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IREAD somewhere that a new era cf romance isdawning upon the world. .I think it was Mi-.
Richard Le Gallienne, te whom we owe this news,

together with many other things equally cbarming
and ineffectual. Kipling wculd have us believe that
romance is always present in the -cutward and
physical conditions cf humant life. But is it net
rather true to say that at certain times within its
history tbe human mind, touched înexplicably te
somne great issue, lightened with some sudden glory,
dees se shine upon its prison bouse cf circumstance
ýhiat it beautifies its bar-s, and the theuglits of the
living dust becomes as a ladder upcn which ascend
and descend the angels cf the thougbts cf God?
This is only saying atlengtb that romance i5 a tbing
of tlie seul rather than cf the wcrld, the flesh, -and
the devil, witb wbich alone we ai-e apt tc identify
it. And thiat the sordid, stupefied slave, crcuching
in some cellar cf cld Rome te bear the haif-under-
stood words cf some dreamner wlic lad chanced to
speak with Paul, a man cf Tai-sus, was cf an age
supremely greater in romance than the age cf pcw-
dei- andl satin and spiritual stagnation, about whicb
Thackeray bas wcven fer us se heavenly a delusion.
And so perbaps Kipling and 1 aie thinking upon
converging lines, whicl.i must be vei-y cemforting
fer Kipling. Anyhew, Mi-. Le Gallienne insists
upon the romance of the telephone, the phcncgrapli,
and even, ntaybe, cf the gasoline-launcli and the
fireless ceoker.

T HF-RE are few things moi-e beautiful, and none
Jmore terribly instructive, than the dried river-

lieds cf Ontario. They are almost as frequent as
ccn.cossion roads and infinitely moi-e pictut-esque.
Most o>f tliem ai-e moere green valleys, witb a line cf
richi watoi--loving trees aIong the shelving banks,
which are terraced with cld grass-grown beaches
and forgetten tides. Almost within the memory
of man they must bave been respectable streams.
And now in midsummer the thisty cattle can scai-

poor knew him as tbe pccrest among them, and
tbe i-ici forgot that lie had been a king. And s0 at
last hie roamed into the great forests, and there he
found the oldest and the last cf ail tbe great Druids,
.wbo was se, old that bis feet liad grcwn inte the soil
as tbey liad been the roots of a tree, and bis ai-ms
were forever outspread, stiffened and brown and
twisted like tbe branches cf an cld oak, and his
fingers were like twigs.

The Norse, toc, had the great World-Asb,
Ygdrasil, which binds together earth and beaven and
bell, wbose bougbs drip heney, and at whose roots
tbe serpent Nitboggr gnaws forever. - The Greeks
badl their fair tree-spirits; and these disi-espectable
cld races menticned in tbe Bible had tbeir sacred
gi-oves, tbe destruction cf whicli was equivalent te
the destruction cf tbe wcrsbip cf the god tliey en-
shi-ined. Perscnally, I don't wonder tbey prayed
to trees. Trees know se very mucli, especially at
niglit, wben they clotbe tliemselves in personality
as in a gai-ment, and are very still, very watcbful,
very mucb aware. Time and timre again 1 know
I have almost cauglit a dryad, one cf tlicse quick
bu-ch di-yads with the silvery fair liai-, or a brown
maple dryad in moccasins; but I was just a wee bit
toc slow or something. The bemlock and cedar
dryads one cculd neyer catch, nor couild one imagine
the shapes thereof.

Foots bave always loved trees. And it sbeuld lie
rather interesting to compile a soi-t cf tree-anth-
olegy. I woul begin witli Lanier's "Ballad cf
Trees and the Master"; an-d thon I think 1 wculd
take tbat very lovely and little-quioted ene cf oui-
own Isaliella Valancy Ci-awford-"The City Tree."

Wben tc and fi-o my branches wave and
sway,

Answering tlie feeble winds that faintly calîs,
Tliey kiss nc kindred bouglis, but toucli alway

The stcnes cf climbi fig walis.
"Net mine te watcb across the free, brcad plains,

The whirl cf stcrmy cohiorts sweeping fast,
The level silver lances cf great rains

Blewn onward by tlie blast.

The trouble would be to choose among so many.
But will flot someone please undertake the task?

THERE is a strange story in song, one of those
igold wandering Persîan songs, without begn-

girl Gouhera, who was so beautiful that she won
the heart of a Khan.

The Khan was out hunting, in the dim desert,
with his greyhounds and his hawks. In the proper
manner of stories, lie became separated front his
men and sought shelter in the black tents of the
desert dwellers. In one of these tents lie saw the
beauty of Gouhera, glowing like a star in stili water,
like an image of pearl under a roof of gold, like
the white rose that opens in the nigbt and dies for
the dawn. And the prince took the jewels of his
turban and the diamond from the lit of lis sword
and lis finest gerfalcon, and sbcwed them to the
father of Gouhera.

The old man lcoked at them as they glinted in
the fireliglit and made it known that they were
flot encugli. Gouhera sat sulent and stili in the
sbadows and smiled slowly at the prince, and it
was to him as if the petals of golden roses fell upen
bis heart.

So lie offered bis royal greyhounds of Mazan-
deran, and an ass-load of gold, and a league or more
of rich herd-land that lay along the desert like a
gre 'en ribbon, and the choice of the peach-orcliards
that are by Ferumad. "But the old chief said,
"What are these things to the childi-en of the sands
and the winds? WiEI the wild ass bow bis neck te
the shaking of a bridle, even' thougli the beils
thereof be of silver ?"

Then tbe prince took bis sword, and with it hc
wounded bis ai-m so that the sand under the fold-
skirts of the tent was reddened with bis blood and
a slow fire came in the stili eyes of Gouhera. "Be-
bold," lie said, 'Il give ail that I can, for I give
Life." And tbe oId man bowed bis head, and Gou-
hei-a the desert girl ai-ose and toucbed the feet of
the prince. Then be took lier upon his horse and
made te ride away with ber. OnIy the woman whia
of oId had been ber nurse came and clung arotind
thie booves cf tbe horse, and the beast was of royal
breed and would not mcwe to bai-m ber.

Then Gouhera lient fi-cm the saadlo and laid ber
lips, wliich were like scarlet silk from the bazaars,
upon the leavos of a yeung acacia tre. "Sce," she
said, 'Il have laid this dream upon tbe tree, tbat it
lives mny life and dies my deatb, and se you shall
know, 0 heart of faitb, bow it is witb me. Only,'"
she said, "do flot let the winds of thie desert break~
the brancbes, cor it is my heart tbat will break; an
do net let it witbe- in the drouglits, or it is my
hopes tbat will withor; and do nui Jet thie fiod
sweep it away, or it is I that shail drown in tears."
Then sbe rode away te tlie prince's city and lie
folk saw lier no more.
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