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“Oh, T can stand it,” laughed French.
“How extremely good of you !”
me“”YeS’” he admitted lightly, © there’s nothing mean about
Miss Turner stood up and put on her hat again. ¢ 1 sup-
Pose we shall have to leave,” she sald.  “ Dut 1sn’t it beaunti-
ul hel‘e [
StoThPy had not proceeded five steps on the path, when she
Pped suddenly. « My note-hook ! ” she exclaimed.
French returned to the boulder, and brought hack the
Mouse eoloured little volume, with the red edges, and the two
Vent theiy way in the close of the autunmm afternoon.

.This was but one afternoon in Miss Turner’s pursuit of The
igher Education. There were some, of course, who did not
5::2:5 her methods of study thoir. entire approbation; and
' who even termed her a flirt. She was, at any rate,
nothlng if not original.

W. J. HeaLy.

COMRADE WIND.

I?IOW that T have reached the top of the hill and leave the city

i . . . . ,
ghts behind, you join me again tomight, you rough-handed

E:tg- .I am gl:.xd of. your j‘oyous. company. The road is so
Stillny vl‘n the quiet mghts'. There is n.o one to talk t(.), and the
ois €ss makes me home—srck and afraid to turn my lne:ul-. You
. e&z' comracde | your bomtem.us I:Lughter. and rude jesting
is noe me.. You. push hard against me and jostle e, but there
Soft,snmhce in it at all. I love you k-)etter for it than your
Poken brother Breeze for all his quiet ways.
tna, ow long we have been comrades by land 2L.ll(1 water ! }'Iow
¥ the miles we have left behind on long, solitary wanderings
ne fambles, on headlong gallops and over the flying scud of
&rkstof‘my lake. How often y(?ur voice has called me out.on
N snlghts from the irkson.ne four szI'ls :m.d the brain-trying
ang (:(; gllaw.a }?eax'd you calling and calling till T had to don hat
ightes and Join you. Then, as I stepped from the door and the
- room into the darkness, how often you have welcomed
With a dash of yain in the face, that only made me laugh
Sa,y
i:)A,Pt there, old true-penny ?” And an hour of your fellow-
OOI(SI(LS sent me back refreshed and .:Lhnost recon(ul(f(l to Tny
oo © And on many a storny m(.n'nmg and l)lus'termg‘ ELﬂrT‘,l'—
vom, ii’u have driven away the disorders :m.d sickly faneies
wllir]i, 0od and l.)min. You have eleansed me lnly(m'r (‘t]l(‘,l'(.‘:tl,
e&rt](g bath till my flesh was as the flesh m“.n. lltf,le child.
£y ache and heaviness ily like fog-vapors or thin rain-clouds
Your presence.
o r:;: 15 no malice in you. I knm?', even when you driv'e
i 0 and sleet in my face till it stings like a whip, that 1t
Y your mirth. No malice, when you scatter the hand-
- Snowflakes upon me till my limbs are stiff and my
Ly 8lazed and blinded. Tt is only your sport. Even were
&h()ul:;or senses dulled into quiet, you would still pelt.me till 1
W}l& be Jjust a little drifted heap above the'w}nte level.
puﬂh Ir?n e).(cel]ent jest that would be ! No malice when you
Rhee Y sail over till it almost touches the foam, and t.he
the ticllts my hand, and my arm aches in the struggle W'lt}l
Wy . €. And if you had spread it on the green, dancing
h&ve ) 80d the waves dipped in over the side, that would only
gla;ﬂoi:en your jesting too. Just one great frolic, part of the
g Sunlight, and blue sky, and drifting, white cloud.

You know I do not fear you and that T will never cease to
struggle with you.  For hoars T have dviven my frail shallop
incli by inch and foot by foot against your power. Though
you sent your armies of white-caps volling against me, you
could not change my purpose. 1 knew that a single error
would be fatal and that you were waiting for me to make a
slip, but for hours T handied the jest with you.

Some time or other, perhaps at mid-night and in storw, you
will crush out the worm strength which resists you, but it will
be merely a further jest to show how strong you arve.

Arcrnmanp MacMecnan.

LITERARY NOTES.

Tur following lines (said a correspondent of Notes and Queries
the other duay) appeared in Mr. F. A, Heath’s annual, “The
Keepsake,” edited by Miss Power (Landseer’s “Lady with the
Spaniels ”), published by Bogue, Christas, 1850,
not republished in Lord Tennyson’s works :

They are

STANZAS. BY ALIFRED TENNYSON.

What time I wasted youthful hours,

One of the shining winged powers
Show’d me vast cliffs, with crowns of towers.

As towards that gracious light T bow’d,
They seem’d high palaces and proud,
Hid now and then with sliding cloud.

He said, “The labour is not small ;
Yet winds the pathway free to all :—
Take care thou dost not fear to fall !”

“Quida” is writing a new novel, entitled  Gilderoy,” to
be published in the Weekly Seotsman. Tt is to be hoped that
it will prove better than her last eflort, “A House Party,’
which may be characterized as a mere skeleton of style with-
out any sustaining principle of plot. The author’s pen has
been very prolific, and she has given to the world novels that
will out-live the ephemeral reputation of the mass of mediocre
nineteenth-century fiction ; but her genius is declining with

age, if we may judge from her latest work.

At a recent exhibition of the phonograph, at the London
Press Club, the visitors were privilcdged to hear a series of
stanzas, entitled “The Phonograpl’s Salutation,” written by
the Rev. Horatio Nelson Powers, and® described as “The
First Phonogramic Poem,” by virtue of the fact that it has
never yet been in manuseript.  Mickle, the poet is, if we
remember rightly, vecorded to have set up his translations of
«The Lusiad ” in type line by line without the intervention of
“gopy :” but Mr. Powers, who dedicates his stanzas to Mr.
Edison, goes beyond the dream of Mickle, in having simply
confided his poetical utterances to the instrument, by which it

was given back again in his own voice.

The sixteenth volume of the “Dictionary of National Bi-
ography,” published on the 26th Sept., extends from Drant to
Edridge. Mr. A. H. Bullen writes on Michael Drayton and
Alexander Dyce ; Mr. Lionel Cust o1 Martin Droeshout ; Mr.
Sidney L. Lee on William Drummond of Hawthornden and
Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester; Mr. Leslie Stephen on
Dryden, John Dunton, and Maria Edgeworth ; Mr. Francis
Bspinasse on Sir William Dugdale ; Mr. Thomas Bayne on
Willimn Dunbar, the Scottish poet ; Mr. J. M. Rigg on Duns
Scotus : and the Rev. J. W. Ebgworth on Tom D’Urfey.



