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the tail tapestry screen and listened, not to the tales of titi t but to thevoice of ti8 Tristan, wbicli, dear heart !was se sourn to silence aIl othervoices in the wôrld to lier. For hiere was no JIseult of Brittany, ' meek,pale-blooded, prayerful.' Baby Elsbeth alone, the little prophet-soul, as I'used to eall lier, was neyer won to love this new friend-lier heart meitednot to coaxings or new toys, but 1 veriiy believe that she was the onlyliving thing at Penimarîîe whose heart did not go Out in welcone to thisman; every soul in the village adored him, anti srnali Wonder, for to knowSir Tristan was to love him. You look indignanut, Gwen, but rememberone must lie just ; and even now there is no inan in ail Lianeacli wlio doesnlot swear by him.

"lTo return to my story. Lady Cornelia stili clun, to, at least, thememomy of ail the happy days passed with ber liusband,5and yet-and yetas time went on she wouid iess cf ten say, 'How happy L was,' than ' Hlowhappy 1 amn '-for, lieaven! that it should be se, life had conte to hier, conethrough tliis man, lier liusband's friend Earth was new-born ;for hierthe world was created but yesterday ! Yen will say ' How terrible tlieawakening 1 ' Ay, and so suddeu, se terriblde Noce ever knew how LordGower heard how aflairs were pregressiug at Penmiarîie, but geossip, thatinustard seed cf society, is wafted fat-, and one day a letter came for SirTristan fron India. It rait thus:
Trmaiter I sait for Eugiand in the steamner Necw Zealand to-morrow,and if there is justice on earth or mercy in heaven, 1 shall kili you 1GOWER.'

IlTheir dreain was over. These words were as an angel's fiaming sword,by wliose gleain, Vhey saw their Eden iii its truc liit-îîo Eden, but a1howling wilderness. Lady Corntelia awoke te realise, that love and despairwere ail one-yet sie was faie te ask herseif was this aut awakening, this,wlien ail the springs cf life hiad stopped, te very sunlight iooked gray, andshe inight have been dead and buried a year ugo, fe Multst et
"Witlî a diiii, far-away leck iii the beaur.ifui dark eyes site came-littie Elabetit in lier amis-cnt iîi the t,*rrace te bid farewell to Sir Tristan,perhapB thc last on titis side becaven, yet even Uilis tfituglit failed to rouseher front Vhe deadiy terper whicit hlîd but cite- Word, one sensation-to-morrow 1 'io-iiorrow,' bier hnslband wrote, Vo-inorrcw lie aud Sir Tris-tan wouid muet, tc-inoi-row life wcuid b)egin or enîd for lier. To-day isnothing but ant enmpty souuid ; cor does lier face changie wiieu a cmoutentinter Sir Tristan appears, equippcd for Iis8 jeurney te Londotî-witlîîn anheur cf the arrivai cf that terrible lutter. Jêeenard liangs on lus arîn, his,eyes dancing witli deiigt.lit atvisieli cf the bow andt arrcws bis guardianpromises te bring Iiimi ; lhe hld net itearî tue ' if 1 returii, dear boy,' SirTristan added brckenly. A hearty cibrace front the boy, emiphasisedwith ' l'il ride the pony dcwnl te tue stationi to-îtterrow wlien Jock gces teriteet you. Mother can't .4ay Il'ne " te that,' aîid lin turîts to Lady Cor-nelia-but wcrds fail 1cmii ; wlit is tinre tc stay t Siieîîi lient andkissed littie Eisbletiî, once, twic,' -- wvero boti for te child ?[lien,giviîtg te ittotîter euie look whicil ' cauglit up the whltoe cf love naitered it,' lie tiîrew lifinseif oitiku herse anid galeped dlown the aventue.Il ' Motiier, ticothe(r,' cîied Leeiîla-d, ' l100k iîew Veil tile sun is ;it is goingdown like a bail cf tire. Jock says that lnChs1 wu shahi have a brightto-niomrow, and Jock ne ver miakes a uîisHtake.' Foraut instant the Lady ofPerniarne stood and waLciîîd te sutiset, ti(i-ii a cild cri eitîter side,but oh, what strickert ioneliites ii liem heurt -sIte turîîed and went in.

"Arrived ini Londont, sir 'Iristuu drove ut ojîco to tîte Iîîdia SteamshipCompaîty's for îîews cf te exjectedI steîier-oîiily to fiiîd, cf course, thatneither there item at any cf Iite teit-grapi oilices ceuici lie iearn any infor-ntatioît at suci a laVe heur. Fiîîdiîîg ail seat-ci u8eiess, lie weîît to Vhehotel hie usualiy stopped at whten iii towî, iii Alibeitiarle Street, and spentthe nighît iii writiîîg, iii pmepariitg fer te settiiiig cf titat dread accounitagain8t te inorrcw. luire wonlid be jtts ice, anl lie was reudy te lîteet it;tînt thiere wcuid be îtîercy in ltnaveîî-afterwards lie bejit Itis Ilead andprayed. With what strarige anti varyiîtg thoîglits lie watcited Vhe suit mise 1What a lifetime of agony, cf dread, of love, wili be ccîîtpressed between itsbrief risirtg aîid suettiîtg 1 Thtis îîtorîiîîg te htteasure cf life seems fuit,pressed dowîî, aîîd runing over, aîîd te îtigiît it îîîay be, îîothing, genefrein tigit iîîto giooîtt, like te pussihig away cf art iuflisiatltu8s A coiddouche brouglît hini back te te realities cf te preseîît inlent, and,dre8sing iîastiiy, hie went dowîî te Vite celee-rooîui. It was quite deHertedat that eariy heur. After oriherirtg Iiis breakfast, fie took np Vhe Times,and waiked te the neamvst windew. .Presentiy, gtaîîcing down the cotumncf ' Morning News,' lis eye cauglit tii paragmaph

IJVr)eckcd
"Steainer Neio-Zelîedu, oîff th c0nst oif st. Hlena, it a treutendîîus gaie. 3fraastsitce cou Id react liermsie manîîk wi th ai1 oit board. Net 6a iiwa.4saveti" lVeN.r

"1MARG U-EIJTE."1
FîIRs' of the new Canadian volumies proînised during the present Christmasseason is Mr. George Martin's "lPoeilis," pubiished by Dawson Brothers,Montreal. lThe appeai-ance cf te bock is lîigliy creditabie Vo th-s weilknown firm, the use cf heavy crott paper, fine type, and red marginallinos distinguishing it as a pulicatioii wlîici wouid do lionour to an eidercountmy. 0f tIe poeins, Vhe Openiîtg one, IlMarguerite," dealing with aromantic iegend of New France, 18 citaracterised by careful prepamationand a genuine enthusiasm. The story is weli told, and the fate cf theheroine vividiy brougît before VIe rentier, but Vhe peet is hamaperedby the pmosaic metre in wiid he lias cast lis verses. It ie Byronc,
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and once would have found hosts of admirers, but the fforld
moves apace, and finds a newer metre absolutely necessary for the 0 nfolding
Of its Modern tales. However, Mr. Martin la, manad o tatwe intereain one cf these beautiful legends of Oid Canadaadfrttweweh"
ail honour and much praise. "lMarguerite " contains some fine passages'but wili lie best understood and appreciated if read aloud; its meianclYincidents sweeping along towards the grim climax in a masterly way Mrelated by tlie gerttle nuit. IlEudora," the second poem inl the booki openo
with the foilowing beautiful stanzas :

Like a white blossomi ini a shady place,
Upon lier couch the pure Eudora lay,

Loveiy in death; anti on lier comtely face-
So soon te make acquaintance with the dlay-
Fell faint the languid liglit of evening gray,Flecked with the pea-bloonts at the window case.

Deep sobbings echoed in the outer hall,
And ail things in the chaînher seemed te mourn;

The pictures, which she loved, along the wall,
The cherubs on the frescoed ceiling, lor,
Looked downward on the face se ivan and worn,

And sad each wavy eurtain's foainy fal."The Street Waif," the "Apple Woman," the "News Boy," c 'îBlindMinstrel," and the "Drunkard") are powerful 'figure-studies froin life,wliich will lend theiuselves admirabîy to elocutionary purposes. The tWOMost satisfactory poeras in the book are two of the sliortest-no unusUalthing: IlBound to the Wheei," recailing somo attributes of Sidney Lanier,and "lTo Keats." We give the opening lines of Vhis noble pocut:
Fuil late in tifs 1 found thee, glorious Keats 1Soute cliance.hîown verso had vi8ited my carAnd careless eye, once ixn soute sliding year,Like soine fair-plumaged bird one rarely mneets.

Poems on our Winter Sports, the Carnival, Jack Frost, the Ottawa River,Viger Square, Mount Royal, Thomas D'Arcy MoGee, and Cliarles IICavy-sege attest to tlie endeavour of the author to provide soune gertuine cana-dian material for the national delectation. "lPeter Wimple's CourtshiP,"an early attempt in the semi-coii style, is not in keeping with the rest Ofthe book. The "Sonnets" show a wonderf ai aptitude for that difficuitpoetic forai. A poemn to "a friend of early days " combines a sort of para-phrase of certain ceiebrated stanzas of IlJI Memoriam " with a dignitY ofdiction and pumîty of thouglît inseparable froin aIl Mr. Martin writes. 1fact, to make the world purer and better is ciearly lis aim. fie writes,
hoping that lie may :

Tlirili the tante wortd with sulit poesy,
and lienceforth lie vows to try to Ilsublinate lis life to purest goid."Witi such ains as these the poet cannot go far astray; and shouîdM.Martin in good time add other poems of Canadian fiavour to II Marguerite,"
"Aspiration," and " Keats," we have no doubt it shail lie said of hii, inl
lis own words-

le ieft liehiud iin, thougli lie knew it not,A trail of giory on tlie world's iîigiway,And ioving fingers now denote the spot
Wiîere lie was wont te builtl tue witching lay,And chamnpions of nîind, admiming, say,

"Grandly lie tried,
Befome lie died,Te teacit dull earth the majesty of tliouglit."'

TUtE Etude, an American .journali pnblislied in the interests cf nînusiC,contains in Vhe current nunîber an article entitled, "lWanted, in themusical profession, More braitîs and better momais." Ilere are o'extracts for the benefit cf Vie profession in CanadaIl Wliat the musical profession cf America most needs is mec of brainsanid.moral citamacter, who can, taik iutelligentîy about something besidegmusic ' men cf strong personaiity and purity cf life, under wliose influenceit may lie safe Vo intplicîtly trust a susceptible young girl ; men cf intellect,dress, and address, wlio can ornantent either their profession Or society'and melegate siouchy, boorish utusîcians to Vhe congeniai shades Of th"saloon antd beer garden; men cf stamina and business respoesibility, whonppiy business principles to their profession;- mec who know a promissorynote front a parachute, and Xenophon from Xantippe; and mec Who canbear their competitors pmaised without a pang cf jeaîousy,, and wlio arecontent to stand or fail upon their owc denits, itstead cf seeking Vo eleitetheinselves by puiiing a rivai down. Then, indeed, wili the musicalmiilenniurn have come."
Then, indeed, we eclo with the essayist, shall Vhe musical milieeninmappear, wlien Vhe decline cf genins wil be cc-existent with the growth cfmediocmity. The eissayist, howevem, is a littie eut in lis allusion VO a pro,-missomy note, as it is, we fancy, a highiy useful invention noV altogetherignored by tIe members of a fijuctuating and uncertain profession, whiiethe difference between the ancient historiant and the much-nbused spOuseof the hemlock-dosed one is net se difficuit Vo gauge as it appears.Wh
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