
THE LAMP.

and died away. And as lie hiad made an end of waiting, so lie
made anl end of clîanting.

He caine and stood before lier.
Aîîd lie said: IlYour cyes are the eyes of an angel, but

your lieart is your owîî."
Her eyes wondered, but lier hieart said: "lNot s0."
Slie asked hlmi: II What is love."
Anid lie said: I I is the enduriîîg of life, and tie meeting

of death. lit is the strexîgth of sorrow, and the geîîtleîîess of
joy. it is the case of battie, and the iglî,-tiniess of peace. lit
is a wanderiîîg togretiier lu straiige ways. it is enteriug togethe r
inito newv worlds, anîd ùisting togetiier of uncertain fruit. it is
the cliild of inutual puirpose."

Shie asked hiîn: Il Wlicere wfis it borii ?"
Hie answered: "lit %vas nev'er borui, nior shial it ever die.

lit beaiiîe a yoke as we jourîîeyed. We joiied, lîands in
passion and strove with pain. We bowcd to duty and
surxnounited fate. \Ve met tlirough lives uîîreckoiied, aîîd lost
the grrossncss of the body in iiiany valiant deatlhs. Our lîearts
invoked tie beauty of the wo-rld."

Slie besought hiîn: IlWlîat is it bears tlîîs love"
And lie (lCclared to lier: IlThe Soul."
Sue cried : IlI kîîow it iiot."

l«In all thie changie," lie told lier, Il tlîis Soul eîîduring,
passes towards preetioîî. Thiis looks upon the scexies of life
and learnis the use. This knows of faitlî and trust and lîelp and
promise. This survives failure and outlasts the old -1haies tliat
are buried and forgottei in ancient grav'es. And the Soul sings
to its conirade Soul, and the sono- is Lovc."

Mileni the wroman lîid lier face, and cried: I cannot hiear
it; lI cannot lîcar it." And shie turned awvay, and wvent out into
the darkness.

Mlien wvas tiiere a. great stillness, but thîe voice of the sea
stirred tlîroughi the silence. And lie stood iii the arcli of the
temple and lookcd upon thîe stars. And it was as though Mihe
Eternal hiad set an lîour oz' peace.

And a new heart began to swvell in the liollow or' his breast.
Whiereat lie rejoiced. And lie tliounghit: "lcre are many
sacrifices, and the offerings fail, but Love remnains. Yet is my
Soul gone forth into the darkness."
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