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\NZET to be where | might scan from my place the

Ings wh; : o .
88 which now to miss awhile is perfect satis-
aCtion,

ChuTr}:;ire is here, besides the big stone parish

Anglai, 3 humbler wooden one for the heretic
and thNPrmCIpa.lly the owners of the ornate villas
bisho se Smart cottages near the hotel.  Anglican
and }I: and canons have been here in the season
char, ea”Ve assisted the Quebec * clergyman in
praygrs on Sundays and at the daily week-day
pine ana bI_t 1s only of wood—sweet and fragrant
it s sip llrch—thls little temple by the sea ; but
the ﬁrstgu arly chaste in 1ts appointments, and from
at s one loves the quiet, reverent service.
you In .all this what of the sea itself? « Tell us,”
}‘:"l“ say, “of this.”
ang o when I try to write or speak of #4is, my pen
Lmy tongue fail me.
aSpeectt me, then, first view it in its commonplace
Ut g For bathing purposes the water is cold
ressin g}?ranng, and along the beach are rude
there isg- ouses, for which, in this primitive plact;,
Sensitiy, apparently no charge. But the bathers, if
Pebblese’ must protect their feet from the loose
aboung and _the broken shale which everywhere
Ose 1 This shale—but now, as I write the word,
regi Myself at the outset, and drift away into the
Ons of the ideal.

hegé :Vhat has the commonplace to do here?
clinal, “?th e€xposures, these indescribable anti-
us, the, ere, as our col}ege-bred Felicia informs
an soft Slluro-Cambnan mud has been folded
v ea ed in the earth’s heated centre, and worn
5o Ce:_ifse]ess tide into forms so eccentric, and
Silent 11”): ect, that the eye dwells upon them with a
all 1, wpture of satlsfaytl'on, for which words are
of light eak. These‘dlvx_ne values, these masses
soft dulland shade of infinite variety of orange and
art red and grey and green. What in human
SUrpage telgual, or in nature’s heaven!y handiwork
of their’b em? [ look upon them till the fulness

o €auty strikes me dumb. )
had (r)nany_days 1t had rained, and when evening
gery, Wii}?d In we had gathered in our little snug-
I'Udovi "1 a blaze of fire in the sombre stove and
¢'s hammock swinging picturesquely across

the p,

€ rg

Imm, Om, and had read aloud the adventures of the
(;na] “ Pickwick.”

tain i, ?d Dot yet seen the moon. But on a cer-

Platiye Pluvious night, as Felicia and I sat contem-

Winds (’ion the edge of a cliff, whence a little path

On the fOWn to the beach, lo! over the purple hills
of the vor ther shore shot out the crescent Regent
€ night,»

tureo\ng g0, in childish days, I remember a pic-
Singulay t(fom_mor} wood-cut—which held for me a
b‘lrk'n ascination. It represented Cleopatra em-
W 8 on the Cydnus to meet her Anthony.
thig DOPOSSlble connection could there be between
€m moonlight scene, this mighty river-

Stand still, with only the solemn, spiritual
the Waves lapping at our feet, and the one
€ry line of light where the moonbeams fell
€ In purple or inky shadow—and but one

Waterg Ship, moving, phantom-like, ¢ Over the
tion, [’ 24y and away.” What possible connec-
Easte 38k, between this and that vivid pageant of
Noop > na8Nificence in the fervid glow of Egypt's
MSensih) ‘€t Psychologists answer. For as I looked,
the ey » My thoughts reverted from the one to
breath; b and T found myself repeating under my

a, SO
soung o‘t"a
°ng” sily,
solitg ls

‘};\l:aes in th.e summer air,
And 3 ]}(l)al’ps In the porphyry halls,
Wit i?Sghdeep hum like a people’s prayer,
And the r‘eart’-breathed swells and falls, .
After ver's murmur heard through all.
. “Dg »Pause Felicia spoke.
ing Sittir{’()l:) know,” she said, “I have been think-
To gi %n €re, what a grand thing self-sacrifice is.
Mstang foeSIelf one’s life for another—mine, for
H T Ludovic or for you. I do not believe
€ glag Mind it much ; indeed, I think I should

lo
Her fa(;ted at her.  She had taken off her hat.
Wing, mOV‘YaS very pale in the moonlight, and the
8ling 'Ng in her hair, stirred it, with a golden
Wy - Shimmer
‘Nhat *

© You mean by giving one’s self for an-

other?” I asked.
sacrifice ?”

“Oh! to die,” she answered, quickly. “ I do not
say I should be willing to live a sacrifice.” Then,
reflecting, after a silence: “1 do not know. Per-
haps I might even rise to that. It would certainly
be the grander thing of the two.”

That moonlight night was the precursor of days
of brightness. Mornings when the sea, veiled at first
in silvery mists, blushed and kindled under the.
sun’s matin Kkiss to tints of rose and primrose, and
anon to fullest crimson and amber; when the
white wake of the ships was flecked with hues of
the rainbow, and the dancing yachts and fishing
and pleasure craft seemed instinct with life as they
shot over the sparkling waves. Noons of golden
glory, and sunsets whose effulgence rolled at full.
tide into the soul, till metaphor seemed lost in
radiant reality.

It was on one such evening that Felicia and I
sought the beach for I.udovic, who was fishing with
the inflowing tide. As we strolled downwards we
could see him perched upon a rock in what seemed
to us a shining waste of waters, but was, in reality,
no more than a succession of small pools, formed
by the advancing tide, over which the jutting rocks
afforded a secure enough footing back to the main-
land. The only danger would be from the slippery
nature of the shale, covered as it was at such times
with slime and dank seaweed. His rod was poised
high in air, his head bent down, his attitude one of
keen attention. I shuddered, for the thought came:
What if he should move and miss his foothold by
a single false step! He cannot swim. It has
always been our playful taunt wherever he has
gone, by sea or stream, and Felicia has vainly en-
deavored to stimulate his ambition by her own
attempts. But the piscatorial art has sufficed him.

“Lu-dovic! Lu-dovic!” Felicia calls, and he
turns his head and sees us.

He jerks up his line, with the silver tommy-cod
dangling on the hook, adds the poor captive to the
glistening string of its fellow-victims, and, waving

“Is it to die or to live a living

the trophy in triumph towards us, begins to descend

the rock. He is using all possible caution, but—
another step, and, without word or cry, we see him
shp into the water.

Transfixed to the spot, I cannot move or speak.
The horror of it penetrates my soul for a single in-
stant of consciousness, and then the physical in-
firmity which from childhood has been my bane
overcomes me, and I sink, senseless, on the strand.

When I recover they are by my side, both of
them, their garments still dripping wet, the seaweed
still tangled in Ludovic’s hair.  Both their faces are
pale as death, but smiling, though unwonted tears
are in Ludovic’s dark eyes and a strong tremour in
his voice as he speaks.

*Don’t be frightened ; we are both safe.” he says,
“and Felicia is a heroine, and I mean to have her
get a medal from the Government or from some
one.”

Felicia does not speak, but only smiles. We
walk home, all of us, feeling the exercise safest for
the two wet ones, though Achille has come with
his cab and the doctor from the hotel, and a sym-
pathizing crowd has gathered, some of whom have
witnessed the scene and are loud in expressions of
admiration of Felicia’s courage and promptitude.
She had, it seemed, plunged instantly into the
water, encumbered as she was with her ordinary
clothing, and, with rapid strokes, had reached
Ludovic as he rose for the second time, had grasped
his garments, and had swam with him to shore.

The wet garments are exchanged now for dry
ones, and Dorothy, having kindled a fire in the
stove, has brought us tea and cocoa smoking hot,
and Ludovic, his natural warmth restored by active
rubbing, has resumed his gaiety, and reproaches
Felicia playfully for the loss of his fish.

“Now, 1f only you had saved them,” he com-
plains, “it would have been something worth while ;
but think of it—thirteen of them—a whole baker’s
dozen—gone at one fell swoop.”

Felicia laughs, but I notice that her face is still
white, and—is it fancy? a sudden spasm seems to
contract it while the smile is still upon it. She
says it is, and exchanges a rapid glance with Ludo-
vic. But I catch the glance.

. “What is it?” I ask, sharply. “ You are keep-
Ing something back from me, both of you. [ am
sure you are.”

“Oh, nothing of the least consequence,” Felicia
says. “I did not tell you, for you are so easily
alarmed for us. It was only that, clambering up
the wet rocks, after we came out of the water, |
slipped, and—my back hurts me, just a very little.”

Ah! my Felicia, when we sat by the solemn sea
thgt night, and talked of the sacrifice of self, did we
think how soon it would come for one of us? My
white lily. I know that she can never be weil
again, never what she once was; but she will live
and for this I am thankful. She has taken up her
cross bravely, and bears it as for Him.

“I wanted to do great things,” she says, with a
radiant smile through the sharp pain, “and now I
can only suffer. But I remember what you told me
long ago—TI have never forgotten it—that

* * * *“Pain in man
Bears the high mission of the flail and fan,”

EroL Grervase,
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HUMOUROUS.

SEVERAL Irishmen were disputing one da
. . 2y eqe . . y 21])0[1! thc
mvmcnblhty of thelr respective powers, when one of them
;emarked: “Faith, I'm a brick.” ¢ And I'm a brick-
ayer,” said another, giving the first speaker a blo
brought him to the g,round. P W that

VERY REASSURING.—How often do

R X you get a new

for this elevator? asked a stout gent]emaﬁ, as the orx(r)'})re
loaded elevator slowly ascended to the tenth floor. Opce
every four.months; and if we pull through safely to-day
We are going to get a new rope to-morrow i .
elevator boy. P » replied the

SHE had done something naughty and her n

e A nother h

sent her off to bed a little earlier than usual, and tolrd ht:
she would punish her for it in the morning.  The child
kn.elt down to say her prayers, and she put in this interpo-
lation : ¢ Please God, won’t you take mamma up to heaven
not for altogether, but just for to-morrow.” ’

Mrs. Testy (looking up from the paper): “Isn’t th
strange > A certain gentleman, after a fit of illness wlS
absolutely unable to remember his wife, and did not be’Ii Q}S
she was the one he married.” Mr, Testy : «“Well, I du o
It’s pretty hard work sometimes for a2 man to re’a]ize ‘:Eu
his wife is the same woman he once went crazy over,” at

TaiLor : ““I am in a regular pickle,
to do.” Friend: “Iet me hear what your dilemma is,”
‘““You see, Baron Habenichts has given me anp order‘fols.
suit of clothes. Now, I don’t know, as he never pays l‘ha
debts, whether I ought to charge him a big };ige is
whether I should charge him as little as possi‘n]ep o my
loss will not amount to much.” P S0 my

IMPATIENCE REBUKED.—Teacher : Beniami
times must I tell you not to snap your ﬁnr{g:lsn?’ htl)\IvrnTany
down your hand and keep still. T shall hear what L
have to say presently. (Five minutes later.) Now th);(r)]u
Benjamin, what is that you wanted to say ? Benj,aminz
There was a tramp in the hall a while ago, and I saw him
go off with your gold-headed parasol. S
WHEN Franklin was ambassador to France, being at
meeting of a literary society and not well u’ndcrst{:md' .
French when' declaimed, he determined to applaud Whenu}l]g
saw a lady friend express approval. When they had cea de
a little child, who understood French, said “to Frnnkslein’
“Why, youwalways applauded most when they weré
E,r:l;:]negm )lv;):.. Franklin laughed heartily, and explained
THE PROUDEST MOMENT OF His Lirg.— %] .
Were you ever arrested before, Uncle Rasu?;[?aysnitcel‘
Rastus : Yes, sah, I war ’rested, but I war discha’ged s a M
I tell yo’, yo'r honah, dat I war nebbah so proud in m v ]'Ifl,
as when I walked down dat court-room a free an’ honoiabllt
ﬁant. ;Vlaglstr]ateR; Then y;u were not. proven guilty, Unclz
astus ncle Rastus ; 0, H i
indictment, sah, sahs dere was a flaw m de

A MAN OF RESOURCES.— Assistant Nj sht Edi i
down speaking tube) : Got to have abm{;t sevelliur)xll‘o(lsea H;ng
on the telegraph page to fill out the last column, N;j fx:
Editor : Run in a dispatch from Ujijijijiji, or so;n 'hg
else in Africa, announcing discovery Y e been

" s ! that Stanley has
killed by natives.  Assistant (some minutes ]at:‘?’) .aa ‘l)):(::;
have two more lines. Dispatch don’t f1] column.' Night

Editor (roarin, i : i i
tradicﬁgg i g up speaking tube) : Putin a dispatch con-
““ BARRISTER NoOLAM,” of New Yo

was holding forth in his usual aggressivell;;yl(;nebeftlg:é _?Sdhe
D.uHY' was warned several times, but in vain, to mod::l gte
himself, a_nd finally, getting beyond the lirr,nit was ﬁ]:el
$10. ““Your honour may be just in your c’ensure ” E(.
pleaded ; ¢ but I have no money to pay such a fine. :1
where can I get it?” ‘“Oh, borrow it of a fr? ?*n”
(T T’hanks, your honour. Then I must trouble o f"
you’re the best friend I have, ¢ Mr. Clerk,” said tiguiitt?;

judge, ¢ you may as well remit that i
better afford to lose it than I can,” fine.  The city can

I can’t decide what



