eight
pagss of printed matter including a large num-
ber of good advertisements, The articles are
very well written, and the paper is nicely got-
ten up.

AN exceptionally interesting book is ““Living
English Poets —1882."” The aim of its unnamed
editors is to give representative pieces from all
the English verse-writers whoe may really be
called in any high and lasting sense poets. The
selections begin, with 8ir Heary Taylor and
close with A, Mary F. Robinson. Sir Henry
was born in 1800 and Miss Robinson in 18596.
Betweeu these two the cream of the poetry of
the last 50 years is largely given. Exquisite
taste marks the getting up of the book. Itisa
sort of Valhalla for the poetic guild. The outer
fashion of the book is as choice as its contents.
1t is bound in vellum, and is printed on hand-
made paper.  C. Kegan Paul, Trench & Co., are
the Fuglish publishers. 1t is 2 work that ought
to be widely appreciated in this country.

M. Joux SRELTON's “Fasays iu History and
Biography™ include a defonse of Mary Stuart,
but is partly made up of short obituary essays
on notable Englishmen and Scotchmen who
have passed away during the last half century.

This author, whois best known to the readers
of to-day under his nom de plume of * Shirley”
in the lately defunct Frascr, as well as in the
pages of Rlackiceod, in the present volume,
which is not to be his last, enters upon a confi.
dential chat with his readers in ‘‘some last
words by way of preface.” Herein appear letters
from Lord Beaconsfield, Thomas Cariyle, J. A.
Froude, D. E. Rossetti, and Dr. John Brown,
which give a delightful glimpse of literary
friendship. “‘Shirley " is a strong writer on
historical subjects, and his ‘“ Defense of Mary
Stuart,” which occu\l)'\os nearly a quarter of the
present volume, will ba likely to provoke con-
Tho book is published Ly
the Blackwoods, of Edinburgh.




