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themselves but of wherc they carne
from. I was pleased to xîote tlîat
rny friends did not succeed any
hetter tlîan 1 did-not niuch hetter
anyway. (The pair acro-s tlîe table
ordcred two heaping plates each by
Uic way.) Nextitcrn-broiled bine-
islî. I amn xever very fond of this
particular brand of fish ;I tried to
eat a little. but did not manage
nîuch. I-owever a glance at the
menu assurreii me that the next
article would make up for aIl deffi-
cieticies.

Fresli lobster-boiled. "Delic-
ious" I thouglit, but whetlier it was
tlîat I was so occuipied with the
sctiiery, or that I liad partaken of
too niany clams. I was flot hungry
even for lobster and my plate went
away almost as it came.

Wauwinet Cakes: Here will be
soniething substantial I tlîoughit,
but I found that they Nvere fashion-
able cakes, very like one gets at an
afternoon tea and only a littie big-
ger thon a penny, and it wvould
have taken a large pile of them to
satisfy nie. Politeness forbade me
taking more than two or three,
whili with a cup of coffee finished
the repast. It was a clamnîy affair
and no mistake.

After most of the guests liad
departed I sat clown at the piano,
and played a great many airs by
request of friends. We then wvent
for a wvalk, and after our return to
tlîe diningroom, 1 was surprised to
find quite a large number assem-
bled , waiting to hear sonie of my
music. A requestw~as made tome
to play some Scotchi airs, and I was
Ilighly complimented and applaud-
ed by the little company as tune
after tune wvas asked for. It gave
m'e peculiar pleasure to feel tic
abilitY to rattie off those good old
airs under the stars and stripes, and
nîy menîory wvas keopt busy as now
came a request for "Bonnie Dun-
dee, " now "Scots \Vha Hae, " * Ye
lianks and Braes," &c., &c., on

through the catalogue clown to
every one I haci heard of. An
invalid said to nie later with tsýars
iii lier eycs, that she liad not liad
such a treat for a long tinie. Slie
wvas as I learni--c the wvife of a
mnillionaire, but she could seldoni
get out, and lîad but littie music
wlîile at the sea shore. Trle pianos
are rcîidcred very tin panny on
accouint of the -noisture ini the
at.a osplere.

Tired but liappy wve returned to
'Sconset, and were ready for the
meal we found awaiting us there,
which wvas ail the mnore enjoyed by
nie becauise of its freedoni fromi
clams.

TIIE WHITE-THIROATED SPARRZOW.
Clear-clear-clear and far,

Dropping down from the sunsct sky,
Like flute-notes from some wvan-

ing star,
1 hear tlîy lyric cry.
Clear-clear-clear and high,

Where the violet sbadows of Sun-
dowvn lie.

Receding still, and faint and dim,
And thrice repeated like a strain,

From some antique Gregorian
hymn,

'rhose three bird-syllables again,
Ascending vesper-wise and lioly,
'rîîat thrill me with this melanclîoly.

0 silver throat that sings uinseen,
And by thle careless ear unheard,

So sweet, so sad and so serene.-
'ro me thou art flot any bird,

But the pure soul escaped and free
0f sanie lost heavenly melody.

Threp dropped notes frorn a poet's
Song,

Tlîat found no fuller utterance here,
Whose solemn harmionies belong

'lo some diviner atrnosphere,
Beyond these eartbly clouds obs-

cure,-
Forever clear-forever pure.
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