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"teacier", aid wonder at this straigo grief 1 Mary never
thouglit of it, until ait ca stole geitly arîounîd lier waist,
antd a warin kiss was imiprinted upon the hastily up1îraise.d1
face.

The efiect vas tot soothing, for Mary strteil to her feet
witi a cry that strove to be inîdigmmivit, but was oily glad.

" I couîld not help it. I have coit for iîy littie wife,
and I aliost forgot that i have to ask lier permission first".

"O Lawrence"! said Mary, anid--.well, nover miiid.
She ou ,ît to have asked about " the othe!r girl " firs't, of

course, but sie never thouglit of lier, not for a good wlile,
at least. Thei, upon iiqutiiry, she learned that '. the other
girl " was heiself, aid that Lawrence's " dearest wisli " was
to be in a position to ask for what he knew to bu his own,
haviig read, with main's conceit, lier secret in the softening
tye and glo>winag chiek tliat ever welcomned his approach.
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A SUMNER EVEIHNG.
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A Y, long eiotgh you've sLt, witit brow lownibent
Above your book, de.tr ! lift tihese eyei intett!
Lay doi the printetd pige autl, frein the eliff,
Re li Natuire's page, iniscribed in hieroglyph !
Leave inai's best thoiughts for less entcianted hours
Thiat dtill the skies and steal away the flowers
Yon siiset bues arc te bewitciiig sweet ;
See God's own thtouglts unfolided at Oir feet
Oit the still river, roie aud op-d scem
lO inelt and uiigle ii the quiet stre:in,
B!endisig in rielc eiptarpled toiles of air
Vithî gleams of palest azure, here and there,-

TIte softer double of the rose.fluishe<l sky,-
lI which the fairy islets suem to lie
More truc, mure lovely than realty

All silently, the little skiff gli<les o'er
The tidn of glory, to the furtier shore,
While Nature's self seeiiis to stand still with us
As, tiiougi lier temple, ia lier Augelus !
See how yon bird lias ceasel his liappy thrill,
Pe ched on the piie*i.oughi, standing inute atitl still
As if lie listeied to a sweeter strain
lie fain wolid catch and give to us again

Let us, like hiini, leave earthly thughý,Its andl things,
To catch the sweeter song that Nature sings!
Witat, boots it tho'igh we coild. with curious eye,
Thread all-her hidtlen paths of iystery ?
See how she works out, in lier iiiiost sirine,
This nyriad.featured life, so rich aud fine ;
TrAce all its growtlî, fron carliest dawin tu day,
Antd nieasure all the laws its forms obey;
If, in our cager quest, we miss the seul
TI at vivifies, inspires, informs the whole ?

In suelý an hour as this, if but we will,
White that is speaking, listein antd bu still,
Wu hear the "stili, siiall voice " breathe soft and low,
In toles of love that well we seemi te kinow,
'ilt that vast Iiiiinite wu vaiily sought,

To compreend, traiiscenîdiig humain thioighit,
Steiis iear and sweet, like tentderest kisses pressed
On Nature's clild, close.foleled te lier breat!

Kinunston, Ont.

LITERATURE AND POLITICS.
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F the reader, after glancing at the above heading, should
question, rather cynically "l what connection is there,

or cai there be, between them" 1 11o studeit of conten-
porary legislation could refrain froin accepting the inquiry
as a pertinenit mne. The coniection, just at this day, is
certainly ieither obvious ntor initimiatc. A broader outlook,
however, may yield a dilferent result

Directly or indirectly, iianifestly or by uiseen process,
the national literatutre and the national polities mîust act and
react upon ech other ; and it may be accepted as a safe
induction fron historie facts that the tore imiinediate the
connectionI betweenu thei the botter for the nation. When
they becone estrniged, the estrmtgeient tends iitmediately
to the debasemientt of politics, to the enasculation of litera-
tutre. Iliterature imakes alliance vith dilettantism, and
polities with the sa looni.

The literature of a peoqle, if genuinely a nations product,
is of necessity shaped1 by the national chartcter. It is the
effe"t, net the cause, of the national character. In ils turri,
iowever, wlien once set in motion with the nation's force
behind it, it exerts ait almost incalculable influence uponi the
direction of the nation's ains, upon the mode in which the
national character takes expression. This it continues to do,
se long as ils connection with the springs of national life is
full and vital. The ideal, surely, of a national literature, is
that it shall be the most perfect expression in written words
of the best of the nation's thouglit and feeling. The ideal
of a national polities, spe.aking broadly, is that it shall be
the most effective expression in net and deed of the best of
the national thtouîght and aspiration. How far liteaature
iay fall short of this ideal, and how iuch further politics,

we have all ieen made two vividly aware ; but history
reassures us by showintg that there have been timnes when
such ait ideal appears th have been cle trly appreiended, and
in a manner realized. Ly polities tin lesm than by the sister
art. At such periods we find that, alimtost without exception,
the national literature and the national politics were going
hand in ltant,-.intd the politics, thougi perhaps not
avowedly, depeniling upon the literature for its sinction and
its guidance. This lias been the case withl England :md
France in thpir times of most shining splendour-the days


