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iieath, marked the last resting place of those
*who had gone before.

Then cornes a pause, the farewell to the de-
parted; and, as the. mourners return, filng
along the. narrow passes of the. mountain, the.
retîring tones of the. pipes die away, wîld, in-
definite, yet melodious au the Acolian harp, as
they sweiled and sank into the evening wind,
tilt night closed around and ail was iiushed.

It cani hardly be expectcd that the, supre-
mac>' of the. pipes would be granted as a mat-
ter of course by ail natives of Britain. Some
people declare that the bagpipe, musieaily
speaking, is as vile a contrivance as it is pos-
sible to imagine: Harah, imperfeet and un-
tiunable. That there in as mucli resemblance
between Highland music on the one aide and
real music on the other, juat as mucli, indeed,
as between porridge and a pure. of wood-
cocks. And tiiey would b. wrong.

1A recent noveliat lias shown mont conclus-
ively and irrevocably the. difference in the.
point of view of the. Highilander and the rest
of the. British people. Speaking to the Highi-
lander: "low do you find 11fe lu these
parts?" I iuquired

"Indeefferent, sir-vera indeefferent; ta..
b. sure, at fairs an' sie-like I 've often had as
mucli as ten shillin' in ma bonnet at a time;
but its just the Kilties that draw 'cm; they
iiae no real love for the. pipes wiiateffer; a
rantin' reel pleases 'ern well enougii, but eh!
they ha. no liankerin' for the. gude musie."

"That in a question open to argument, Don-
ald, " I said; " eau auy one. play real munie on
a bagpipe, think you?"

"Sir," returned the. Scot, "the pipes is the.
king of a' instruments, 't is the sweetest, the
truest, the, oldest, whatefferl"

"Truc, it in ver>' old," said I tiioughtfuily;
"it was known, I believe, to the. Greeks; yes,
it is eertainly a ver>' old and, I tiiink, a ver>'
barbarous instrument."

"Hoot toot I the. mon talks 11k. a muekie
Me," said Donald, nodding to the, lire.

"For instance," I coutinued, "Ithere can b.
no comparison betweeu a bagpipe and a-
Mldle, say. "

"A fiddlet" exclaimed Donald in accents
of withcring scorn, and stili addressing the.
Oire. "Ye can juiat tell hum ta. gang ta. the
deil wi' his flddlel"

"Munie ln, I take it, the. expression of one'a
moud or thought, a drearn translated into
sound, therefore-"

"Hae ye iver heerd the. pipesl"
"Wiiy, yes, long ago."
"Then, y. shail juist hear 'eni again." So

saying, he took up his instrument and hegan
slowly inflating it

THE GOLD S TRIPE

Then, ail at once, £romn droiies and chanter
there rushied forth sucli a flood of mnelody ai,
seemed to sweep me away upon its t id.

First, I seemed to hear a roar of windi
through desolate glens, a moan of tree8, and
a rush of sounding waters; yet softly, sitly
tiiere riscs above the flood of sound a Utile
rippling melody which cornes and goes, and
cornes again, growing ever sweeter with repe.
tition. A.nd now the roar of wind is changed
to the swing of marching feet, the trea7I of a
mighty host whose step is strong and free;
and, loI they are singing, as they rnarch, and
the. song in bold and wild, wild wild 1 Again and
again, beneatii the song, beneatii the rhythm
of xnarching feet, the melody riscs, very sweet,but infinitely sad, like a silver pipe or an
angel 's voice tremulous with tears. Once again»the. theme changes, and it Îs battie and deatii,
sudden and sharp; there is thie rush and shock
of charging ranks, and the surge and tumuit
of conliet, above whose thunder, boud and
clear and shrill, 11k. some battie cry, the. mel-
ody swclls, one moment triuxnphant, and the.
next lost again.

But the thunder roils away, distant and
more distant--the day is lont, and won; but
sudden and clear, the melody rings out once
more, fuiler now, richer, and complet.; the.àilver pipe lian becorne a golden trumpet. And
yet, wiiat sorrow, what anguisii unspeakabli,
tings through it, the weeping and waiiing oz
ai nation!1 So the melody sinks slowly, to die
away in one long-çlrawn minor note. and
Donald is looking across at me with his grave
amibe, and I will admit beth his face and fig-
uire are sadly blurred.

"Donald," said 1, alter a litti,, "Donald,
I wiIl neyer speak againa the pipes agaizi;
they are indeed the king of a11 instrumens
ibiyed au you play thern."

111rm glad ye like it, for, Sassenach thougi'
ye bc, ît proves ye ha. the. music."

Looking forward to the glorious Urne whey
the regimenta corne marching home again.
having fought the. good flght and won, 1 bave
not the sligiitest doubt w. shail have ample
evidence that the marvellous pipes eontributej
in no small degree towards the winning of the
great victory.

"The man that hath no, music l hlM.
self . . . in fIt for treason, strat.gins
and spoilh,' '-Shakespear.


