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. Thou hast passed on, oh gifted child of song!
1 Unto the clime where dwells nor sin, nor wrong,

g

What thy heart yearned for, whilst thou lingered here,

Thou dost onjoy, in reali:s celestinl there; .

“ Poor, blighted ono ! thy earth-form®s work Is done,
Aud thou hast gained thine anguished wish—a noun
Thy fond heart chilled, thy anxious life unblest,
Shall know n xewen life, a heavenly regt—

Al all too true thy mourning spirit said,
“0h, for my narrow hiouze and lowly bed "
Proud scion of thy noble English race!
Thy upright soul could stonp-to no disgraco;
With warmest impulse and o'erfiowing heart,
. NeaLecT luflicted all too deep a smart,

And when at kst the truth within thee woke,

+ Thy saddened apirit coyld not bend, but proxe !

-

To nll thy uneness of unfathomned love, -
Oh, how could human feeling treach'rous prove,
And maku thee wrlnggx);:mdn and bow thy head,

Aud sigh for narrow b and lowly bed I"

Ah! who ean pleturo with their mortul breath
How thou wast driven in mndness on to death ¢
Thy anchor lust, thy loving ones grown cold—
Thy pruspects vanished, and 1hy young hieart old ;
Ilow thou didst sink in sorrow to dispair,
And deem thy nalive earth no lunger fair,
Whon dreaning of the loved one gono before,
Thy hope was dim, to meet her evermore—
Thou leak’st not forth beyond the silent dead,
Bul sighed for  narrow house and lowly bed.”

How wonder reigns, when standing by thy side,
Thou viewest her thou lost—thy sPIRIT-BRIDE]
THow thy delightod soul shall soar above,
To lny its tributo at the feetof Love;
Together shalt thue'seek the holy place,
And prostrate bow W bless lim for his grace.
Her love shull soothe thee, and her kindness heal
All the deep wounds thou hast been made Lo feel,
And when love's crown she places on thy hend,
Thou ‘It seek no more to find thy “lowly bed.”

® Some time before his death, he published a piece of
poetry, the burden of wliieh was: « Oh, for my narrow house

and lowly bed.™
Paovivesce, R 1., July 17, 1558,

The following narkative was written in the winter! ing venération.

For the Bannar of LleL .
Transiated from the German, by Cora Wilburn.
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ALAMONTADE,

BY ZSCHOKKLE,

‘But,
are you always in this mood ? Can you call it a
lnsting condition ? Docs it depend upon yoursclf, ut
your plensure, to call .forth- emotions, or to take
them? Even feeiings, emotions that evercome our
renson, belong t6 Nature, Now, you are young, you
love and aro belovéd; a beautiful future unfolds
before you ; yotr fanoy portrays sweet, magical pio.
turog; you are happy. But a few years pass on,
your blood runs slower, your hair turns gray, and
the paradise that blooms before you, vanishes with

‘| the setling sun; we are not the samo from one day

to another.”

The Abbo grew thoughtful
somewbat annoyed.

“And what, with your permission, do you cpll
happiness 7 he said. I replied: # 1 call content.
ment happiness, and if you will, pleasure by chance.
The happy man is rendered so by oircumstances
that accord with his wishes, The poor man is made
happy by a legnacy ; the industrious one through the
blcssiugii of his industry; the gaubitious by fame;
tho lover by reciprocation of his feelings. But all
this iy the work of circumstances, of oonditions ;
these chauge, and the fortunate man is the most
miserable.” 2

1 speak not of that,” said Roderic; 1 speak of
a condition of the soul, in which there is lusting,
undiminished bappiness.”
=4 Thbre is,” | replied, “upon carth no enduring '’
hnppmws, and no lasting misery ; for circumstances
never remwin the sume, but ohange continually.
But 1 know of a certain state of mind, which | eall
Liappiness; because, in that beautiful word, my con-

Roderio nppen.rc'd

| sciousness dimly perceives two lofty ideas—those of |

soul nud eternity united. This condition Ig independ.
cut of all outside circumstance, elevated above the
change of earthly thiugs; the soul itself prepares
this condition, and it can be indestructible, eternal.

withers our aged frames, confuses our senses, has
ho power there; no happiness can augment tho
inner joy, no misfortune assail it to destroy. 1t is
witliout union for cither; of itself it can -augment
it8 Llcosedness, and -Almimish ALl unoappiuess. 1s
this the happiness, the indestructible contentment,
Roderie, that you mean ?”

“ 1t is I he replied.

* Its source is virtue. Not every one on carth can
be happy ; but every one on earth can prepare for
bimself this happivess, for in the breast of every

mortal dwells the moral lnw, with its uuendum liv-
The man who bas no med t,u blush

of 1801 and 1502, at Bern, where, retiring from ' 8t the remembrance of the past, the maii' ¥ the

public duties, the writer felt desirous of dedicating
his leisure bours to some useful purpose.

He bad

“pure heart, is elevated above all changes of earthly
fortunes ; be ig blessed amid the depths of suffer-

Even all-conqueriug time, that bleaches our hair and |

e

to destroy my inner contentment. Amil all misfor-
tuncs [ would rotain the one consolation, *] have
not deserved all this!” If my sullerings were so
great, that I could not master the thought, ¢ why
weep you over the fleeting things? can you expeot
aught clso of the dust?’—conld 1 not grasp this
thought—time would do for me what my soul lacked
in strength ; it would bring healing to my wouuds,
A few years, and the mosses of forgetfulness would
bloom dbove the ruins of my dwelling place, and the
graves of my loved ones.  With the feeling of virtue
in my bosom, I fear not the tyrant’s sword, I fear
,not the hemlock-bowl. - I could ‘neeept alms us rea-
dily a8 dispense them; 1 could go with the same
trnntht,y to the grave ns to my bed. What have
you to say, dear Abbe ? and you my Rederic? Name
me any other source of happiness ; | know only this
one; ns long ns | live virtuously, so long is my inner
peace secured, and 1 am happy. 1 need no other
hopes ; it depends upon mysolf to he good, and, in
consequence, Lo be coutinuougly-hajpy.”

The Abbe said, * You are almost right. Virtue
can do much toward an inuer tranquility, but it can-
not do all.
you hoth regard mankind too partially? One of
you beholds only the earthly, yiclling to all tbe
storm3 of life, to every fluttering brecze; the other
Deholds man only as a spirit, indepndent of flesh
and blood.  Ah, my dear oues, do not letus, beeause
of a partial iden, ask, even of ourselves, too much or
too little. Do not let us forget that we are not all
l slxiril."’
' linterrupted the Abbe, and sail: * You declare
that Virtue nloue, and the conseiousness of right,
are in themselves insufficient to rendor ud entirely
happy 2

1 do, and I believe I am not wrong,” replied Dil-
ilon. « You said that mo misfortune could destroy
the tranquility of the goml'mnn. Oh friend, 1 have,
in the course of my life, seen 8o many noble beings,
whose virtue gave them no consolation. Take an
everyday instance; have you among your acquaint-
ances no good man who is a sufferer from hypochon-

drin ?—the good- henrtej brisehwniring, who brings
! une news st sacrifices 1o the W & 0 218 10w man,

daily doubts himself’; he sees past ecrors flonting be-
] foge him like gigantic spectres, and of the gool seed

which he has sown, be knows not where it has fallen,
[ believe, in general, that there is in the world none
so totally miserable and inconsolable as the hypo-'
chondrine, who prefers the unconsciousness of sleep
—the annibilation of thouglit, to his waking moments
—to the consciousness of highest rectitude. You
will tell me he is il Well, my friends, he is a man
" without pence of mind, with all his vietues; they are
not sufficient to make him cheerful ”

Do I err, my friends, when 1 believe that”

oyclushes stole n tear; his lips quivered as if in
thankful utterance. The Budness of this noble okl
man seemed to pass into our heprts s we were silent,
fullowing the “course of our own freshly-nwnkened
emotions. 1 shall never forget that moment ; even
surrounding nature peemed feelingly to enter into
our dreams.  We sat in the shadow'of the rocks, but
before ue gleamed in halfstranspnrent glittering va-
por, the lin¢ of mountains, with their quict Alpine
world, their summits garlanded with the glovy of the
rose golden heavens.  And the gea spread dark be-
fore our feet, between here and there; 2o wasgjt De-
lieved that the grave separated_from ‘the paradise
beyond, which we behold sulmtllxm in Jdim foreshad-
owings.

“The sweet breath of the cvening breeze pnssed
over the waves from the other side ; played coolingly
upon our temples, and lost itself in the trees above,
like a sigh of music.

Dillon nwoke.
him, and said,
loved ones!

lle touk our lmu(ls, drew us toward
“You are young aml happy, my
It iy eawy, when life is smiling, to
smile again; to find order and gowluess everywhere,
and in leisure hours to build systems for mankind.”

* You have really troubled we, dear Abhe,” said 1,
“and all that 1 hear from you convinees e, that,
for reasons unknown to e, you differ from me in
opinion. 1 eptreat you, explain your«elf more
clearly ; tell me, what is there in the world betrer,
more consoling, than virtue, the sense of moral
worth ¥ What consolation can be sweeter than that
which innocence gives to our souls ! What strengeth-
ens the heart against a world of foes like the feeling
of rectitude ? 1 know of no other stafl in the day
of pain Lat this; nature proflers it o every one
that lives.” s

“ Well, my friends, said the Abbe, ©the evening in
lovely ; we eaunot enjoy it better than in contiden-
tial discourse, in which souls elevate themselves to
boliness.  When 1 spoke the name of Alamontile, 1
was ready for what you now demand, 1 intenthal to
tell you who that noble being was, and huw 1 heenmy
acquaiutey]l with bLim,and how he parted from me

!These recollections ul\\uf do e good, und uplift
wy foulin strengty and love.

“Tell us!” eried Roderic: A mnn, a galley-

slave, whom Dillon honors with so deep an affeetion!
-he must have been an extraondinary being.” -

s Before [ begin the story,” suid the Abbe, «allow
me to make one remark. You must become ac.
quainted with the spirit of Alamontade before you
hear Lis life-history ; withowt this preparation you
would not understaml it.  You would stand hefore a
beautiful corpse and miss it soul, and lwl\ for it in
vain”

“ You, tov, have already—and your happy youth

< ot e e e

divine within and without 7 >l it not a portraiture
of the spirit, secking fory conneetion between itself
and the eternal all 7 Who revealed to us heaven and
hell 7 We Christinns pay : God, through his  word,
But the heathen, or those whom cdueation, destiny
and self investigation yparated from the teachings
of their fathers 2 1 am destined tor another world ;
why must [ be in this? DPerhaps that L may  pre-
pure myself for the next. But what preparations is
there for the dying babe 2 Whepetore did he upp\-ur,
alimost unconscious of existence, to smile amd wee p?
Am 1 destined for another world; why iy ity wpeet
veiled 2 Why does not a voice uplv o me from the
renlis of the dead ¥

Roderic arose at these words uf l)llluxm with a
pallid countenance :—* Mas, Able " he eried, « even
you, now even you.  low unfortunzte Lam ! 1 hore
my sufferings in seeret, nnd felt ashamed to reveal
to others my hidden grief.  In_ you, in you nly, |
felt confidence ; 1 chose you for my physician.  Ah!
and with sorrow | bebold the physician utcever his
own wounds, and 1 recognize thew as mine also !

Iowas at first considerably alarwel at the strong
etotion he manifestel. 1 took his i and said: —

o How ixit, dear Roderie, has our Billon said nuy-
thing ~o terrible? Lam sorry
couversition on lhese subjevts,
been intimate with thest thoughit=; 1 have long sinee
renonneed my loveliest hopes, anel e subuitted

that I taened the
But T have long

myself and ali 'In wlives toour coniamp, dre; ary fate.
Roderie, 1, too, “lave suffered like you. But my de-
terminalion i3 taken: 1 will be virtuons, and with
this virte [ will grow eoldin the clasp of annilila
tion, without fear and without a murmur,  And is
there a God; and is the sweet worl, recutnpense,
kuown iy his domain, ay we know it on earth ; and

i<it withhell from us children of the dust nnly—-@

then will T gointo annibilation, with the conscious-
nesy, the remunerating pride that says: o Thou
didst give e what 1demandod not, a e of teirs
but 1 bore it with couraze and selfesi o, ahd foit
myself woithy of nuperishableasss wmt of a better
world, Wheso! nut g

wurmur shall pass wy lips; s wn b greater thay
the at ol moru wen’,

Ruderie luoked gloomily to llu ground § my specels
did not appear to please him; he shook bis o,
“ Nog, oh no!” he eried, with agitated voice, «1am
not unfeeling enough to be grear; 1 am huwan, and
1 would not be more. Lonly desive not to play the
part of a madman in the world, whe beholds every
thing outside more beawtiful than itis, 1 desire
only that the outaide world be in harwony with my
iner world ; that my reason be not deeeptive, aal
my heart lead e asteay.

Thou dust not give 11 me.

Wae s me, if 1 come
not out of this winding path; it you have found

Roderie gave his approval; 1 felt the force’of his gljelded you not from the earnest theught, that
"nothing in our power ‘beneath the moou’; yothing = argument, for | knew oue of the noblest beings, who, goyner ur later comes to every thinker, with vver-
belongs to us continually, except ourselves. " But to with all bis self-denial, nessr attained that holy ealm \rhclﬂnng force o——.  You, tou, have already, a

be virtuous, depends upon the will of every inlivi \ of mind that 1 considered the heritageof a pure your conversitions betray, thought upon the aim uf

dual; to be rich, famed, beloveil, depends not{upon | heart. . . . . your being; upon your destiny on earth, [ call

ourselves. Destiny is our master in all things, l_)'“.o" continued: “ Man iy not only spirit; e s upon you to follow this thought; what have we of

our virtue cannot be commanded by any destiny. . s0 intimately connceted ‘,mh the mnter}nl th,"‘" W weightier import here below ?

For this happiness we should strive, and, Ruderie, it " can scarcely draw the line of demarcation. There- Man is burn, he grows towanrds his 4lcsuny anl

is not so diflicult; live and act so that you nced ' " fore the virtuous man is not ul\my; aceompanied by learns that be lives, Without his will he has entered

never despise yourself! See, this is the thread that ! the remembranee of his good deeds, and the most upou the boundless universe; an unknowg power

leads through the entire labyrinth. Gooduess of‘ honorable man may be thrown into ciroumstunoes cust him into the turmoil of life, betwixt fowers

soul bestows upon man the majesty and self-reliance | Where the consciousness of vight und good renders |0y 1 smiley at the lowerd; weeps, bled-

that ronder him Godlike—make of him n citizen of ! i misery oll the more intense, in place of exalting ing, bencath the thorns, and questions, * Who

; two worlds. Ths crowns of enrth fall unheeded to |  him ubove it. - Yes, still wure; we are not always brought me hither?  Who possessed the right to
i the dust before bim, and death itself is disarmed of | | strong enough to follow ouly the dictates of reasou ; ' rob me of what 1 previously pussessed—unconscious-
;it8 terrors; with the love of virtue in my breast, I we sink too often into the arws of our sensunl na- ness?’ To these questions there is no answering
1 wish for an cternity— | Y9I Here, my friends,« there is need of another voicg. ,

but | | staff, with which the sufferer can uphold hiwself, if Ho may console himself as regards the ul:uk.ncsa

truth, awud 1 seapehed for happiness it tie breast of
Jshould vaauly bl oss wy iltusions,
and vainly offer for their retury your truths ; lost

met with many of those silent sufferers, whose iU a8 upon the heights of happiness, We have
fllness was ol the soul; had read their inner strug-
gles, as, environed by doubt and seepticism, they had
lost their God, and every joy in life. It was his
earnest endeavor to inspire these souls with a holy
faith, With the love and strength of virtue. The
beautiful dream of a night encouraged him to pro.
ceed ; he beheld an angel, -passing swiftly beforo
him, but he vainly sought to detain the heavenly
wisitant. Hoivever imperfeot the following history,
it failed not in its object, and was reccived with
‘much attention by the world, May its perusal yet
strengthen and mfn.:h _mmany a sorrowmg, weary,
and doubting soul.
. Part First.
CHAPTER L

Abbe Dillon sat down upon & green bank on the 80 in heaven upon carth.
gea shote, that was. shaded by an irregular growth o coutinued life of the soul beyond the grave,
'need it not towards my happiness below.” The good ‘

 pious dreia !

happiness citunot be bought at any price 1"

The sorvow of Roderie alfected e 1 arose and
threw my arm around him, Dear Boderie,”” said
1, * why are you so timild ?  Even in the lap ol truth
vests joy ;a1 not one ot the most cheertul, despite
of all the convictivus you fiml so terrible?  Am 1
not a tender frieml, a good companion, a fricndly re-
lutive 7 Dol not find plensure everywhere, aml v 1
not ghudly dispense it to others 7 Tranquilize your- |
selt; Truth is the happiness of nian, tie aim of rea- |
son ; illusions ean ouly plmsc in the dawning world
of childhoud.”

% No, no!” eried Roderic, 1 yenrn for this dawn-
ing world ; for yon spring-time heaven, | Your truth
destroys all the blossoms, and takes the lustre from
the face of Nature, and leaves the warm Leart in

he would not become a vietim to his misery.”

of trees; rising from the steep rocks above us,
# Here is room to tho right and left,” said he, and man, independent of the world that surrounds him,

his smiling eye invited us to be seated,

Roderio sat exalted above the storms and sunshino of fate, ez-

‘down, and I followed his exumple; we were all pects naught of tho future after deuth; he is free;

busied in’ following .tho thought-wanderings ocon- 8¢ i8 God free. The wiso man accepts what is given ! |
{to him aa o gift, as happiness, without regarding it .

sioned by our interrupted conversation. ‘
On the other side of the sea, the evening’s glory 08 & recompenso for the offered sacrifices. For that
rested mpon the mountains; the highest cliffs and is 0 virfue thut expects to bo rewarded.”

‘the*qmem‘.lpme*huts -were~bathed-in—a-rosy-light ;—W—BO’JCNOJODRW down,.absorbed.in-thoughit.-
long lines of gold trembled umid the cerulenn sha.
dows resting en the glaciers’ snow.crowned tops. In.
the dim distance, the mountaing’ summits were cov-i
ered with a violet tinge, dlsnppeurlng amid’ tho!

gathering shndows,

« By heaven |” oried Roderio, who n.ppeared deeply
moved by tho beauty of tho evening landscape,
o hiow little do we need to be happy, if we oan but

-nestle closelyswith a child’s feeling, to the motherly
Dbreast of eternally beneticont Nature 1 he {s without
fault ; she.is holy; and whoover loves_ her: she en-
dows.with holincss! And tho troubled heart, agi:
tated 'by gloomy passions, reposcs well upon that.
mother's besom ; and its hundred hopeless wishes
take their flight in.one sigh of fnner happiness 1’

" «This is beautiful, my friend,” said I'.to him,
 But if thig inner happiness be in itself an lllusion?
Whether it bo the magio power of wino, or,of muslo,
or the the beautiful colors of & lnndscnpe, that placos |
us onan 'equulnty with the gods, wliat mn.ttm-s it?

the intoxioatidn is the same.”

The Abbe smiled ; Roderie’s faco dnrkencd. He
spid sfter o lengthencd pauso : Do ‘you not betievo
that wo oan bo happy, lastingly happy ?"

#That we can be happy ?” 1 roplieds oh cor-
(nlnly, but lastingly hnppy? Woll, if I must glve
way to you there, yeu niust explain to me what you
menn by what you call ® Mother Nature.” You are
a poet, dear Roderio; T, unfortunately, am a wooden
matter-of-fnot man, who demands positive evidonce.

"-On thls point we seldom” agreo, although our hearts
beat harmoniously i in unison, Let me speak to you
openly, "I-take your enthusiasm on bololding tho
mlld beauty und llmmlnntlon of - this, sea yiow, a8

)

T

4».'

Dillon was gilent. [ did not-feel quite conquered,

| but my arguments had met with opposition —doubt
s had been east upon thewm. My opponent had excit-
ed my expectations—not satisfied them, » There is
need ot another staff than virtue,” said he, but ho .
had not yet designated it

1 turned towards him, and observed that he seemed
moved by some great thought or stong emotion. The

from which he came; but he cannot remain passive
at the changes of the present. *What am [?’ he
asks, ¢ What is my mission here on earth ¥+ Wiy
must [ Zive?’ s it to learn a trade, an art, a sei-
enge, by which 1 can obtain shelter, food, and cloth-
ing, and enjoy certuin comforts of life 2. That iy a
pitiful object, unworthy the struggle of being and
the many tears. And yet, al} that live so strive, as

The Abbo Dillon, who had till then remained
silent, placed’ his arm around me, and pressed me to
his bosomn, * lncnd ” gaid. he, *your virtuous one
is more than humnu 3 such an one has never lived
on.carth, Alas! whereis the holy soul, that at the

‘grave can reneunce with smiles his hopes ot’ the

reward-of eternity ?”
 Your virtuo is more terrible than lovely," anld
Roderie, o0 - 5

1 replieds % Dear fnends, i I rotnln in my dying
hour iy calm, untroubled consoiousness—if from
this moment to the next were my last—sd would I my-
self. be the man to renounce the hopo of recompensé,
although I am far fpm belng one of tho virtuous of
mankind. 1 daro not ask a reward for my merits;
therefore they need no ctnrmty—nud for’ my errors
still less.”

Roderio looked upon mo with -a doubt(‘ul gaze,
“Truly,” suid he, * 1 cannot believo. that you are in
carnest.  Your virtue is o terriblo goddess, to whom
I can render no homage: No man born of dust will
ovor ‘ombrace her; o virtuo that is mo self-sufficient,
that it needs neither cternfty nor God, is only fit for
8 God, and not for the goft human heart!” .

“ You -Judge too sternly,” I nnswered. "¢ Wo aro
npenklng of ‘that which Is to givous lasting happi-
ness, indopendent of the play of ciroumatances, 1
say it can be chtained only through the consolous.
ness of hu.ving done the right:
burded to the ground ;. a ravolutio
pertygand - bring ,me on & lovel'w

tho boggar

buman relations, 1 should suffer deoply, keenly ; I

fy house may be |

denth may Tob me of father,” mothor, sisters—all”

281 ghould be very unhnppy, bnt nll thia i8 not’ enough ,

venerable man Jeant Wwith his” arm upon "the rock.
Iis head had dreoped upon his breast ; a melancholy
seriousness was on his features, which usually wore
an expression of cheerful calm. My friend Roderio,
too, could not behold without sympathy the growmg
pensiveness of tho Abbe. .

“ You are sag,” ho suid,and prcssed his hand with

ning is so. bcnuuful—-shull wo purposely dcstroy its
“charm ?” v
It is true,” rephed Dillon, and smiled agaiu,

“But I am not sad.” Qur conversation touched upon
the loveliést myswnes and hopes of the human race,
There awoke a-thousand recollections in' 'me; and 1
saw again in spirit that boly forin that appearcd to
me in the days of my youth and- guided my, erring
soul unto & botter path, a8 some saving angel would,
Good Alamontado—enlm and “Jofty sufforer! You
already know this. beloved namo, do you not, my

friends 2"’ -
# 1t is quite Mtrunge"ono to me,” said I, wyet I

beliove I heard it onco before from’ your lips,”
 Alamontado?” cried Roderio ; + the galley slave,
whose writings you once read to mo from upfong n
bundls of papors, Indeed, [ am sorry for the fellaw
thdt with so-much genius Lo brought himaelf to tho
gulleys,” Ho could havo beon useful in the world.
But how is it ; you appont to view him from anotlier
sido—you givo him such. ondearing appéllations 9
« 1 onnnot sponk of him without roveronce,” said
tho old man. _uHo was the most romnrku.hlc man 1
ever mot with, ; Through him [ a8 returned to tho
world and to mysclf. *Ob, ho has ‘done mo unsponke
eble good, and not even & thank has.he reselved 1”
Dﬂlon vmu dooply nﬂ’eowd t‘rom under. hls gray

friendly warmth. ¢ Look up, dear Dillon] Tho cve- |

if-that-were—the--aim-und-essontinl--ohjeot-of-lifor—
All toil, and accumulate, und press forward, to in-
crense their store; they live in alternate hope and
fear, and judge one another only from this stand-
point: The world is like unto a desert, in which all
.seck, nnd strive, and spare, that they may not dic of
famine. v

Qr, have I been . plnced here folearn wisdom
“amid the flowers and thorns 7—to cultivate my spir-
it 7:-to exerciso the commandments of my reason?
That were o nobler sim ;" but tho | tum thnt is mine
should be the nim of all.  And yet it is not 80; care
and trouble for tho bodily netossitios enrrios away
tho greatest portion of the time of'life; sohmry
hours are nlone dedicated to tho spirit. Out of the
millions of our fellow beings but fow tako heed ‘for
tho cultivation of their apiritual pm\crs for the
atininment of lofty virtues, Nations havo arisen
and disappeared without the consciousness of such
an aim. . And wherefore lived they? . The thousand
beings, who with bowildered ideas, with continued

'

.| darkneas, basten from their cradle to the gravo—are

they ‘not, beings like myself? The nursing babe,.
that unkuowing that ho lived, died upon his moth-

er's bosom, was ho not uman like inyself? « Is thero

o differenco {u his destiny and mine? They say,
no, wo are nat created sololy for this nether world;

our destiny, lics boyond the boundo.nes of earthly bo-
ing. ‘Wo must bo worthy of a-better lifo, through
virtue ; .and hell awaits the vlefous, a hoaven tho
good and. just. Ilow js.it, then, if I found alrendy
here that seldom does ouir “virtuo desorve mhenvon,
that our vices seldum deserve a hull? Ard not hom—
von and hell the inventions of o pust ignerant time,,

thet_ found no language wherewith to. expross the'

wintry coldness.”

CHAPLER 11,

The Abbe Dillon now a\gu arvse; he had hitherto
maintained silence.  * Lis€en to me now ;"lhc spoke.
“ You two, with your differdnt ilens, fancies and rea-
soning, will Lardly ever Je of one mind, one fuith,
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brothers. 1 am squr t Roderic; but perhaps he
will not find me so wounded ns lie believes;-in his
first great terror; and [mey carvy some healing
balsam for him too. 1t wis not unexpected by we.

"that you cumne to spcuk upon the subjects of your

dcstmy and the worth of Your expeetutions. Hoth.
of you bore wounds from your conflicts with Tyuth
and Error; but the dill‘crcnqc between you is not so

great us you think. The wounds of tho one ure.” -

bleeding yet; those of the other, although crusted
over, are far from henled ; one blow, and threir light
covering fulls o
beautiful dreams of ohldhood, and have scen, what
you hitherto helieved an hopcd fu, dwindle like o

r

shudow befare tho light of growing knowledge. Que, . .

of you would foreibly threw himself back into the
pust loyely illusions, and offers therefore his fevlings .
and the magio of his imagination ; he struggles in
vain, For ny long us tho light of better kuowledge -
|llum|ncs thiere can be nodarkucsy. T'he other arms
himself with the pride of reason and cudeavors to .
hardeu himself agninst the most glorious wishes of

{humanity ; le, tog, struggles in vuin. Yor as long

0s Lis heart heats, it wlll beat time to'those desjros.”
 Jlow, Diilon, would you rob us of all consolntion,

even tho ono that purmlt,s us to forget what misera- .

ble boings wo are in the world . when we- come to .
know oursolves. 2" gopled 1. : oY
#Truly,)” sighed'Rodorio, * most mlsern.blo belngs,
tho most miserable in the Universo! The animal is
1o be envied, that it lives. in, happy unreu.sOn,‘onjoy-'
ing its momont of existonoo, then is destroyed, be:
wmlmg not the-pleasures of the past, fearing not tho.

night of tho future, knowing not ite'destiny.” . /, h

u both-have einerged froin the
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LIGHT.

Dillon smiledd upon us; hiv eyes were filled with a

gentle pity ; he uncovercd his® head, and the wind
played with his thin locks. * See here,” sald he;
* my hair is snow-white; my lifc is almost spent ; 1
await ench day the summoning angel that will knock

at my chamber door. 1 await him without trembl-
ing; and when he appears 1 wiil vast aside my
crutch and glndly sink into Lis friendly, outstretched

army. Hee, my loved friends, this"1 say not in

gequence of ny -reasoning pride; not as the result
of plenvant illusions; for my fancy is not s vivid,,

con-

and my bloud has long slnce been cooled.  Dut there

is yet pomerhing that gives us strength, and !

found it I, too, huve struggled and suffered,

have |

like

you. 1, téo, haye found myself in despairing moods,

when, like you, allginy lupes were overthrown.

sngel who upraised me shall also heal your wou
therefore, cry not against me, if 1 tear away
bamlages and cause them o bleel atresh,
not bleed to death.
again here by the rock the evening is
cat.gpenk without fear of interruption.”

pleasunt

We fullowed the invitation of the lose-worthy ald
man, whe = ke with ro much confi-lence und cheer-
fuliess, the he woald hidve ingpived the bitterest

skeptic witn better feclings,

w] know your eondition ! Le said *but do not”

think thai you are the only ones who sutfer
these doubit-,
at thi= pont s soon as they hayve nearehed long

vfxiul_\' cnough around the borders of, human knowl-
elge. Pew speak of it, through fear of making

others i~ nubiappy s themselves, by esmmuuier

_of their dreary experivices ; or they bury their grief,
fearing to be misunderstool—to be vidiculed and
seorned. Mauy take this rilent sorrow to their
graves; others qvown it in dissipation, and become
vicious, in the ewleavor to replace high and holy |

The
nds;
the

You shall
But 1 am tired; let us sit down

5 Wu

with

Adl persons, who are thinkers, arrive

anl

Ltion

Joys by luw, groveling sensualism ; they tiake their

rough Phil-suphy ns the sereen of their miser

ahle

lusts 3 wany, again, feign a self deception, wrap

themeclves 1 illasions, aml beenme  industy
churel oot~ i they were before the most in
trivus elonah seatlers,
ness is o tore universal one than you believe,

Yex, iy dear ones, your

flous
dus-

ill-

Lo,

ruges it ~oreUe i darkness. - L lear everywhere of

the want f reigton, beeause the ehuarches nre empty

and the het of thase who attend  them, arve chareh-

goers by ¢ -t and example.

| hear fithers com-

Plain that Cioor sons are ashamed of prayer; | hear

hecanse their danghters blus

) gpeak ety of Gl

mothers «.2u,

v to

It is ecrtain that the read-

ing of ewy suthors, and the awakening of thought,

injures the coanuen routine of chureh religion,
. N . " .
they are mistagen when they believe that with

[HIT}
the

church, religion is also forgotten; Gold and immor-

tality ave wever forgatten. The maiden aml

the

young et i solitude, think upon these lofty ob-

jeet=5 the'chureh belongs to transitory things,

and

deatthy tlesre nts the pulpll_;-&u the untried
powers of the youthtal spirit goodsink ; the belief

in revolation, onee theie stay, lies broken before

then : toonpnold themselves without this stay, t

- are too weak they sink, therefore, into discour:

ment, that passes into a kind of silent dispair,
grasp= at the sl remedies of which 1 spoke
white”

hey
1re-
aml
ere-

before 1 was aware of it, I stood with wenpons turaed
against the sanctuary, which I had so bravely deter-

rendereil the church itself suspicious to me; and
through the chureh 1 learned to doubt of religion.
] was & lost son of the church! For my own peace,
I endenvored Lo ereot a new building out of the ruins
of the fullen one.  Vuin endenyor! What were those
ruins ?—dark prejudices from the childhood of the
race—dispelled illugions—buried hopey—my peace,
my happiness was lost!* I bewailed the freedom of
harmless youth ; ve in Yail amid the reeollec
tions of my dreams; in vain 1 cursed my presump-
tuous endeavors, that sought to penetrate to the
mysteries of the spivit-worlds 1 lay there’ iniserable
and stricken, like the ginuts underneath the roeks,
who, discontented with earth, sought to find & puth
leading to thy abudes of the gods. l.lm-l striven for
the light, and 1 found myrelf in deepest darkucess;
I would behold God nearer, and be had disappeared
from the chaotic universe. Where hitherto 1 had
thrillingly felt his presence, 1 saw ondy the dend re-
mains of self-consuming nature, 1 had cnldeavored
to draw aside the veil from the face of eternity, and
I grzed upon a limitless grave, wlierein Iy the si-
lenee of annibilation—the darkness of allvarround-
ing oblivion. 1 left 1o means untried to save myself
from the results of such dexpairing knowledge. |
sought Z'ruth. Truth ouly, tull conviction, unlimited
knowledge, could alone—give me pegee; not proba-
bility—not wavering opinion aud unproved beliell
1 called before me all my expericnees—my sad in-
vcslignliuus—hupi:lg to find some error that would
overthrow my moeking wisdom ; some mistake, thai
would leadgtue back to the lovely aud familiar world
of oll. ln vaing My drendful certainty augmented
—1 must ever remain in darkness, CWhit is the
worll 7' 1 nsked, and 1 stoud again at the narrow
boundary of Luman knowledge. 1 see colurs, furms,
and changes; 1 hear tones; 1 feel the hardness and
goftness of things that 1 call budies, but [ know
not the things themselves—only their outer—their
elfeet upon my touch, my nerves. I see masks, but
not the actors coneealed within them; 1 bebold
plhiengmena, but not their source. 15 the visible sur-
fuce of things, a property peeuliar to them ? or do
they appear so in eonsequenee of the inexplicable
structure of my senses?  Again, | know not; for
the least change in my organs changes the aspeet of
the world—one sense more, and a new world up-
springsy hefore me.  And these, my senses, what are
they? How can 1, through these skins and tubes,
fibres, nerves, come to the knowledge of that that
exists without 7 llow ean we represent the materinl
in the spiritual—how transform the carthly to the
heavenly 2 Is the hurmony, whith speaks to me in
the universe, & property of itself, of that which be-
longs to the appearances that 1eall furms, that
call by their effeets upon wme? or, is this harmony
the result of the tubes md nerves and fibres, or the
result of the organization of my pereeptions, which |
call now spirit—now sonl?  What iy my soul? 1
feel towards myself as toward the material forms of
the universe; 1 pereeive my own being in the actions
of ull things. What | aw, that cau bring all these
forward, | cannot uguin fathom. My spirvit is an
invisible source ;- I see streams of my nctions flow,

« AL sighad Roderie, “ you have there related without knowing whence? [ am the savnge, with-

L

my owu histors

“bled race disnp‘bointcd
mined to defend. The growing abuses of the church

tions of madmen; the

an unknown Being, whese exlstence
proved by reason.

life in happier worlds,

and beatned from it the lustrous stars.

"filled with deifigd deceivers and deceived ; the assom-
with® itself, The deeds of _
kings and heroes appenred to me the dreadful ac-
o iworks of philosophers and

I saw millions of hearts, dying

beneath the hope, that the breath of the Almighty
would gather and warm their seattered ashes, fqr 8

“And yet all these, that in their error smiled n.nd'
didd, they were perhaps nappy! How gladly, cried
I often, would ] exchange my wisdom for .your
dreams! Ounce, nature bloomed for me in all her
spleador, and her benuty wits cxytlowcd with soul, and
u loving spirit spoke to me amid ber wonders. Not
in vain spread the transparant canopy above e,
Every star,
then to me a beautiful worbl, sparkled full of myste-
vious significnnce upon, the tears of the earthly
dwellers; and o revelation of the Eternal vmyed
through the firmament; over the thrilling earth,
and to the glowing Leart. And when the spring
morning lighted up the heavens and the mountains,

'

——

Tviva,

Written for tho Banner of Light, .

OR, THE

theologians the puny cfforts of children. Isaw mil | EREMROYER OF THE HOUSEHOLD.
lions of warshipers, before the altars, bending before | —
y had not been BY ADRIANNA LESTER.

{Concluded.]
) CHAPTER V.

We wero soon fairly .cstdblished in a beautiful
mansion, situated on Fifth Avenue; and here com-
menced & new ern in my existence. Mra, Lester,
with ali her old love for pleasure revived, plunged
madly into the exciting scenes of fashionable life.
To oblige my father, I had laid aside my sable robes,
and was about making my debut in society. If
beautiful, ny beauty was of an entirely different
nature from that of ny step-mother.

From my mother 1 inherited the delicate com-
plexion, golden curls and azure eyes, that had formed
the outward charm of her loveliness. But the pale
and lofty'lxo\v,tbut alone was my father’s, The
contrast between my step-mother and eelf, must
bave been & most striking one. My beauty was of
the spiritunl kind; her’s was that of earth—rich and

and nwoke the sleeping valleys with the lark’s sweet
abngs—\lecu the song of awakened earth uprose to
the heights beyond—my kuees trembled for-joy, and
] lihged to pray in the dust, while hundreds of

voluptuous in its maturity.

My father was proud of his gloriously beautiful
wife,-and his frail, yet lovely daughter.

with the dew-drops on the rose.

where lasting happiness reigns forever!

faith.”
TO BE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT.

From the Attantic Monthly ‘for Supu-mbbr. R
‘"THE DEACON'S MASTERPIECE;

. OR,

The Wonderful ‘' Onc-Hoss-Shay."”
" A LOGICAL STORY.

Tave you heard of the wonderful one-huss-shay,
That was built in such a logical way

It ran o handred yeurs to o iday,

And thew, of o rudden, tt—ah, but £tay,

1'H tell you what happenad without delay,
Seiring the parsen ints fits,

Frightening prople out of thelr wits,—_

Iave you ever heand of that, I say ?

Beventeen handied and iny-five,
GEoRGIUE SEerynes wis then alive,—
Suutty old droue from the German hivel
That was the year when Lishon-town
Baw the earth open and gulp her down,
And Braddock’s army wus dune sv brown,
Left without a sealp Lo 1 crown,

out a nirror: he knows the forms of all his frieuds—

v v Fepliml s 8 ,v\xun-ljl hnve told you mine.  But {only his own he has never scen.

we have not come to the end  now, if you will listen,

[ will tell you the history of my return to health

and fuith.”
Abbe Biilon had excited our expectations to

that

puint; we were auxious to hear his experience, for

What confusion! [ am, without imowing what,
in connecetivn with things that 1 know nut of. And
wherefure am 1 80?2 Why not diflerent?  llow came
1 ns a part of this universe? Was there a time
whent was not? Who took e from unconscious-

we knew hiu as a truly religious man, despite of his 7 nexs—what shall 1 do upon this enigmatical plane ?

free opininne with regard to ehureh-doguns.

lle

Questions, eternal questions, to which no answer

4

bore his weight of yeurs gracetully and cheerfully 3 [eomex! 1eanpot fathom my destiny—whether [ am
. ' Lo .

all aronad the country honored him; but noue knew  placed here for individual purpose, or fors some

lim =0 weil ne the children and the unfortunate, for | strange, unexplained aim. 1 am incorporated with

those he loved best, ®lle possessed the rare taet of

finding wut tie hidden sorrows of those with whom

e beciune aeuainted; he read character ata glanee,

the juints of the universe, and must be there, and
know not whether 1 can release myself with my own
i power. 1 ean destroy the instrument, this body,

and in thie course of a short conversation, often | through which 1 act; but 1 have o certainty that |
touched the hearts that revealed themselves before | ghepely destroy that unknown might that prompted

. him. Esery unfortunate found, in this extraordinary
man, not ouly a compussionate friend, an earnest
consuler, bt the companion of his own misfortunes.
He inspired with confilence ; and when he spoke to
tench, we heard our own thoughts and most secret
aspirations, clearly defined und cloguently expressed,

flowing from his lips.
He begzan his own bistory thus:—

sl was a wild boy, and would gladly have become
a soldier s youth is wild and boisterous ; we feel our
kindling powers, and arm ourselves sgainst our Fa-

ther's worid, and think we ean battle with super-

natural or infernal beings.  But my pareuts tho

ught

otherwise ; they hated enrthily warfare, but loved all

the better the spiritunl arming against the po

wers

of darkness. They dedicated me to the service of
Christ's Church on earth, aud 1, with filinl submis-

gioti to thuir wishes, fulfilled their hLearts’ de

and gave myself tothe priesthool. I gave mysell

sire,

up—that is, | gave my entire being; youth, with its

glowing faney and far-reaching bopes, leaves no-

1 "can burn the wood, but what have ]
destroyed ?—certainly not the clement, the essence
that was in the watter 1 called wood ; 1 only annihi-
lated its form, its colov, its coherence; and I now
eall it after transformed color and formi-ashes, Its
first element remains—] have not destroyed it, or it
could not bring forth a new appearance.

So there I stand—uncertuin whether 1 can tear
mygelf from the universe—whether 1 must continue.
Continue to live?—and wherefore was 1 with the
world from eternity—why know I it not? Andif 1
continue, will I be conscious that / am? 1 stagger

the action,

aguinst the narrow confines of human judgment.
What land is there beyond those boundaries ¢

That the'world appears as I behold it, is not, there-
fore, that it is sp of itself; but beenuso my senses
arc so arranged that 1 must so behold it.  Must?—
how otherwire ? I follow in my judgment lnws that
1 did not give to myself; I canhot place myself above

thing lall way. My ambition—my desire for beroie
deeds, that would fill the world with admiration,
changel its character; I dreamed of spreading the
lustre of holiness over all the churches of Christen-

domn; 'l became n pious enthusiast. Tho solit

and the quiet grandeur of the convent in which [
lived—the perusal of the church history—the perse- °

ude,

cutions of the early Christians—the sufferings of our
__.enimts and martyrs—all insplred mo with o bound-
lesy, enthusiastic faith, - I beheld tho world a8 a
great Rhureh, in which God. limself was the high-
priest. - Then came lose, and concluded niy pious
folly;. 1 becnine acquainted with a young girl, whose
.beauty "enchanted. me—whose ‘modest friendship
brought a paradise nround my solitude, } brought
smy love ainl my wounded heurt as ‘saerifices and I
.beliecved 1'.hind ‘taken .tho first step townrds com-
-phnionghip with all the saints. While I saw IIgaven

ssmiling in approval upon 1me, I felt the tea
.lo}'ing muiden latter my self-love.  llow grey

of a

how

purified from all earthly dross—how boly | of peared
vauto nyeelf! 1 wished to enter upon au ‘order of
.monkg, but wy parents held me back. I obtained o
handiome benefice, through the: influence of my re-
jlatives, and left my clolster walls, 1 had not-long

- ileft my solitudg, ‘sfe the ardor of My. piety was’

vabated § ‘I fourrd-tht bustle of & large suport fuch
more agwcable than the gloomy monotony of the

* .conseorated walls, < My ambltion remained the same
.. =—lt-oniy changed its object; Isoon deterurined to
»/» becotn.ong of the first authors and learned men of -

", ;this,

.

iind every other oéntury. My flold should $o
the wide ong of theology and philosopliy; my firat

.. 'work 'was to'be an dverwhelmlng defence of reveln~
““stfon, that should silencs all the attacks of doubt and
skeptioiam, I read, and ‘thought, and wrote; a.nd'

them=—=1 cunnot destroy the order by which I enjoy

through densest darkness, and everywhere [ stumble |

It was on the gerrjble Barthquake-day

Thnt the qu.vt;l thﬁ\"d n,,! e I-w-')-""l-ny.
Now In building of chaises, I tell you what,
Thore is ajways sOMEWHERE 8 WeaKest spul,—
Tu hub, tire, felloe, in sprimg or thid,

Tu panel, or cepssbar, or toor, or sl

Iu serew, bolt. thoreughbriace—lurking still
Fund it somewhere you muet and will—
AbLuve or b-iuw, or within or withiout,—

Aud that s the reasen, beyond adoabt,

A ¢higise BEEAKS DOWN, but does n't WEAR OUT,

But the Dogeon swore (a8 Deacons do,
With an “ Ldew vam o an 1 el Yeou,™)
e would butld one shay w beat the wown
‘' Lthe Keounty "o all the Kentry raoun’;
It shiouid e wo built thid it covLba® break daown
— “Fur," saud the Deacon, * 't'e mighty plain
Thut the weikes” pluce naus’ stan® the straing
W othe way U Xy uz 1 maintin,
In only just -
Tu make that place uz strong uz tho rest.”

¢ Bo the Deweon ingquired of the village folk
Whero he eauld tind the strolgest oak,
That could 1t be spht nur bent nor broke—
That wis tor sjwoken snd floor and sills ;
1he sent for Janes woud to mitke the thinla;
The crosstars were ush, from the straightest treos;
The panels ot white-woud, that cuts like cheosy,
Buy lasts Itk iron for things like these;
e hubs of bags from the * Settler's ellum,”—
Last of its timber—they cuuld n°t sell "em,— ¢
Never an axe luud seen their chips,
Aud the wedges dew from botween thoir lips,
PTheir blunt ends frizeled like eelery-tps;
Btep uid prop-ivon, bolt and screw,
Bprimg, tre, axte, aud lnehpin too,
Breel of the tinest, bright and blue;
Thoroughvraee bisut-skin, thlck and wide ;
Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide
Fouud in the pit when the tiuner died,
That wis the wiy he * put her through,"— -
“Thore ™ wnid the Descon, “ naow she il dow 1"

Do Ttell you, I rather guoss

Bhie was @ wonder, and nothing less!

Coults grew herses, beards turned gray,

Destcon atud desconess dropped away,

Chibdren ami grandehildren—where were thoy ?
But there stood the steut old one-hoss-shay

As fresh as on Lishon-carthdunke-day !

Eiouteex nexongb ;—It came and found
.Thet w’'s Mastorplece strong and sound.
Eighteen hundred juereased by ten j—

@ Uahnsnm kerrldge ™ they called It then,
Elgiiteen llundred and twenty came j—
Running s usual; much the same,

Thirty and forty at lust arrive, -

all feclings and all knowledge. " So I thivk all fol-
lows each other, ot in time—time is. as not outside
of me—I cannot smell or feel, taste, hear, or ece
time. It is something within mo; and yet nota
mere iden, for that would admit of change; but a
part of my organization—a law, & form, in which I
am' compelled to range my conceptiqns: ~Reigns
there, as in the tumult of my thoughts and feclings,
in the mysterious universo outside, o time? Is
there, too, 0. past and a future, or do theso find only
a place in my mind ? * Is my béginning and ending
of the universe, or ‘only in the world of my concep-

L $ions ? - - : .
. Whenco comos this world of ideas? - Who built

this strangely connected work ; which, unknowing
how and what and wherefore it is, only perceives
that it runs,.aud works, and acts? * Who was its
author? How must it then be created? Who, then,

things have n beginniug? What was before the be-
ginning of the univorso? Aro not beginning, cro-
ation, cause, ideas, formed of the appearance of the
muterial world surrounding us, or the results of the
peculiar organization of my mind? May not things
i thempelves bo in far different’ relution: to ench
other than they appear to-tho narrow boundaries of
my conceptions ? Wherefore do I ohierisli the idea
of aGod? Because I caunot explain tho enigma of

Is another cnigma s how san I sylve it without o
sccond God—and what have Ithen? Whero shall I
end? I stumblo agein upon the boundary stone of

my reason—I cannot overleap tho magic circle in
whioh | s bound, ’

4

doubt; I lodt myself in & desert, I saw a world

A}

\ s

:7.';.‘,-4 PO )

A~

is tho Creator’s creator? Is it necessary that all |

tho universe without . this key. - But this key itself|.

. Bo, my boloved ones] I staggered from doubt to

Atd then come fifty, und FIFTY-FIVE. .
e ATYT IV T I R T T 3
Little of all we value hero
Wakes on the morn of its hundred year
Without both feeling and looking gueer,
+ In faet, thure 's nothing that keeps Its youth,
8o fur as | know, but o treennd truth,
‘This {s 0 morl that rans ut largo; :
"ako it~ Yuu 'ro weleome,—No oxtra charge.)

TFiust oF Novempen,—~the Earthquuke-day.—

There nre traces of age In the one-hoss-shay,

A general tiavor of mlld decay,

But nothing locul; a8 une niny say. -

There eonld.n't bg,—for the Dencon's art .
. - Had mado 1t go like in every parb... .

For the wheels wers just as strong-as the thills,
And the floor was Just as strong ns thoe sills,
And the panels Just as strong ns the lloor, .
Aund tlie whippletree nelther less nor more,
And thie buck-crossbur ns strong as the fore, -

- And spring und nxle and hiuh Excone.
Aud yet, a8 A wioLE, It 18 pust s deubt
1u ntivther hour 1t will-by worN ouT!

Flrst of Novembor, 'Fifty-fivel .
This morning the parson takep a drive! -
Now, small hoys, get out of the wuy 1- ]
Here comes the wonderful ene-hoss-shay, |
Lrnwn by o rat-tatled, ewe-necked bay,
*“Jluddup!* sald the parsen.—UIl wont thoy.

Tho parson was.working his-Bunday's text,—
Llad gt to rirrnLy, and stopped perplexed
At what the—Moses—~was comlng n‘ext.
All at once the horse stood still,
Closo by the meet'n'-houso en the LllL
—Firstn shiver, and then s thrill,
Then something daeldedty like o splll,—
-And the payson was sltting u[::m u ruek, -
"At hinlf-past nine by the moot'n'-houss clock,—
< —.dust tho hour of o Earthquake-shockl
—What do you think tho parson.found, B
Whon lic got up and stared ground .
- The ,rpour old chaiso In a heap or mound,
_ Ae1f1t hnd been to the milvand ground {
You see, of course, If you ‘ronot & duuce,
Tow It woint to plecos all xﬁoncc.—» :
‘All at onice, and nothlng Arst— .
Juet os bubbles do when they burst. .

End of tho wondorhil ong-host-shoy,
Logloislogle. That'salllsay. . ° .

have o fool for his olient.” .~ -,

© N .

flowers fell around wy liead, and my tears mingled
Al! then voices
called from depth and height :— God is eternal
love? In thay time I strewed blossoms over graves,
and called the grave the eradle of the second life.
Aud the first tear of anguizh that fell upon the face
of the departed, was, at the same time, the first tear
of love and longing, soon to be _reunited, there,
where no sighs are heard from weary henrtg—thcrc,

 You see, my friends,” continued Dillon, 1 was
very unhappy; but 1 strove to uplold myeelf, to
meet my destiny with wanly oourage, sinee 1 could
not change it. Knowing not whether God ryled,
whether immortality was my portion, I honored the
aandates of virtue, and felt some consolation in
their fulfillment, 1 was in this framgdef mind when.
{lived in Toulon; and there it was that I became
acquainted with the man whose mission it was to
bring peace to my bosom, to restoré me to life and

That thers wng.n't o chane for ono tostart, =~

Ho_who 1s _al“v;;}s‘.{;im. own, dbyuﬂuelio.xjm\;vjl_l“ 6[@;1 )

"

it ia the firm and stately step with which he entered
the saloons of wealth and fashion, with Mrs, Lester
and myself gracefully leaning upon his arms, Aud
when the low murmur of admiration followed us, as
we moved slowly through the dense throng, I beheld
the deep flush that “overspread his -brow, and the
consciousness of pride and joy that sparkled in his
durk cyes. . .

Ernest Walters was now our frequent guest and
compauion. Mrs, Lester exerted herself to ler ut-
most to fascinate and cnsnare the heart of one,
whose faith hud long since been plighted to. dnother.
The varied and dazzling aceomplishments of my
stcp-molbel’, did not fail to excite the deep admira-
tion of my lover. e was particularly foud of music,
und in that art Clara Lester excelled.  Her rich con-
tralto voice was so sympathetie iu its quality, as to
thrill the hearts of all who listeued to its divine
melody, e

That glorious gift, together with the rare beauty
of Mrs. Lester, brought the heart of Lrnest Walters
low at Ler feet. To gain his love was all ehe craved,
She well knew that Lis superior intellectual endow-
“Tments would win for him the praise of the world
wherever he went. To be loved by hir!—to *be
called by the endeared name of wife by Ernest Wal-
ters, was the only happiness on earth her sinful and
passionate nuture coveted!

Although I had never spoken of ny engagement
to Ernest Walters in her presence, yet 1 little doubted
but that she was well aware of the fact, thinking,
most probably, that my father had mentioned the
cipcumstance to his wife. One thing she could not
bave remained iguorant of, which was my pure and
holy love for Ernest. With my entive soul [ waor-
shiped him! DBefore him [ bowed, as in the presence
of a superior being! In him [ lived; without his
.| divine love, life were indeed worthless!

The jealous eyes of love were not long in discover-
ing to me that Mrs. Lester was gradually winning
WO Luatty whivk had eu luog been wmine, L0 horotlf,
Riding, dancing, or walking, LErnest Walters was
coustantly at the side of the beautiful but heartless
Clarn lester. My father perecived the increusing
interest which the latter took in the charmed and
fascinnted-youth ; but be spoke not of it as he drew
we wore tenderly to his breast, v

My reader must by no means imagine that Ernﬁ
| Walters was the only admirer that wy step-mother
drew to her side.  On the concrary, her socicty was
universally sought after by the most wealthy and
distinguished gentkemen of the city. Dut Ernest
ulone, of ull the gay throng of worshipers, had un-
consciously clicited her strong love and unholy affec-
tion. .

The deep tenderness whbich 1 now manifested to-
wards my father, ut once aroused the jealousy and
snspicion. of my step mother. She could not bear
that a weak and innoeent girl should supplant her
in the affections of himn, whom the law only had
made her husband.

About this time, business called Erncst Walters
suddenly to Havana, where it was probable that
ho would remain several months. Mrs. Lester had
henrd the whigpered words of love and constancy
that he had breathed into my ear on parting, and it
was then that ehe had deeply laid her fiendish plau
for the destruction of my future peace of mind.

Among the guests that frequently visited our
house, was a young man of gay and dissolute habits,
and by name Clarence Renton. Ilo had been for-
merly an earnest lover of Mrs. Lester’s, and rumor
snid that it was the faot of his rejection ‘thaghad
caused him to seek for happiness in the wine-cup
and at the gaming-table. Be that ag it may, his
cowpany had been, from the first, particularly dis-
agreeble to me.  DBut as our acquaintance continued,

attentions, the more carnestly did he persevere in
them, ) c

1 did not then know that Mrs, Lester contrived to
throw us constautly into ono amother’s socipty,
while sho horself, serpentlike, fascinated my fa-
ther’s-senses again, by her protestations of love and
tenderness, . . ' : .

+  Meantime, strange;stories were passing the.rounds
of “fashionablo socléty, concerning” Clarence- Renton
‘| and mysclf. It scems he had been excluded: almost
“lentirely, from the éirclo of - his former nequaintances,
with but ono-exception—that of Mfs. Lester, :She

,,,,,, ot

had been busy in ‘ciroulating weitof the most
alarmiug kind, inasmuch as they woire ™ supposed: to
have sprang out of my imaginary’ intimacy with
Clarence Renton, and greatly concerned my maiden
honorttd purity, o

The:words of cruelty and falsity, over which gossip
haod glonted, wero not long in reaching the ears of
my father, 'They wore as burning lava thrown upon
his soyl’ When lcast expeoted, the storm burat upon
my funocent head, - Roufon was - denied the house,
and jnmy father’s oyes my pure and spotless brow
was brmid,ed',‘whh, shame and dishonor. - The curse
of my fither was upon mol - Not even my tears and
. 'repeb.t,ed._‘u.qpumnocsfvof innecenco, could movo him
from 'his’stern purpose. Believiug that I had dis:
| graced forevermore my parents- and fanfily namo,
. |my fathor,, bado. me seok o home " clsewhero, Smong

.

m.YOP patners in guilt and wiokeducss, .
+The iden of, beluy, disinherited by my only pareit,
wis 6 orashing blow to my young heart. ' Boldly
! would I have asserted my cloims to justioo, in' the

5.
)

I»found~that-the~more-I-avoided-and—repulsed-his:

. |frecly allowed him the license of her house and|
« |friendship, The reports which the tongue of seandal

————

face of the whole wor]d, but T well knew that my
weak yoice would have been unheeded amidst the
din of wild tumult and atrife, s

Even’ my step-mother shrank from me, ag from

the touch of a viper. The mask had at last fallen
Jrom her face, and left her revealed to me in the
light of an evll and heartless wretch, unworthy the
name of woman! The professed love which she hag
protended to feel toward the child of her husband,
was & orucl deccit—a base falschood—which her
cunning and artifice had so long ecreened from my
oyes. The first being whom I ever had cause to ap.
hor and hate—I cannot. tell how deep—was the in.
tensity of my hatred towards her! ,
. With a heavy groan, 1 sank upon the stone steps,
leading to the house, from which my father hng
rudely cjected me, at a late hour in the evening ;
and then 1 was conscious of nothing .more until |
awoke in the morning and found myself lying upon
an humble couch, in a strange house, Dear, devoted
Nancy hnq indeed been witness to my father’s cruel
ty, and it was her hand who hnd rescued me from
my perilous situation, on the steps of my father's
mansion. . The house to which I was conducted, wag
that of a married sister of Nancy’s, where my wants
were carefully tinistered to, even asif I had bheen
their own ohild, -,

The sight of Nancy recalled the events of the pro-
ceding night. She, faithful and noble hearted wo-
man; baving become tired of her arduous duties,
under the auspices of her imperious mistress, and
greatly incensed at the treatment I had received at
the hands of my father, had determined also to share
my banishment. .

Left, as'T was, at that sad moment, without fricnds

come with m} ;veight of sorrow, had it not been that
ong true and loving soul was left me, who was will:
ing to mnke any sacrifice to serve the child of her
lost mistress. :

One thing troubled aud puzzled me - exceedingly;
it was, that since Ernest’s departure I had received
hut eie letter from him, although, on leaving, be had
promised to write frequently, nnd, had extorted the
same favor from me in return. 1 had speedily an-
swered his letter, but had heard nothing from him
since. My once unsuspicious mind had been so
painfully wrought upon, that to doubt and fear hu-
wanity, bad become a part of my nawure.  Accord-
ingly, I believed that Ernest, too, was false to me;
und bravely 1 strove to tear from iy heart the
image which had been so long enshrined there.

Tle sister of Naney, although in comfortable cir-
cumstances, was by no means what the world terms
rich; consequently, I determined to seek at once em-
ployment, which should render ¢ able to support
myself. Nancy, and her generous sister,” remon-
strated, declaring that 1 was welcome to a home
with them, if 1 would but ‘accept it. Dut the proud
spirit of Adrianna Lester, although deeply wounded,
was not wholly erushed ; and with tears in my cyes
I thaulked them for their kindness, at the same time
declining their noble offer. :

1lelp'was nearer at hand than I Lad imagined.
Thbe evening paper coutained an advertisement, in
which a governess was desired to go Seuth. I lost
no time in calling upon the advertisdr, at the Astor
Ilouse, where be was then stopping, The interview
that followed, was equally agrecable and satisfietory
to hoth parties ; the only fear expressed by Mr. Clif.

quate to the task involved.

I determined to go and try, at lenst, and as Mr.
Clifford was to return in thrce or four days, 1 set
about making preparations to accompany him, What
wats my sirprise, on informing Naucy and her sister
of my good luck, to hear the former express her in-
teution of going also. Naney had saved up a goodly
sum of mouney-—the result of years of hard lnbor—
and it wis qQwing to her generosity thiat | was en-
abled to obtain for mysclf a sutlicient stock of cloth-
ing to auswer my purpose for the time being.

It was with buoyant spirits” that our little party
set forth on their excursion to the South,
ford was a gentleman of much intelligence and cul-
ture of mind, and proved himself a wost pleasurable
companion.

On arriving at the home of Mr. Clifford, which
was in New Orleans, Nancy-and myself” were both
cordinlly received by the lovely wife of the former.
I was soon happily installed in my new situation as
governess, o o bright-eyed boy and sweet little girl
of Mrs. Clifford’s. Nancy occupied the situation of
general ‘housckeeper, even as she had done in my
mother’s day. My new friends tried all in their
power to lighten the -burdeu of my labors, and if
it were not for -the sad. remembrances of the pust,
‘which rometimes stole over my heart, 1 should have
been. comparatively happy in my Southern home. .

Sume three or four months after my arrival in
New ‘Orlcans, I was taking can afterncon stroll
through one of the most crowded thoroughfures of

silvery locks, and slightly begt form. The look of
intense serutiny with which ho regarded me, st
tracted my attention, but with a quickened step 1

or money, I should have sank into the earth, over-*

ford, being that wmy frail health would not be ade--

Mr. Clif- .

the city. A stranger passed me—an old man, with - g

A

}

])ressedfu. ward:mrrrr T g "
' A few moments brought me into o more retired
portion of the city, and slackening my gnee, I dreami-
ly pursued my.way. A deep voice at by side, roused
mo from the .reverio into which 1 had fallen. .I
turned and beheld the old man, who had proviously
passed me on the pavement, o few moments before.’

1 trust you will pardon the boldness which has-
of nedr interest to'my heart.” ,

. T'gazed upon the stranger in porfect amazement;
but-secing that he was waiting for a reply, I mo-
tioned him to proceed. e

% Your closo resemblance to my only sister, arrest-
ed ‘my attention. May I presume to -inquire your
family name,” he said, Cd e

u Adridnna Lester, sir,” was my prompt reply.

“Lester | Was your mother’s maiden name Helen
Rainforth ?”-asked the old man eagorly.” - . -
«The same, ir.” . ’
#Then you are my .nicco!” stammered the old

long lost sister{” - : -

The joy that I experlenced on finding at lastone:
human soul, .who;folt other than ordinary inwresﬁ.bip
the poor orphan girl, can scarcely bo roalized.
.After inquiriug carefully into" the state of BY
affairs; my newly-found unole left 1no, though relue:
tantly, at the doorof the Cliffords, with many prox .
ises to .cnll and sec mo early on tho morrow. To

uitmost, confidence, I rovealeil tho story of my father’s

ing found the brother of my decensed mother. ‘
Trye to his word, Mr. Rainforth made his appear™

anice at the residence of the Oliifords, on 'tho"!uoof?d' '

'

L}

'provmptcd a-stranger-to spenk to you, upon a subject

man, with apparent omotion ; #.aud the child of my o

Mrs, Clifford, fn whosé friondship T-could place the '

injustice and éruelty, as well as the faot of BY hav- :




)
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BANNER OF LIGHT.

| Ving dD-Jy- - He had come, he said, to offor mé both

love and protection. My health, which was fast
failing me, and the advice of wy friends, at last pro-
vailed upon mo to acoept the goucrous P"°P°5_“].°f
my-unele, to muse my home witl him. It was ‘with
regret that 1 parted from my loved friends, the
Cliffords—to whom/and t,hiir ohildren, I had become
strongly endearcd. i

A few days after found Addio Lestér comfortably
established at the home of her uncle. Mr. Rain-
forth’s children were all married, with tho exception
of a siugle son, Pbilip Ruinforth was young man
of prepossessing extorior, and happily cudowed by
nature with o generous and noble heart. To live
and be merry, was tho motto of kis lifo; and treat-
ing all kindly, be whs almost universally beloved in
return.

The welcome which my cousin gave me was that
of a brother, My slightost wishes were anticipated,
almost before they had been formed ; whilo his con-
stant presence at my side, told how decply he appre-
ciated my society.

But naturg, that had been so long overtaxed, at
last gave way. A violeat fever preyed upon my
vitals, and for weeks | lay confined to my bed, in
an almost hopeless coudition. Philip Rainforth way

- g constant attendayt at the side of my couch. For

.

several days, reason had been, -entirely dethroned,
and it was with o countenunco strongly exphessive
of hope and joy, thut Philip beheld the old light re-
turniog to the blue eyes;-that now glanced tenderly
upon him, g8 he sat quietly regarding the emaciated
frame and pule face, which disense had served to
render still-noré spiritual in its beauty than before.
« Come nearer, dear Ernest,” I said, *that 1 may
repose uy wearied head upon your breast.” The
half averted fuce told too plainly the emotion which|
tho mention of that name had caused the heart of
my gencrous and noble cousin, e

Quickly recovering himself, he stooped over ue,
and imprinted a sacred kigs-upon my snowy brow ;
then gently raising me in his arms, and pillowing
my head upon lhis breast, he said, in tones of ten-
derness, the remembrance of which recalled me at
onco to mny senses,—* it is Philip, dearest Addie,
tbat uow holds you, and welcomes with joy your
return to health.” A feeble smile of gratitudo was
the only réturn 1 could then offer for his brotherly
devotion. ' . .

My couvnlescence was slow but sure. I had been
gick for months, as 1 afterwards learned from Nancy,
who had been ofttimes n watcher at my bed-side.
During my delirious ravings, 1 had unconsciously
revealed the secret of my love for Ernest Walters ;
a name which had lung since died out upon my lips.

As 1 daily grew better, I perceived that DPhilip
Rainforth was strangely nltered. 1is joyous, spark-
ling eyes, now beamed with a subdued light, while a
shade of melancholy rested upon the onco suuny
brow.

The nvowal of Philip’s love for me was an unex
pected surprise tomy weak and sensitive nature.
Dearly as 1 loved wy cousin, it was but the natural
affection of a sisterto one who had proved himself
so truly a brother.” ’

Freely 1 spoke to him of my love for another,
whom though [ had every reason to believe was false
to me, 1 still deeply and passionately loved.  Philip
did not geek to pain my ear with heartfelt pleadings
or earnest imfmrtuni\ics. With all that nobleness
of lwearg which had o strougly characterized hiy
couduct\mxu.rds e sinee our acquaintance, he cave-
fully avoided referring to o subject again, that
brought to mind 80 mauy bitter” wemories of the
past.

CUAPTER VI

Bome cighteen months had passed since the curse
of my father lud fallen upon” upon his child, and
ghe had been rudcly sent forth, an outenst, from her
father's house, to butlet with the world. No intelli-
gence during that tie had been received by me
concerning cither my father orErnest. The death
of my uucle’s wife, which occurred n few mouths
prcﬁous to the time of my taking up my residence
with him, had caused a vacancy in the housebold,
which, owing to 1wy influence, Nancy now supplied.
Philip was still the swne tender and devoted brother
as of old ; while my uncle’s kiud care and guanrdian.
ship, was such as 1 had never expericuced from my
own futher. )

My mother, as L Jenrned from tho lips of her
brother, had in extreme youth insisted upon marry.
ing one whom bher proud and aristocratio parents
had deemed fur below ber in wealth and position;
and cousequently unworthy of her lovo.  The stroug
affection of my mother ‘for Charles Loster had tri-
umphed over all obstacles ; the result of which was
a clandestine marriage, and a disinheritance of the
pair ’by the paveuts of the former. My father hav-
ing removed to the North with his wife, nothing
moro was heard of her by the hasty, but afterwards
repentant parcuts. In death. they had breathed
their forgiveness, which while living they had so long
denied.

My unclo, after tho denth of his parents, o cir-
cumstance which had leveled at once his, strong

" pride, lind Tdo & tour to e NoFLl fortiie purpose

of secking out tho abodo of his still cherlshed sistor,
But all efforts on his part had failed, and, sorrowing,
he had returncd to his home. ;

Acoident had thrown in my path at & most for-
tunate moment, and nobly had he mado afoucment
“for his past negleot of hi sister, by gcncl'-‘ously pro-
-tecting and befriending her only.child,

_ It'was near tho close of & delicions day'in June,

" that T was geated in o’ oharming little summer

Jiouse, which Philip’s untiring hand Had caused to
‘be ereoted for my cspecial use and comfort. So

_ thoroughly absofbed was Lin my book, that 1'heeded
" not“the entranct of o stranger at tho gate, at the

terminus of the leng avenue leading to the house,
until & hand was laid heavily upon .my shouldor,
I turned, The intruder was a man whom want and
intomperance had probably rendored” much oldor
than ho really was. I would have fled from him in
alarm; but that he firmly detnined mo his prisoner,
A etrange light gleamed momentarily in his dark
éyos, and a flush passed rapidly over his brow.'.n.s‘hc
gaid in o voico tremulous with-emotion,. ¢ Adrianna
Lester, dost Temember the father who oursed thee,
and cast thee forth o wanderer frour his sidq ”

wWho art thou, that speakest 80 strangely, yot
gruly, of tho pst®” ,,

«Thy father, Charles Lestor!” o

My brain’ swam, . my head grew. dizzy,’and my

. limbs trembled violently. Iwaa conscious of nothing
. 'more, until I awoke & few hours afterwards, and|
found myelf lylig upon tho cobch in the parlor,

“with Phlllp-'-fulth(ul brother—bending éver e, and
~my long lost father at my slde, - The shades of eve.

_ «ning had long slioe fallen ; and, a8 1 opened my qyles,

i

I gazed wildly about me, as if endeavoring to recall
the scene befor mo. - A low moan fell upon my ear.
Instinctively I raised myself upon ‘the couch. A
tall and manly form rose slowly from the floor. As
the large aud-sorrowful eyes were. turned towards
we, a ery of joy burst from my lips, and next wo-
meut 1 was clasped to the Lreast of Lirnost Walters.

‘
. ¢ m——

CHAPTER VIL

The mystery was soon'explained. Clara Lester
had "proved to bo, what 1 had supposed, o base and
lieartless woman, 1laving fascinated the heartof.any
futher, she was not content with his strong love and
devotion, but conceiving a passion for tho beautiful
and intellectunl Ernest Walters, she set steadfastly
about winning the heart which she well knew had
lung been given to another. Fearing, that despito
her exertious, | had at Inst superseded her in the
affections of her lover, ghe‘contrived to intercept thoe
letters of Ernest, writtcu to me, while at llavana.
Not satisfied with the cvil she had already wrought,
my step-mother had coused stories to Le circulated
throughout the city, which were highly injurious to
my hitherto unsullied reputation, und which finally
led to the cruelty which my father was now.deeply
repentant of. A spurious letter, poisoning’ the enr
of my lover, hnd been sent to llavana, the truth of
which Ernest doubted not, when, on his return to
New York, he-heavd the evil reports of the world,
aud the story of my disinheritauce by my father.

Mrs. Lester had hoped on Evnest’s return to the
city, to enjoy, without moléstation, the love and
compnnionship to which 4 had so long been an ob-
stacle; But, contrary to her expectations, Ernest
Walters kept aloof from her, shunning her socioty
on all occasions-when they chanced to meet.

The urrival of Clarenco Renton once again in
New York, and his admittance to the same intimacy
which he had previously sustained with Mrs. Lester,
now fiirly aroused the suspicions of my father, that
had so long lain dormant, At this tiwe, the news
of my=father’s failure and utter ruin in business,
rang throughout tho city. The mortification of Mra.
Lester, on being at once reduced from a state of ease
and splendor, to that of want aud penury, kuew no
bounds. Infuriated by rage and desperation, sho
refused to retrench in the least, her present style of
extravagance in living. One morning, in passing
through the hall, my father accidentally discovered
a letter lying in oue corner, which had probably
Leen dropped the night previous. The contents of
that letter opened the eyes of Charles lester to the
deep villany of his wife's character. 1t was indited
to her paramour in guilt, Clarence Renton, and in
which he had been bribed, by the promise of large
sums of money, to forge letters to Ernest &Valters,
in Navana, and aid in the cil:culution of the infa.
mous and falso rumors respecting the honor of her
husband’s daughter,

My father did not hesitate to necuse the guilty
woman of the crime which she had so coolly and
basely perpetrated. Ilorror-stricken at being thus
suddenly discovered, in the midst of her evil career,
Mrs, Lester could say but little in self-defence. That
night my father found a note lying upon the table,
saying that she had fled forevermore from the home
of one who had cruelly deceived and wronged her,
and whose love had been changed into hatred. Over-
come by despair, my father had attempted to drown
his gricf in the exciting winecup; bui Lroest's
hand had saved him from a drunkard’s grave. The
former intimacy between my futher and lover again
reuewed, the latter wus made acquainted with the
injustice and cruelty that had fallen upon my unof-
fewling head; and gaining the clue to my where-
abouts, by meuns of ‘Nancy’s sister, both Ernest and
my father had sget out to discover, if possible, my
abiding place, and repair in some measure the deep
wrongs 1 had suffered.

A few weeks after my reunion with Ernest and
my futher, the old mansion house of Mr. Rairiforth
was the scene of a2 joyous wedding party, oceasioned
by tho marringe of Lroest Walters and my huinble
gell, In accordance with 1y desire, my husband
purshased Glen Cottage, the homo of my beloved
wother, and the scene of so much happiuess in my
youthful days. My father now akes his home with
his only child and daughter, Addie; and Philip,
dear devoted soul, spends his summers with ler,
whom he still regards with all the tenderness of a
brother. Aud Nanoy, the fuithful and long tried
friend, is still with my Uncle Rainforth. When ho
ghall have completed his carthly pilgrimage, which is
rapidly drawing to a close, these arms will welcomo
her back ongo more to Glen Cottage,

A year from the time of my marringe with Ernest
Walters, tho morning papers announced the death of
Clara Lester in o distant city. All hearts shud-
dered at the remembrance of her, who, by her own
wickedness and crime, had proved herself © The
destroyer of the houschold.” '

: )

Trur #8p BeaviFuL.—George S. Hillard says :—
[ confesBrthat increasing years bring with them an
jacreasi

respect for men who do not s{::eed in
lifo, a5 those words nre commorily used. lleaven has

-been-enid-to-be=a-plage-for-those~who-have-not-sus.—

cecded upon earth ; and it is surely tryo that celes-

tial graces do not best thrive and, bloom in tho hot

blazo of worldly prosperity. [i&tccess sometimes

arises from o suptrabundance of qualities in' them-

selves good-—from a conseienco too sensilive, a tasto

too fastidious, & self-forgetfulness too romantic, and

o modesty top retiring. I will not go so far as to

sny,' with -the living poet, that ¢ the world knows

nothing of it¢ greatest mon,’ but there . are forms. of .
grentness, or at least, excellence,’ w}xicht die and

make rio sign : there ard martyrs that miss the palm .
but not tho stake ;—heroes without tho liurels, and

conquerors without the triumph.”

. — - T
Wearrin—Wealth, true wealth, is that possessiom
which satisfics the beart. Palaces dnd lands may .
atill lenve o man mlserablo, - To bo satisficd in ono’s
cell—to feel no aching void—to sleep peacefully, and
awako without pain, regret or remorso—such is
wenlth, With those the hardest pillow becomes soft,
the roughest way smooth, tho darkest future bright,
and their posscssor stands up o man, wlthoqt tho
canker which follows power and fame, independent of

| the exigencies which make and shiver orowzs. For

tho promotion of tho good, the beautiful, and tho true
—gold, goods and lands are o heritage from Heaven ;
but when wrapped in a napkin, and bound to the
heart, they congesl human ‘Hympathies and hlast
human'life, 0 ot

“The longer you keep o canary Bi_i-d in's oage the-
swaoter it will sing, so the more sovere tho discipline

of the good

. v‘.

man’s’ oxperience, the sweetor the pong.
of his splrltaal fife, - - o

eruo;x for tho Banner of Light.
OH, LET US'RAISE OUR VOICES HIGH,

Gh! lot us ralsc our volcos high today,
For earth is glad, and blogsomns in the hour
‘ot Joy, with fulrcnt‘lluwuu of hope and faith;
And anxiuus louging fills tho soul with love,
And bids the o} motlive, lear, depart,
Oh1 lct us rafso our volces high Walay,
Acknowledgin) the power of God alume—
A Dlelng infiulte, on whom dopende
+ Oyr life, our-fuith, ahd that wo realizo.
Lat us slng songe, glml'nnnga of hearifelt joys—
The ¥olce proclalms no greator truth than this:
That o'er us rules and relgns a Gud of Love,
Whoso sinlles of glory light our darkened world,
Aud warm the hoart through tears of eln and grief,
An liquid sunbonms from the Ips of morn
Plorce thiough the ehadows of retiring night.
Tteligion hangs o'er enrth a mystic vell,—
But God ne'er sought to blind the eyes of men—
And each suceeeding goneration strives
To make e glory all its own, aud guldy
Tho nation's waywanl steps o proper worship §
But knew, oh man, that can alone sustain
Which bears the lmpress of our Fathei's hand.
T8 sald, o God! §n valn man strives to seek
Or reasolt out the mysteries of thy wod,
Aud hast thou formed him hero for gowl or ovil, -
To sullfer for tho wrongs his blindness brings—
Dependent on thy overlasting lnws,
Thy word the lamp to Jight his waywand feat,
And loft hiin stitl more helpless tan a child
Bereft of that which tells, and only tells
What God I, and what unto him is due?
Wo cannol feel it so, for Lthou art guml
Aud jus, and unto man hath reason given,
That he may louk on thee with knvwledge, such
As putleth fear w tight, and welcomes love,
W feel, oh God! that thou woulid'st bie no more
T'o man, than the being of his highest
Boul-conception.
Then listen to the hearts
That ralse the velce of thelr beliel to thee,
That time may write upon the soul’s pure page
That peace with Guod, atd gooduess in one'’s heart,
1 truu lteliglon, .
Glve us.power, oh GGod !
To sow and reap Lthe beauties of thy word
In truth and wisdom, that mankind may know
That gooduess yields full store, when God duth ald,

With little watching and with litthe care, Bquins,
’

Written for tho Banner of Light.

Che-Crperionces of 1 O Lurse,
A SERIES OF SKETCUES.

The Two Ghosts.

! \\lh-fnn- my God,
1 might not this believe; withgut the sensible
And true avouch of mine own eyes.—RHAKDPEARE.

Many yenrs ago the gool people of Boston were
thrown into u terrible state of excitement by the
sudilen appearanee of a kind of typhuy fever in their
midst, which medical men have since designated by
the name of typhoid. We had experienced a long

spell of dulllp.w»ﬁ-% a8 We fre now
¢njoying, (or rather groaning thwder,) which in all

probability bred the diséase of which I write,

The events which 1 dm gbout to rclate to my read-
ers occurred during the carly part of my professionnl
carcer, and some two or threo years after my hus-
Lnud’s death, which mournful circumstance led to
the necrssity of my seeking for mysclf the meany of

fact of jts rapil spread from house to house. In
nine cases out of ten, the fevor scemed to Lafile the
skill of even the most cminent physicians, whilst
the list of maytality contnined in tho daily papers
was startling and appalling to behold.

As yet, no signs of the fever had shown itsell in
our clepnly and well conducted bonrding-house. The
soveral inwntes were discussing -the subject at din-
ner one day, at the same time congratulating. them-
sclves upon their providentinl cscape from tho
clutches of so terrible a disease, when Mr, P——r
appeared at the dinuertable, looking unusually tired
and weary. 1 had uot seen him for three or four
days, having been confined to my room with an ugly
fit of rheumntism.” le pmiled faipfily as he took hin
geat beside me at the tuble, but 1 started, as I felt
the pressure of his hot and feverish hand.  His wife
jokéd him a little upon hLis lnek of appetite that day,
which had ever been so vigorous and hearty, and
attributed it to the moat supper he hud judulged in
at o late hour on the previous night.

That evening Mr. P——r went to the theatre, ao-
companiéd by his wife, but reurned home immedi-

f terrible exhaustion and n severe pain in the head.

Two days after, Mr. I’ r was confined to his
chamber with a violent fever, which the physician,
on being speedily summoned, prohounced to be the
much-dreuded typhus. The greatest cousternatiou
-now prevailed throughout the entire house.  Single
gentlemen gathered up their light luggage and left
immediately, while those families that felt them-
selves obliged to remove for want of more desirable
lodgings, were loud iu their remonstrances against
allowing the invalid to continue longer beneath a
roof where so mauny human lives were endangered,
It was now that the cruel and unfecling spirit of our

}ilcly after the close of the performanee, complaining

_| mercenary landludy began to show itself iu its true

light. Assoon as she had made sure that it was
really the typhus fever that Mr. P——r was ill of,
she repaired at once to hig distressed wife, and sug-
gested her hysband's removal to the hospital. Mrs.
P——r, in her great ankicty of mind, applied to me
for ndvice, 1tlked with the doctor upon the sub-
jeet, and he agreed with me, that to attéipt such a
thing would result (in the. immediate death of the
sufferer.  On commmunicating the physician’s opin.
jon to the coll-hearted landlady, she declared that
ghe could not pussibly vetain Mr. '—-T and wife
in the house a day longer, for her honrders were fast
stcrting her, and she should soon lose hier entire
custom. lHowever, after much reasoning upon my
part, and the assurunee of Mrs. P——r that she
should be well paid for her troublo and inconvenience,
Miss Higgings *(the name of saild tawdlady,) at Inst
consented to the itvalid’s remaining, on conditton
that the factof bis illness should be kept seeret J
from such fresh upplic:mté a8 might present them.
selves for buard.

The increasing illness of Mr. P——r rendered it
necessury for him to be attended by n nurse, as his
wife had never reen but little sickness during her
life, and dared not take upon herself the entire care
of bue so ill as her husband,  Besides, her serviees
at the thentre were nbsolutely indispensable ut times,
and o refuse to perform when wrgently requested to
do 50, would excite the indignation of the mnnager,

livelihood in the great aud unfeeling world. Among

the num< rous bonrders in the house where 1 dwelt,
. - .

were a gentleman and his wife, belongiug to the stock

compuny of the old Tremont &l‘hc:lur, then v ity
pulmy days. Their name you must pardon we for
suppressing; but suffiee it to say, that by years of
continued toil and industry, they had risen to con-
siderable prominence in their chosen profession, to
which both were heartily devoted, and, what is still
wore unusual among,that particular class of indi-
viduals? they had laid{Rside no simall sum of money,
from their joint labory in n profession at that time
move lucrative-than gt the present period.

1 had been only three months in my new boarding-
house, when Mr. P——r and wife beeamne installed
s members of vur sumewhat large and select family,
as our landlady significantly termed ber boarders in
her card of advertisement. The P——ors were evi-
dently kind-hearted and amiable people, aud for
aught that I know, a3 purely vivtuous, in a moral
sense, as- many others who made ne hesitation in
denouncing and comlemning them as unworthy meém-
bers of mociety, from the fact of their heing engnged
in a profession whose results were thoughit to be pro-
ductive only of evil.

1 noticed, with sorrow, the chilling reception which
the newly-arrived boarders met with from their fel:
low-compnuions, a4 soon as tho news of their connec-
tion with the Tremont Theatre was noised ubout.
Mark you, however, the very sume people who openly
gucered at them in private, were also the first to
applaud their performances at the theatre.

Like instances of deceit and hypocrisy are still to
be met with among people of the present age, and
ouly tend to lower the standard of moral excellence
among the votaries of the drama, where it should be
their aim to elevate and exalt it.

Perceiving the uupleasant position which Mr.
P——r and his wife, ns strangers, were placed in,
often took pains to address some few words of con-
yersation_to them, whenever we chanced to meet nt

and perhaps result in the discharge of her Luy-

bcrf. an old favorlto among theatro-goers, and an
artist of: great ability,

1t scems that whilo assuming tho office of wataher,
Mrs, P——r had nccidentally fallen asleep,” Toking
advantage of this, the invalid arose, and selecting
his comtume for the evening, quictly slipped out of
tl:c hm.nec and mado Lis way quickly to thu theatre. 4
W atching an opportunity when no one was looking,
hf’ hastened o his wife's dressing-room, pnd arraying
Limaclf for the eharacter of ghost, stoud waiting the
cnll-boy’s wuminons,

Atlast it came. With wow and solemn step he
strode upon the stage, entirely regardiess of the
presence uf him who had been emplayal to nssume -
the part for that evening, and to the preat horror of
Mareellus and Bernardo, who believed it the ghost
of P——r was certuinly before them, if not that of
the King of Demmark, - The excitement which this
doubly-spectral appearance ereated ul‘lmng the nudi-
enee, tagether with the loud shriek of the substitute,
who had engaged to perform the part of ghost for
that evening only, soon brought the maunger upon
the stage, who, upon learning the eauscof the alarm,
soon explnined the atfuir satisfactorily to the audi-
ence; after which, the curtain wus raiaed, amil
loud cheers from the audience, u&\d the play ngain
went on, to the great amugement ot all concerned,

This freak of insanity wapon the part of the en-
thusinstic and devoted actor, came npar costing him
his life. The great surprise and horror of loth his
wife and myself upon finding 1" r missing from
his chamber, can be more casily imagined than de-
seribed!  In the widst of our feurs and search
thruughout the hivuse, e arvived in a carringe vuder
the safo protection of a brother actor. A relupse
wns the nataral comsequence of P—r's terrible
exposure, from which, afier severnl weeks' illness,
he finally 1recovered, to laugh with the rest of hid
comrades over the speetdele of the * Two Ghosts 17

REMARKABLE CASE OF HEALING IN
1743.

Mgssns. Evrrons—This 1 copy from the History
of Connecticut. 1f you think it worthy ot publica.
tion; please insert: 1 think that the power of apirits
is sigually displayed. Yours truly,

W, A e

o A remarkable instance of healing tooh place in
this town (Plainfield,) in 1743, in the case of Mrs,
Merey Wheeler,  The aceount was drawn up by the’
Rev, Benjamin Lord, A, M, evidently with a great
denl of eare aml uceuracy, und published in punphlet
form. The pamplilet contains the depm-itivu of tho
physician, Dr. Jumes Givauld, swl anmaber of re-
spectable people, given nnder oath, eertitying to the
fact of her immedinte healing, At the time, it was
conridered ay an evident interposition of Devine Pro-
videnee.”

Mys. Wihceler was favored with good health, till
her twentieth year, in 1726 she was then seized
with & nervous fever, nud was retluced to alimost un-
exnmpled weakness of bady, so that for five years
she could not turn her head on her pillow,  ller
speeeh failed, and Ler sight was alsy very mueh im-
paired.  After this she recovereld ine some little de-
gree, though for sixteen years she was uot able to
HfC up a oot to take i step. The acenunt states that
« her ankle bones were exceedingly loosc wid parate,

band and self from the c'nrps drunatique. My own
poor health wus the only thing that prevented me
from offering my services to Mrs. I'——r on the first
occasion of her hushand’s illness 3 but when, after a
- Jong and unsuceessful search, it was found impossi-
ble to procure a nurse for the sick man, 1at once
consented to share the duties 6f the sick room with
his wife, to the best of iy ability. R

The lonely condition of tho puor nctress excited
my’ pity, and the deep gratitude with which she re-
ceived my slight offer, ouly nerved me to stronger
exertion in the exercise of my labors for the relief
of the sufferer. ’

For the first few Weeks Mr. ’'——r was more or
less delirious. Being naturally a'man of a strong
constitution nnd the possessor of a powerful frame,
it became at times almost diflicult for me to manage
him. Excitement lent me incrensed strength; how-
ever, aml 1 soon hit upon an expeldient, which soothel
him in the widst of his violent ravings, and rendered
him at tines quite harmless and docile.

It was natural, the cnres of his profession crowded so
thickly upon his disordered brain.  In onder to ealin
him down, when unusually excited, Tmnade it a point

by reason ot loug wwl great relaxation of the nerves
and tendons 3 that she couid in no wise lift them
up anduse them, ns pedd¥ons are wont to do, that yet
have no strength to walk without help. Yen, g0
loose aud separate were they, that € string must
sometimes be used about her feet and ankles, 1o keep
lier feet in any proper position, as she laidd in the

Jdbed. And also her knee bones were <o wenk and

lonse, that after she was able to turn “herseif in bed,
ghe sometimes put them out in doing so” Mrs,
Wheeler, being of a pious dispasition of mind, a ser-
mon, at her request, was ocensionally preached at
her father's bouse. 1t was on one of thesc ueeusions
(May 25, 17450 that she experienced her great deliv-
erance.  Mr. Lond was the minister who preached
the sermon at the time she was healed, The ac-
count states, that no sooner was he (Mr. Lord) gond
from her, but it turned in her mind, © The lecture is
ended, and the service all over, and [ @ not healed,
What i3 become of wmy fuith now ? Wont it be with
we as it used to he?”” Whercapon a clonl of great
darkness came gver her, for a minute or two, in
which time she wag led again unto herself, to see

to gratify his desires ag fnr. a8 was coneistent” with
reason awl propricty.  For justanee, he would fancy
Liimself at the thentre, and then 1 would be obliged
to dress him up in the particular costume of the
character which he believed himself performing. At
such times his strength was of but short duration,
and falling back upon the pillows, weak and ex-
hausted, he would suffer me to take off his stage
trappings and return them to_their proper pluce
without further remark. The appearance which he
presented at times, was a most ludicrous one; and
tho great care with which he arranged his toilet for
the evening performance was certainly amusing.
ITe would call for his glass, his rouge and powder,
and work away upon himself, until perceiving his
extremo wenkness and linbility to faint, 1 wonld

the table, By doing this, I brought upon my un-
offending head the censure and disnpprobation of the
remainder of tho boarders, who had hitherto treated
me with extremo kindness.

The -landlady, however, in secret smiled her ap-
proval of my conduct, though moro from policy and
gelfiinterest, I was prono to bellgve; than from any
innate or real sensc of justice. The truth was, they
were what might be called e)‘(cqllent:bou:dcrs:' T'hey
never grumbled at the high price ¢harged them for,
board, and were nlways strictly ‘punctual in paying
their bills at:tho very moment they became due., To
retain the P——rs was then the darling wish of our
shrewd landlady’s heart, notwithstanding tho exist-
ing projudices of her other boarders, who ovidently
expressed ih their countenances tho contempt they
dared not give.utterance to In words, '

Both Mr. P~—r and his good-bearted wife, scemed
to appreolate the trivial attention which I bestowed
upqn them, and often urged wy acceptance of tickets
for the {heatre, where both nightly performed, My
feeble health, rather. than any congoientiobs scruples
whioh I 'felt in the matter, compelled me to decline
‘their favors; but what was my loss, was, genorall§
'spedking, another's gnin,_ for knowing my politio land-
lady’s lovo for tho drama, I often tronsferred the
samo fo Ler, which she alwaya rogarded as o great
treat. ~ . . . T R

“ As I havo before said, peoplo wete térribly alarmed
‘Bt the fearful ravages which the $yphus’fover was
Jusking among the population of Boston. . The panio
wis similar to thot experienced during tho rago of

-

tinklc o small bell; whigh T ket for "the purpose sf~
completing tho illusion.  Then he would throw down
his powder puff,lay aside his rougo snucer, and
taking n lnst look at his person in the small mirror
which 1 placed before, him, declare himself quite
ready to go upon the stage, the moment tho call-hoy
‘should shrick out his name. Ilis box of swords [
way obliged to removo from tho roém oye day, whilo
he was slecping, bccngee [ foared to trust bim with
any weapon'in his hand.” He often called for them,
but concluding that they wero stowed away in the
property rosm of the theatre, tho remembrance of
them would eoon slip away from his mind.

Onc thing was o ]ittlo singular, which wns that he
always mado & point to inquire every day durlng hid
illucss, what play-was to b performed each night.
On one occaslon I had sat up with him for three
sucoessive nights, On tho fourth, his wife who had’
been performing the greater part of the weck, insist-
cd upon- relieving me. Yielding to her entreaties I
sought my ohgmber, which was sltunted ono flight
abovo her room, to obtain if, possiblo a night's rest,
on condition that sho should call me if anything
unusua) occurred, . R .

The fover had turned, and Mr, P——1"¥as thought
‘to be in a fuir way to recover. - That morning, as
was his custom, the invalid had inquired of his wife-
what thio play was to be for the coming evening. Ho
was told that Hamlet wos to bo performed, Yor the ben-
efit of Anderson, at that timo very popular in this
country, Mr, P——r had ofton played tho ghost
with great succoss ; indeed his ‘rendering of the de-
parted Dané, is said novor to have been equalled by

that dread scourge—tho Asintio choloral That the

dlgedse was & contagious ono, was belioved; from tho

’

any oné in our olty, with the excepiton of John Gll |

what o poor, unworthy eveature she way, and had
some such thoughts of the wisdom and gooduess of -
God's will, that she felt a disposition to he as good
ag God would have her to be. Then those words
were repeated to her, “1f thou wilt believe, thou
shalt sce the glory of God,”—by which her darkness
was carried off, and, under the influence of theso
worils, slie scemed, as she expresgd it, to be wholly
tnken out of herself into the hands of tol, and
enabled to believe that he could and woull heal her.
Immediately upon whith, she felt a strange, irresist-
ible motion and shaking, which began lirst with her
hands, and quickly spreading over her whole framo,
at which time she folt a kind of weight upon her—a
sort of racking of her frame—every point, as it were,
working, and as if she were, with hands, squeezed to-
gether in her weak places.

cinlly in the seat of life, where she lind been most re-
murkably. weak, aud from thenco strength diffused it-
gelf all over her animal frame—into her lips, knees,
ankles, &e. She felt strong and well, as if'she lind no
disease upon her, und was utuler no difliculty, Audas
she hnd this sensation of new strength und freelom,
she felt'as if she was raising up, and must yise, and
immediately rose up and walked awny anfoig tho’
people, with evident sprightfHess” AN ¥igor, to the
astonishment of herself and those about ler. “She
went this time near sixteen feet, crying out, * Bless
the Lord Jesus, who Las healed me,” but was soon
damped -with this thought, that sho-was only in a
phrenzy, and not. healed: And' the moro go, when .
Mr. Lord, surprised at secing ler walk thus, whom
ho had just beforo left. impotent, and overcome, too,
80 that she could hardly talk, did observe to her that
sho was in & phrenzy, and nccordingly took lold of
her, and led her to the bed,.and bid lier sit down;
yea,even thrust her down, DBut she could not be
confined there; fecling yet strong and at liberty,
quickly rose up ngain, With these words in her mind,
w1 have loved thee with everlasting love.”. And
with the high praises of God in her mouth, her soul
being filled with such admiration and love, 48 ghe -
déclared was inexpressible, Now she walked soveral
times noross tho reom, with strength and steadiness,
which even constrnified tho people to'think and say, .
« Verily, this is the power‘of God.” And they won-
dored and praised the samo ; ‘and it was about six:
o’olook in the*afternoon, when the thing was done,
at which thoy all marveled ; and. having: united in.
prayer and in pralse on. this remarkablo occasion, ,
they: woro dismissed to. thoir soveral -homes, still:
wondering and rejoioing at what thoir oyes hod bo--

held, and thoir ears had heard that day,
May 26, 174§, ) -

’,o »

As this trembling went ;
I ligEpainawent Withr it nnd-she-feltwtrong;-eapes—"" 3
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