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RUFORTED FOR THE BANNER OF LIOGNT, DY BURR AND LORD,
Text:~For now wo sco throigh a glags darkly.—1 Con-
INTHLANS, Xl 13, :

In the first placo let us endeavor to get the meaning
of these words. They oceur, as you are well aware, in
one of the most glorious passages in the Bible ; that
passage where the u}mst ¢ Paul; writing upon the
troubles of the Corinthian chureh, its cpntensions and

pretensions, its evils of Jewish literalism and of Greek
}iccnsc. puuses for a moment in the fonming tide of his
argument, and melts away into that New Testament
psnhin of love, that wonderful description and eulogy
of Christiun -charity. Having shown the Corinthian
convicts that this is a deep master principle of the soul,
without which all gifgghnd all performances are vain,
and having in times oMdelible brightness traced the
fentures which it shows, amid the conflicts and sin and
limitations of the world, all at once he rises juto the
assertion of its inperishableness, and with that theught
brealks beyond all enrthly barriers, and carries his read-
ers away into that region, in view of which all material
conditions dwindle away, and all mortal imperfections
dissolve and vanish, while no boundary is set to future
attainments, and nothing is suggested that baulks the
idea of endless progress. The excellence of that state
compared with our foftiest possessions and powers in

is a great mistake; ho only shows thom by standards
that are just as couventional, There are certain hack-
neyed motives, cortain fixed and sct Ideals of men thit
he has, by which he judges them under™the categories
in which be supposes thom to fall,  And yet, I repeat,
tho revelntions in which he makes known and delin-
eates all their motives and ideals, are only revelations
of surface motives and idenls after all, and are judt us
conventionnl in their way as the conventionulities
which he claims to strip off.

Huwmanity is most iniinitely concentric. Told after
fold you may strip off’ from a man’s licart, and yet not
see the real man after all.  Only God pierces through
this outer rind of humanjty and knows what is essen-
tinlly and substantially there. You may he sure of
this, thut if ever one man is utterly revealed to another
it is only by the agency of that great element which
the apostle extols in this thirteenth chapter of Cor-
inthinns—the agency of love, and its kindred element,
sympathy,  The ligf‘n'tnings of the satirist do not rend
open the door of the deepest heart, do not reveal the
sanctities that may lie almost dead and buried there,
but are there, nevertheless, And man can only be
comprehended and known, if it is possible to know
him ut all, as we approach him in the nearness, in the
embrace, in the decp sympathy of a kindred Jove. In
that way, sometimes, a man comes to unburden him-
self,"to reveal his inward nature; and this only goes to
show us, by its very rarity, the great trnth ol the fact
that even our fellow-men ++ we see through a glass
darkly.”’

And so it is with the forms and objects of the natu-
ral world. The chemist, the botanist, the physiolo-
gist, the men who are pursuing sgpecial sciences, pur-
suing themw suceessfully into deep resenrch, and hringin%
olit marvelous results—after all, how far do they go?
how mueh helow the rind have they pierced?  How
soon are they bautied the moment they touch upon

this, is as the completeness and freedom of manhood
compared with the germinal qualities of the child, |
This earthly domnin of facts and faculties is only the t
nursery of the soul; this little planet that goes swim-

ming throngh space is but the cradle of the intellect.
Our most regal thinkers think but as children yet; our
guesses and prophecies are but as babes” wisdom; our
most oraeular utterances are but as the alphabet aml
fragments of truth.  «When I was a child,”" said the |
apostle, <1 spake asa ehild, I understond as o child, 1
thought as a child.””  But even in that higher king-

dom, where all the ehildishness of our mortality is put

away, this principle of time—the mother’s love, thu‘
martyr's love, the love of the Good Samaritan, the |
love of God and of man, the love of saintly sweetness |
and heroie sacrifice, this same love that throbs in weak
huwman heart and amid all these uses and litations—
this principle of love goes forth to annoint, to bless,
to endure all thigfes, and to hope forever. This same
love abides theyt and shows in its native realm the Di.
vine benuty which it has never lost below,

It isin defincating this contrast hetween here and
hereafter thigt the-npostle introduces the simile of the
text, holdingNgp in view the fullnessand brightuéss of
that higher reg 2N’ he says, cnow we sve
through a glass darkly.””  We must beware of a mis
contception on account of this word *glass,” as it ap-
spars in our English version, It would more properly
{)é rendered canireor.””  And in meditating upon this
figure, we should think upen the metallic mirror of the
ancicents, in which things would be obscurely or vague-
ly represented.  So this mniverse, <o this life ol ours,
80 this object glass of being which blends the two-fold
action of our thowght and of the things upon which we
think—so is this & mirror in which we now see but
darkly, dimly, receiving only hints and shadows of
reality. And this statement suggests the general cur-
reut of my remarks at the present time.

«1%r now we see through o glass darkly.”” In the
first place let me sce that there is a literal significance
in these words, It is a literal fact that here in our ma.
terinl stite, with our physical organs of vision, we do
not, in any instance, see essential realities; we behold
only the images of things. I need not dwell upon this
clementary law of optics, I only urge the sugpgestive-
ness of the fuet that as our sensuous vixion i3 but a
mirror upon which reanlities ¢ast their shadows, we may
expect o more divect und intimate perception of those
realities when this material organism is shattered, and
when this spiritual faculty within us, which is hidden
beneath all this organism, renlly sces; when this is
set free from its physical limitations, and goes forth
into new and fresh conditions of action.

As to the most common anid intimate objects in the
world around us, we see only throngh n glass dark-
Iy.”” Itis in this way that we see our fellow-men, with
tfnuble veils between ourselves and them; they are hid-
den from ug in a drapery of flesh, and we looking
through the glazed windows of our own organism.
How much do we actaally apprehend, how much do we
really know of them? They make themselves known
to us only in shadows and outlines, only through the
glass of expression, which, if it sometimes helps revea!
them, sometimes coneeals them all the more. It isthe
case with those with whom we are most familiar, who
agsociate with ws every day, who mingle with us in
most of the ordinary transactions of life—it is the case
even here that we do not fully sce thent, that we donot
apprehend them; that there are depths of their nature,
that there are features of their humanity that do not
come out and stand before us.  And there are many by
whose side we have tojled year after year, with whom
we have communed In joy and in sorrow, in sunshine
and 1n storm—there are many who might say to us as
Chirist said in the closing hours of his ministry, to his
disciples—<Have I been so long time with you, and
yet hins thou not known me 2’ This might be said in
many instances, I repeat, by those with whom we are
most intimate, and who are most familiar with us,
And if this is the case in this comparatively limited
and familiar cirele, how mueh more is it the ease in re-
gard to the great humanity at large, those whom we
encounter only ocensionally or under peculiar aspects,
whom we see only from this angle of vision, whom we
meet only in this particular walk—how much more js
it the cnge, Iisay, with those that we do not see, or
if we see them it is only ' through a glass darkly 1"
How little do we comprehend another’s heart, or fath-
om the depths of another’s manhood !

And what is the lesson that occurs hiere by the way ?
Ts it o lesson that we should think more meunly of ov
fellow-nien; or that we should think more nobly, a
Tenst more tenderly, or more charitably?  Surely this
Intter suggestion is the Christian suggestion, to feel, to
know—for it is a fact—that under the hardest concenl-
ment, under the roughest exterior, there is some fount
of goodness, some clement of tenderncss, something

essences,  The moment they go below forms and po-
sitions to certain relations of things, that moment it is
all dark and impenctrable to them. At that moment
everything becowmes as impalpable as the <hapes that
pass over the surface of a mirror.  Our science, with
all it has achieved-—and it has achieved o great deal
for practical Purposes that is glortous and useful—our
seienee, so fur as absolute knowledge i concerned, so
{ar us the deep essence, the real significance, of things
are concerned, {8 simply o catalogue of parts; its ter-
minology is merely a set of equivalents—words wask-
ing the deep facts which we do not know,

§lvn come, by the aid of science, to do o great deal
with the outside of the world; to make a great use of
it. The chemist of the present duy even boasts that,
in his lnboratory, he can almost reconstruet the origi-
nal tissues of the human system; that he can bring into
existence, out of the various elements, the form of
humanity almost, with itx curious organism, even with
its sensitive flesh and museles, What then?  He ean.
not give life to humanity; he eannot create thought; he
cannot make the image which%e might thus curiously
fashion, in his almost audacious attempt—he ennnot
make that to be a living thing. Life jteelf, the ele-
ment which guickens all, which governs all, he cannot
tell what it is 5 he dovs not know its deep mystery,
which forever eludes every attempt at discovery.  low
mind acts upon its organism, who can tell that?
What is the power, what is the process, by which I
move my finger at witl, and by which T utter spoken
words?  Ilow does this impalpable power, be it what
it may, act upon my whole organism?  Familiar as
the thing ftself is, how does it act? Une of the most
Fecent anthorities upon this subject tells us that the
absolute connecting link hetween matter and mind
must always remain as it is, Inserutable to scientific
investigation.

Astronomy is called the most complete of all the
sciences.  In some respeets, at least, there are fewer
problems to be cleared up in that great science than in
any other. It is the oldest of the sciences,  The heav-
ens have revealed themselves to the eyes of man from
the earliest ages.  This great book over his head he
has been able to study in all guarters of the globe,
even without apparatus, and without the advantages
of our modern times,  And, therefore, it is called the
most complete of pll the sciences. But yet, are not
the questions in Job just as significant, just as appti-
cable, to-day. as they were when they were written
down? Are not the questions which came to him
from out the whirlwind as deeply significant of our
real ignorance in regard to that branch of knowledge
as ever? The magnificent mirror of the firmament
stretehes itself before ns,  We see Orvion and the Plein-
des; we see Mazzaroth, and  Aveturus, with its suns,
But what do we know of them? We see them all ns
cthrough o glass darkly.””  The voice from within
the mystery speaks to us, as it did to his servant of
old, «* Declare, oh man, if thou knowest it all I’ It is
a singular fact, that objeets that are the most remote
from us do fall into the arrangements of the most com-
plete science. It is a very suggestive faet, that the
problems of astronomy, the objects of the study of
astronomy, are the most remote from us, and there-
fare they are the most complete in seientifie arrange-
ment. The nearest objects are the least comprehended
by us. The nearer we get to ourselves, the nearer we
et to our personality, the more deep the problems
beecome.  This suggests the fdea that astronomy is only
so complete a sefence becanse we are not near enough
to it to touch the real problems it presents.

And thus it is, the nearer & man gets to himself, in-
stend of becoming more familiar with ohjects, they
become more obscure.  The carth opens deeper prob-
lems than the heavens: his own body is a deeper prob-
lem than the earth; and his own soul, within that hody,
is the deepest problem of all.  But in all this, I say,
he ouly sees * through a glass darkly.” The most
familiar ohjects—how the grass grows, how the fingers
move—everything near us and about us, when we come
to the essence of them, becomes inexplicable, and we
see that our boasted knowledge is but a ftickering form,
is hut the reflection: the substance and the reality we
do not grasp, we do jiot even see thom, we only be-
hold their images in the-reflecting surface of the mir-
ror. If then, my friends, it is thus with the more
common and familiar objects, if it is thus with objects
which in some respects are made apparent to sight,
how is it with such realities as those which are con-
fessedly unknown in themselves, or which, at least,
are known to ug only by intermediate revelations?

But, to strike at once at what is the great object of

FRnowledge, to come to that at once: how must it
be with the very nature of things, with God even, if
the creations of Godsmost familinr to us—Iif the forms
of God's workings with which we arc the most Tfili-
mate—if these are mere shadows on the mivror, if even

goft and gentle that shrinks from exposing itself to the
world. and thus puts on this mask of roughness as an
expedient of concenlment; to think that the most care-
less and frivolous have their moments of deep thought
and serious meditation, their devout ways and de-
vout hours; not shown, peyhaps, as we show our de-
votion, not manifested by the words we use for similar
things, but still somewhere living in that heart, sanc-
tifying it and Lringing it nearer to God than we sup-
pose. . I do not deny, of course, the reality of human
8in and wickedness. I do not deny that there are nmnf'
men who walk in the world almost alienated h‘OIl_l\ all
high and holy things. But I sny that, after all,. glit.
tle do we knowand rec of that humanity with which
wo mingle, that we have no reason to qucstlpn the ex-
fstence, even under the most careless and frivolous ex.
terior, of something like seriousness and devotedness
in some corner of .that heart.
... Now the satirist, the man who presents us with what
he calls delineations of life. and character, is not the
-man who knows his fellow.men best, after all. He
speaks of his knowledge of men as thongh he did know
“them clear from the circumference to-the centre. -But
he knows them only under certain conventional forms,
Yet it is his bonst that ho strips off their conventional-
ities, and that e shows them to us 05 they aro. That

)

these are confessedly to us but ghadows upon the sur-
!face of the mirrof, how must it e with the infinite
{ God himself? Now we do apprehend God to some ex-
tent. 1t is one of the mysteries, one af the glories, of
human nature, that an intuition of God, an idea of
God, a thought of God, exists in the soul of man, ayd
has moved his deepest life.  But when we get beyond
this, then we approach the bright revelation which
strenms full upon us from the face of Jesus Christ, how
else is it but in » a glass darkly *? that we behold the
infinite? In his works I have shown you that we see
only the equivalents, we liave 'only the terminologly.
to express our ignorance. Iim wedo not see who
controls the whirlwind, who dirccts the sform and
speaks in the thunder, who weaves the banded har-
monies of the heavens, who has worked from the crea-
tion until now—of him we see nothing; we behold
him, even through his works, only ng tlirough
glass darkly.”” So, in regard to his ways: not onlr'r
his works, i),'m, his ways, his providential dealings with
us, by that with which he disciplines us and works
upon humanity as a whole and humanity in its indi-
vidualities. . Here, also, must we not, from the very
nature of things, expect mysteries, shadoivs, tints,

Jrow, a loss, a bereavement,

suggestions, nothing like full or comprehensive know'l- |
odges . Why, wo canuot take ip the vastness of God's

plans, surely, if wo cannot take in the cssence of the
least of his works. Bverything around us showsa
plan nm%;urpose; outward nature is orderly and har-
monious,moves steadily to certain ends; sud we can-
not suppose that humanity, and all the spiritual rela
tions with which humanity is involved, s any more
disorderly; that in any departmont of God’s working
there is un nimlessnesy of purpose, of end, of plan; and
if there is order and purpose in the material world,
much more in the moral world and in the realm of
human action, )

Therefore, I say, there is a plan: and may we not
expect that that plan, from the very nature of God
himself; would be vast, and beyond our present com-
prehension?  And the more. especinlly ill we take up
the analogy, beholding, as T have snl(? just now, the
objects most familiar only darkly, shall we say that
this vast plan of life, and the universe in which God
moves, and which he guides, must Le beyond the grasp
of our thought and our comprehension, not to say our
rerception 2 We beliold the processes that are an ex-
tibition of the mysteries of life. But I say that we
nre only the processes which are only parts of things,
like n child who might come into the laboratory of his
futher, a chemist; yet he would ‘not begin to compre-
hend, in the immediate action in which his father was
engaged, the great work at which he aims, and which
he designs to aecomplish,  And so we ‘children, all of
uy, in o thousand years we see but one of the processes
of God's almighty. Aud yet we talk and aet very
often as though we saw the whole, and begin to ch:\f—
lenge the goodness of God lecause everything is not
made elearly consistent with our fdens of his goodness.
Now, hecause there are evils in the world, beenuse
there are incongruitios, beeause there are mishaps in
national and individunl matters, we say that God can-
not be good, forgetting that they constitnte but one
step of a process, amd that it is not to be expected that
we can see the end, and apprehend the whole move.
ment of the Infinite One.  And, moreover, as on the
surfuce of thig carthly mirror of our earthly concep-
tion we sce only the most glorious ohjects but en.
shrouded in shadows, the silver lining of the clowd
turned from us, while the terrible darkness unrolls
close before our eyes.  So with all God's great benefl-
cent agencies—they appear to us only in shadows at
the best,  The brightest gifts God bestows upon us
come to us ws shadows only, or with but little bright-
ness,  We see only the darkest side of them. The
glories of God’s love in this world, great as they are,
are not to he compared with the glovies that are to he
revealed,
power, vast and stupendous as they are, sre not to be
compared with what is yet to be seen.  So is it my
friends, that even the most henefleent of the agencies
of God's love sometimes appear ns ministers of destrue-
tion, as messengers of despair, while they are the best

Lthings that God is doing for us—perhaps his deavest :
So in this very fact that we see, asit}

work for us,
were, only the reverse side of the cloud, the dark sha-
dow of*the great reality that is to be revealed—in this
fact, 1 sy, we may pereeive that some of the brightest
agencies that God sends from his love and wisdom
may come to us veiled in darkness, aud may seem to
us terrible ministers of wrath and cruelty. We in the

mirror see not the substance of things, only the tran-.

aient aspect of things.  The mirror catehes the things
us they fly, and for the moment, to to speak, daguer-
reotypes them hefore us.  So our thought, our knowl-
edge eatehes the transient aspeet only; we do not see

the substance, .we «lo not see the whole of the thing.

And thus how many things do we misinterpret from
our momentary pereeptions and fecling, not from the
breadth of elear knowledge and sure apprehension.
[n the most common ways we sometimes sit in judg-

ment thus upon God 5 not knowing, and not recogniz- -

ing as we ought, in our littleness and weakness, that

we are judging only from the transient aspects, and do

not see the great realities.
[ spoke to you sometime ago, and the remarks which

I hear almost every day urge me to speak of it again,

of the very common sin, as [ call it, of murmuring
about the weather for instance.  When-God Almighty,
in his infinite workings of the springs of nature, draws
over us o veil of cloud, we say that it baulks our trade,

it spoils buxiness, or It hinders a party of pleasure per.

haps; and we begin to murmur at it as though it was
some terrible evil, when we do not know low God is
working to fill the springs of the hills, to supply the
depths of the ocean, and feed the voots of the plants
in his vast bounty. And we eannot comprehend the
manner in which his infinite wisdom is sending these
moving curtuing of clouds for a result that, by and
by, will all appear in glory, sud in manifestations of
his goodness.  What o sin and shame it is for us to
murmur at these litHestemporary inconveniences, and
say, because they appear to our limited vision to be
harsh, that therefore thu‘y are harsh and bad 3 not
realizing this great fact that I am urging, we can see
only the transient aspect of things, and cannot take in
the great relations of the whole,

And so it ix in regard to sorrow. in regard to loss, in
regard to disappointment. We ought to take this same
ground of reasoning éxactly ; loss ns it is, disappoint-
ment as it is, sorrow as it i3, we ought to say—from
what we do see of God—are tmnsicnt, are but the tem-
porary aspect of things—are not the whole, are not
final.” We do not grasp the entire substance of them,

Now this is not a theological expedient to get rid of
difficultics in the government of God, and to explain
mysteries. I do not pretend to explain them. I do
not sny we can get rid of all diflicuities. 1 should not
think we had an immortsl nature, or that there was
an Infinite God, if we could explain them all. The

very fuct that we could explain them, would prove to -

mo that God is not infinite, and that man had not
limitless faculty to give, amd attain more and more
knowledge. [ donoet know what kind of theology it
ix that comes up to a perplexity and says: «« Oh, yes,
this is all reconcilable; I'can explnin it "’ when per-
haps it cannot be explained.  So L do not urge this as
a mere temporary expedient to get rid of harshness in
faith, but I urge it ns a law of aunlogy that we are
secing through a glass darkly. Even the most familiar
things we cainot penetrate to their essetice and com-
prehend them ; and therefore, when there comes a sor-
say it i3 but a transient
aspect of the matter. We are not in a position to
judge upon it; we are to cateh what light comes to us,
especially through Christ Jesus. of God’s goodness,
aud test it by that, feeling that now wo see through a
glass darkly.

So it is with death; dark, shadowy as it is, is it not
the shadow of a brighter phase in our existence? Does
not even what we do know teach usthis? Do we not
seo in the kingdom of nature, in the material world,
how the process of death is but a transition process, a
temporary adjustment, the termination but of one
!mim. of the orbit where the thing moves to some
iigher development? It death, then, is not s perma-
nency in the natural world, can you suppose-it to be a
permanency in the spirit world—ounly o dark shadow,
and not a bright unfolding? 1t would be well for ug
all if we could take up that faith which has been
so_ beautifully utteréd by a German philosopher.
++ Whilst,”* says he, *we mourn fora man here ng in
the dark realms of unconsciousness, there might be
mourning when aman s to leholl the light of the
sun. So above there is rejoicing that o man is born
into that world, as we citizens of eurth receive with
Jjoy and.welcome those who are born to us,”” ow
much truth there is in that. There is joy in the spirit
world for those who come there, leaving the shadow
and darkness for us bLehind, just as there is joy here
when we welcomo-out of the reglms of unconscious.
ness those who are born to us. Wo rce but the tran-
sient aspect of death—but thoe shadow on the mirror—
but the flitting phase of: things; why should we judge
a& though wo saw the whole? ' ' .
. Now this is a leason for our faith in all tho'workings
of God it this world, in"thoso mysterics of life: that

The manifestations of his wisdom and his

we ree through n glass darkly; and I infer that the
conclusion is faith, and nat Hﬁepllcism. For it is pos-
sible for a mon to say, **Yes, I do see through a glass
darkly; it is very dark, and I therefore conclude thero
isnothing light.”” Now I sny the legitimate conclusion
from a demonstration of the fact that we see through a
glass darkly, is not skepticism, but faith; for remem.
ber, although we do sce darkly, we see.  We see some-
thing; it is not a mere reflection, it is a reality behind
the reflection. There are shadows, but there never is
a shadow without something to cast it. These are.not
illusions, though they be but dim representations, It
is not o ghostly, it is not n Godless uinverse, that lies
behind the mirror of the present existence, We seo
something: struggling beyond. Dimly, darkly, with
weeping eyes, the poor troubled soul lovks through the
mirror of the present time, looks through the present
changes and trinls, and sees something. It is not a
blanlc; there are dim, strange images there, realities
that we eannot comprehend, but they are something.
It is not negation that we pass into; it is fith in a
reality behind the shadow: it is fuith in something
thut casts this image upon the wmirror,
1 vDreams,”” gays the skeptic, **shudows that we live
among; here to.day and gone to-morrow; nothing cer-
tain, all an illusion, leaving us for o little while with
ft.llu pleasing vision of hope, to break ot Inst at the
rgrave and leave us a mothingness.”  No, I reply, not
! dreams, not shadows, but realities, dimly apprehended,
but mone the less realities. Remember lt is we who
{ see darkly, not that the things themselves are dark.
We sce darkly through a glass; not that the objects
themselves are vague and blank and nothingness,
, Suppose even this were o world of dream; suppose it
cwere all a world of shadows; suppose every object we
* grasp should prove to be an illusion; still, ask, who are
. we who dream-—who have this strange faculty of dream-
iing?  Dreams reveal o man, they tell us; the gencral
“eurrent of his dreams shows us the general current of
hix nature and character; and here is man with glori-
“ous dreams.  Dreams, are they—dreams, were they, that
bave inspired the faithful believers of the olden time?
i Dreams, that led them on through contlict and trinl,
i through discipline to glory?  Dreams, were they, that
. hovered before Paul in hix dungeon, and the sncramen-
Ctal host of God's eleet who led the early van of Chris-
 tinnity!  Dreams, are they, that heroes and martyrs
and holy men and sainted women and the noblest of
“the earth have had? All dremns?  Then what kind of
! beings are we who ean dream’so gloriously—who can
i have such dreams? What f‘ucult)' is it within us that
- creates the illusion of dreams? The brute does not
dream in this way. He sy have before him for o
moment the hovering seene of his day's action, of the
little round of life in which he runs; but does he dream
,of heaven, does he dremm of God, does he dream of
Jesus Christ, does he dream of infinite love? It is
only man who dreams so gloriously.

Ah, faith, [ argue, is the legitimate conclusion from:
the capacity of secing at all, even though we do see
darkly. I know that there is something within and
beyond, by the very power | have of conceiving some-
thing within or beyond the mirror. The capucity of
' seeing at all leads me, sy, to the conclusion of faith,

and not of skepticism.

And then, what are you going to do with these in-
stinets of something higher and better?  For consider,
not only is the external universe a mirror, though it
be o dim and broken one, of realities beyond: not only
is the material universe such w mirror, but here within
man there is a mirror—a mirror of these instincts of
something higher and better.  These intuitions that
have strangely prevailed in all ages of the world and
in all rouls, wﬁm do you make of tham?- Are all these
the images of nothingness?  Here, again, have we
shidows without substance? Here, again, have we
the forms of things mirrored before us that do not
exist in reality?  And then the aficctions, the great
working of man's love—there is the thing the Apostle

CPaul fell back upon in this chapter—man's love,
propheeying something higher and better, nssuring
him in the depths of that pature which God has jm-
planted in him. that there must be something higher
and better. ‘I'he noblest part of man, the affectinng

" that have warked the grandest results in time—what

do we make of the prophecies, of the revelations of”

. these?  Far they are mirrors; they show us something
higher and better; you eannot darken them with skep-
ticism. you cannot cover them with the veil of mate.
rislism, you cannot make God's dealings in the world
to be so dark and inexplicable, as that the mother's

heart, the father's soul, or anybody that has loved,

cannot mirror something higher and better, showing a
dim shadow upon its surface,

My friends, T think there is, as I have often said,

| great grandeur and eflleacy in the fact that Christianity

- has not made a full revelastion of the things to come. T
think there is a great deal of grandeur and originality
“in that idea. There is reason for it in the discipline
i that we need, in the gradual growth that is to develop
us and ninke us what we should be, as spiritual beings,
that Christianity should not revenl everything tone, [
“have no fuith in those revelations that pretend to show
| s the hidden world turned inside out, so that we may
read the names of the streets, see faces and touch hands.
{ I do not believe it. 1 know we donot need it. 1 know
1it is enough for us to be led up there gradually; there-
fore there is reason why Christianity has not shown us
the details of the future life, and flashed them upon our
I'vision. But at the same time, as a religion of benevo-

}leucc. Christianity wonld have informed us if these
great primary instinets had played us false. Jesus
! Clirist would have told us if these affections of our na.
Pure prophecicd falsely,  He says to his disciples, in a
-remarkable passage, « Inmy father's house there are
many umnsinns:}' it were not so I would have told

you.'”  Oh, 1 thigk a great deal of what Christ did not
tell ua, that lag in the primary instincts of man.
" Christ did not tell us there was a God.  He went upon
! the idea that God was an admitted renlity. He did not
 tell us of a future life. 1 hold that cven the skeptic,
- who denies the supernatural origin of Christianity, or
| its miraculous character, but deems Christ to have been
a goodl man—that even he, upon that prineiple alone
of the benevolence of Jesus Christ, must concede that
he was not a benevolent being, if ho left these primnry
instinets uncontradicted and these deep affections fo
deceive our souls, Therefore, in the fuct that he did
not tell us these things: I shall argue from these in-
stincts and affections of onr nature something higher
and better.  Yes, we see darkly, but we do see, and in
that fact there is an intimation; in the very condition
of seeing, in the very faculty of secing, there is proof
that we shall see face to face. !

Oh, desolate mourner, face. tor face .shall you have
recognition in heaven. Not face to face withour poor
masks of gclay, perhaps, with our voices of mortal
weakness, subject to. changes of time nnd sense, but
face to face in a deeper and more intimate recognition
than we ein now even think of.  Oh, you shall see and
know those you have lost, I would speak of it had
Christ never said a word of it. From the deep foun-
tain of affection you shall sce face to face, because—
though dimly and darkly—you do sce a little now.

My fricnds, the inference from superstition is not
rkepticism, as some foolishly and shallowly argue.
They tell us that men have believed in these torturing
doctrines, have had these dark and degrading ideas of
God, and these blasting conceptions of the future lifé,
and what do they infer? That it isall shadow, all non-
sense—the priests’ theory, the ministers’ teaching—the
doctrines of the Bible and all the sacred books of other
nations all nonsense, all dreams?  You might just as.
well tell me that all life is nonsense; that the Juymmlds
of Egypt stand‘on nothing: that the very foundations of
carth and heaven are shadows, as to tell me that thia
deep, primal faith of the human heart jp a God, in & fu-
ture life, in essential and spiritual rclations, that hag
moved the world as nothing else hasor couald, that has
changed dynastics, that has altered epochs, that has
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THE EXPERIENCES OF A YOUNG HOUSE-
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DY MARY RITOMIE,

I was just sixteon years old whon I first made the
acquaintance of Horace Walters, n wal-'known nier-
chant of Boston, whom business had called to New
York for a few days. Being somewhat of a stranger
in the Empire city, my father, with his usual hospi-
tality, had kindly invited tho former to'become his
guest during tho short period of his stay in town.
My meeting with Mr. Walters wasentirely a chance
ooe; for, being an attendant at the Brooklyn Fomale
Seminary, I rarely returned home oftener than
once & week, and then only tospend the Sabbath
with my relatives.

The youngest of a family of five childreen, whom
donth had cruelly deprived at an early age of that
greatest of eorthly blessings, & fond and loving
mother, it is hardly to be wondered at, that I grew
up to be what the world commonly terms *a spoiled
child,” and the pet of the entire houselold, over
which my only sister, Margaret, o diguified and
womanly girl of about twenty-five years, had pre.-
sided for the past ten years, with all the accustomed
case of & person many years her senior, both in age
and wizdom.

if o wild and rompish girl of sixteen summers,
with sununy curls, o fair complexion, bright blue
eyes and moderately regular foentures be in the
slightest degree suggestive of beauty to tho mfud of
the readoer, then I suppose Mary Ritchie might have
been called pretty. In stature I was rather diminu-
tive, thereby forming a marked contrast to my elder
§i§ter Margaret, whom [ often heard my father say
strai resembled her mother, .in her tall and
mt\;gt‘ity\‘uxw aud dark yet peculiarly exprossive
face. .

Upou my return from school Saturday noon, I was
quietly informed by sister Margaret, who met mo at
the hall door with her oustomary smile and kiss of
wolcome, that a MY, Walters, of Bodton;Waa at pres.
cnt the guest of my father, and that I must prepare
my toilet with unusual care, as papa had told that
gentleman at the breakfast-table that very morning,

| that he might expect to meet his youngest daughter

Mary at dianer, upon her escape from school thral-
dom, i
I lnughed lightly as T glanced hastily towards the
mirror in the tastefully-furnished sitting-room,
which reflected a countenance heaming with health
and happiness, and shaded by a wreath of golden
curls, which the fresh air of morning had tergibly
rufled and disordered, in my rapid walk, or rather
run, from the forry to my futher’s house. Without
even interrogating my sister in regard to Mr,
Waters, whom 1 had never seen and whose ncquaint
ance I cared little to make, especially when I learned
the fact of his being & widower—a represontative of
o clnss of men not particularly caloulated to excite
admiration in the hearts of romantic young school-
girls, whose ideas of what a lover should be are
mainly obtained from the perusal of the myriads of
trashy novels which now flood the libraries of - many
persons of the present age. .
Having carelessly thrown aside my hat and shawl,
I seated myself at the piano and commenced run-
ning over somio two or threo new pieces which my
sister, (who, by tho way, was a fine musician,) had
recently purchased. Finding them, however, rather
difficult of exccution to one who was as yet quite a
novice in the study of music, I put them by, and
commenced singing that old yet sweetly expressive
Iinglish ballad, » Forget Not Mé,” in which the cele-
brated Mrs. Woods, of operatic recollestion, achieved
80 much popularity in the concert-room during her
Amerioan tour. [ had nearly concluded the second
and last stanza, when I became conscious of the ap-
proach of some one from behind me, as if on tip-toe.
Stopping suddenly in the middle of )z_ry/r;)fg. I.
turned my head quickly round, for the purpose of
confirming my suspicion, that somo onc had stolen
seoretly into the room, and in doing o, received a
fervent kiss upon my plump cheek from my dear
father, who, after drawing me affectionately to his
heart, (as 1 blushingly rose from the piano stool and
met the earnest gaze of & stranger bont fixedly upon
me,) at once presented me to his friend and brother
merchant, Mr. Walters. Ilow very awkwardly I re--
turned his kind yet formal salutation, I leavo my
readers to imagine, for conseious of ufy extrome im-
perfection, both as regards singing and porsonal ap- -
pearauce, I thought only of devising some’ plan by . -
means of which I might unobservedly effect an exit
from the room, where my father had thoughtfully
bade his companion to make himsclt quite at home
for a half -hour or so, while ho hurriedly returned to
tho store again' to give orders to one of his clptka
concerning some goods that were to be ship@azzr.
Cubn that very afternoon; & circumstance which he
had negleoted to communicato to those in his employ
before leaving the premisey,- S
My father had hardly closed tho hall door when
Mr. Walters, & tall and noble-looking man of some’
thirty-five years, whose dark hair and oyes were in. °
striking contrast to- his pallid oountenance, threw
down the morning paper which he had caught'up & .
moment, hefore, and said in & deep yot respeotfal -
tone— . ' ) S
« Pardon me, Miss Mary, but may I ask the favor - .

.my entrance? It wasa favorite song of my late .

of a repetition of the ballad which you were singing at . . '
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wife, whmu, utmngo to say, you closcly resemblo lu
featurcs,”
Ashamed to undertaké what I deemed myself 20

fncompetent to performn in n satisfuctory manner to .

myself, much lesy to o stranger, [ replied that I
rarely sung, nnd then only for my own especlal
amugement ; but that if ho would excuse me for o few
moments I would call sister Margaret, who would
doubtless bo very happy to sing it to him, and in a
much more acceptable manner than 1 could ever hopo
to_do.
Isaw by the movemant of Mr. Walters’s 1ips that
" he was about to make some reply, p erchance com-
plimentary to myself; but as Ihad alrendy placed
~ono hand upon the knob of the door, which stood
partially njar, [ was enabled to slip quickly out of
the room, before Mr. Walters had time to do other-
wiso than bow his head in return to my last remark.
. Margaret was of course entirely ignorant of the
" conversation which had pnssed between Mr. Walters
" and myself, and had not been apprised of the for-
mer’s coming, until I breathlessly rushed into her
presence and coolly informed her that Mr. Walters
“was walting in the sittingroom below to hear her
sing* Forget Not Me,” & eong which he much ad-
mired,. My sister was too -much of o lady to refuse
her father’s guest any favor which it lnid in her
_power to grant ; and so, hastily laying asido the del-
‘joate pieco of needlework on which she had been en-
gaged for the past half hour, Margaret descended to

the sitting room to meet Mr. Walters; while I, only -

* tooglad at having found an excuse to enable me to
re-arrange my somewhat disordered toilette, beat a
husty retreat to my own little chamber.

At the dinner-tablo a seat was awarded Mr. Wal-
ters beside my sister Margaretp while I, as luck
would have it, was seated on tho right hand of my
father, and directly opposite to Mr. Walters, whoso
deep and penetrating glance caused the color to burn
in my cheeks more than once during our lengthy
meal, a3 ocensionally I lifted my large blue ¢yes from
my plate for the purpose of stealing & sly look at a
man whose very reserve of manner, united to a fine,
commanding figure, had from the moment of our firdt
meeting impressed mo strangely in his favor.

My father—who considered mo a mere ohild.in
years, compared to my sister Margaret—looked
~pleased and happy as he beheld his eldest daughter
engaged in an animated conversation with his friend,
who seemed to recognize my sister’s great superiori-
ty of mind over my humble self, and accordingly di-
rected his remarks principally to her. I saw, too, by
the kindling light of her dark eye, that my quiet and
lady-like sister was by no means insensible to the at-
tentions hestowed upon her by my futher’s guest,
whose every movement botrayed the well-bred gen-
tleman. .

That evening our little party attended the per-
formance of Handel’s « Messiah,” by a sacred musical
gociety of New York. Mr. Walters performed escort
duty fb Margaret, while my father kindly conde-
seended to take that young rogue of a Mary—as he
expressed himself at the tea-tablo—under ©kis es-
pecial protection.”

I confess that the music which I listened to that
evening but indifferently pleased my not over and
above cultivated car. 1t was too sublime for my ap-
preciationy while Margaret, on the contrary, seemed
fascinated and spell-bound by the divine melodies of
that old composer. Even Mr, Walters secmed soul-
thrilled by one of the soloist’s exquisite rendering of
that beautiful aria, * 1 know that my Redeemer liv-
oth,” and at its conclusion. turned toward my sister
a faeo 80 flushed and radiant with real delight, that I
half wished myself the deep lover of musio that my
sister Margnret was, for the time being, in order that
1 too might have been rowarded by the same look of
intense admiration which Horace Walters bestowed
upon Margaret, as he noticed bher glowing counte-
nance and almost breathless delight of manner.

I went home that night fully impressed with the
belief that Mr. Walters was no ordinary man, and a
rare exception to the class of widowers in general,
against whom I had become so enrly and foolishly
prejudiced.

My father was very proud of the nttenhons jons which
his friend had lavished upon Margaret during his
stay beneath our roof, and remarked to me, as we
walked quickly home that evening, leaving the other
two members of our party lagging far behind us in
the pale moonlight, which flooded Broadway, *that
he thought Mr. Walters and Margaret geemed mutu-
ally plensed with -cnch other’s society, and thatI
need not be surprised if at some future time I lost a
sister and gained o brother ; for, from remarks made
by Mr. Walters since his arrival in New York, he in-
forred that the former was tired of living a widower,
and seemed to think it highly necessary for the com-
fort and welfare of his two orphan boys, that they
should experience & mother’s love and care.”

I could not help uniting with my father in the be-
lief that Mr: Walters regarded my sister Margaret in
g, most favorable light, and that she who hitherto
had never bestowed her pure and exalted affection
upon ‘any living man beside her father, would make
him, in every sense of the word, a most excellent wife
and gongenial companion ; although I could not bear
to think for a moment of parting with one who had
been to me tho kindest and best of sisters, as well
as the tenderest and most devoted of mothers,

Banday morning came, and according to our usual
custom, our little party repaired to the Episcopal
Church, of which both my father and sister were
worthy members—Mr. Walters, as on the evening pre-
vious, performing escort duty to Margaret, while I
contented myself by acceptmg the proﬂ‘ered arm of
my father.

There was no slight sensation noticeable among
the various members of the large ‘congregation there
assembled,.ns Margaret Ritchie walked quietly up
the broud aislo'at the side of a,tall and noblé-looking

_stranger, who, having gracefully handed herself and
. sister to seats, placed himself beside “Mr. Ritchie at
the’ bottom of the pow; for Margarét Ritchie was the

_ndmired of a large circlo of acquaintances in New
. York, and had not Jived single until the mature ago -
* of twenty-five from necessity, or lack of good offers,

Sanday noon Mr. Walters was invited to dine at
the Astor House with a gentleman friend, and as his
return before evening was quite uncertuin, my sister

accompanied my- father to church in the afternoon,

. while Iremained at home alone, on the plea of indispo-

" sition—beingtroubled with & severo headache, About

* . half past three o’clock I threw myself down upon the

Qumde of my'bed, with the hope of dissipating the

“paipin my head with an hour’s rest.: Ihad not lain

- ﬂ:% many mmubes however, before the dom- bell
R X1 N

Clad in wx-npper und shppers, I deeoended to tho

" door, and upén opening it was greeted by the sight

' of Mr Walters, who expreased lumself aorry tlmt he

lind not returned In season to fnecompany my futhcrl
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chillren, s ho wished to prcscnﬂ them to their new

and sister to church—as ho had seriously intended | mamma.

loing~but exceedingly hinppy in laving found so
agreeable a compnulon at home, with which to bo-
‘guile the remainder of the nfternoon, ns myself.

I blushied deeply upon the recelpt of so dellcato n
compliment, as [ awkwardly replied that I was what
most persons would call exceedingly poor company,
even when in perfeet health, and a hundred times
more stuplid when afiticted with a bud headache, a8
in the present instance.

" Mr. Walters smiled incrcduloualy, 8, hanging
his hat upon the stand in the hall, he quietly drow
anarm of mine within his own, and led mo on to-
ward the parlor, now silent and untenanted. ~ I did
1ot return to my chamber ngain that afterncon,al-
though Mr. Walters, with true fatherly tonderness,
would insist upon brmgmg mo & soft pillow from his
room, upon which fo rest my head on the damask-
covered couch; and baving at last nrrnnged all
things satisfactorily to my comfort, drew up o large
cagy-chair beside the couch upon which I reclined, in
which he seated himself for the pux:pose of enJoymg o
sociable chat. .

He talked to mo long and earnestly of tho beloved

‘wife whom: death had so cruelly tornfrom hisem-

brace somo two years previous; and whoso dear
image the sight of me had brought so vividly to
mind upon the occasion of our first interview. IHe
told me of the two orphan children which she had
tenderly confided to his care and protection in dying,
and of the terrible blank which the death-angel had |©
made in his once happy household, now so sunless
and drear. )

"Bo eloquently did he discourse on his misfortunes
that tears, unbidden, forced themselves to my eyes,
as, childlike, I listened attentively to his sad story,
Qur mournful yet interesting conversation was sud-
denly brought to a olose, however, by the appearance
of my father and sister, who both looked surprised
at sceing Mr. Walters seated beside the couch of his
youthful patient, ashe called mo.

I did not appear at the tea-table that night, for the
severe crying fit which sympathy for Mr, Walters’s
aflliction had induced, only tended to increase the
violent pain in my head. Yielding to the tender en®
treaties of my sister, I reluctantly consented to re-
tain my recumbent posture upon the couch, and re.
ceive from her hands a cup of tea and slice of tonst
for my supper. After a full hour spent at the sup-
per table, my sister Margaret returued to the parlor,
bearing in her hand a napkin containing a plece of
ice, which being laid upon my brow, imparted a
cooling sensation to my heated head, and gradually
numbed all signs of pain. Upon my inquiry after
Mr. Walters, I was told that he had requested a few
moment’s conversation with my father, in the libra-
ry, directly after tea, on matters of business, as my
gister supposed.

Minutes lengthened into hours, and the town
clock was just striking the hour of nine befere the
two gentlemen emerged from their retreat, where
they had been for so long a time closely closeted to-
gether, in low yet earnest conversation. When my
father again entered the parlor where my sister Mar-

geret and T wero silently sitting, clasped in each
other’s embrace, he was alone. Upon Margaret’s
question as to what had become of Mr. Walters, he
replied, with signs of visible nervousness, that Mr.
Waters had retired to his chamber, and, in doing so,
requested him to bid the young ladies good night.
Both Margeret and myself looked at each other in
surprise &t such a singular movement upon the part
of Mr. Walters, whose course hitherto had been a
most gentlemanly one ; but before either could frame
a question or venture a reply to my father’s last re.
mark, he advanced quickly townrds the couch upap
which we were seated, and looking down into our
faces, said—

“My dear children, ] have something to communi-
cate to you which will equally surprise, if not par-
ticularly interest you both.”

“ Well, what is it, papa ?” we both exclaimed in
one breath,

For a moment my father toyed nervously with tho
buttons on his cont, then perceiving that the earnest
gazo of both Margaret and myself was keenly fixed
upon him, he said, in o voice slightly tremulous with
emotion—

#This night Mr. Wu]ters has proposed for the hand’
of one of my daughters in marriage.” ’

I saw the crimson tide diffusing itself over the
dark cheek and brow of my sister, as my father, n.fl;er
o second’s hesitation, continued :

# 1n obediénée to my friend’s desire, I have con-
sented to perform for him what is to me rather of
an unpleasant duty, namely, the avowal of his sud.
den but great love for—-"

Here my father’s breath seemed to momentarily
fail him, but instantly recovering, he added, “ for
Mary Ritchie I

At the sound of my own name I shrieked aloud,
so unexpected and startling was such a denovement
to my girlish heart ; while Margaret, dear soul, with
a countenance of almost pallid whiteness, hastily
unwound her trembling arms from my waist, and
without uttering o single word, rushed quickly out
of the room,leaving my father and I to talk over
the strange turn which had taken place in the tide
of our affairs within the last few minutes.

o 0‘ Q o Q Q -} 0 o

«Well, Mary, this is our home !” said Ilorace
Walters, as the carriage containing himself and
newly-wedded wife drew up before the steps of an
elegant dwelling on Beacon street, commanding a
fine view of Boston’s brightest ornament, the Com-
mon, clothed in its robe of emerald

I ascended the high stone steps and ®ptered the
splendid house, which was to be hendefprth my
|abode. I thought I observed a smile of contempt
rather than of welcome visible upon the face of the
Irish servant-girl, who opened the door to us, and,
without -speaking a word, -hurried off to the base-
ment below.. By the time that my husband had
geen our travoling trunks carefully doposited in the
spacious hall, and paid the oustomary feo to the
conchman, wo were met at the door of the sitting-
room by Mrs. Walters, the mother of my husband,
snclderly lady.of thoroughly English appearance,
who upen being presented to me by her son as his

wife, received me with a formal pressuro of the hand,
and & look of such extreme coldness, that my very
heart fairly sunk within me as I thoughtof the warm
and loving hearts I had so recently bade farewell to,
mid smiles and tears, in my faroff New York home.

I think my husband must have noticed the cold
apology for & welcome which his ‘dignified mother
‘bestowed upon his child-wife, for as if to break down
the icy barrier which had so suddenly been raised
up between' youth and old age, he turned towards

! his mother and requested her to rifig tho bell for the

B

With a slight toss of her head, and a curvo of
contempt wreathing her ‘soverely chisscled mouths
Mrs, Walters roso from her seat and touched a bell
in one corner of the room, when forthwith, ns if by
mngle, another scrvant appeared, half dragging,
half coaxing two good looking boys of cight and ten
years, who, upon belng told by thelr father to como
forward and kiss their new mamma, thrust the ends
of their fingers into thelr mouths, and looking at
cach othor, began to shy off from me, 08 if afraid
that 1 was going to bite instead of kiss them.

Urged on by their determinéd papa, however, they
at lnst mannged to place their arms stifly about my
neck ; but when they kissed me it was dono so me-
chanically and unfeclingly, that I could almost have

parently, only &-mere show of affection,

At o command from their, grandmother, who hed
superintended her son’s houschold sinco the denth of
his first wife, the. boys now soampered out of tho
room, shouting and hallooing at the top of their
rough voices, I’u.pn. has got & new wile, with curly
‘hair 1”

‘ At Horace’s request, his brother now conducted
me to my chamber, ‘a large and well-lighted room,
which my dear husband had recently had newly
furnished for tho reception of bis young bride. As
far as elegance and worldly surroundings were con-
cerned, an observer would havo said .:’13\1; the wife
of Horace Walters, Esq., wad luxuriantly® situated,
and could not fail to be happy in so splendid & home,

The supper-hour passed in almost funoreal si-
lence ; undisturbed even by the rude voices of the
children, who had had their supper furnished them
in the nursery & half hour previous, and been sent
immediately to -bed by the express order of their
grandmother. Our oheerless mesl fairly over, of
whioh I hdd partaken with but slight relish, I ex-
cused myself to Mrs. Walters, on the plea of great
exhaustion after my day’s journey by cars, and
retired immediately to my chamber, when I was
soon followed by my noble husband, who strove to
dissipato the sense of utter desolation and homesick-
ness which filled my aching heart, by words of love
and tenderness, until at last, overcome by bodily
futigue, I sank sobbing to sleep upon his Btrong
arm, which was henceforth to be my support and
protection through life,

The next day my spirits began to assume some-

(say rather pleasure,) after bidding .my husband
adieu upon his departure to his place of business,
was to indite a long letter to sister Margaret, who
still remained my father’s housekeeper in Now York.
During the day my mother-in-law brought into my
chamber the portrait of her son’s first wife. It was
a pioture of a woman of great personal beauty, ap-
parently about twenty-two years of age, and taken,
a8 I was informed by Mrs. Walters, the first year of
her marringe. With the exception of the waves of
light golden hair and azure eyes, which the glowing
caunvas so faithfully depicted, I could not trace the
slightest resemblance between the first wife of Ho.
race Walters and my own humble self. Chancing
to mention the oircumstance to my mother-in-law,
in the presence of my husband one day at the din-
ner table, she replied in a tone deeply tinctured with
sarcasm, that the first Mra. Walters was a very
handsome woman, of varied accomplishments, and
great dignity of manner, thus cruelly reflecting
upon my personal appearance and childish sim-
plicity. My husband’s noble nature felt most keenly
the sting of the arrow which a malicious hand had
aimed at tho scusitive heart of his youthful wife;
but respect for her ago prevented his administering
the well-merited rebuke which rose to his lips.

Each succeeding day but served to increase the
gulf of estrangemont which rose between my mother.
in-law and myself. My childish robes, to which I
still clung with all the love of a school-girl, did not
#ven escape her severe criticism. My golden curls,
falling loosely ovor my shoulders, so constantly
offended her good taste, as she expressed it, that she
recommended to my husband the propriety of my
either braiding up my flaxen hair, as she contempt-
uously called my sunny locks, which had ever been
my father’s pride, or having them olosely cut off to
the head, with the hope of strnightening the growth
of new hair. -

So constanly did sho preach this lmat idea into my
ears, that I had thoroughly resolved to gratify her
wicked desire, when my husband, suddenly entering
my chamber one afternoon, found her, scissors in
hand, just ready to commence the work of sacrifice,
and with highly insulted air and flashing eyes, for-
bade her ever attempting such an operation,

Tho pride of my motherin-law received a sharp
wound upon that occasion, from which she did not
recover for months, However hard I exerted myseif
to please her after this, %yas all tono avatl. For
both myself and husband, whar she declared was o
fool to marry a seventeen.year stripling, she scemed
to cherish a fecling of deadly /hatred; and angry
words were now not unfrequéntly heard between
Horace and his envious and cruel-hearted mothor.

Even the children refused to call me mother, as
their father had desived them, influenced, as 1 well
knew, by their grandmother, who constantly petted
them, and won their favor by the large packages of
candy which she daily purchased for them,

Whenever I attempted to sing or play for an hour
or g0 in the evening, for my husband’s gratification,
whose desire it was that I should still pursue my
musical studies, though married, and my mother in-
law was in the room,she would always signify her
entire disapprobation of the thing, by making a
hasty exit from the apartment, always taking par.
ticular caro to slam the door most~furiously after
‘her whenever I was in the midst of a mournful and
pathetio ballad.

At the end of the scoond week of my married
life, which had only been made endurable by my
husband’s cheering und'encoumging words, and the
semi-weekly reception of a'letter from sister Mar.
garet; Mrs. Walters finally took her departure to her
own home in Lenox, (where she herself owned a
fine'country seat;) o thing she had threatened to do
since the second or third day of my arrival in Bos-
ton. 1must confess that I was not sorry when tho
carriage drove up to convey my mother-in law and
her baggage to her future residence. The only thing
that I regretted was, the fact of her parting with
her son, perhaps for the last time, with such bitter
and unkind feelings swelling her cold heart. -

In vain I tried to.conciliate them, and thus bring
mother and child to terms of peace. - My husband’s
pride was fairly aroused, While the heart of her who

remumed stubborn nnd unforglvmg
N 5

wished that they had not aitempted what was, ap- -

what of their former buoyancy, and my first task,

had sown the first seeds of discord in my young lxt'e, .

Tho boys, Henry and Clarence, scroamed at tho|
topa of thelr volces, becauso grandma was going to|
leavo them, and nobody would buy them any moro
candies and sweetments, whioch proved very cone
clusively to my mind that tho love which the chil-
dren professed to feel for their grandmother, (whom
In secret they cpithetized ns “old Granhy Grout,”)
might be welghed in the balance, and found consid-
erably wanting. To each of the servants Mrs, Wal-
ters had given parting presents, for which tokens of
kindness they of course wiped their tearstained
cyes with the corner of their aprons, and, Erin-like,
invoked the eternal blessings of nearly all the saints
in the calendar upon the head of thelr vonerable
benefactor, e

A doy or two of cnlm now succceded the storm
which had so long raged throughout the length and
breadth of the house, which I had tried to call by
the endeared name of home, ‘A stranger in a
strango city, I could not but feel ab txmes that I
had been rash 'in accepting the love of ¢ven 86 noble-
souled and kind-hearted man as Horace Walters; for
in so doing, I had too early sundered the ties which
bound my heart to father, sister, home and school-

-| mates ; in short, all that I liad once held necessury

to my daily existence and happiness,

My third week of married life, alas ! brought not
the domestic bliss and quiet joys for which my
young heart had thus far sighed. A severe struggle
now commenced between sorvants and mistress for
mastery. My orders to the butcher, baker and even
the laundress, were countermanded to a degree that
both surprised and cxcited my indignation, The
work of reformation which I had commenced with
tho ohildren, and earnestly determined to persovere
in, I soon found to be no easy affair to accomplish,
jnasmuch as the servants who had been prejudiced
in regard to their mew mistress previous to my

coming, by Mrs, Walters, who opposed the ‘idea- of |;

her son’s marrying a second time, encouraged the
boys in thelr rebelliousness of conduct towards me,
whenever their father was out of sight. Advantage
was taken by these domestics, (who had been for
two years in the employ of my husband’s mother,
who, since the death of her son’s first wife, had
managed all in-door arrangements,) of my youth
and total lack of “knowledge in domestic affairs in
every possible shape and form. Large bills at the
grocers and provision-dealers were run up on their
own account, and if, by chance, I visited any place
of public amusement of an evening with my hus-
band, I was sure to find them on my return, enter.
taining a party of their male and female friends in
the dining-room "bolow, with the finest delicacies
which the market afforded, and which they boldly
asserted to have bought and paid for with their own
money, on being questioned by me on the morrow
concerning the matter. My busband, roused to a
state of indignation by tho frequency of my com.
plaints concerning the servants, who were sister
accomplices in several species of wickedness, at last
turned them both away. Left at the beginning of the
fourth week of my married life alone, I knew not
whither to turn or how to act. Girl after girl was
sent me by my devoted husband from a well known
intelligence office in the city, but hardly one of them
remained over twenty-four hours at a time in the
house, or left without having purloined some artiole
of dress or jowelry. My own inexperience in culi.
uary matters made me the most miserable of house-
wives. Everything that I undertook to make was
cither ill-seasoned or burned in the cooking of it,
until heartily tired and discouraged at seeing Horaco
turn away in disgust from meals which I had In
bored to prepare properly for him, I at -last fell to
weeping, which brought on a sgvere headache, and,
united to a cold which I had previously taken, soon
confined me to my bed.

The third day of my illness I was agreeahly sur-
prised and not a-little startled by the appearanco of
sister Margaret, (to whom my husband had tele-
grophed the news of his wife’s indisposition, with-
out my knowledge or consent, and with the request
that she would visit us for & few weeks, if possiblo.)
Dear, devoted and loving Margaret needed no second
invitation to attend her sister in her illness ; so, has-
tily packing a small trunk, she at once set out for
Boston. How welcome her loved faco was to my
weary eyes, words cannot express; nor how much of
arestorative her presence proved to the invalid,

While conversing with her one day, I leayned the
truth of what I had onco suspected—namely, that
Margaret Ritchie had loved” Horace Walters, This
fact was ocnly communicated to a sister’s ear, under
pledge of my sccresy in the matter. Margaret re.
mained with us o month, and under her gentle rule,
the entiro houschold became as it were metamor-
phosed for the better. Twelve months of married
life have now passed over my youthful head, and I
am now o tolerable housckeeper, a happy Wife, and
a beloved step-mother,

IMPROMPTU,

[Sug;i:catcd by reading an incidont in a visit to Moyamen-
sing Prison, contained in a letter from Cora Wilburn, pub-
lished In tho BANNER of April 9th.]

Toor, trembling, weeping, fallen child!
Estranged from fathor, mother, friends;
‘Who knows by whom thou wert beguiled,
And by what treacherous vows and ends
The perjured heart ontwined its coils
Around thine own, untried and pure—
Or by what base and spccious tolls
Thy fall was made, alus! secure?

‘Who knows the damning wiles and art, -
Designed to crush thee to tho earth—
To bind with chaius of sin thy heart,
And makoe thoe curse thy ltour of birth?
Poor, stricken, wrotched, weeping girl!
Oh, could we kuow thoso trial hours,
‘Which robbed thee of life's purest pearl,
And lured theo In tho tempter's power—

Could we but know how true, hiow long,
ow firm, heroie, pure and brave,
Thy heart fought on I} virtuo strong,
Without one helping hand to save!
One word of-counsel, one of cheer, .
One effort mado to save thy tears,
Wo might not then condemn theo hore,
A victim to the cold world's sneers,

Thank God! thou art not lost, ah ! no, . '
Love's spark still glows within thy breast;
Thy tears of sympathy yet flow,
Amid thy throbbing heart's unrest,
. One single loving, kindly word, \
Fresh from a yearning, kindred soul,
Thy central depths of life hath stirred
With sympathy's dlvlno control.

The name of sister, sonly spokeon,”
Sweeps through thy.soul with wondrous power,
And love's sweet tendrils, crushed and broken,
Respond amid }ife’s darkest hour]
While penitontial prayers arise,
And | reformation’s vows aro heard, .
And benm of Hopo tho heart bupuzg,

. 'Asall its uoundless depths nre stirred, ot
:nmnton. Hau, S : " OR A

Writton for tho Hanner of lem.

TOVES I)ISGUISE

ny ZHMA PR\NUD TOTTER,

Alice Arnolt had been & cc coquetto from ohildhood,
8ho waa tho mistress of raro beauty, had & spnrk-
ling flow of spirits, and every qualification for the
flirt, except heartlessness, {ler mothier wasa, haughty
daughter of fashion, and sought to educate Alico in
tho samo uscless philosophy ; and upon her death.
bed ¢
guardidnship Alice was to pass, to spare nothing in
qualifying her to enter into the fashionable world a
true daughter of so fashionable a mother,

One can hardly wonder, thevefore, that her mlnd
under such influences, should have an ambition to-
become superior and supreme over the lords of orea-..
tion. And 80 Alico Arnolt flirted and laughed, and
played the unmerciful despot. Iler admireis be-
came perplexed and disheartened at her arbitrary
commands and alternate feeling and indifference,

Her playful pottishness would. occasionally sub-
gide, and then break forth in a torrent of sparkling
wit at the first appearance of sentiment, to disguise
the saored fullness of her own heart from those who
might seo but could not comprehend.

Among the numerous cavaliers who were dazzled
by the beauty and wrung by tho coquetry of . the
fair Alice was o genfleman by the name of Bryan..
He was of a genial, romantic disposition, and'a
debonair in manners,
foreign travel, an artist’s love of the beautiful, and
with his pencil he beguiled tho leisure intervals in
his devotion to the imperatrice.

The long ramble, the twilight fefea-tete, and the
evening contemplation had naccustomed Alice and
Bryan to each otlier; and while the: latter had al-
lowed his tenderest aspirations to clothe her with
love’s gentlest and most beautiful halo, Alice, though .
gpell-bound by his brilliant conversation and suavity
of manners, denied both to herself and him anythmg

other than kind regard,

have mentioned that we p;

joularly present Miss
Arnolt. The walk had been

tended amid the gen-

upon the arm of Bryan, whose dreamy, artist-like
eye had been passionately seeking hers for the last
half hour in vain. He had been pouring into her
ear glowing descriptions of the olden days of chiv-
alry, and in depicting the thoughts of others had
artfully drawn forth his own. -Alice had listened
in silence, though all tremulous within, until their
path ceased before the verge of a cliff, and she awoke
from her own heart to her artificial life again ; and
to stop the nervous beating of her breast, and inter-
rupt the burning words she yet longed to hear, she
stepped forward to the edge of the cliff and said,
hurriedly,

« Mr. Bryan, all this is very fine—the scenery, 1
mean, a8 well a8 your eloquence ; but those knights
were very foolish to venture so much for such a
simple, silly thing as a lady’s smile. Look half
way down this frightful precipice, and you will see
a fow wild flowers glowing almost out of the very
rocks. Now, if & cavalicr were here, like thoso you
have described, how gladly would he risk his neck
and secizo those flowers to wreatho in some lady's
hair!?”

Bryan oast & deep glance into her beautiful face,
and replied :

“ Were such a one hero he would rejoice in the

Topportunity to earn a boon that she could not refuse.

He would place the wreath in her hand, and she
would place her hapd i in | his,”

His words were impetuous, half ‘inquiring, and
the warm blood mounted to hor cheeks. Her self-
possession vanished, yet she spoke cagerly the first
words of her heart ;

 And she would keep the flowers forever!” Then
she calmly added: “ Come, Carl, let us leave this
silly romance and roturn.” And accordingly they
walked back in silence. Bryan left Alice at hor
uncle’s door, and as he retraced his path to his lodg-
ings ho meditated upon the circumstances of the

quetry was affected.

Beveral times he had endeavored to draw from bLer
an answer to his ardent and undisguised avowals of
love, yet hitherto she had avoided the subjest with
the full tact of woman, s he bitterly called her girl-
ish, blushing timidity. Now she had almost chal-
lenged him to the proof of his dovotion, and he
vowed to appeal before her on the morning with a
claim for an audience which- she could not avoid.
He determined to obtain the flowers that very night,
when none were abroad to ridioule his attempts.

The chivalrous plan required some rather un-
romantic means, in the shapo of an iron bar and a
coil of rops; and with the former driven into the
earth, and the rope knotted securely around it, he
commenced his descent. ‘The prize was at length in
his grasp, but in the eagerness of success he loosened
his hold of the rope, and it swung fur out of his

reach. Like the famous samphire gatherer, ina
similar predicament, he knew that a bold leap might
save him, and, at the worst, the deop flood was roll-
ing only twenty feet below. Carefully securing the
flowera in his bosom, he watched tho oscillation of
tho rope, and at the critical moment sprang nimbly
into the air. DBut his weight tore the cable from ita
moorings, and Bryan dropped into the stream. Hijs
first natural impulse was to swim for the nearest
point, and the second to burst into a hearty lnugh
at this termination of his romance. Once on terra
Jirma he hurried to his lodgings, and, like a true
lover, first dried and arranged the flowers, and then,
like & man of sense, exchanged his dripping olothes
for & comfortable couch. But sense came too for
behind folly, and on the morning after _his immer~
sion he awoke in a high fever, -

Q 0 o .0 © Q o ]
Ahce Arnolt was sitting alone, with bluahmg

| cheeks and o goft smile beaming from her deep blue

eyes. 1t scemed to be from no outward appearances
that sho darived this pleasure, but from the thicken.
ing emotionsg that rose up from her heart, tremulous

|in first love, A sweet, uncertain tumult of thoughts

surrounded with enchantment the single iden that
lovg really reigned within, and swayed the fairy.like
sceptre over her who had hitherto prided herself on
her queenly command over the learts of others,
At that moment she did -not think of Ais feelings,
for no doubts had. ever arisen, but she trembled ab
the thought of her own deep passion. And then the '
delirious color fled from her checks, and she oluspcd
Yer hands at ‘the" idea of heér mockmg chnllenge of

seen ‘through. her coqueftfsh’ h.’pocmy of themo- .
ment ;. that which she then feared was that he might:

ined it upon tho bachelor uncle, into Whoso

and had acquirgd, by much .

It was in one of theso cvening strolls thatwo

tlest of sounds, shades, and.hues, Alice leaning -

previous evening. Ilo saw that much of her co- }

the previous day. Shoe feared that Bryan had not 3

hi

' peroeive hex- heart. Suddenly she heurd hm step, R





















