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OUR HERITAGE: THE SEA.

From the very dawn of history we
catch glimpses of man standing on
the shores of the illimitable ocean,
gazing out over its wide expanse,
then launching his tiny skiff and put-
ting forth upon its oosom, hugging
the shore closely. From the first the
fight has been severe, man at one
time exulting that old ocean had been

conquered, and then the mighty
waves arising in their fury and sweep-
ing away his handiwork, as “without
a groan he sinks into their depths,
unknelled, uncofhned, and unknown ’

The ancient Greek found a pathway
o’er the sea to found colonies, linked
to the motherland only by th" tinv
vessels that went to and fro over the
watery way. To the Jew the sea
meant separation and danger, and the
Seer of Patmos tells of a heavenly

city in which there shall be “no more
sea.’’

Contrast with til's the joyful < ry of
the ic.ooo Greeks, “Oahatta! Oa-
hatta”—“The sea ! The sea ! as once
more they beheid its b'ue waves after
their toilsome journey over the .sands
and mountains of Asia.

The Phoenician, on gain intent,
launched his vessels, and boldly sail-
ing through the Pillars of Hercules,
biaved the storms of the nrghty At-
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