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all the detritus of the world, for all the sorrow, for all
the injustice, for all the grief. Presley, the good r,^^
dies; evil dies, cruelty, oppression, selfishness, grtmi-
these die; but nobility, but love, but sacrifice, but generos-
ity, but truth, thank God for it, small as they are, difficult
as It is to discover them-these live forever, these are eter-
nal. You are all broken, all cast down by what you have
seen in this valley, this hopeless straggle, this apparently
hopeless despair. Well, the end is not yet. What is it
that remains after all is over, after the dead are buried
and the hearts are broken? Look at it all from the vast
height of humanity-' the greatest good to the greatest
numbers What remains? Men perish, men are cor-
rupted hearts are rent asunder, but what remains un-
touched, unassailable, undefiled? Try to find that, not
only m this, but in every crisis of the worid's life, and
you will find. If your view be large enou^, that it is not
evil, but good, that in the end remains."
There was a long pause. Presley, his mind full ofnew thoughts, held his peace, and Vanamee added at

length

:

"I believed Angele dead. I wept over her grave-
mourned for her as dead in corruption. She has come
back to me, more beautiful than ever. Do not ask me
any further. To put this story, this idyl, into words,
wo^d, for me, be a profanation. This must suffice you.
Ang6Ie has returned to me, and I am happy. Adios "

He rose suddenly. The friends clasped each other's
hands.

" u ^r l*^"
P'"°'**"y ''*'"' "«** again.-said Vanamee

;

but If these are the last words I ever speak to you, listen
to them and remember them, because I know I speak the
truth Evil is short-iived. Never judge of the whole
round of life by the mere segment vou ran see The
whole is, in the end. perfect."


