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fet but for his giiilty love, anld s0
lie cornes to the enchanted caistie
where hie cannot tell wliat bc sees,
and concludes that the quest is not
for 111111.

This is the opposite of Lancelot
and Elaine. The Quieens sin is
Dgiraduially dcstroying thc good of
Arthur's Court, so that here tho
womnan is debased.

r1 o iPelleas, Arthur's Court and
Qucen are perfect. As lie rides to
ýcourt, while restingt iu the shade,
lie is smitten by the beauty of
Etarre, wlo is the leader of a band
of mnaidens-errant who have lost
tijeir way wvhile seeking Arthur's
Court.

The beatt of lier flesli abashced the boy,
As thongh it wvcro the bcanty of lier soul.

Shie promises to be his if hoc ývins
ilie circlet, but ivlen lie wins sIc
fluts lin, calling Iin Sir Baby,
aiid wIen lie follows hier, hier meii
bind Iimii and mock him and Ar-
th.ur. Twice this is done, buit stili
lis love lholds. Tlien Gaw'ain ap-
pears, offering to conquer the castie
for hinii. Wlien Pelleas finds lie
dloes not return, and is unfaithiful,
bis love Jisappears. Unhelief takes
its place, and, like a madman, lie
ruishes forth a scourge to, ptiblishi
the guit of thc Qucen and Lancelot.

IXY.-Thte Last T'oiri-,nent.

Arthuir and. Sir Lancelot, finding
a maiden-babe, with a ruby neck-
lace, give lier to the QacenD to rear,
Wh'o calis lier "Nestlingc."- But the
babe dies, and Guiinevere proposes
a tournamient for the rubies.

As the King is obliged to, be ab-
sent, i appoints Lancelot as irn-
pire, but the laws of the tournamnent
aire broken, a.nd thc glory of thc
Rlound Table is no more. The
Qucen herself, in liorror, breaks off
the revels, and retires pained at
heart. Whule thc neekiace is a.wardcd

to Tlristraiiî the represenltative of
frc love, who, forgeLtul of his own
swveet wife, "Isoît of the wliite
liands," so far away in Tintagil by
thc sea, places the jewels on the
necký of Qiueen Isoit, wifc of Mark.

Buit, w~hile lie bow'd to kiss tho jewell'd
throat,

Out of tho dark, just as the lips had touch'd,
Beliid hlmii rose a shadow anid a ,.lriek-
«"\arki's way," » aid 'Mark, and elovo hirn

thro' the brain.

X.-G uiiievere.
ri~at niglit, when Arthur re-

turned, ahl was dreary and dark,
and his fool, Dagonet, with. many
sobs, told him thc Qucen hiad fled.

In the nuunery at Almesbury sIc
wvas cared for by tIc holy sisters,
and partly sootlied, partly angcred
by the prattie of the littie novice,
with her questions about tlie Court
aud lier mnournful sonig, "Late,
late, so 1* ate."

iRumours cornu of the King'si
wars, especially those witli Lancelot,
an.d finally Guiinevere and Arthur
met once more, for that last parting
before lis last figlit with* Modred-
a. parting in wvhich slie learned,
when too late, whiat slie liad lost by
thc ritilty love for Lancelot, so that
wl'hen lie is goine sIc cries aloud.

Is there none
WXill teit the King 1 love imii, tho' s< late?

1 inust îîot scorui inyseif. H1e loves me stili.
Let no one dreami but that hoe loves nie stili.

ifer if e becoumes pure, and sIc
wvas made abbess wlen the old ab-
boss died; but, after thrc years, slie
passcd.
Tu where bcyond tiiese voices there is icst.

XJ.-l'tIe Passing of Atn'

In tIc last battie, the death-like
inist made confusion, and
There wvero eryings for the liglit
Moans of thc dyig, and voices of tic dead.
And lastly a dead hiush fell.

Th e wouinded K.ing sends Sir
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