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HeAsees nothing but the essence of perfection in his loved one. Love is
- 28 soul of ardent youth, its poetry speaking with truthful lips. It ig, or
- 3hould be, the sincere expression of the soul. It is the tie that binds for
e two young throbbing hearts ; a tie which death severs relentingly. Love
L. B4 flower of slow growth. It is nourishad in silence, very often in tears,
g :2:150 frail that it drops and withers under the chilling influence of cold
Aeglect, .
At length it was whispered about the village that Eugenie was hetrothed
to ean Ducette. Her father, whose sole companion she was, did not care
8lve up his loved Eugenie, but on mature consideration he considered
ad no right through selfishness to thwart his daughter’s happiness.
) fe,knew life was uncertain. He did not know when his child might be
& tf"«t_hel‘less as well as motherless, War was again raging between France
J“" , ngland, and nowhere more bitterly than in the colonies. Eugenie had
SVer known the want of a mother, for her mother in giving life to her
"ent her own,
it In the quiet French village of La Have there was great rejoicing, for
Euwas' on every body's tongue that Eugenie, the bea.utiful and good
nnsg‘ime, who was so kind to the poor and sick,' so considerate of all, so
‘ neve ﬁS}J, and in no respect proud, was to be married in June. The gossips
jo °r tired of talking about the interesting event. There was nothing but
l)ryi’ “nd good wishes in the hearts of the village folks for the young
¢ ue o clouds rested upon the horizon of the future of Eugenie. Hope
*77JOy alone were in that young bosom.
. “Xc{?es the days passed and the wedding day drew near there was a feverish
. igen, ment in the small community. A fisherman had E{rogght the intel-
butt,ﬁe a day or two past that he had seen a strange ship in the offing,
o at she bore away to sea and disappeared. However he hastened to tell
sBy ?_Ommandant. The commandant did not think the strange ship was an
- r% ish « man-o-war,” as he had reason to believe that none were in those
& 'hous E’t Present, but he took every precaution to g}xard against surprise,
bt 81 he thought the English were far distant, and if they would make an
<1t would be at first on Port Royal. The Indians in the neighbour-
,'mem “t'ere the devoted allies of the French, so there was nothing to fear
oy hat quarter. It was the day bgfore the Wedf]mg. An undefined
"t'eatll)assed the soul of Jean. But he said nothing to his friends. At length
“igy, 20 his relief the day drew to a close ; night drew on, a beautiful
’éﬂkinm June, when there is nothing to jar upon the tired spirit of man
o & repose from care, when Earth and Heaven are in unison.
neg ,Sentinel paced his weary rounds on the fort. The darkness deep-
ere was no sound but the sough of the winds and the ripple of
upon the beach. No enemy was feared, and the sentinel slept.
t he'dreamed of his boyhood’s home far across the ocean, in
8 80p. hﬂppy scenes of youth floated before his eyes, he heard again
&%ﬁ]p;:x%gn\vhlch he had once loved to sing with his young and joyous
: 8.
“inel pgyey dresmed again,
Werg tat shot alarmed the garrison and country. It was too late, they
himmaken by surprise. De La Main instantly was at his post, and put
- mod 8t the head of his men.
L Buy ® English with a band of Indians were already assaulting the fort.
*ﬂ.“ﬁ"another detachment made a simultaneous attack on the command-
¢ Ay Ouse ; Jean Ducette and a band of brave settlers defended the place
,.E°“ght bravely,
re;l w“SQnie wag terrified at all the noise and commotion, she had never seen
‘weva"' efore. She was éncouraged by her lover not to be afraid. Jean
Mo‘neé' knew the house could not be held much longer, for it was already
Rty Te.  He, therefore, resolved to place Eugenie in the _fort for greater
Bops 'étreating by a secret way. To do this he ordered his men to make
Yish * and draw off the attention of the enemy from him but Eugenie

9 to %0 be taken to her father. “Takeme to my father,” she cried, “take

“yo 0y father 17

*°\hﬁ for her she did not know the truth, that her beloved father was

%niy Wounded and dying. The men made the sortie, ar}d Jean and
d :hm&de their way to the fort. When near the fort in its rear they

etny ﬁef garrison already retreating in boats across the~ river, and the

VWon, . '02 at them in the darkness. There was no time to losge, the

l:"&Ves
» 48 g]
ran °p

»,

or iy, 38 close upon them, there was nothing for it but to leap into the
his the bope of being picked up by one of the boats. He took Eugenie
T“ﬁgel; l‘fms, but just then a ball pierced her bosom. Jean thought no
é‘dyio Tetreat, or of resistance. He sat down on the ground still keeping
homg Ugenie in his arms. = The last words she said, were “Oh ! take
H“&iw&se’ take me to my father {” Then, pressing Jean’s hand, she die_d.
Wo Sbared the pain of knowing that her father was among the slain.

e he)-md have been to her even a greater pain than that of'dymg. They
%0 the fort, and laid her beneath a tent together with her father.
&;0"0“’ fell upon the British officers and men alil.ze when, next day,
; éhild the beautiful girl still in death by her slain fathel‘.. Father
kin, . ¥6re together in death. Poor Jean, her lover, was distracted.
e 3icould tonsole him for the loss of his loved Eugeple. He watched
o i With her cold hand in his, all day and all nlgl!t. Everyb_ody
Sra) i Compasgion. On the morrow they were burled,‘ a soldler.’s
& soldier’s grave were given to both. The English Chapl:_nn
Uthe, B¢ last sad rites in the Krench chapel. They were buried
: frf:h ling 24 the same military honours were paid father and daughter.
; ‘n&ti‘g:r‘fd round the grave for days, at length broken hearted, he- left
\:f AeaVlioage forever,  Such is the story of Eugenie De La Main, a
\CiET \ .
whe?thke 8 denge mist lies always between the present and‘ the past,
= o0 tha i Swept away we find the past is but another presént. ,
C. T, Easrox, .

Suddenly a rifle shot awoke the echoes of the night, and the .

THE ANCIENT MARINER AGAIN.

In THE WEEK of the 28th ult., M. Middleton combats the idea
put forward by Louisa Murray, of an allegorical meaning in the Ancient
Mariner. In disproof of the *moral allegory ” theory, your correspondent
gives the causes that led to Coleridge’s writing the Ancient Mariner, the
intended nature of the poewn —supernatural, but with sufficient human
interest to throw a glamour of reality over the supernatural, and to pro-
cure poetic faith—and adds that, although ‘““any story that deals, though
ever so slightly, with our humanity may be used to point a moral,”
.o yet “no one dreams that all such morals are intentional.” Now
let us consider what weight these considerations have as against the
“moral allegory” idea of Louisa Murray and many other lovers of
Coleridge.

- Is it “fair to conclude” in the face of the poem itself and of the
impression it makes upon many, I think I may safely say most, of those
who devotedly study it, that, because Coleridge on undertaking the poem
detined its scope no farther than as a “supernatural” poem containing a
“ human interest,”-—is it fair to conclude that the supernatural world did
not often resolve itself into the spiritual before the poet’s enraptured eyes,
and the ‘ human interest ” into man’s relation to God? All Coleridge's
writings that do not treat of something distinctly objective are remarkable
for what I may, for the sake of brevity, call spiritual suggestiveness.
The bent of his mind was peculiarly towards spiritual metaphysics ; and
while in the supernatural mood, it would be all but imposgible for him to
avoid contemplating in their spiritual relations those conditions which he
had at first conjured up as merely supernatural.

I do not mean to say that the symbolism, ““of man’s soul alienated
from God ” until restored by the new birth of loving sympathy, is sustained
throughout, or that any such “wnbroken undercurrent of thought can be
found” concurrent with the incidents of the tale of the Mariner. Such
open obtruding of the moral sentiment throughout the poem would be too
great a violation of the unity of the original plan for a writer of Coleridge’s
finely critical mind to be guilty of. But I do mean to say that such
symbolism stands out strikingly in several individual passages of the poem ;
and that many of the verses at the end are moralizings in language that
speaks to us, as plainly as language can, of a preconceived spiritual world
in which the Ancient Mariner has been wandering, and that can have no
meaning in reference to a world from which the spiritual has been entirely
excluded, and in which the supernatural alone has place. Let me quote a
few verses in illustration :— *

O sweeter than the marriage-feast,
. ’Tis sweeter far to me,
To walk together to the Kirk

‘And all together pray,
While each to his great Father bends !

And then the beautiful stanza which Mrs, Oliphant exquisitely describes
as ‘“your child’s moral, a tender little, half-trivial sentiment, yet pro-
found as the blue depths of heaven ” :—

He prayeth best, who loveth best
All things both great and small ;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.

Surely there is a moral here, and a moral intended too, notwithstanding
the plan upon which the poem as a whole is constructed.

Again with regret to your correspondent’s remark, that * no one dreams
that all such morals are intentional,” let me just point out that in attempt-
ing to deny the intention of the moral he admits the fact. Does not the
admission of the fact of the moral bear rather an odd relation to the modest
hope with which he concludes, * that some people will, in consequence of
this paper, enjoy their jam without dread of its containing any powder ” in
the shape of a moral at the end ¢ W.B. 0B

WHAT COLERIDGE SAID,

From the Fable Talk of 8. T. Coleridge, under date May 31, 1830, I
extract the foliowing : * Mra. Barbauld once told me that she admired the
“ Ancient Mariner ” very much, but that there were two faults in it—-it
wag improbable, and had no moral. As for the probability, I owned that
that might admit of some question ; but as to the want of a moral, I told her
that in my own judgment the poem had too much ; and that the only, or
chief fault, if I might say so, was the obtrusion of the mora) sentiment so
openly on the reader as a principle or cause of action in a work of such
pure imagination. It ought to have had no more moral than the Arabian
Nights’ tale of the merchant sitting down to eat dates by the side of a well,
and throwing the shells aside, and lo! a genie starts up, and says he must
kill the aforesaid merchant, because one of the date shells had, it seems,
put out an-eye of the genie’s-son,”

Amid the occasional flash and clagh of ephemeral opinions on works

that endure the remarks of the genuis which engendered them may not be
esteemed altogether valueless. SAREPTA.

LireRATURE is the written expression of the life and inner nature of
man. It partakes of his restlessness ; it is influenced by his outward
circumstances and environments ; it follows the fashions his fancy dictates,
and discards them in compliance with his will. That is, literature hag no
separate life of its own ; it isan intrinsic part of man’s history, and follows
the course of his development, ’
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