
THE OUTLOOK.

Dbe 1betress of Garben Court.
Bars of sunlight lay across Garden Court, Tem.

ple; tlhey glinted in tlhe spouting waters of the old
fountain, and fell refracted on brick and coflping
grey with snoke of ages. Out.at-elbow folk. listen.
ing to the- drowsy fiapping of the'leaves overhead,
occupied the benclies uînder the plane trees, and
stretehed forth their legzs luxuriouslv after the
fashion of their kind. Tfigh on the wall, hard lIy.
a venerable dial told low timne farrieth for no nmai;
but, in consequence perhaps of lieir liberal allow.
ance of the commodity aflludled fo. the intimation
appwared to be of little accounr.t to tihose below.

T was standing at my window taking a. respite
after close application to tlie open volumes wliieh
lay spread upon my table, and letting ny thoughts
stray far from Ihe suhjcets flierein expounded. T
folt at pence with al the iorld. A plensant Inssi-
tude lad stolen over me. and flte assurance thmat T
was a distinct succss ninistered soollhingly to my
mind. Only nine months had passed since T lnd
quitted Queen's College. Oxford. and the alluring
-ton alluring-charms of its iarmonie ociety.
for Tondon. and estabbhslel imvself in clambers:
and luring thiat time no less than five several briefs
hnd fallen to mv lot.

Yet it was not nerelv the material success in
life whuich was affording_ me fond for plensanit ru.
mination: tlhre was comethîinL over and beyondi
thanf. For lhe snke of a dear Alid unel-gentlest of
men, tenlerest-liarted f aitorneys: one lo wlomn
T owed My five briefs and ail clse ihat T possessed-
1 hid been keeping a good resolution. For Ilree
whole months my fingers liad nt touched tle
strings of tle belnved violin. miy parsion for whicli
had been the cause of mauv a head.shake; and i
laid devoted myself assidumoilsly to the acquiition
of legal lore. Thus it was that, as 1 stood at iy
winîdow, I felt tlit I hîad ground for satisfaction.

In a little tinie flte seats imider the plane trees
beceme deserted. Feeling that i could enijoy a
lounge outside by Ile fountain. I sauintered down.
stairs.

I had come to know lte faces of most of tle
occupants of tlie place. and I rarely neglected the
cereniony of reading over their names on the door
post. I found that doing so, in deferring. ehlmanced
the pleasure of readmng my own. "Third floor,"
therc it was; nent. euplionious. invitatory. I gazed
at it complacently, approving the omission of any
flourish.

There was yet another storey above mine:
'Tourth floor, 31r. Derm!osthenes Coke." But beyond
his iame I knew nothing of this gentleman.

I recollected that from time 'to time a child
had passed nie on the stairs, jouîrneying up to a
higher floor than mine; a little creature of some
twelve years; a iossessor of marvellous dark eyes.
Could she have anything to do with lie great man ?

Early one morning I lad been to the flower
market to make purchase of sundry bunches of
roses to sweeten my chambers, and returning I had
met her again on the.stairs. The great eyes had
fallen on my po&y wili a look of longing, admira
tion, instnntly suppressed. It was resistless. J
held out the bunches, and sald, "See, tbey are for
you." The little creature had put out her hand
oVly, and had then half with~drawn it, conflicting

thloughts swaying her. Then she lad looked up
with a shy smile and said sweetly, "You are very
good. 1 tlink perliaps I ouglit not to deprive you of
youir flowers, sir; and yet I will, for Mr. Coke is
coing home ihis evening, and lie loves them.
Tlhen a. quaint. modest courtesy, and I was left
standing at ny door, ivondering who the fairy was,
ani how she came there. Well, Mr. Coke was com
ing home, as she expressed it, that niglit. Perhaps
mv uriosity would be satisfied.

"Six-seven-eight !" Tlius le clock in the
all Tower; and for the next minute Ile finie was

folled forth from all corners in jangling rivalry
Wc have a very plethora of clocks lin the Temple.

The% last of the idlers lad arisen, stretched him-
self. and sauntered away: and 1 was left alone in
possession of Garden Court. After finishing my
cigar, I tors arose and strolled in throughl the door
vay.

f mounted flie angular saircse. turned into
mv raom. and found my books sprend ont upon my
tible as 1 lad left then; but feeling restless. 1
(lropped into mv armn.chaiîr hv the window. To
cliao lie current of my tlouclts I nrose. wenl
to fthc fnble. aind reonimenced readinc. Soon i
head1 footstons overbond. heavy and 1izlit oncs
"Ahi m T)onsthcnes and the fairy. T said to myself

fv iffonfion w'as not disturbed: for the ease I laid
hc'fore nie was -in interestinz one. After a time I
fTin .. i. nnd relinLt fired. crossed the room anl
thrm'v myself nnin into my arm.ehnir. Glonming
-ag :.hrond. and lilits lecin to twinle softly at
viricis windows: it was such a time rs induces a
droe-inv and not unenjnvable melanc;holy. T miusi
have snt tihus for .come time. for it was nearly dark
whon T started un suîddenly to my feet. only hall
hlbii.vinr tha t I lad slept and dreamt: for my
dream. if dream it were. lad been one of extraor
dinnry vividnese. 3fusic had surely fallen on mv
ears. and vet-"Ah !" T Ihonhft. "ihat settles itf!
T'ndoubtodlv il wias a dronm." Whaft 1 lad heard
was hlie iast piece played hy me ere haid turned
fhe key once ?Ind for ail. of tle shbby 0d coffin
wheroin my belovcd instrument -iny entombed !

I crossed to my table, lighted mny lamp, and
comm:benced readinîg resolutely. -No sooner had 1
done so, however, than I was again upon my feot.
leniiiiig forward, every nerve strung tense, and lis-
telning lireathlessly. Hark ! that was no dream !
It was a living reality, charged with feeling, quiver
ing with emotion. Exquisite music filled the air-
music such as I lad never heard before-Ind in the
first flush of my delighi I paused in a dreamy aban-
donnment, caring not how or whence it came. Soon
mv brain returned to its functions; I became suffi
cien:ly conscious to recognise the source of my de
liglf. Those soul.thrilling notes could be called
intp heing only by the bow of a violin. They pro-
ceeded from the floor above.

Listening there, I stood as one spell-bound. 1
could bear it no longer. For a moment I stood ir-
resolute, my feelings akin to those of a dram-
drinker after a period of enforced abstinence; and
thon irresistibly attracted, I blundered up the
stairs. knocked, and tbrew open the door.

Belore me was a large room, barely furnialied
and carelessly ordered, lit by the soft light of one
shaded lamp, and such lingering raya of the dying
day as strayed through the open window. Towards
the further en'd was a table, and beyond it, and lep.*


