AUG. 25(}1, 1893. ]

m()l'e th
CAreg a1 g,

Wang really, byt g
anq Y money,
oyt Slde the face th
u 'Hcle Archie’
nly § 168

L'am sorry for him, if he
Am so tired of people who
f we coulq only publish far
&t. Tam bent on carrying
Wtenq ¢, 8 wishes to the utmost, and
18 place up Pend enough myself to keep
troub)g e g Priberly, perhaps they would not
% wg no, tell him, that, papa.” ¢ Dear,
Oveg you,” "}‘ke 1o difference to him, for he
Row g DD - hen tell him the truth, as you
One iy, th Iw i that ¥ guy never care for any-
br_Oke uffSudd&y‘neve" again—" and her voice
id hop et enly, «poyn ery, my darling,”
Asked t,, mar °T, tenderly, you shall not be
g, it T¥ anyone You don't care for ; and
Proyq %’e‘“‘ be true, we ought to be
Undey ,, ° fl‘lendship we felt for one who,
Opeq 4 h’; Advarse circumstances, has devel-
o g - Obility of
18 h
of self*love
oW goo
fooligy,
You gy,

© may b chnracter—.-even if
b0z ave &l.lowed a thin crust
vou 'ué" Ow.over it.” ¢ Papa, desr,
o so‘ be to l‘dentify yourself with your
ugh £, fmutxfully ! I can never love
e, gygy sin T Your dear love and kindness to
W °¢ the night of ¢he dreadful storm,

0
" “quuh:‘(,’snbd me a little sad at heart.”
Argaret ever g ee"” my brave and cheerful
ng her bn.ce, said ho, kissing her, and
' right hair. ¢ Good-bye, my
befoy L Must write that unpleasant let-

dres;
S, 1 dregy, . You, I see, are ready.”
talk g B 95ed early

With My, B 1 80 a8 to have time for a
9Ctor Jef, ¥ Bernard before dinner,” The
Self by the ﬁre ™om, and Margaret seated her-
‘"_0pping J&cl?'l _ht"'l Jack Bevingten (vaves-
f&ms, and weo s 8lipped from behind the cur-
;ng Shadowy ot quietly, through the deepen-
he ay ”llisl, to ‘.]10 bilano, and to the ear of
Notey |, ') ]‘fd listenor once more the soft
® ¢ “golden tenor » floated through

Y Uar ening r
1tt) . %om, and the words of the

t\‘-i \ l:i;“;te:l " stole tenderly to her ears
10 ity lovely :3 N sweet, and holy, "~ this time
OWeq, ¢r 2d.  In the deep silence that fol-
She 08¢ and came geutly to her side.

4
And ¢p, ‘;Zoped !\er fair head upon her hands,
N whiuperefien}(‘"“ with tears. ‘“ Margaret,”
hent P ¢80 you forgive me?’ She
JAndy, upa ¢ 8till shaded by the slender
ngly. T those held gyt to her entreat-

*
5 * : *
Ol pr,: *
to nllnubes .
¢ the vor later, Mary Bernard, coming
) » Aeard oy

tekon voices speaking and saw
, and c]osilg upon the two figures.
e e gy " oBing e door very sy,
o gn.;; ruclt iy, &I‘ln'e 8 dressing-room, and
taia!he’ am g 110 hl.s arms, cried, “ Oh't
) ! Jae e glad-—it jg 4N right, I'm cer-
Vo gethe 4 Margaret are in the drawing-
5 thoy, tand all 1y plans have succeed-
arr;mgetmm t;“uld not think how best to
¢ lush&nd_’] oY havo arranged themselves !
A n s&idm‘k‘ed fondly at the glad, tlushed
Y;lust course, Mnry, what you
o ti‘x::cfceed' Now perhaps we
SR T look at ¢ Charlic,
le‘tly a " 0 his little bed,”
Beving 0:;’”0 tht.) dressing-hell rang, and
n H(:)mmg upstairs met Charlie
he, 1T 5 My, grupfxi his hand, saying,
Ore | Tesy anyl. Charlie? [ must see her
. alivg < te?] her that I am the hap-
% turgeq to *d it is all due to hor I” and
hrg enn::gn:h?t l;ﬁppy little woman.
« er, 0 Margaret to rejoi
We]], wifeAfteerd. Charli%) said to ;ia:“;
. Rever expect to see anything

o fire g
She - heght fl
H])e fla ¢

THE WEEK.

more perfectly lovely than Margaret Douglas
this night: nor any people more perfectly
happy than she and Jack Bevington.”
v,
It was the evening before the wedding.
Jack, Margaret and Mary were together in
the drawing room of Dr. Douglas’ house in
Waterford ; they wore just about to separate
to dress for dinner.  ‘* Jack,” snid Mary, * by
this time to-morrow you will have got over the
‘ now at last my own ’ stage—that comes when
the carringe drives off and he ‘clasps her
hand.” Charlie forget that part of the perfor-
mance in the tribulation of having left his cig-
arette case behind, as he thought; but I had
it in my bag, so he clasped it instead, and said
only, * What a brick you are, Mary !’ Now,
don’t you disappoint Margaret, I assure you I
have hardly got over it yet. Well, T am off to
dress.” “So am J,” said Margaret, * but,
Jack, wait one moment, I have something to
show you.” She ran away; but quickly re-
turned, holding in her hand a crumpled letter.
** Another present, dearest ¥’ said he, smil-
ing. ‘* How my «ueen must be loved and re-
spected ! 1 never saw such variety in the
¢ sorts and conditions ’ of gifts and givers.”
Iy it not delightful ? cried Margaret, look-
ing radiantly happy. *'I value themso much,
because so many of them are given as tokens
of love of Unecle Archie, to Uncle Archie’s
niece ;—but Jack, Thave a confession to make :
you know that now everything is arranged for
the carrying out all Uncle Archie's plaua, you
will not be much the wealthier for all that has
come to me, but you do not know that T had
this lotter in my pocket the night the regiment
left here. I felt tempted to show it to you
then, but somehow I did not—could not.”” Hae
took tho offered letter and read it, then he tock
her gently in his arins and said, *‘Thank Hea-
ven, my Margaret, that you did not. I feel
the  can never besufficiently thankful for the
Jesson of that most bitter time; if I am ever
g0 little less unworthy of * my brightest jewel,’
it is due to you and Mary, who, under higher
guidance, set my unworthiness plainly before
my eyes. Together, love, we will try to lead
the higher life, and to show through our love
to others, our deep sense of the love that has
dealt so tenderly with us.” A H.

OTHER PEOPLE’S THOUGHTS.

Tn his *¢ History of Civilization,” that work
which has been alluded to as a *“‘gigantic
failure,” but which we may at least consider a
marvellous attempt—Mr. Buckle makes some
very arbitrary generalities. Of these his re.
marks on the influence of food, climate and
natural surroundings may be taken as a fitting
illustration. On the importance of the firat
and second, that is to say on the physical
side, volumes have been written. The value
of the third has not been ignored, but the
westhotic has naturally enough yielded pre-
codence to the physical.

To say that civilization depends upon any
one of these influences, or uponthe threo com-
bined, is a generality which many would com-
bat in favour of this or that individual. The
evidence concerning food and climate however
is ample for the defence, and were the effects
of different scenery upen the surrcunding in-
habitants to be studied with the same minute-
ness, it is possible that we would make classi-
fications of men and women quite other than
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racial. For mountain, forest and river im-
press upon their dwellers & stamp that is not .
the product of political frontiers.

But more forcible than the influence of
mountain, forest or river has been the
influence of the sea. To attempt to deter-
mine the importance of this influence upon
the imagination would be to sum up what
is best in nearly every phase of art, and even
then to have left much unsaid. In poetry
alone what deathless voices still ring suggestive
ever of wave music. Shelley and Byron
speak of the sea voicing those vague thoughts
which lie in the breasts of smaller souls,
dormant and inarticulate.

There are many phases of the sea, and each
has found many voices. These voices, however,
have tended to express two general views, the
strength and mystery or the beauty and joy of
the sea. The strength and the mystery is the
side which appeals more particularly to this
century, and in Victor Hugo it has been shown
in all its resistless fascination. In “The
Toilers of the Sea' this iy no longer an in-
animate force ; it is personitied, a very monster
of cunning—one might almost say of genius,
Horror and dread, and above and beyond both,
unfathomable mystery. What is it, why ia it,
this monster laden with suggestions of evil !
It is calm now and smiling, but does the calm
stiflc the death-wail or the smile banish the
horror of whitening bones! No! it is an im-
placable, malignant foe to be fought with and
conguered by man., A mystery that can con-
tain nothing but sorrow ; one that can only be
unfolded by infinite toil. It is the sadness of
the age which has given thiz view, which has
pictured the sea in the light of its own sorrow.
But there is another picture drawn in another
light.

In the old Homeric days when simple men
found in the complexity around them a simpli-
city at once calm and beautiful—in these days
also men paused and looked at the sea. They
called it ‘* hoary ” and ‘“ barren,’’ these Greeks
but withal they loved it. * Wine-dark,’
** deep-sounding,” and again with *‘innumer-
able laughter.” Yes, they loved it, in spite of
the death it brought ; in spite of the mystery
it held. In the old days, before Socrates had
told men that sleep was sweeter than life : be-
fore the mocking whisper of Aristophanes had
bidden men look inwards ; before Euripides
had taken up the burden of life, showing the
actual, and feeling all its pain—then men
looked at the unknown and felt that it was
beautiful as well as powerful, and grasped in-
tuitively that if it was beautiful it must be
good. And from the heart of this wmystery
thore appeared to these Groeks a wondrous
image beautiful and strong as their own fair
minds. From the sea there arose a woman,
foam-tossed aud radiant: it was Aphrodite,
goddess of laughter and love. d in this
picture the mystery is lost in the beautiful ;
it is art at its best and it is religion—both at
their best are inseparable, A novelist has ex-
pressed it in words that are almost poetry, but
the sentiment is hardly modern, hardly
English.

Like a star in the seas above,
Like a dream to the waves of sleep,
Up —up—tho incarnate love—
She rose from the charmed deep.
el @ e,

Justice claims what is due, polity what is

seemly ; justice weighs and decides, polity

surveys and qrders; justice refers to the in-
dividual, polity to the community.—Goethe.




