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Sometizues a sparkling tune, like fairy mu-
sic stealing,

S3he gaily playeth to nme wbile I lie stili
and reBt;

Ana straight there cometh over me a
strange and pleasant feeling

Of child1hooff's days of jpousness, when
I was happy, blest.

Ânon a mournful cadence of melanoholy
sweetless

Like the weird strains frota some Eolian
harp,

Coines froni the noble instrument; then,
with a fiole fieetness,

She strikes some minor chords again,
stridulous and sharp.

And sometimes my musician, who bath
seen but two lustres,

Playeth a grand psalm, majestic, full of
peace;

Ana i see the Promisedl Land, the wine-
press, and the clusters

0f the True Vine, high in Eleaven; then
it ail doth cease.»

Oh! xny littie miaiden, a gracions gift God
gave thee,

When those sweet, sad harmonies He
taught thy hands to play;

'Phere is a seul in music, and perchance 1ic
may be

That we shahl hear it in the realms of
Everlasting Day.

Likhe Israel's sweet «psalmist, wçho can tell
the sorrow

Thou may'st, with thy heaven-bornl gif t,
cause te pass away?

Miany a suffereïr, ere 'tis niglit, wisheth for
the morrow,

Ând the ministry of music caseth pain
alway.

&II like those verses very much;
they are signed ' W. E. P.' "

"Oh! they are by niy grandfather;
lie died about five years ago, and was
one of the Oornisli poets."1

" Indeed ; and who was littie
.Edith?'

"lere she is, lot lier speak for ber-
self," the Doctor said, as Asellya en-
tered the rooin. "YOU must excuse
me," lie added, ",I have te go Dole
the water te Polvethan, te see a Pa-
tient for Dr. French, who wants m3
advice."

Lord Esme looked up admiringl3
at the fair girl Who came in, and Wh(
colored a littie under his ardeni
gaze.

iAnd se, you have been immortql.
ized under the naine of Édithi"

"cOh!"t 3sashe, 'c'dia you flot know
my naine was Edith?"

",Now, how should I, when they
nover cail you se?"

"cWell, it is my first naine; but
grandimamma, who7waB a Trevennen,
and who was very prend of her Oorn.
igli descent, would have me called by
a Oarnish naine."

"iPardon me if I prefer the Saxon.",
",De you? «What shocking bad

taste. Hlow do you like Miss Bowatt's
name?" she asked.

"cWhat is it?"
"Jenefer."
"&Don't care about it or lier, whorn

Imet in Wessex; thougli I like lier
brother."

"cWhy, I thouglit you admired lier
very rnuoh; and I was quaite--"

Then she stopped short; she was
going te add, "jealous," but she
thouglit it would look tee rnuch like
appropriating lier consin's friend,
which she certainly had no intention
of doing; se, she added, "I1 was qaite
sure yen wouid like anyene whose
name was the same as your yacht
and King Art;hur's Queen."

"What, G3uinevere?"
"Yes. Jenefer is only the modemn

corruption of Guinevere."
"Do yen admire Tennyson?"
"I love the ' Idylis of the King."'
"iAnd do yen believe in Ring Ar-

thur, Geraint, and ail the rest of
them?"

"1Do I net? Why, Eing Arthur
was born at Tintagel, ?uly thirt-Y
miles from liere; and Geraint is buried
te the westward about the same dis-
tance from us, in a golden coffin
shaped like a boat, vith silver oars."

",The-n I suppose yen are romantic
and peetical?."

"Arn I net a Cornisliwoman?"
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Tliree years, have rolled away. St.
bIMervin stands as it did, in ne wbit

chiangea, except that one or two new


