;:(;:n‘ manh.ol can possibly favey him ; yeb—and here was
tho sin of my engagement—1I did not love him, .

Loncliness and pique were the two great moving powers
that influen ced me 5 so 1 married him, unloving an:{ eald,
stoical and reserved, yeb craving with a passionate yearning
for somothing with which &> fill my empty heart. LV olumes
of words wanll f¢1 to zive expression to the wondirous ten
Jervess with whieh he cver encompassed me, but my heart
dumbere Lin o trance of forgetful miccry, while even the light
o Nis Dve ebinpg upon it seemed to possess no awakening
Po\\’t‘l‘. . . " . .

We hal heen marticd two months, during wiich no breath
of care kal heen allawed to blow upon me 5 no pleasure had
leen denie 1, when my hushand, John Lihgow, tonk me down
to the scz-side, for my pale facee, with the heavy circles round
the eyes, told its own tale of health undermined. In trath,
I thonght 1 was going there to die, and I used to wickedly
wonder if Douglas woull feel a pung of compunction or pity
wlrn be heardof 1y death, So 1 used to lie on the sea-shore,
ltlessly and wearily, for when the pique had died out my
heart was very cold and still, almost too languid to beat. I
was filling life with ** the grave, dark dceds that cannot be
undone,” barbering it for pottage as T threw away the noble
love God had bestowed wpon me for the crowning of my life,
while I wasted the rictes of my own heart upon an affection
whose objert wis a figment of my brain, not the reality 1
fancied him. )

My hustand loved e right royally and purely, with a
sncet tendencss, as manly as it was great, yet I'made no
effort to retwin it

I must have been mad in those days, or clse cLildishly
imorant of the gift I was spurning I know uob which.
When Gol tonk it from me I woke with an exceeding bitter
ay ta the vain knowledge that it was gone for ever.

For ever! dil I say¥ Nay, surely’ God is more pitiful,
Will He not let me have it again when 1 am more worthy of
it* It was 2 soft antumnal dey when le took it hack to
gime i, Sanetmee T think tha‘:._whe:x thq winter is over,
and the new spring breaketh, e will restore it to me.

Oh, that day ! It bad been hot and oppressive throughount
evary hour of it; so unbearably sultry tha even the cool
wafting of the sea-breezes had failed eflectual.y to lessen the
temperature. Al nature grew drowsy, as if a heavy slecp
was falling upon it, while the Jow distant mutterings of the
coming storm were the only sounds that broke the brooding
silence.

Darirg the whole day I bad not moved outside the house,
but when the evening cawe, 1 said to Jobn, *We will go
down to the beach for a little while.”

“There is & storm coming, my love; you will be best in-
doors,” he made answer. Bat 2 spirit of contrariness moved
me, aud I persisted in going ; $5 a few moments later we were
down in the very midst of a group of anxious fishermen, who
were straining their eyes to eateh a sight of the little boats
which hatl not yet come in, while the women were flocking
down with white, anxious faces. Toor wives, whose bread-
winners scemed always in danger! Aswe stood there, the
vind began to xise, and the mutterings of the thunder grew
louder and louder, booming over the expanse of sea With
anoise too fearful to deseribe.

**God help the poor wives!” my husband breathed, as the
storm swept on, lashing the waves into huge billows of foam,
while the glare of thelightning lit up all the strained, anxious
faces into unearthly weirdness and beauty.

A moment or two of intense suspense; then a boat was
sighted, a tiny fishing smack, with its precious freight of
lving souls, four in number. The Jittle bark struggled gal-
laally, while we stood awe-stricken, watching the weather-
beaten faccs of the sailers who were waiting to throw the
ropes to its crew.

Another fearful gluc: The waves seemed on fire. Then
wesaw the men straggling in the white foaming billows. A
Plercing shrick rang out trom the lips of the women, while
one feil down upon” her face, and cried frantically to God for
@l Tshall never forget that scene! The white set faces of
some, who turned their anguished, appealing lovks towards
thesky : the screams of othiers, who wexe too young to con-
ol the bitterness of sorrow which camo upon them when
they remembered their own husbands and fathers, who had
nabyet returned ; the wemin whe grovelled upen the carth
Inthe mdst of the dank seaweed, crying to the all-pitiful
father as sho never had cricd before! Isceitall! Would
%0 God I could forget it !

ABDLICTIONS.

11
1 shut my eyes upon the scene, as one to whom the reve.
lation of life comes too sharply. I think my senses were
aving me, for 1 1emember nought excepting the fashion m
which John was straiuing me to him, and tho words ringing
in my ears, *“Cod bless you, my love, my dearest, if 1 do not
come back again,”

The very apression dazed me, amd 1 1emember no moro
until the storm had ceased, aud the moon was playwg over
the waters like & mother daliyimg wich a placid, sleeping
child! T was in bed, and & woman sat by my side as if
watehiong me !

Like a fearful dream the whole seene cams back. 1 sab up
in bed still half-unconscious, with a vague wonder moving mo
as to where John could be. T dare uot wnte more of that
coming back to life ! Often [ wonder 1f it was not an awlul
dream from which I shall awaken 5 see John at my side
again,  Teo late! when I would have siven my lifo fora
word from his dead lips.

Ife bad gone mto the plunging, treacherous sea Lo save the
husbands of others, and leff his vwn wife desolate tor ever
more !

The bright, sunny head was ¢hill and damp with the
waters of death, and the lips [ had never sought half enough
in life, were dead for ever to my wildest caresses.

Almost half a century has Hed since then. I sit in the
firelight's glow, with my hands folued across wy lap, and
when I am alone I sce the face of my lost love~—loved too
late—until I wouderf this “long ago™ of mine was not only
the event of yesterday. When I sit and punder over 1t I am
glad with a great gladuess that though there is a “‘river of
life” in the great city, yet thercis **no more sea.” Often
John lays Lis band in mine, and [ know that he 1s leading
me! N, I am notchildish! Heis sitting besido me now
as I write, and when God says to bim, ““ Brmyg her home,” 1
am so wWeary that 1 think even the angels wall chaat
“Amen!”

Yes, Iam gial -“There shall be no more sea !

I have kuown no carthly love since the waves took my
husband, but his God is mine, and svun I shall see them botl
“ face to face.”

The siadows of life Iengthen, but the day is breaking over
the mountains—a new day in which I shall ““gro home,™

AFFLICTIONS.

LU‘THER was wont to say three things made a good

minister; temptation, afiliction, supplication. The same
also conduce to the making of a good Christian. And, indeed,
’tis scldom that a soul comes to any eminence in grace, until
he has been exercised with sanctitied afflictions and tempta.
tions. And doubtless there is many a sonl who may and
must say, that next to Christ, lus afilictions have, through
His grace and blcssing, Leen His mercies. Oh how shpu‘]d
this draw souls to Christ, and allure them into a marriage
covenant with Him ! Poor soul! it may be that which keeps
thee from Christ is the fear of what afilictions thou mayst
meet with in His ways. But know (1) thou mayest mcet
aftliction, yea, first or last, thou wilt assuredly meet with
afiliction, ~though thou never closest with Christ, Alas!
wicked men and unbelievers meet with troubles and afilictions,
and that even in this world ofttimes. However, to be sare
at last, they will have a full cup, yea, the very dregs of God's
wrath pouted out unto them. (2) Whatever inflictions thou
mayst meet withal in the way of Christ, closing with Him,
He sweetens all for thee; and that so as thou wouldst not
have been without them for a world! Ob, scare not at the
Crosg, but close in with Christ !

Dxess 1N Cuvrcit.—Nowhere, we are ashamed to say, is
the bad taste of ostentation in dress more conspicuous than
here. It scems as if, with many, the Sabbath were the graud
occasion for display, and the church the place for seli-exhibi-
tion. In no other country have we seen so much show and
tinsel in the churches as in some of our own citics. .In Europe
—not only in Eugland, but ou the Contineut—such display 1s
tigidly forbidden, not by law, but by the recognised canons of
good taste. Nothing is considered more vulgar—amore certain
wmark of low breeding—than this kiud of osteatation ina place
of worship. It is only the “‘new rich "—what we should call
the “shoddy "—that try to exhibit themselves in the house of
God. But as that class is larger in this country than any:
where else, we have more of these wretched exhibitions,— Zhe
Evangclist.



