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B8 Bes. nothing b ut the essence of perfection in bis loved one. Love is~lhe-8oul of ardent youth, its poetry speaking, with truthful lips. Lt is, or

»Gjuld be, the sincere expression of the sou!. Lt is the tie that binds for
f 8tOYoung tlirobbing hearts ;a tie which deatb severs relentingly. Love

le a flnûwer of slow growth. Lt is nourîshpd in silence, very often in tears,and 8o frail that it drops and withers under the uhilling influence of cold
lieglect.

-4t length it was whispered about the village that Engenie was betrothed.
-enDucette. lier father, whose sole cotûpanion shie was, did not care

o giv8 up bis loved Eugenie, but on mnatrc- consideration hie considered
lhad no riglit through selfisliness to thwart bis daughter's happiness.
R8knew life was unceýrtain. Hie did nlot know wlien his child miglit be

left fatberîess as well as motherless. War was again raging between France
and Enigîand, and nowhere more bitterly tban i the colonies. Eugenie had
n'ver kiiown the want of a mother, for hier mother in giving life to lier8Peiit ber own.

t,11 the quiet Frencli village of La Have there was great rejiigfo
D nevr body's tongue that Eugenie, the beautiful and good

naelilh and in no respect proud, was to be uiarried in June. The gossips
ý"l"tirec of talking about the interesting event. There was nothing but~Ydgood wishes in the hearts of the village folkcs for the Young~de. N clouds rested upon the horizon of the future of Eugenie. Hope

d joy alone were in that Young bosoni.c

Sthe0 days passed and the weddirig day drew near there was a feverisheltgt'ment in the small community. A fisherman had brought the intel-
at day or two past that hie had seen a strange ship in the offing,

th at she bore away to sea and disappeared. Ilowever lie hastened to tell
0 00imxandant. The commandant did not think the strange slip was an

nigi8h Ilman-o-war," as lie liad reason to believe that nonenwere in those
atpresent, but lie took every precaution to guard against surprise,

%ttachh thoulit the English were far distant, and if they would make an
't Would be at flrst on Port Royal. The Indians in the neiglibour-

"4 ere the devoted allies of the Frenchi, so there was nothing to fear
that quarter. It was the day before the wedding. An unde6inedbr PGs8ed, the soul of Jean. But lie said nothing to bis friends. At lengtb

t8atly to is- relief the day drew to a close ; ni.ghit drew o)n, a beautîful
%t in June, when there is nothing to jar upon the tired spirit of man

geýiI repose fromn care, wlien Earthand Heaven are in unison.TSnbnl ae bis weary rounds on the fort. The darkness deep-
the .av.,ere wa no sound but the sougli of the winds and the ripple of

h8 lie the beach. No enemy was feared, and the sentinel slept.e lept lie'dreamed of Mis boyliood's home far across the ocean, in
the 0 , hiappy scenes of youth floated before his eyes, lie heard again

1198s which lie had once Ioved to sing witli bis Young and joyous1004pllors.Suddenly a rifle shot awoke the echoes of the night, and the
1 l ever dreamed again.

"at Shot alarmed tbe garrison and country. It was too late, tbey6 'tak 011 by sur prise. De La Main instantly was at bis post, and put
ý18l a the bead of bis men.

hje pEngliali witli a band of Indians were already assaulting the fort.
elnth, detacliment made a simultaneous attack on the command-

%ý f 5ue; Jean Ducette and a band of brave settlers defended the place
"IUglt braveîy.

itaiî gefll was terrifled at all the noise and commotion, sbe liad neyer seen
i*' before. She was encouraged by lier lover not to be afraid. Jean

4 e'e knew the bouse could not be lield mucli longer, for it was already
011 .Hfo

ar.He, therefore, resolved to place Eugenie in the fort foreater
ety t rtreating by a secret way. To do this bie ordered bis men to makeftdraw off the attention of the enemy from liim but Eugenie

'0 be taken to lier father. "lTake me to my father," slie cried, "ltake
"y father i "

1,: ll for ler she did not know tlie trutli, that bier beloved father was
1' I iounded and dying. The men made the sortie, and Jean and

"ade their way to the fort. Wben near the fort in its rear they
t e garrison already retreating in boats across the river, and the

%Y ii at tliem in thie darkness. There was no time to lose, the
Was close upon tliem, there was nothing for it but to leap into the
lj ithhope of beingy picked up by one of the boats. Hie took Eugenie

Of FI),but just tlien a baIl pierced her bosom. Jean thouglit no
r~ietreat, o r of resistance. Hie sat down on the ground stili keeping

~hQ ugenie in bis arms. The laç;t words she said, were "lOh! take
0 ae tahe to my father "Then, pressing Jean's hand, she died.re t0 ~hae pain of knowing tliat lier father was among the slain.r? have~ been to lier even a greater pain than that of dying. TheySto tbe fort, and laid hier beneath a tent together with bier father.

fel usolgr.tiii ct >yle lmfahi.Fte
eYs O beal upon tlie Britisli officers and meii alike wlien, next day,

~t i were toggther in deatli. Poor Jean, lier lover, was distracted.
et -.conld -console liim for the loss of bis loved Engenie. He watched

e eitl hcr cold band in bis, aîl day and all night. Everybody
IaQd Compassion. On the morrow tliey were buried, a soldier's

e.a, soldîer's grave were given to botli. Tlie English Cliaplain
r,4 e t last saci rites in tlîc Frenchi clapel. Tbey were buried

ehitgý th( sajuiiilitar-v biuours4 were paid father and daugliter.
V round the grave for dlays, at length broken liearted, lie left

fit1%vliýe torever. Suchti is the story of Eugenie De La Main, a

a eh ~,tse mist lies always between the present and tlie past,atis ept away we find the past is but another present.
C. T. EAsTON.

THE ANCIENT MARINER~ AGAIN.

IN TrIE WxEK of the 28th uît., M. Middleton combats the idea,
put forward by Louisa Murray, of an allegorical meaning in the A noient
Mariner. In disproof of the "lmoral allegory " theory, your correspondent
gives the causes that led to Coleridge's writing the A ncient Mariner, the
intended nature of the poem -supernatural, but witli sufficient human
interest to tbrow a glarnour of reality over the supernatural, and to pro.
cure poetic faith-and adds that, altliougb Ilany story that deals, thougli
ever so slightly, witb our humanity may be used to point a moral,"

.,*yet Ilno one dreams that ail sucli morals are intentional." Now
let us consider wbat weiglit tliese considerations have as against the
"lmoral allegory " idea of Lonisa Murray and inany other lovers of
Coleridge.

Isl it "lfair to conclude " in the face of the poem itself and of the
impression it makes upon many, 1 think I may safely say most, of thosa
wlio devotedly study it, that, because Coleridge on undertakîng the poenî
deîined its scope no0 farther than as a 14supernatural " poemn containing a
Ilbuman interest,"-is it fair to conclude that the supernatural world did

not of tenl resolve itself into the spiritual before the poet's enraptured eyes,
and tlie Il buman interest " into man's relation to Cod 1 All Coleridge's
wrîtings t bat do not treat of something distinctly objective are remarkable
for what 1 may, for the sake of brevity, caîl spiritual suggestivens.
The bent of bis mind was peculiarly towards spiritual metaphysics ; and
while in the supernatural mood, it would be ahi but impossible for bim to
avoid contemplating in their spiritual relations those conditions whîch lie
Iiad at firat conjured up as merely supernatural.

1 do flot mean to say that the syînbolism, "of man's soul alienated
f rom God " until restored by the new birtb of loving sympatliy, is sustained
throughout, or that any suc l "unbroken undercurrent of thouglit can be
found " concurrent witb the incidents of the tale of the Mariner. Sucli
open obtruding of the moral sentiment tlirougbout the poemn would be too
great a violation of the unity of thé original plan for a writer of Coleridge's
finely critical mind to be guilty of. But I do mnean to say that sucli
symbolismn 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 langdage can, of a preconceived spiritual world
in whicli tbe.Ancient Mariner bas been wandering, and that can have no0
meaning in reférence to a world froni' whicli tbe spiritual lias been entirely
excluded, and in which the supernatural alone lias place. Let me quote a
few verses in illustration :

0 sweeter than the xnarriage-feast,
'Tis sweeter far to me,
To walk together to the Kirk

And ail together pray,
While each to bis great Father bends!

And tben tbe beautiful stanza whicb Mrs. Oliphant exquisitely describes
as Ilyour child's moral, a tender littie, lialf-triv ial sentiment, yet pro-
found as the blue deptbs of beaven " :-

He prayeth hest, who loveth best
Ail things both great and smal;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth ail.

Surely there is a moral here, and a moral intended too, notwitbstanding
the plan upon wbîcli the poem as a whole is constructed.g

Again witb- regret to your correspondent's remark, that 110 011e dreames
that all sucli morals are intentional," let me just point out tbat in attempt-
ing to deny the intention of tlie moral lie admits the fact. Does not.the
admission of the fact of tlie moral bear rather an odd relation to the modeat
hope witli wbicb lie concludes, "ltbat some people wiYll, in consequence of
this paper, enjoy their jam witliout dread of its containing any powder " in
the shape of a moral at the end hW. R. 0. B.

WHAT COLERIDGE SAID.

Fromn the Table Talk of S. T. Coleridge, under date May 31, 1830, I
extract the foflowing: Mrs. Barbauld once told me that she admired tbe
" Ancient Mariner " very much, but that there were two fauîts in it-it
was improbable, and had no0 moral. As for the probability, I owined that
that miglit admit of some question ; but as to the want of a moral, 1 told ber
that in my own judgment the poemn bad too mucli; and that the only, or
chief fault, if 1 miglit say so, was tbe obtrusion of the moral sentiment g0
openly on the reader as a principle or cause of action in a work of suçh
pure imagination. It ouglit to have liad no0 more moral than the Arabiat,
Nighîts' tale of the merchant 8itting down to eat dates by the side of a well,
and throwing tbe shelîs aside, and Io! a genie starta nu, and says lie iflî&8
kilI tbe aforesaid merchant, because one of the date abelîs had, it seeme,
put ont an eye of the genie's.son."

Amid the occasional flash and clashi of epliemeral opinions on works
that endure the remarks of the genuis whicb engendered theni may flot be
esteemed altogether valueless. SAREPTA.

LITE4ATURE is the written expression of the life and inner nature of
man. It partakes of bis restlessness ; iL is influenced by luis outward
circupistances and environnients ; iL follows the fashions bis fancy dictates,
and discards tbem in compliance witb bis will. That is, literature bas no
separate life of its own ; it is an intrinsic part of man's historY, and followla
the course of his development.
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