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Ie, therefore, without distînctly saying that he would be
very glad of such a home and opportunities for composi-
Uon, certainly accepted the unique invitation of Andrew
Peebles, for he remained under the roof of the speckiess
ând proper Scotch house for ten years. During this time
Mr. Peebles, who went on in bis business j ust in the same
fashion as of old, saw Saarkew daily in the study of
nstrumentation, scoring and comuposition generally. It

aever occurred to him to ask whether lis works were
-aking any stir in the world. He saw packages of MS.
depart and he saw similar packages return; he mailed
ktters to publishers and music dealers ail over England
and Germany, and piles of letters with foreign postrnarks
were constantly received by Saarkow, who, however, nover
iaid a word about fame. Hie was nlot quite prepared for the
revelation which finally burst on hlm. Saarkow called
hite into his roomn one night and said, IlIt was good of
you. Yes. You neyer ask if these men-those Breitkopf
and liartel, those Augener, take my things. How do you
know '1 You believe iu me, yes ?t But 1 cannot believe
in myseîf. See ! "

Saarkow unlocked a drawer. It was large, and
crammed with letters. Hie turned them out; some of them
bore postmarks of eight, nine, ten yesrs ago. Publishers'
letters and ail rejecting the MSS., wbich for so long the
composer had been sending to Leipsic, Paris, London and
Vienna. IlNow," said be, I"you see those-you will read
with me-so. They say I am old-what you caiti fashioned,
nielet wahr ? 1 am net of the new, the modern, 1 cannot
write, they say. I have no variety, cbangefulness ; it is
the old harmonies 1 give, too much always of Mozart and
Haydn. Now it in other, different ; there is Richard
Wagner and there are Brahms and Raff, who, say they,
makre old things new, se new that you do not care again
for the old thinga. 1 tell you, 1 muet go to London and
hear hlm, hear this Wagner. There is to be the great
Festival there, and I will sit and lieten and see what the
world bas doue in ten years, and then perhaps 1 will write.
If I do not, I can kilt myself, and you know that le not so
bad as bad miusic.1

"I do remember Richard Wagner now, but he was not
s0 great when I was iu Germany years ago."

In a few days thore were registered at one of the
smaller London hotols the Chevalier and his friends, Mr.
Andrew Peobles and bis daughter Judith. She was
prettier than most Scotch girls, and absorbed always in tbe
contemplation of Saarkow, who was, notwithstanding the
dieparity of tweuty years in their ages, a kind of god to
her. The Trilogy Festival with its wouderful music,
spectacular oflects, water-gods and air-goddlesses, Germuan
cast and orchestra, and horo-prince conductor, 'vas quite the
mnot tartling event of the season. Ail England seemed
on the qui vive. The Chevalier and bis friends were
fortunately there for the opening night. They went early
and curiously watched the incoming crow'l. If it was
strange to Judith an~d ber father, was it not far stranger
to Saarkow '1 The London of ton years ago was not the
London of to-day. That he had been a part, though a very
8maîl part,1 of; lie bad played once or twice lu St. James'
Hall, ho had strollod luto Cbappell'8 or taken bis bat off
in Bond Street te a prima donna of the day, but who
would rernember hlm now i No one. And muchbobtter
that tbey shouldn't.

IMilles tonnerres!I It in a miracle?' Saarkow, the
enfant perdu himself ! ciel, why it le ten, no twolve yeare,
aines 'vo met." The speaker 'vas a Frencbman with the
air noble and'plenty of moustache. "lBut you were doad,
inon ami. Oh cloarly it is tbat you wore dead, or I should
have board of you."

"1 waa dead, if you like," muttered Saarkow.
"Weil, you are alivo now,"1 said the lively Frenchman,

"I will soo you again. 1 amn in the suite of the Princese
Theodora Zîlinsky. She is a Russian now, but once was
a Parisienne. Je suis Roinaine, hélas, pui8que Hforace est
Romain. She is gay, and if 1 introduce you to her, you
must smile and iaugh aud net look grim, triste, as yoen(do
now. ifu revoir."

Saarkow shook off the interruption and settled himself
te listen. At firet ho could make nothing of the music,
thon, it began to clear itself. Hie listened ln rapt astonish-
ment,.lHe hamdly feit deligbt yot, that would corne; if he
had the score now 1 Hoenusi got one. a lHe fidgeted
norvouely for somo timje, quite alarming good Mr. Poobles
wbo wisbod hlm to ho calmer. At last he could stand it
no longer.

INow, I hoar," lie said, Il but 1i must aiso sec. 1 will
get a score." Fie 'as naturally remarked, being almost
the only person lu the vaet crowd that dared to move white
the music was in progress. He got into the corridor and
feIt quite giddy frorn the hoat and excitemont. lie would
have some freeh air for a moment before going after bis
score. Hie ueed to frequent a long terraco which led out
of the refreshment.room lu another part of the theatre, ho
might go there for a few moments. Ach Goit, what music
it 'vas ! In the refresbment room 'vere threo people, two
gentlemen and a lady. Saarkow neyer noticed tbem.
The lady, hwever, gatbering up ber cost]y skirts of black
lace over amber, followed hlm noiselessly on to the torrace.
What a " Carmen " she looked in the half-light!1 Amber
shone and gloamed, sof t and waxen, or bright and glinting,
ail over ber priceless drsse, lu ber oara, round ber shapely
head. Saarkow caught the mestte and gleam. lie turned
and cied, IlElise!1 "g

IBe quiet," shte said impeiously, "Iyou woe always
clumsy. 1 tbought you were dead. I am nent Elise, I am
the Princess Zilinsky. Give me your word nlot to trouble
me,

"lE lise! " once more cried Saarkow, but the amber
dazzled hlm. What did it mean ?'t l"Elise, for ton
years-"

"Bah," said the lady, I know. For ten years you
have suffered, and so have I. So have 1, but 1'viilo t
suifer any more. I wouldn't trust you. J hale you and
always did, and that is wby I Ieft you. " A rnomont's eearch
in the lace fold of the Ilamber-dropping " dress, the next
Saarkow lay stabbed to the heart. -Ten minutes after, the
Princess Theodora, whose attire 'vas as much the talk of
the bouse as the music, sauntered back to ber box. "This
Wagner i heavy, he is tiresome," yawned the Prince, ber
husband, with true French Toryiem, for like se many Rus-
sians he disliked the modemn German school. Ris estatos
'vere in Russia, bis name was Polish, and he lived lu Paris
when ho bad met the fascinating brunette Elise alias
Theodora. I wonder what my friend Saarkow thinks of
hlm," iaughed tbe moustached Frenchmau leaning fam-
iliarly over the Princess' chair. "lYou do not know hlm, my
Saarkow. I will introduce hlm to you. It is ton yoare
that I have nlot seen hlm ; he used to play well, but ever
se quiet-quiet. He will amuse you, Madame; ho is
funny, this Saarkow! "

Next morning the London press noticed lu ite various
reports of the opening night of the festival, the sad fate which
bad befallen an estimable though not wideiy-known musician.
According to tbe statement of bis fiends, he teft bis seat dur-
ing the performance lu order to obtain a score 'vithout which
ho seemed to think ho could not properly bear and appro-
diate Herr Wagner's marvellous music. is" mauner 'vas
noticed by many preseut, who thought hlm very eccentric
and possibly over-excited. The attendants lu the corridor
noticed hlm and also testified to bis peculiar appearanco.
Ho remained for a short time ln the lobby and thon 'vas
seen to pass out on the terrace where ho 'vas found a few
houms later, dead, stabbed 'vith a dagger, which too cloarly
proves the mauner of bis death to bave been suicide, for it
bears bis own initials. This fatal aberration must have
been troubling tho unfortunate gentleman for some timo,
as bis friends testify. IlThe musical temporamont is,
indeed, a curlous study, " said the Miorning Po8t, "and it
miay ho questioned whether the effeet of such music as
lierr Wagner's le more calculated to soothe and delight than
to mystify and pain certain susceptible, imperfectly.edu-
cated and emotional natures." Il Would it net ho well,"
said the Telegraph, "lfor our theatre eystem te bo more
efficient?' Such an occurrence as that of last night could
not bappen if a proper surveillance of persona leaving the
theatre 'vere ensured."

MUSIC AND THE DRAM4 4.

A JORREs PONDENTr haviug inquired as to the presont
distribution of organe and organistq lu Toronto, a basty
search and inquiry resulte lu the following table, wbicb le
not, of course, tboroughly represeutative, but includes the
moet prominent church organe and those who occupy tbem
at present: Sig. I)'Auria, St. James' Square Preshyterian;
Mr@. H. Ouest Colline, Northeru Congregational ; Mm. lH.
Guest Colline, St. PhiIip's; Mr. (1. Dinelli, Church of the
Ledeemer ; Mr. Bowlee, St. Jlames Cathedral ; Mr.
Blakely, Sherbourne Street Methodit; Mr. Fairclough,
Ail Saints; Mm. IJoward, Ascension;- Mr. Biroh, St.
Luke'e; Mr. Arlidge, Carlton Street Methodist; Mre.i
Blight, EIm Street Methodist; Mr. Phillips, St. George's;
Mrs. IDallas, Central Preebyterian ; Mm. Vogt, Jarvie
Street Baptit; Mm. Blackburn, lioly Trinity; Mr. J. W.
F. Harrison, St. Simon'e ; Mr. E. Fisher, St. Androw's;
Mr. F. H. Torrington, Metropolitan.

A RECENT number of the New York Critic lu reviewingo
or rathor noticing, the Grove IlDictionary of Music,"
takes offence at the epace allotted to £ngjlish& compo8erligigs.
Sonse înjury is also expressed and impliod at the fact that
American composer!ings have net had justice done them,
It would ho a mistake te regard the Critie's statements lu
any international light, it le too broad and eound a journal1
for that epecies of advertising retort which Sunds now-a-9
days few te stomach it. But the notice has porbape been1
handed ln by somoone incompotent to deal with thei
subject of English music. To call Arthur Sullivan, John
Fraucie Barnett, Sterudale Bennett, A. C. Mackenzie and
Fredemic Cowen composerlings le manifestly unfair, and toe
'vondor that the earlier and stilI more original echool of
Engtish music under Arne and Pursol le inferior lu
influence to sucb isolated work as a Bolto bas given us,
for instance, le simply abeurd. To accuse Sir George
Grovo of favouritism because ho bas seon fit, furtber, to
chronicle every London performance of an artist or everyt
appearance before a crowned head le equally out of place.t
le net London the natural resort for alI great artiste, wbot
sooner or later find themeelves there I Who aro moreN
anxious te appear thero and bave it cabled all ever tho -
country than the American artiste themeel vos '1 An
appearance lu London le usuatty the trial-test appearanceo
of the porformer. Sir George Grove, 'vo imagine, ina
chronicling sucb evonte isimply did se among others of1
greater or ]oe importance as the case might be. Who aren
the American composere, or composoringe, if the Crific
prefers the word, who have been ef t eut in the cold of
uncongonial English criticism by Sir George Grove 1 t
What Amorican womks are there worthy te be gravely a
analyzod, discussed, labelled and catalogued ? Mr. Dudley
Buck bas doue some cbarmiug work, but it 'viii not com- ci
pare with Arthur Sullivan, with Corder, Cowen, Bamnett, I
Bamnby, Mackenzie, King. The Critic's critie voices only g
bis individual opinion, for lu the musical circles of Boston ti

and New York appreciation of both modemn and anciont
English echools of music le to ho found lu euthusiautic
admiration untouched by jealousy or helittling of the
common heritage.
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LIrE OF LIVINGSTONE. Thomas Hiughes. New York:
John B. Alden.

This Thomas Hughes is tho "lTom Brown " of earlier
years, and it would ho safe to say, 'vithout reading a page,
that a biography of se great and good a man fumnished, by
ouA 80 thorougbly lu toucb with ail that le ipanly and
mucb tbat le Christian, le certain to ho beat among books
of its clase. It le a book for boys, for those young and
ardent spirits e tw'hom exploration, travel and adventuro
over present now and over.alluring forme-tho mirage of
youth that doos somotimes fuifil its 'vouderful promise. Lt
is a book for older readers, for ait missionamies or those
nursing the missionary spirit, for loyers of ail that le lutre-
pid, honeet and of good report. There are few more mov-
ing episodes lu biogmaphical literature than tho death of
David Livingetone at four lu the morning of May let,
wben hoe was found kneeling by bis rude bed witb hie face
lu bis piîîow. Boaten-he probably told himself. IlOne
of the Womld's Martyre " says that world, lookiug back
upon the constant sufferer, etruggling with disease se mauy
miles from friende and home.

Two or three points of intereet 'viii occur to the roader
on laying the work down. The natives described by
Livingstone differ very widely from precouceived notions
of African tribes. They are handeome, gentle, oasily
moved, cry aloud that Iltheir beart le bad, are affectionate,
evon trustworthy, remember kindnese doue them, are ten-
der-hearted, occaeioually oven truthful. Viewed lu this
light the efforts of missionamies te reform and couvert seem
almoat superfinous. But a goulus for exploration and a
Chrietian's love for bis fello'vman pushed Livingstone on
into the very beart of the great Dark Continent, that
hoe might 'vin to the true faith those whoee hearts
migbt indeed ho "bad" but who nevertheiess 'vere far
fromn being totally depraved. The son of a Scotch peasant,
David Livingstone nover forgot hie origin, and 'vo muet
hope that hoe nover carried hie virtuous romembrauce ef it
too far, so as to omulate that subtie formn of conceit whicb
le porbape, lu fiction, best demonetrated lu the character
of IlJosiab Bounderby, of Coketown." The great ex-
plorer, ho'vever, 'vas candid as 'voll a humble, the soul of
tmuth and bonour.

DERRicK VAuCIXAN, NovELIST. Edna Lyall. Montreal:
John Lovoît and Son.

The novets of thie minor English 'vriter bave met, and
are continuing to meet, with great favour. It lseoaeily
"een 'vhy. Thoy attack modern phases, show up modern
hife and express the thoughts in modern waye, and ail lu
juet sufficioutly superficiat degree to impress a great mnany
meaders who like to have somne kind of theoretical or soci.
ological intoreet counected with thoir novels, wbilo net
proving at ail too heavy for that other clame 'vhich prefere,
under the head of nove, a love tale pure and simple. But
netbing can dieguise the feminine workmanship, not even
the pient frank pereonality of the narrator, Derrick
Vaugbau's fmiend. The career of the young novolist le
eympatheticaîîy treatod, and the episode of the destruction
of hie manuscript and hie re-'vriting thereof fairly probable.
The tale le prettily written, and testifies, as ail ber works
do, to much gonuine culture and not a littIe beokishness
on the part of the writem.

ROLAND OLIVER. Justin McCamthy, M.P. Toronto: W.
Bryce.

This story of four characters le much slighter lu con-
struction than others from the samne versatile and buey-
pen, but it bas a certain strength of its owu about it for
ail that. There le a certain uoveity lu the situation, and
the ingratitude and blinduess of au invalided hueband who
is waited upon by a elf-sacrificiug friend and a gentle
'vife are depicted 'vitb a clever insistence. The dnouonn
seeme suddeu, but le followed by a speedy and perfectly
'natural aequence of events. The book le womth meading.

rilp COLONIST AT HONI5 AAINw. Emigration not Expatri-
ation. A 8e(luel te a "iYear lu Manitoba." Mont-
real : W. Dryedale and CJompany.

The niost ardent lover of Canada can find ne fautt witb
the toue and the conclusions of thie littie work. It cou-
tains ample information for al those intouding te mako
their homos iu our grand Dominion, 'vhile it includes nme
very interesting notes Ilby the 'vay " of a trip te England
-the Oid Country-the homo stilI of many a contented
and prosperous Englishetier. The book reveals a fine
old-fashioued, loyal. chivaîrous, active and able spirit, and
shoutd ho read by both ardent Canadians and satisfied
Englishmen. The North-West bas nover been paiuted in
flore glewing, nom in more sensible, well-weigbed terme.

THIC Milaniti Mont hly for September àe net exactly
heavy. It le 'vorse, for it le dulI. The paper, - Flowere
and Folks," might have omanated from a Ladies' College.
A.n article, IlLa Nouvelle Franco," le little more than a
compilation. The poetry je erdiuary, and a etory calle4
IThe Gold lieart " is enly rio far aucceseful in that. it aug-
geste the material and local colour of Bret Hart., 'vithout
th power or pathos of that master et short @tories. A
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