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S. :-I see you posscss a good inemory and an entlîusiastic
admiration for the Romantie. Fior iny part, I consider the plot
£à,neiful and unreal, therefore a blemisli of the pocin. No
-%voman in her senses, hiowever high-spirited, would so defy her
guardian and friend. No guardian, in such circuinstances,
ivould be so stupid as to allow tlue elopemient wl'ikh ensued.
T1he chances atre, too, notwithstanding the fleetness of the steed,
that, his double burden w'ould ensure his early capture in the
pursuit. But the whole blingr is ttter1y -absurd and untrue.
Surely no0 sucli valorous illit as, Sir Guy would ho meain-spirited
enougli to desert h is ird wn i fe through self-destruction,
knowingrtbie wlhle thatliis cowardly rivailwould thereby succeed
to the biand, and possibly to the atflèctiotns, of bis beloved. The linal
scene représents a cow'ardly double suicide. Thie merest tyro
in the kniowledge of inedioevaiismx kiow's tbat the proper thing
te be done in such a pliglit tui Sir Guly's wvas to figlit to the
bitter end, to prolong lire tili the very momient of conquest, and
theni, indeed, to die,-but a inartyr's, not a cowvard's, death.
That suchi a story .s'ould receive favour and credence is to nie
incoinprehiensible.

Q. :-My dear 1'elloiv, it is not a ques;tion or' probability, but
of effect. The plot is romnzintic, quaint, and mnagical, an autique
story of love and adventure ivrapt in a beautiful garb of at
once fair and delicate texture. With sucbi a therne, such Ihappy
adaptability of intre, so higlily eniotional and delicate a har-
unonizing of the eternal periods; of the swift, brief storni of- life
with the solemn soothingy of the passing-bell ; with so liberal
and masterly a use of the secret resources of thie poctic art, the
«"Rhyme of the Duchess May" shines to-day and forever "«a
gem of purest ray srn.

S. :-" Have at Iiimi, mnai !" says îny cool rea.son, - but
somecthincrl. motions bakbcnninic ' Wi, listen, learn"

Q.:-DO you mnean it, friend ? Majy ail the nine aid mie,
and chiefly Euterpe, to kindie and fan in you the spark of
subtier, more e~st'letie, life. You have, read the poemn, you say;
surely you have felt,-somethiiugc! Take the overture,-the
beginning of that wonderful refrain, ',Toil slowly." What does
it ineau ? The beli-ringrers are playingr their music for the dead;
the white poplars cast their glieanuiing stin-shaýdows upon the
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