
THE CANADIAN LITERAEY JOURNAL 189

After twvo years of almeest inceredible suf- eteers his tru#ty boat in the direction of the
fering, lie «%vent to swell the lists of the il- sound, and arrives in tiîne te sec a shiip ciîîkiugr
lustrious dead, "wlio bingrdeadyetsp)eak." beneatb the waves. fie tiniki3of bis pînymate
Stepping out of the noise and. bustie of of long lige, she who wondercd w-ithhun, anci
busy Westminiister Ïito the abbey wvith it.s he resolves to rescue ail lie eali fur the sake of

preter ai calin aud dim. religions liàght û h e mtory of her s0 long înourned for.
we corne upon the statue of Johinson, fie orders the beat toe owrc aithougli
where amongr Kingcs and Courtiers, gallant lis faîthfnl sailors tell him that it is in vain,
men and noble women-a generous nation for he can hope to save no one, and niay per-
lias erected a monument te bis memory. haps lie lc>st hirnself. But lie is resolute, and

* The abnve, article was first readl bufure thc standing in thc boat about tu bu hn cruil li askis
Canadian Literary Society, by the E ditor of 1 fany will assist him. The faitîf Lt unes crowd
the Society's MSS. Paper, who prosniscd a to him, the boat is lowerecd and diciy save one,
series from the st.me contributor, of which this a littie girl. Hie briina bier tu l, cabin and
present article is thc finit moiety. Tbrougli ted0irfrteneîr f"udiîgsn,
hie kiindness we have secured thc promise oftnslefoth niro Iîud agye,
the serres wbidh -%vill appear. fron in ti tini and thinke of her as the one tliat u~as lost se
in our oolumn11S.-EDITrea IIOANADL&N LITER- 1long ago. fie kneels down and praying, thanke
ARY JOU.RNAL. " lis heavcnly Father for rnaking Iiiîn the ineans

-ce________________ of saving the life of onie to lie su preciolns to

TWO LIVES.him. fie -%vas on bis way home, and whvlen lie
TWO LVES.arrived there hie left the ca, for lie wished te

Fer wayby te sa ehre hereplaeci send hie protege to sehool, but eould, not part
- two roin lier,

children. They were brother and sister, ancl
very young not more than six and eiglit years
old. They played by the sea shore ail day
long, and thiey taIked about the beauties of the
ocean. They wondered where Vhe large retreat-
ing wavcs were going to and what became of all
tIe ships whidh. were lost and disappeared
beneath the surface of the waters.

They were vcry happy in their love of ecdl
other and wishedl that they coul 1 always live
as they did then. But it was not to be so, for
one of the great long waves tore her frein the
place where she was playing and carried hier
away ont, in its bo.om, to the sea. fier lire-
hier tried. to rescue lier but could not and thc
wave very nearly carried him. off also. Hie
waz very sorry when he kunew his loss, and
would have thrown himseif ini te. , but his
guardian grasped hum ini lis ams, .nd, lie was
-orevented frein. tbrowing hie life away.

fie grew te lie a man, but always tliought of
bis early playmate, and chose as his profession
be a sailor, for hie said, I shall then always lie
niear lier for the waveé kiss lier continuaily
and I shall eai over tliem ahi the time.

One day wbile sailing over the sea the waves,
Ris waves, grew angry and rising up ini their
rage lashed haie alip -with ail tleirpowver, but the
slip rose above tbem and laugled at theni in
thieir fury. But ho hears a sound. in the dis-
tance. It seunde like the boom of a cannon.
It i8 the signal calling for help. fie

But after a long w heI grcw up toble a
womnan, and lier îittie chuldren playcd around
hum.

Hie grew very old, lis lair was gray, and hie
etepe were feeble. lie tIen, forgot ail about
the friends of lis manhood antd old age, and,
only thougît of lus sister of the olii old time.

le went to thc sea again on thc same slip
lie lad been wont te, command, tlîinking te
find the one wlîo was lost, and on a day lik e the
one on wbieh lie rescued the comxpanion of his
inanhood, wîen the wyaves labiied bis shiip 'in
their fury, the old slîip and the old xmn sunk
in tIe wvaves te risc no more, till lie and VIe
lest one rise together.

(For tho Canadian Literary Journal.)

A OANAI'IAN SUIMMEJI EVENING.

liT JOSEPH DAVIDS.

'Tic Eve ! the snn's last lieanis are tanglcd wvith
tIe weod,

And ail around, is sileîxt as a dreani,
Maternai wings are î%vrapped around their

brood,
And lint a whisper issues frein the strcam.

The dark pine wootis, veil ail tIc distant view,
Where sky axid foreet mingle inte one;
Wrhile anmple shade the rural flowers woo,
To breathe their sweetaess frein the neon-tide
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