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life sprang up, and therefrom the Bphinx developed
wings, with which the souls of mortals should return
to the skiea. The evolution of the Bphinx, in short,
is the history of the thought, especially the religiqnl
thought, of mankind.  And always it is invested I'I!h
& apirit of melancholy nnd sadness that inheres in
the very existence of humanity.” .

“ But in a world where there is so much that is
beautiful,” I paid, “soch a maguificent field for the |

——==

may be very different from what was ex
no matter. ‘Our birth is but & sleep and a forget.
ting' By casting life away we shall find it again”
Winthrop spoke in such general terms, and with
such impersonal application, that I was deceived g
to his true meaning. People often hlko!dad.,
when they only mean that the ordinary trials of lifs
prevent the scoomplishment of their special aims; it

in only those rarely gifted beings that see in certain

highest smnployment of all our faculties, with an as- | events a destiny higher than themselves, whish
l:lnﬂ nert t’o absolute knowledge that this is but | mmounts fo an sbsolute command calling for the re
the portal of a future still better, why is it, my dear | nunciation of the ambitions of the world, even to the
friend, that there should be so much sadness? 1 | giving upof life iteelf. Some such thoughts as thess
question the wisdom of poet, artist or philosopher | my mind experienced while Winthrop spoke, and

that dwells 50 much upon it or gives it such promi.
uent recoguition.”

“ Your remark is purely a perfunctory one, my
cousin, and you do not speak as the resalt of much
refloction. No one who is at all familiar with the
utlerances of genius, or who has thought deeply up- .
on the problems of life, can fail to be profoundly
impressed by the universal recognition which human.
ity aocords to griel—not mere personal sorrow, the |
rosult of a transient dissppointment, but that world. |
wide gloow and passionate melancholy whose solemn |
undertons is never silent, and which consciously or |
nol forma so large & portion of onr moral natare. 1t
dominates the Bible patriarchs; poets in all lands
and ages have woven it into song; historians have
sduwitted ite existenos ; philosophers have tried to
fathom it; the greatest novelists have idealized it in
their best creations; while the toiling multitades who
bave no time to theorize about their emotions, sim.
ply vote the presence of ag inexplicable heart-pain
& they follow the dull tread.mill of existance. The
Cypross scoms o bo inextricably interwoven with the
lives of all who wearily or Joyously perform their
part in the world's stern struggle. This world is the
Sanctuary of Borrow. Dante was pointed out in old
Florence s the man who had boen in bell The
h’& s here Ao 'O" who ﬂgunuw], ‘W“iﬂﬂ
might not snjoy the same destinetion: the difforence
being, that be told iv immortal ®oug what he there
sav. Bo far from being an evidence of moral wosk.
noss, that person's emotional and intellectual sndow.
ments are pol aocounied complete t0 whom the moag.

versal melasoholy, are the tones of Ay g
musle. ‘Our life's star bath had alpoyhore
Ung' Ouar straggle bere is W regain t}
bome from which the soul was born (a1 1his sarthly
one.  Bome, it is troe, Pase through this ittle .
'dd hm two olornal i enove mOre samily
than others, but each has bis destiny to fulf)) .

Come
sarly or come late, it must be cbeyed 1. wworfloe

s st
il grander

inter.

then I said -

* We all have » destiny to falfill. One is adjudg.
ed fo toil in the fields, to subdue the material forces
of the world; another works with the more subtils
elements of nature's laboratory; others, who are se.
counted more fortunate, attain honor and
great happiness; while still more, like the multited.
inous sands upon the seashore, can only say when the
day of reckoning comes, Lord, I have suffered much.
Your destiny, my friend, is & grander one than all
others; it is yours not only to suffer, but to embody
in imperishable lineaments the divine elements of
beauty and truth, to keep alive in the struggling mas
of humanity those lofty principles whioh serve fo
keop the human heart pure and its aspirations hesv.
enward,”

“ Write those words upon your memory in italios”
said Winthrop, as he rose to go; “they will return fo
you ere long clothed with new meaniog. But I have
prosed enough; I have work to do before I sleep,
(Good night, my dear, dear friend.”

" Uousin, do not go ! " I exclaimed, still detaining
him by the hand; “remain with me, and let us end
this eventful day together. Our conversation ha
drifted into the unfrequented channels of the mind,
aod that which has struggled to the surface sosms
slmost m gloomy aa this cloudy night"

"1t will be brighter when we meet again, " wid
Winthrop, while  smile * that made me wish to stesl
away aud woep" rested & moment on his handsome
face, na he continued:  * No, Consin Arthur, I must
#0; your words have given me an impulse; I fed

- that quickening of the spirit which foretells an hout

of vital work. The creative artist of whatever kind
must be ready at all times to receive those visitations
of divine power whiok work through him as an instro-
ment for the noccomplishment of great results. 1
shall finish my work to-night; come in the moruing
sad you shall see it Forgive me for having with
Seld 1 from you, of all persons in the world, so 100§

[waa booange I place art so high, even above the




