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THIH SABBATH. MORNING DISCOURSES
Of Revs; EDWIN H, CHAPIN and HENRY WARD
BEECHER are reported for us by the best Phonographers of
New York; and. published verbatim every week in this paper.

 EDWIN H. CHAPIN
At Broadway Church, N. Y., Sunday Morning.
May 8th, 1859, ‘

[ .
RNPORTED' ¥OR THB BANNER OF LIGHT, BX DUHR AND LOBD-‘

Tyxr :—* Blossed arg the morciful, for they shall obtain
-merey." —MATTHEW v,.T,

- I romnd you that in {ifoso disconrsos on the beati-
tudes; Iam speaking of thein as great spiritual laws;
the blessing not being attached as an arbitrary appen-
dix to some quality of inind or action, but being un-
folded in tho very action or disposition. itself. It is in
the nature of things that the meck should inherit the
earth, that the pure in heart should see God, that the
merciful should obtain mercy. .

Let us, in the first place, ask who are the merciful;
to what disposition of mind or mode of action does
this beatitude belong?  The mereiful, are all the truly
merciful—they are the loving, the helpful. .

Now, my friends, let us not conceive that this quali-

*ty of mercy is something thut we are rarely called HYOH

- to exercise, or as something required only in peculiar
and exceptional conditions. We. are so nceustomed to
associate mercy with some officinl statiom, with some
prerogative of executive or sovereign power, that we
forgot how often it is demanded of all men in almost
every relation in life: that as we are all weak enough
in one way or unother to need mercy, so there are times
when the weakest is strong enough to bestow it, and is
called upon to exhibit it. The instances are innumer-
able which call for the exgrcise of mercy.

‘Inke a fumiliar cage, take some occasion when we
hold, as it were, our brother’s’life in our own hand—
& portion of his dearest and most valued life—his good
‘name or his reputution among men—his reputation, not
his character—for that, thank Heaven, man eannot give
or take awny; that in its own intrinsic quality stands
alone with him and his God. But how often our bre-
ther's reputation lies at our mercy; how often o whisper
may be as fatal as the dagger’s point, or a shrug of the
shoulders as 0 judicinl sentence. How often are a
brother's own ncts misinterpreted by us, or o moment’s
inconsiderateness on his part, places him at our dis-
posal, and in his weakness throwing him upon our
magnanimity, or pity, and our charitable construction;
and ulas, how often do men take up the alternajive,
and instead of vendering the best construction, adopt
the worst. How they cust him who needs their mercy
into the shudow of their darkest interpretation, und
taking the clue from the overt act, brand™Mhis motives,
his life, and overything, with the Hackest stamp.

It is o sad fuct that no other coin circulates like
scandal, or so rapidly aceumulates compound interest.
Although it may not be very merciful for me to say
this, yet 1 am afraid that there are many people who
feel grieviously disappointed when the occusion for
scandul collupses and proves to be baseless; when the
capital upon which they have traded with such winged
words, tirns out to be a counterfeit and a lie.

1 suppose it is reckoned o' be a piece of worldly wis-
dom to Le suspicious, and to think the worst of men in
genernl. It is thought that this will keep us from dis-
agreeable surprises and guard us from all imposition.
The man who shrewdly suspects all other men, who is
continually on the lookout for some treachery or evil,
1 suppose thinks he is guarded agninst all surprises
and imposition on their purt. But I'believe it would be
a much better picee of wisdom to think the best of
men, rather thun the worst of them. I had rather be
cheated once in awhile and hold to the general tenor
of this trust, than to wear a double magnifying lens of
suspicion and be always safe.

Nay, am [ not cheated in this way, just as much and
more? Indeed. by udoptin;f this suspicious method, I
bothcheat and am cheated. [ cheat many an honest man
out of his just claim upon my regard and confidence:
and I am cheated out of the blessedness of whole-
hearted. love and kindly associations. Then the un-
merciful man is most certainly an unblest man; his
sympathes ave all shriveled up, and he is affected with
a chronic juundicei he lives timidly and darkly in a
little narrow rat-hole of distrust; he has no free use of
the world; he brenthes no liberal and generous air, apd
walks in no geniul sunshine; he loses all the bliss that
comes from sympathy, from open-heartedness, from
familinr and confiding association.

More than this, such a theory of humanity is epen
gelf-condemnation. - Whence has he derived that theory,
and upon what premises has he built it up? Surely
from his own self-consciousness, and from his own per-
sonal experience. There is darkness within him, and
so darkness falls upon everything. His own metives
are sinister, and so all humanity squints. The sus-
picious man, the.man who distrusts oll other men, and
80 is unmerciful to all, reveals himsell as a mean man.

For.1 urge further, not only is this an unmerciful
view of man in general, but it is an unjust view. The

goodness of people around us is not all a mask. There

i3 o great deal t{:nt is ag the gsounding brass and the
tinkﬁng cymbal; but, God be thanked, there is o great
deal that is true, sweet music, with the rest of it: 1
believe, in fact, that those men who seem to us the
worst, scem worse than they veally are. I believe
that the man who has stood before his fellow men as
the worst man, is conceived by them to be worse than
he really is. I believe there is some vein of light in
the darkest heart, some extenuating incidents in the
basest life.

Now, it is well not to run into extremes, but let us
regard men s they are, creatures with mixed tenden-
cics and complex motives, with the good and had both
in them. Butif extremes we must have, if we will
adopt a sweeping theory respecting mankind in gen.
eral; I ropeat, that it is botter to have the best, rather
‘than the worst, and run the risk. At least this comes
to ya not only as an act of mere mercy and of justice,.
where we don't know the actual state of the case,
‘where we aro not convinced of the wrong and evil; we
‘are bound to adopt the best interpretation of things,
cand put the best construction upon them. We are
b;)und always to. give mercy whenever mercy can be

ven, . B :

8- Morcover, I believe that mdroiful treatment is always
lawful trenment; it is alwayp wise trentment. I have.
gaid at other times, that Merey is not a weak renti-
ment; it is not a'winking at guilt; it is not denying
the necessity of punishment; it is not withholding
* yetribution where retribution is demanded; it is not
that puny sentiment’ that-lets one go and males an-
other sutler; there is no mercy in this, because there
jsno justice; and I think where tlhere is no mercy.
there ‘is no “justice. All mercy is justice, I say, and
all justice is merey. The just'act, the truly just act,
that punishesthe criminal according to the nature of
his deed, and which rescues” society from the evil
-effects of criminal life, the act that makes the criminal
feel himself the baseness of his guilt—that is an act
of merey to the criminel as well as to the community.
" But romember. that no human tribunal can punish
* ‘the sin of any nct. We are not the judges of the sin in
- ‘our fellow-men. - We cannot weigh the atness’ of
.any guilt; that balance is with God Almighty. ' But so
‘far as the act bears harmfully upon- socloty. 80 far no
" doubt is it mercy to restrain—both -to society and- to
- the criminal.: But there is no merc{' and no justice in
*‘taking the life of man under any circumstances what-
" éver, : . I Co
..Jt is" tho falsest notion of human safety to hang a
man. - It cheapens life; it makes. life more unsafe, and
not more eafe. - But to-confine the murderer, to. bind
his duinds, to restrict his power, to say *'you shall do
1o more evil,” {s mercy and justice both to him and to
-all other men. - - S

‘ B

Therefore, I repeat, meroy s no weak sentiment—no
opposition to_justice, or antithesis to justice. It is
Jjustice, and conversely justice Is mercy. ~ Wherever wo
-ean exorcise merey with safety to the community, and
with respect to human laws and human rights, and
with o due sense of humpn guilt, then wo ought always
to exercise it. In how many thousand instances, there-
fore, may a man hold in his own_hands the power of

*| manifesting this blessed quality 7 *"Y'Gii are, perhaps,

an employer, and there is some boy in your employ-
ment, and it is his first transgression. It may be that
under the pressure of peculfar temptation, perhaps not
really conscious of the greatm®ssyf the evil he does,
perhui)s in an unguarded, momeny), he takes from you
something that belongs to you 4nd is not his own,
You do not injure society by €xercising mercy toward
that boy. He has only transgressed agahitst you indi-
“vidually. How often i3 it the case that an act of
judicious mercy, tempered by a proper severity to ex-
press & sense of his guilt, yet saving the boy from open
exposure or public punishment—how often is it the
salvation of him! Do you suppose it i3 justice in such
8 cnse to ex{:ose him, and to insist upon it, that the
penalty of the Inw shall be enforced ageinst him; which
shall brand bim that he shall be marked as a criminal
from his f'outh up, by criminal associations and bias;
that ho shall become self-degraded, knowing that he is
degraded before the world% There is one instance;
and men of business can tell me how often they occur,
and can there bo any doubt that mercy is justice in
that case ?

So, I say, when a man’'s reputation lies at our mercy
we ought to exercise it to the utmost extent, and we
are bound to give the best interpretation to his con-
duct, and to luok with all the allowance we can upon
his action, He, perhaps, has usetl a hoarsh word, or
“done a foolish thing; but let us, as far as possible, be
disposed to make allowance for what might have been
the initiative, or the incentive of peculiar circum-
stunces,

We are called upon to exercise this prerogative, not
only in helping the poor and the needy; not only in
stretehing out our hands over the wenl§ but in innu-
merable forms come before us the clnhiis for the exer-
cise of this quality, commanded in the text. And al-
though mercy is **mighty in the mightest,”” as the
poet says, it Is glorious even in the weakest, and a
ground of glor{ even in the most obscure. _

If men were held to the literal words, and hound to
the letter, could they live up to the mark in every-
thing, and not go one hair over or beyond, what kind
of a world we should have! If we had a society that
was not tempered with mercy, with allowances, with
extenuations, with a spirit of forgiveness—if men were
held up to the letter, what a terrible—what a Christ-
less state of society that would be |

Now you perceive the exercise of this quality of
merey and symputhy is necessary—a broad and genial
sympathy. We must enter into the conception of an-
other's weakness—we must, in one way or another,
make his consciousness our own consciousness.  Nay,
we have ouly to take our own conscjousnees nnd transier
it to him, and interpret his action by our own. [For
hamanity is so constituted that the best and the worst
both represent it. The basest criminal, my friends,
that ever lived, represents good to me, as well a4 the
most glorious saint that ever walked on high. There
{s a truth in all this; we are reflected in all other men,
and we have only to transfer our consciousness to them,
and jnterpret their weanknesses. by our own. We have
only to have this fresh, living sympathy in active ope-
ration, to know how to exercise this mercy in our own
heart. :

At the root of the whole is love, because by love only
can we sympathize with anything. Just in proportion
us you love it you s{mput hize with it. If it is repul-
sive to you, if it pushes you from it, or you push it
from yourself, you cannot enter into sympathy with it,
because you do not love it. Therefore, as we love all
men, we can sympathize with sall men; and according
to the sympathies we have we are prepared to exercise
whenever called upon, in high places, in common and
rare things, this quality of mercy. Such is mereiful-
ness |

And observe still further, under this head I ask you
to consider how well qualified.to speak of it was he
who pronounced this benediction. He was the very
erhbodiment of mercy—he was the most glorious ex-
pression the world ever saw, or ever will see, of a di-
vine and universal sympathy.

Oh, 1 tlunk with what incongruities of emotion this
beautifnl beatitude has been mingled; with what form-
alities of worship its life has been smothered; from
what lips of pomp and pride it has died away with an
unmeaning sound; how it has been profanely ussocinted
with the most stubborn hatred, and the most eruel aots.
I think Low terribly true is that which the poet has
said of Christ and his teachings:

“Where {lo huth spoken liberty, the Priest
At his own altar binds the chains anew ;

Where he hath bidden to life’s squal funst,
Tho starving muny wait upon the few,

Whero he hath spoken peace, his namo hath been
The lnudest war-ery of contending mon,

Priests, pale with vigils, in Hls name have blessed
The unshoeathed sword, and set tho spear in rest,—
Wot the worn bunner with their sacred wine,

And crossed fts blazen with the holy sign.”

I think, my hearers, of all these Christian incongrui-
ties, und then I'think how much this beatitude implies,
coming from his mouth, whose life was o perfect trans.
lation of its meaning. Oh, the mercifulness of Jesus
Christ ! there is a topic never to be exhausted; there is
a topic almost too great to be approached in its glori-
ous magnitude. The mercifulness of Jesus Christ; the
mercifulness of the doctrines which he taught, and of
the actions which he performed. Mercifulness! that
is the gospel, the whole of it, in one word—Merey.”
Great truths are set forth in the gospel—truths for the
intellect us well a3 the heart of man; glories beaming
arvund the horizon of that revelution, forever are there;
mighty sanctions are there, to inspire us with awe, to
lift us up, and to cast us down. DBut the essence of the
gospel is its meroy, its revelation of cxhaustless love
and powger with men, the brightest light in the darkest
spot, the greatest condescension in. the lowest estate;
the holiest brought close to asest; the all-pure to
the deeply sinful. Why, look especially at that gospel
of St. Luko; see how full it is, how it overtlows with
this quality of mercy. It is the great characteristic of
that Gospel, the mercy of Jesus Christ—a Gospel not
preached to the rich, the sninted, and the respectable,
but to the degraded, the cast-off, the alicn. Think of
the glorious passages in that Gospel, that are burning
in our I.xilemo?' even.now. All that we have seen of
the love of Jesus Christ-is there in that gallery of
scenes and incidents; There is the penitent womon,
und the publican who said, ++God, be merciful to me a
ginner.”” There we hear of the lost sheep, and of the
prodigal son; of Zaccheus;of the healing of Jairus's
daughter; of the good Samaritan; wo sce there the
tears of Jesus falling fust ‘over the doom of Jerusalem;
there is the echo of that divine, expiring prayer,
olather. forgive them, for they know. not what they
do.” Oh, my friends, that is Jesus Christ—that is the

lory of Jesus Christ. In all theso instances of mercy
e behold the beauty of the_ text.  When we look at
these, we begin to sce what it means; only we are con-
fident that there is then o blessed love, a kindly feeling
that human nature hias not yet reachea, certu{nly that
human nature has not yet realized ; & vast compassion
that transfixes us with wonder, gmtitude; and praise.
Indeed, iudeed, was Christ qualilied to say, **Bleased
nre the merciful.”’ T R

But, in the next place, let us considér tho. beatitude
itself, Wo have scen what the condition of it is; now
let .us consider what the beatitude is. **Blessed are
the merciful, for- they shall- obtain mercy.’”. See how
{nevitably true this is, even in our relations to our fel-
low men, How it comes in there, not a4 an arbitrary

sanotion, but re-acts a3 o law, 8 necessary condition of

e

S : ; -
things. I neced not spend time in illustrating the com-
mon-place proposition, that like, begets: likes'? that
what wocll the worl{l, f3..gencrally a reflex action of
oursclves, If you'flnd a man-disposed to complain of
the coldnesy of the wogl?. be sure you will find that ho
has never brought snytlifng ity the world to. warm it,
but is o personal lump of lce set in the midst of-it.” If
{ou find a man who complains that the world fg all

ase and hollow, tap him, and he will probably sound
base and hollow. And so, in‘the other way, a kind
man will probably tind kindness everywhere about
him. The morciful man, as a general thing, will ob-
tuin mercy. Hé who.has always had a kind excuse for
others, wﬂo_lms looked at the brightest side of the case;
he who has rendered his pardon and his help whenever
he could, who has never brought his fellow mon into
nny strait by reason of not _helpinﬁ him, will find that
the mercy which he has bestowed flows back upon him
in a full and spontancous spring. He will make a mer-
ciful world by the meroy he himself shows.

Then, again, this law Is exhibited in our relations to
God—God, as declared all over the Bible. Ho says:
v«For the merciful shall obtain mercy.’”’ In the Old
Testament, in the New Testament, in the Psalms and
in the gospel, you flud the same law, that the merci-
ful shall obtain mercy.’” 8ays David, *+ To the merel-
ful thou wilt show thyself mercifuls”?  And Jesus
Christ, in that scene which he describes in the twenty.
fifth chapter of Matthew—the operation of his gospel
and kingdom in its laws upon men—says, to those who
give to the hungry and to the thirsty, to those who are
sick and in prison, ** Blessed are the merciful for they
shall obtain merdy.”” But even here, though we may not
be able to trace all the conditions by which God gives
ys mercy, we know he has established it ag a law, has
ordained it as a law, as much ns the law that governs
the planets, or the law which governs the movements
of the tide. So he has ordained it as a law that in all
our relations we shall obtain mercy if we are merciful.
Wo cannot claim it of God as a merit, for no man hasa
merit. . As that great bishop [Doane] in our neighbor-
ing State, who died a few dnys ago, suid with hislatest
breath, ** I have no merit, and no man has.”” That
was a true word, a trug saying. No man has merits by
which be can come to g}od and say, ** You owe me s
much; there are my claims upon you.” All we can
claim of God is just this: only merey; because we need
it, beeause we are weak and frail and poor.  Andsurely
the merciful man can go with more contidence than the
unmereiful man. The merciful man can say’ God
graut me mercy. I make it no merit that I have been
merciful; but still 1 have endeavored according to my
ability to be kind to all; and God have mercy upon
me."” I think such & man can throw himself more con-
fidently upon the divine mercy than the man who s
well nware that he has never shown mercy. And God
has made it & condition, written all over the Bible. all
over the spiritual laws of man, that the merciful man
shall of Him and his fellow-men obtain morc{.

Let me observe still further, that in considering the
blessedness of being merciful, we must estimate the
blessedness of the merciful spirit in itself. Blessed are
the merciful, for they shall obtain in themselves the
spirit of mercy. Surely this is not an overstrained ren-
dering of this'bestitude. The blessedness of exercising
faith, iny friends, is the having Jdith: the blessedness
of being good ,is the being good; the blessedness of be-
ing mereiful, is in possessing a merciful spirit. Do you
waut anything more than that? Buppose a man does
not give you merey; you have been mercitul.  Suppose
that you have excused others, have tenderly treated
them, and have been compassionate to them; and sup-
pose that they then in their treatnent of you are harsh,
uncharituble and censorious? No matter; you have the
blessing of being merciful in the very possession of the
merciful spirit itself.  Merey in its own delightfukbwork
and nature is thie highest known method of happiness.
We cunnot of course attribute emotions to the infinite
nature.

We get lost in the great sea of boundless being when
we undertake to talk of God. I suppose that in lopk-
ing upon him in his infinite perfection we cuuuotﬁxy
that unything makes him glad or sorrowful, But if'#ve
could—if we might take lus nature and companfit at
all to man’s—we should feel that even waves of glad.
ness must go over the intlnite sen of God’s mture at
the exercise of that infinite mercy of his, .and that he,
in his unapproaghable greatness and infinity, even he
teels something of that yoy that runs through all heaven
at the exercise and exhibition of mercy.  We know at
least that merey was the joy of Jesus Christ. Down
bclmg,nll his sorrow, and all the sadness that stole up-
on hi'great lifo, was the deep and full joy he felt in go-
ing nbout doing good. Oh, wo think of the sorrow of
Chirist, and it is well. We think of the thorny-crowned
suflerer, of the poor weary truveler restipg upon Ja-
cub's well, of the weeping, sgonizing prayer in the gar-
‘den; we think of the crucitixion; and it js well to think
of this, of the deep sorrow it expresses, and the cruel
-agony to which it bears witness, But‘do we ever think
of the joy of Jesus Christ? that underncath allithis sor-
row there was o deep fountain of perennial blessing, so
that he could say to his disciples in his last hour, + My
peace I give unto you—a peace the world cannot
give or tuke away 7'’ Do we ever think that he had
within and below all his sorrow a spring of perpetual
bliss? Whenee must it have come? 1na great degree
from the fact that he was rendering ﬁood to others.
Whenever he touched a blind eye, and the darkened
lids opened to the lightt whenever he lnid his hand
upon the leper and he became clean; whcl'lcverhe xpo}{c
to the poor dumb tongne and it b}lrst with thanksgiv-
ing; when he saw tho poor old widvewed mother clasp
to her bosom her restored son, there was a flush of joy
that constituted the joy of Jesus Ulu_'lst. The joy of be-
ing merciful—there is no other joy like that upon earth.

The sources of human joy may be distributed into
three classes. There is a low. base sort of pleasure, the
very lowest and basest of ull; it may be called the
fiendish element of delight, a joy that comes from
crudlty, For, huniiliating a8 it may be to us, there
are men who take delight in cruelty. 1t was said of
a bad brave man who was cuns}ncuous in our 1evolu-
tion—Benedict Arnold—that when he was a young
man, serving in an apothecary’s store, he used.to de-
light himself by standing st the door aud see the boys
walking barefoot and getting cut upon the broken
pieces of glass, Is there nuta clug in that to that
man's life? Isnot there aclue to the treachery and
meanness that lights up the phase of cruelty that he
practiced ?.. And so you can interpret the future man
in the boy that delights in cruelty nnd torture toward
animals, ~_For mercy is something thut goes forth not
only townrd humanity, but even to the poor animal
thut toils for us. Men lave “transformed into & moral
maxim the saying, that +» A merciful man is mereiful to
his beast.”” And so it is, o merciful man will be mer-
ciful'to the poor animal that scrves him—to the poor
dumb creature that cannot complain. And what kind
of aman are you who do not consider mercifulness
even in your sport? How much of that which you call
mere sport and pleasure, consists in forcing to the ut-
most tension the speed of the horse,.in. driving to its
utmost any power of that kind that may be committed
to you? [t sy be an unconscious cruclty  upon your
part; but how much erucity s thefe? While we should
}001 that the animal is in itself but the servant of man,
and may be used as such, still let us beware cven here
how we wantonly abuse and sncrifice animal life’in any
respéct. - Life Is'eacred, and should bo held sn’cred. I
can seo God’s power throbbing in the ipsect’s wing,,
beating in tho ‘pulse of the sparrow, even in the un-
couth worm &t my feet; and I dare hot, for no use at
all, take wantonly such a life which I-cannot give. I
cannot give anything of that kind to tha crcntu_rc'tpnt
is-to-day lving in the spring sunshine, and rejoicing
in its beams. Ihave no right wantonly to- take it
away, when my safety is-not corglpromiscd. and when
my need does not demand its sacrifice,

“Then there s a condition of pleasure that may be
called solf-gratilication. ~ Belf-gratification of cur appe-

tites, of our tastes, of our individual peculiarities, toa
o certain limit, is lawful, but beyond that limit it is un-
lawful. It depends upon low you interpret it; but
certainly a man who lives merely to pump gratification
out of the Universe into himself—to pour God Al-
mighty’s benefits into himself, for his own good, with-
out regnrd to others—is- the meanest creature in the
world—nothing but a sponge with brains to jt—suck-
ing in everything and lotting out nothing! There isa
ratification of that sort that is base, that is mean. If
t is n gratification, however, which is enlarged, and-
mingled with other duties, it is. right, and we may
{:mctl . But there-is still another condits
appiness, hich consists in ministering to others.
the very exercise of this quality of mercy there is not
only a source of good to-othors, but of the highest de-
light to ourselves. For we must remember that Christ
did not teach the extreme doctrine of self-abnegntion—
by no means. He did not teach man that he himself
was nothing—was worth nothing—fit only to be thrown
away. He makes the highcst laws, the most powerful
precepta, to have reference toself. Love thy neighbor—
how? Better than thyself? Put yourself entirely qut
of sight? No. ‘Love thy neighbor as thyself.””
You have a lawful standard; you know what consti-
tutes rour welfare; seek your own welfare in your own
lawful sphere; seck that which is good and right, but
love your neighbor as yourself. Christ did not givea
different standard; he did not say, *+Blessed nre those
that hunger and thirst,’’ because they so hunger and
thirst, but because there is good coming out of that
condition. He did not say, '*Blessed are they that are

persecuted,’”” because they shall be persecuted, but be-

cause theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Christ"did-not
do as a great many ascetics have done, make pain itself
sacred.) He made pain itsclf to be held secondary, but
a great good, Welcome the pain, if we may serve the
right by it: welcome the sacrifice, if we may serve God
and humdnity by it; but the pain and the sacrifice in
themselves are worth nothing. .

So here we are to remember that in the exercise of
mercy not only do-we bless others, but we pluck the
highest delight for ourselves. Love—the most con-
summate expression of it—what is it but merey? A
man loves all other men. How does he show it best?
Not only to them, but to himself. By ministering to
them in mercy; by helping them. How does the
mother show her love? hlcssed. sacred relation, that
stands nearest to the symbolism of God’s mercy, is the
relation which the mother bears to the child; the pres-
sure of her hand is never removed from the man's
heart ; the influence of her kindness rests upon our
heads, even when they become gray and the dust of
the grave begins to settle upon them. Whence comes
this Joye, and how comes it, except as an opportunity
for.a mother's mercy? In the long years of weakness,
pain and sufiering, {lcr love has its holiest expression
inmerey. God's love—what is the highest expression
of that? Merey. Not the abstract thing we call love,
but an active mercy, is all we know of God’s love. and
it Is the glory of it. I say, then, the highest bliss is
the possession of a merciful spirit: and if’ we can ob-
tain nothing else, we can obtain the blessedness of
that merciful spirit.

++ Bleased are the merciful, for they shall obtain
mercy.’’ In olosing thls discourse, 1 cannot help
reflecting yet again upon these gentle words — the
key-note which was struck by these wondegrful beati-
tudes upon the'springs of being, which Christ touched
as the source of true glory and real power, Down
below all the crust of human conceptions and human
ideas, he sank an artesian well into the sources of
power and blessedness that man before did not suspect,
and even yet does not believe in—only thinks of.  His
words were' very discordant to many of his hearers in
that day. They were directly opposite to their antici-
pations. There was the Jew expcctin;i' the Messialy
and not knowing that Christ was he. He expected to
hear burning words of indignation against oppressive
Rome; he expected to see some movement towards un-

sheathing the sword and unfurling the banner—some-

thing to gratify the intense hatred and revenge which
the Jewish people felt towards jhe Romans. The Jews
expected to hear him say, <+ To your tents, O [srael.’”
Instead of that ho uttered the gentle words, '+ Blessed
are the mereiful, for they shall obtain mercy."”

Do you think, my fricnds, that an impostor—a man
who meant to deceive—would utter such words as
these? Is not there something divine in the very con-
trast of their spirit and tone with that of those around
him? And how i3 it now? These words, fresh ng
they are, commendad and glorified as they are, are op-
posed to the conceptions, the spirit, the action of the
world at large—so gentle, so deep, so far away, so
noiseless are those beatitudes, as compared with the
objects of human ambition, in the rushing tides of the
world’s movements. See what it is that the world
grasps at—see what it takes ns its vehicles of power
and Adeals of glory—and then tell me if Jesus Christ
was mistaken—if he was teaching a doctrine too lofty,
too divine for this world. Some will say, he never
meant it for this world—only as a bright ideal of anoth-
er—something to lead us upward and onward; but
never designed to be realized here. Is that the mean-
ing of the Serinon on the Mount? is that the design of
the beatitudes ?—something that we cannot practice—
something too deep, too pure, too divine ? or are they
designed for this world? And if they a¥e—if that is
their true glory and real power—it is a greft question
to ask, what hns been their effect upon thg<World's his-
tory? And here what o contrast is pres€nted between
the teaching of _Christ and the practice of the world.

For eighteen huirdeed years this beatitude has been
proclaimed, +*Blesse\are the merciful, for they shall
" and v

say, comparatively, to a- greay oxtent—that sentiment
of mercy has leavened the world; but as yet, how far
is the opposite spirit triumphant? Wesay that science
has been serving the spirit of Christ’s beatitudes—that
it has been in reality the agent of the loveliness of his
teachings; that it has helped to make men more merci-
ful; that it has helped, by the vehicles of power, to
weld nations together,- and bring men’s hearts into
one. And what ¢lso has it done? Some of the most
expert and wonderful things that it has accomplished,
have been in making weapons of war., Men kill one
another now by chemistry and mathematics, by deadly

weapous, to which science h nt all its energy and
resources, :

No doubt soclety has felt the influence of these beat-
itudes of Christ. We shall see, I suppose, this week,
at the anniversaries, in one way. or auother, celebra-
tigns of Christ’s mercy—fof they all, in’ some form or
another, contemplate it—some in n very narrow and
sectarian way; some in a very straight-laced way; some
inone way, and some in another; bnt, after all, the
Idea of mercy is-at the basis of them, and they are
beautiful illustrations, as far as they go, of the effects
of Christ’s teachings,

obtain merey ig the state of the world
even now? No doubt, to sofe extent—we may even

But while they have done thus much, how far bavo

they gone, compared with other powers? What las
been taking place in Europe? Perhaps this very day
all its harvest-fields may be bristling with bayonets;
cannon may be rumbling from the Baltio to the Medi-
terranenn; the cry of wvar may be going up under all
the sky that spans the proudest nations of Christen-
dom; hosts may be marching under cathedral crosses:
war may be- pouring its terrible tide into the humbie
hamlets whose best possession is the faith that sends:
up the x'uornimg and evening prayer; Piedmont and
Lombardy may be the theatis of bloody contest: the
Ticino may be red with biood; the Po may be choked
with slaughter; tlic clouds of war may be hanging upon
the ridges of the Alps, shedding lightnings upon the
lains of Lombardy, and darkening with terrible shadow
er beantiful lakes,  Why? - Because men do not believe
it is blessed to_ bo merciful; because despots dare to
take the earth fdf o gambling-board aud men for count-
ers, and play thoir mean, ambitious games in the face
- CONTINURD ON THE FOURTH PAGE.

-

of §

-

wm,w;i ror,ﬁu':;l'linr'xer;o{ﬁigh&'

THE -HISTORY OF A HAUNTED HOUSE. " -
» BY CORA WILBURN. o '
.VC_HAPTER L ...
« Secst thon yon gray gleaming hall,] . -
Whero the ylecp elm-’ghadowu.mll!' )
Yoices that have left tie earth - .. ¢
Long ago, : .
Btill aromurmuring round the hearth,
8oft and low, . S g
Ever thoro; yet one alone .
Hath tho giftto hear thalrtone.""—Mns, HiiAxs. *

)

house ?—this mysterious feeling, as if unseen things
pressgd around me, as if low voices murmured in
the twilight, olose, close beside my ohair? Sometimes
I hear low sobbings, snatches of old songs, sweet yet
faint breathings of melody! Yesterday, methought
I saw o sweet, pale face, half hidden amid the olus-
tering flowers of the honeysucklo arbor ; Lsaw golden
tresses streaming ’mid the dark-green leaves; I
heard a foot:fall on the garden sand ; and yet no liv-
ing thing was there. Have I come into postession
of a haunted house? There is some mystery here,
that I feel ; but the alr is pure and balmy; no gloom
rests on this peaceful abode; no crimes were ever
perpetrated here ; it is too oalm, too holy a spot, for
aughtdbut peace. It is a fitting resting-place for
me, 80 long n wanderer amid storm and darkness | ¥

Thus soliloquized Eva Thornton, the mistress of
Woodbine Lodge, a. dark-grey cottage, almost hidden
by the trailing ivy and the clustering vines; stand-
ing nside from the main road, guarded by moss-
crowned rooks, and almost impenetrable woods;
skirted afar by the blue line of ocean, that laved the
pebbled beach of the nearest town,

She had been long & wanderer in distant lands;
she had drained the oup of discipline—had reached
the summit of all enrthly hope, to descend to its
darkest depths of sorrow and disenchantment.
Time; the revealing angel, had brought the peace of
resigoation to her soul—had shed 'its healing balsam
over every gaping wound—and slowly, silently, the
new life, born of the fiery ordeal, gave forth its fruits
‘and flowers of spiritual significance, and the dawn
of happiness gleamed, golden'and roseate, in the dis-
tance.
8he oame to the neighborhood of N——, and found
the deserted and romantic dwelling called Woodbine
Lodge. Ier means were adapted to its purchase,
and soon sho was enstalled its mistress,—looking
with brightened eyes upon the charming, varied
landscape spread before her; prizing the fine woods’
spicy fragrance fur beyond the empty adulationa of
the world, of which long since her soul had sick-
¢ned ; caring not to cxchange the rural beauty of
her humble home for the stateliest palace in the
crowded city. Secking not to hide from the world a
broken heart and altered fortunes; but gladly, vol-
untarily, seeking tho henling repose of Nature;
strengthening with the forest’s life, the rocky
grandeur that enclosed her, a3 with the power of &
mighty prayer; drinking in long draughts of purest
enjoyment from the thousand gushing rills; the
ocean’s distant murmur, the wild birds’ song, Evd
Thornton felt the blessedness of seourity,tho soul-
repose of lifo." » '

She was not unsocial ; sho made acquaintances in
the neighboring towns; sho dispensed 'the ‘widest
hospitality to all who entered her gates; she was
gentlo and responsive to all, rich and poor alike;
but sho loved solitude with o ‘child’s yenrning, feel-
ing deeply that the materaal ear of Nature was ever
attentive to tho unuttered aspiratigns, the voiceless
prager, tho silent plaint of her votary; feeling that
the fullness of life, the revelations of the inner, came
from the realms above, through countless channels
of wave-musio, forest song, cloud-passing,  flowery.
messago, breezy tone. And Eva Thornton 'alone
with her thoughts was serencly happy ; and for days
and weeks the compnny of Martha Felton, her house-
keepor, aud the companionship of Fido, her pet New-
foundland dog, sufficed to keop the smile-upon her
face, the quict gladness in hereye. '

Sho had not lived long at. Woodbine Lodge, before
she became conscious of a strange ygfs\_not unplea;snnt
influence resting upon the place, and appealing to
her, as it wero, at all hours of the day.. She felt the

to and fro in search of something; straing of low,
plaintive music lingered on tho air; there were flow-

mured in subdued joyfulnese, and sighed as with a
weight of woe, uttering broken spnnds, unintelligible’
words, ~Eva’s cariosity beoame intense ; for no ona
in ‘town or n_the neighborlicod could tell her she
history of the house she lived in. She had par.
chased it of & merchant in N——, who was author-
ized fo dispose of ‘it by its fardistant: proprietor,

significantly, and some even bluatly said :
" Do you know, Miss Thornton, that people say
the house ig haunted?” - - o

cise the ghosta!” .

for the past year it. had passed from one tenant to

another—none remaining there long—none giving

any rcason for their speedy romoval, - :
Miss Thornton questioned hor. housckeepor. - The

“What can it mean—this strange awe that possess-
es me, ever singe [ passed the threshold of "this

touch of sweeping garments ; she caught quick, pass-. .
ing ' glimpses of & fair, pale face, shaded by golden =
ringlots ; of & little child, that appeared to wander’

ers carefully thrown in at tho lattice; voices mur-

True, several persons had  shrugged their sboulders "'

To'which sho _gaily replied, # I will try ond éxore

Woodbine Lodge had not been'long tonantless, but
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old lady, glad of her presoht ensy sltuation, was
loth to fill tho lady's mind with fears of the super,
- natural visitants.  Bho was a stroug-minded, matter-
of-fact personage, oud smiling incredulously, sho
gaid ¢

[ 'yo Hyed fifty-soven years in thls nelghborhood,
ma'aw, and 1 was somo fivo years old when I camo
here, ond in all the days of my mortal pligrimago I
novor saw or heard & ghost,  Blews your soul | Miss
Thornton, my mother never saw one, nor my father
clther, nor any one of our family ; and we ’ve as good
cyes a8 any can bonst of. 1t’s all imaglnation.
ma’am; you sit tdo much alono, and read too much,
and in the dark you fanoy you sce things.”

«In the dark 2”7 said Eva; “but 1 nssure-you,
Mrs. Felton, that I saw & face, & pale, sweet faco—
that of o, young girl—peering at me from the branch-
e of the honeysuckle arbor. It was early morning,
the sun shining brightly—. And Fido starts from
my side, and snuffs the air and whines; he never
~ did 8o before.”

w Nongenso! Miss Thornton ; tho beast hears o’

mouse in the paneling.” -
. wYou told me wo were not at al
mice,” replied Eva,
- eWell, yes, 80 ‘I 8} 1
outaide, or gomething scrntching the wull."
- #Maybe it'is; but.if there is such & thing—if
there is any truth in spu‘lts revisiting their former

abode, I wish it could be proved to me, I am fear-
/nss/nnd dovoid of superstition. I should like to
o

ommune with the departed, to see the forms of those
whoso dust lies mouldenng, whose spirits walk the
gkies!”

“Lor save us! sts Thornpon. don’t talk so!l
Yoir kaow the good spirits can’t réturn ; they ’ro too

" happy in lienven and you wouldn’t want the old
Seratoh to send some of his orew this way, would
you?? -

#1 do not see why good spmts onnnot return a8
well'ng evil ones,” somewhat impatiently replied the
ludy. But of this 1 feel sure. What I sce and feel,
or lmayme, a8 you call it, is not at all terrifying.
Sorrow and care may have dwelt in this house ; great
wrongs were never perpetrated here/”

«Indeed, ma’am, and you can’t be led by appear-
ances. Peoplo say a oruel father locked up his only
daughter in this very houso. The pleasant sitting-
room you 80 delight in was her pricon; and when

_ her lover stole her from the grim old dragon’s care,
why, he pursued them, shot the poor young man, and
brought Rosalie home, and locked her in until she
djed of ‘grief. More than that, Miss Eva, they say
the gruel, malicions, revengeful old dragon starved
her to death,—poor broken-hearted young thing ! —
and you would n’t want to sco her pale, famished skel.
eton a-rising up before. you, and the old monster
brandishing a club; and you would n’t want to see
the tall, handsome young man aweltering in his
blood, and & little child. weeping over him! Don’t
talk of ghosts, ma’am, please! I’ve said more than
I should say. You look pale and frightened Miss
Eva; I’ll run get you a cordial.”

«Btay!” oried Eva, detaining her. I may look
pale, but I am not at all frightened. 8o you know
the history of this house? When did these things
‘happen ? ¥’

“ Oh, ever Bo long before you were born. But
please don’t ask me any more questions ; you ’ll not
sleep a wink; and you’ll be for selling Woodbine
Lodge; and I'll bo thrust on to the cold meroies of
the world at large! Dear me! dear me!” she con-
tinued in an undertone, “ what a fool I’ve been to
tell her these horrid things 1”

.%gl:u sleep as well as ever, Mrs. Felton,” said
Eva, ing pleasantly. * Do not be,troubled about
me. 1 am only curious to hear all about it. Are
you sure you have the correct version of the occur-
rence? Could a father bo so unnatural? And tell
me, please, have you heard any desonptxon of this
Rosalie ? and who was the little ohilid 77 '

#1 oughtn’t to tell you a single syllo.ble, Miss®

Thoraton, for you are all in a fuster with excite-
ment.. But it’s my place to obey your request,
madam ; and I’ll tell you what I heard, but mind, I
don’t believe o single word of it.”

“ Well, well—go on }” .

.% Yes, nnd she’ll scon be leaving the house, like
all the rest, and I'll be & poor, wandering pauper,”
said Mrs. Felton in o low voice to horself; then sho
continued, * Well, ma'am, they say Miss Rosalio—I

. forget the family name; it’s n strange, outlandish
one, with ever so many Z’ and I’s in it, I can’t pro-
nounce it—they say she was a perfegt beauty ; blue
oyes, lovely golden hair, slender as a lily, and always
pole. Bhe was a sweet singer, and played beauti-

. fully on the harp. They came from foreign parts,
she and the old dragon, for the mother was dead
long before. They settled here, and here it was, in
this very house, tite old Belzebub killed her! Don’t
start, Miss Eva—he did; some say by starvation—
others, thpt he stnbbed ber to the heart. He hid
her body somewhere under the rocks, und, many
years after her death, he, too, was found lying dead
beside the rock he wandered away after he killed
Ilosahe, pursucd by au evil con\clence, and came to
die upon her grave at last, tho old reprobate!”

“] candot believe this story ; it is too revolting,
too unnatural. And the child, whose was it ? how
came it here 9’

«That’s the mystery! When tho old Turk shot
the ‘beautiful young man, the chill was weeping
overhxm, and the old dev—, beg pardon, Miss, brought
the poor thinig home with him, and it died here, for
grlef after Rosalie; that ’s the story, Ma’am.”

# How came .you to hear.of this, Mrs. Felton ? no

.one in N—— could give me any. account of tho

-

formeér occupants of the house, that lived here [}

dong ago. Who told you the dtory 27
"~ 'Mrs. Felton paused: nwlule, ag if in consideration,
««Mr. Hardham told me, ‘Ma’am, some yenrs ago.”
‘wChat is the.-name of the present proprietor, or
rather. tho Inst proprictor, of ‘Woodbine Lodge, for
© powil am itg mistress” said Eva, with a sigh of
: eatufaction “ And whence did he denve Ina knowl.
-edge LR N
“wHig father had rented the pluce to the old— tho

fnther.of TRosatie; Mr. Hardham has tho story from |-

the 'vight source.  He’s' an old man himself, and
would ri%t be guilty of a falsehood” = o
-« Ho/may havo been misinformed ; but have you'
- mo-nearer details? Can you telt me_nothing more §”
indeed I can't, or I'd be ‘willing, I wish I

biadn’t told you what I heard; you ’llbe all of 8

quiver:at exery sound after this.”

* . Nonsense.! Do 1 look as if I were: frighfenedf
Buot tell me, doany of my. visitors know ot um,
. story ”m

remomber the name of the ps.mes that lived there ;

left tho house, Liecauso of the queer nofses and nppu.
ritlons, Mr. Hardham told mo In confidence, and I
never told anylody but yoursclf, Ma'am; and I
don’t know how I cama to tell you, but for merey’s
sake. Don’t tell any ono; you’il ecare all the folks
from tho liouse, nnd we’ll live deserted by every
neighbor In the world, Please, Miss Eva, don’t tell
the folks,”

“Twill not saya word,” replied tho lady, and
with o thoughtful mien she left the roomn, the house-
keepet muttering to herself, # Sho’ll soon bo leaving

What made me tell the wicked tale ? Maybo it alnt
true after all, if Mr, Hardham did tell it. Dear,
dear!
tongues.”

But Mrs. Felton’s fears were groundless. Eva
was strongly. courageous then, too, Who ‘certified to
the truth of tho strange story she had ‘heard ?. - The

truth was thero ; for the fair, shndowy image of Rosa-
lie had benmed upon her from amid the trees ; her
white garnients fluttered above tho mossy rocks, her
golden ‘tresses waved in tho sualight. - The little
child flitted to and Yro, n wandering thing; and,
dim’ and jndidtinct, o shadowy figure flitted from
room toroom, a8 if in search, and a deep voice,
tender, deep-toned, love.fraught, called on Rosalie,
In visious of the night, Eva beheld a flowery stair.
way rising from the rocky height, denoting the

that uprose into the very realms of oloud-land, there
stood, glorious with the life and beauty of another
world, the haunting spirit of Woodbine Lodge, the
golden-locked Rosalie. She was clad in robes of
gleaming silvery whiteness, and & halo of starry
lustre encircled the angel-head, Her faco, serene
and radiant, ~smiled. on tho occupnnt of her last
earthly home ; and thelit ild, distinct and play-
ful, olung to her undulntmg robc, amhlaughed with
the innocent glee of childhood. A man of middle
oge, ereot, majestio, with eyes of truth, and aspeot
of bencvolence, stood by her side, and, in all the con.
fidence of daughterly affeotion, the maiden’s hand
rested on his shoulder; tho language of his soul,
uttered musically, called her tenderly, « My daugh.
ter 1"

No shadow of reproach or wrong rested botween
them. Immersed in that deep, trance.like slumber,
Eva knew that never had a shadow rested between
thoso souls. And looking above, where a.dazzling
soreen of clouds guarded the further portal of pro.
gression, she saw, amid its blaze of light and life,
the radiant form her spirit recognized as- tho wife
and mother, fondly, hopefully, awaiting the beloved.

It was with joy and rapture that Eva hailed these
dreams; that ever growing clearer, moro vivid in
their beauty, awakened in her soul long-slumbering
thoughts, and aspirations long buried 'neath the con-
fliots of the world. Through trial and discipline her
feet had been led, her heart had been consecrated to
the coming brightness of a new era, & dawn of free-
dom, light and beauty.

When Eva found that the vague, uncortain hopes
sho had entertained in carly youth—the wild long-
ings for communion beyond the carth—were destined
to & part of their fulfillment here, she claspetl her
hands in gratitude, and thanked the Father for the
accorded boon.

When the tidings spread far and wide, over the
land and across the occans—when the fact was pro-
olaimed of spirit intercourse with man, Eva, the lone
and desolato woman, felt indeed that tho kindred ties
of affection were eternal; amd from the spheres of
progressive life descended on the forest sanctuary
the love-messages of the *“loved and the departed.”
Then Eva knew that the mother of her soul was nigh;
the long lost father smiled upon {8, and the brother
lost upon.the stormy sea was living in untroubled
realms. Accepting with all the enthusiasm of her

faots and garbs. of beauty, had been the guiding star
of eantiest humanity, she felt awakening to diviner
life and action the ‘well springs of emotion, long
frozen by the world’s cold breath. She felt the di-
vino faculty of song, hitherto so orushed and feeble,
soaring on triumphant ‘wings of melody, resting only
beside the golden oloud portal that veiled the angel-
lands from human sight. And in her home the
haunting voices deepened—tho melodies o'erswept
the listening air with power—the footfall sounded
near—tho white robes glistened silvery bright, and
golden tresses flashed amid the jasmine flowers—
white arms entwined around the knotted trees, and
gleamed amid the shower of leaves. It was a mys-
tery, beautiful, nbsorbmg, in which there dwelt no

-+shade of fear.

Four times had the snow lain deep upon the hills’

steep sides, and left its starry flakes upon the tas-

solled pines; four times had Autumn loft her artist
pencilings to linger long on wood and glade; and now
onco moro the hopeful garb of spring assumed the ma-
turer hues of Summer’s richness, the glowing vivid-

ness of her imperial green, the ruby splendor of her
gorgeous flowers, the golden radiance of her dreamy
skies! Over sen and river, gushing fount and rill, was
Inid the spell of melody. From forest dopths the fer-
vid summer's welcome song was heard; the ripe
fields waved beneath the arching sapphire skies, and
tho shn, throned at day’s departure in a cloud-chariot
of Tyrian dyes, while the voices of earth and sky and
ocean mingled in the rapt devotion of his vesper
hymn.

In the rigorous depth of winter, Eva rotired to the
neighboring town until the piercing frosts were over;
then she returned to her idyllian home, that daily
became more dear to her. It was the fourth summer
of her residence at Woodbine Lodge, that o 'package
of papers was delivered to her one day, accompanied
by & letter from Mr: Hardham, who.wrote from his

| death:béd. - He also had accepted the new belief, and,

urged by his spirit guides, had sent tho pnckage to
the mistress of the mysterious house. Many years
2go left to him by his father, ho had never examined
the papers, yet had always folt reluctant to deatroy
them. . ‘They. were her property now,to be mnde use.
of as she would find proper,

A strungo agitation pervaded Eva’s frame as aho
received the prokage and read the almost illegible
letter that accompanied it. A spirit-medium had
foretold that sho would reccive “important tidings
from afar concerning the mystery of the‘house she
lived in. " Eva locked hersclf in against all intrasion,
She called Fido to her side and commenced rendmg
the important revelation-of the past. Some of the
pages were written in tho delicate tracery of woman;
others bore the unpress of & manly hand. Some

" wiire' blotted with _tears, others almost illegible
-4 Not o goul’! not a lmng hmnnn belngl Some .

through haste and agitation.” And as Eva Thornton

i | read, low music swept through- the air, and olose,
nnd me they died,. and that many of the lenunts‘

B close besxde her, white garmems rustled, and froxn

this, and I'Il bave to hunt up another situation, |

I do wish women would learn to hold thexr /

mistress of Woedbine Lodge pondered decply; some,

maiden’s grave. And on that winding stairway,

nafure the belief, that, clothed anew in external |

tho. open casemont aweet jasmino blossoms full,
thrown in by unseon hands; and the sagnclous doj
shuffed tho flowerdnden nir, and geemed to view tho
niry beings 1istening thero; but ke manifested no
sign of fear, - The pure, brave heart of Eva qualled
niot, Fearless, unduunted knowing herself not alone,
sho read,
CHAPTER 1I.

“ A murmur of tho sen,
A lsughing tono of streams,
Long may Lier sojourn be
In the muslc-land of dreams{ '
Oh, child ofsonkl
Ta not the musiedand n world ofdroumlnt(
Whero forms of sad, bowlldering beauty throng 2,
Mna. HEuxaxs,

" My father is an exilo from his native shores, and
I may never ro-visit tho land of miy birth—bonnie
England; yet tho spirit, all-pervading, the music-
breathings of holy nature follow us here, and nestlo
as olosely to our souls, loved and familiar as by the
household hearth, Stmngers and poor, wWo. yet oun
live content upon the soil of liberty, for the world can-
not deprive us of the blessed boon of love. My noble
fathor! thy princely halls are deserted, thy broad
lands have pussed to stranger hands, Wo are un.
known in this hemisphere; yet s thy bowed, chief-
tain-liké hend crect with joy when I, thy-child, ad-
dress thee. No musio.of earth or heaven can. sound
sweocter than thy fond words, * My RosalieI’” -

I write these poges, as thou hast acoustomed me
from early yeurs—n record of passing events. Bix
months we have lived in almost absolute seclusion in
this-romantio home. - X eall it  Zircovin’s Res( 2 in
thy name, father! To its pnges I confide the s‘h'ange
experiences of my inner life, that thou alone canst
comprehend.. -

1 see my sainted mother in the vlslons of the night,
and she tells me of such decp mysteries! I cannot
word thom in ‘mortal- language. She gives me the
names of the unseen ‘stars; she roveals to mg the
clectric oceans in the planets’ depths—the emerald
mountains that sustain the architectural glory of the
wisdom temples. With her I pass boyond the veil of
sense; and feast with spirits on Eden fruits above!
I traverse earth, seated on tho winged cloud- ohurlot,
and I fold to my bosom, untouched by ‘earthy love,
the cherub forms that live in the celestial realm.

To one being alone on carth can I confide theso
nysteries of my aparted dream-lifo—to my wise, lov-
ing father. He smiles encouragingly when I relate
my visions, and strokes my brow, saying, so sweet
and gently: '

« You belong to the spirit-world far more than to
our earth, Rosalie] Prove worthy of angelic guardi
an ship, my child, for my sake—for your own soul’s
sakel” .

And I will, indeod, my father—for that life is so
much more beautiful than ours !

Last night, left all alone with our old Dlsn, and
the faithful dogs, I early retired to rest. Scon my
senses were steeped in the deepest reposo; then a
loud strain of music awoke me, and [ saw the moon-
beams falling through the curtained window, paling
the blushing roses, bathing in light the modest blue-
bells, tho tiny violets that grace my chamber. A

that swept so dreamily tlie silence of the midnight,
rested above me; and an infant summoner reposed
there ; the signet of angelio purity on lip and hrow,
the limbs entwined with flowers, the seraph.ly

within its hand. I felt my soul uprising, freed from
the matefial clay; I felt the tresses waving rol

my face, the pressure of my hand upon my rap-
turiously beating heart. Lifa, motion, feeling—all
was intensified. I breathed frédly, and thoughtfash-
ioned itself into song that flowed from my lips with
the fervor of adoring prayer! Grace, freedom, light-
ness, possessed my form; my feet moved to the

thrillingvpeasure of aerial sound. I felt the inner
sonse of beadty, motion, musio, light and color; and
by the aspiration™winged and glowing of my heart, I

uprose to the summoner’s cloud-chariot, and passed
away from earth; high, high above the towering
cliffs, the foaming eea, the sleeping multitudes, until
we renched the land of morning beauty, the altar of
reunion where my mother dwells |

I cannot desoribe that spot, seen only by the spir-
it’s vision; I cannot tell by earthly sign of the life
within its hallowed circle. Some day, when the re.
generated children of earth shall hold full com-
munion with the angel-worlds, theso things will be
understood, felt, witnessed by. tho soul. I cannot
with the surroundings of “earth, the atmosphere of
this lesser world environing with faltering language
and unconsecrated pen, even fmntly image forth the
gemmed and atarry lustre of its over-arching skics,
the splendor of the thronglng planet-worlds, with
their encircling sens of azure light. The vojce of
earthly musio, the mightiest invocation of song, can
only reach the- faintest echo of its chorgl melodiess
that, ever circling in an upward flight, reach unto
the celestial realm of which even the highest arch-
augel knows not !

There—oh, worshiper l—-oh, . seeker I—the ‘gems
glisten in the wayside path ; not the vain sought-
for baubles of earth that deck the kingly diadem, the
priestly robo ; but jewels of faith and strength, of
trust and love, of truth and joy, over which the
golden' waters of lifo flow musically. There gush
the living founts from flowery fanes and amethys.
tine hill-sides ; flowing no more from rocky, barren
sources ; not bitter as Marah’s waters to the lips;
but sweet and Inspiring with the liquid draught of
poctio fervor. Thero the waters of transition lave
the shore, roseate and aglow with the morning ra-
diance; islands of Elysian beauty ; mountain heights
over which the sevenfold rainbow blends, dispensing
‘mystic harmony ; temples of the soul, transparent in
‘their orystal aud silvery light ; beacon-fires, darting
high their living flames, and ecintillating showers of
gulding stars. And over the angel-brows, the beat
ified faces, tho glorified-limbs, flow streams’of golden
ethcr. that denote the children of, & realm of peace H
gpirits’ of music and poesy, angels of love und in-
spnrntionl

-1 dwelt among them mnny hours,. xt seemeq; and
glimpses of the soul.life, with its mamfold capaoities,
its unfolding might, were revealed to me. I saw the
noble ambition, despm]ed of every earthly perverslon,
leading thousands of redecemed souls to the beacon-
‘fires above; to the temples trodden only by the puro -
in heart. And thence, I.behold them marshaling in
‘battle. array, their shields all brilliant with the
studded goms of love and intellect, to wrestle with
the wrongs of carth. I saw the pride, divested-of its’
chilling vengeance, glow with ecstatio fervor for the
good and true alone ; I saw the crown, flashing with
a~thousand sun.rays, adorn the peasint maiden’s
brow; and in -the mountain-dweller’s hand, I saw
the sword of truth unsheathed; in the slave’s grasp,

the brimming cup of liberty; on modest brows, the
huml wreath of fame! SR N

cloud, silvery and roseate, undulating to the sounds .|

Thoe earth.poor and lowly wielded tho eceptred
wand of power,and the llly.rod of purity was the
mightiest tficre, Cod's patent of nobility was
stamped on children’s broway and love was—oh,
so glorificd! no taint of carth clung to his sernph
robo of staray no thorns lurked ‘mld his festnl
wreath ; 1t was made of {mperishablo flowers; and
tho self-breathing lyro ho held, gave forth no under-
tono of sadness, [ felt that I could only worship
there, tho angel of n darkened world; that I would
guard my girlish Leart from earthly mlo, and livo
for the splrit-love awaiting me:

Vagucly I felt a lingering kiss upon my brow; it
onmo from unseen realms’ I felt o glow dlvine of
inspiration and exalted love, so puro and passion,
less, it would scom worthy of a spirit’s joy, pervade
my inmost heart; and as tho musio, light and beau.
ty deepened arund me and above, from my full soul
burst the invooation, promise and pruyer of a mor
.| tal’s offering :

¥rom the darkened earth-uprising
T'o the realms of light dlvino;
On the mountain of ascenalon,
By the splrit's holy ehrine; . .
Wings to thee my aspiration,
Angel! who dest veil thy face,
With its pure resplendant glory
From tho lingering earthly traco,

Splrit of my-rapt devotion!

Soraph of my, jumost thought!
Lift to thine the deop heart-yearning
- ¥or thé llfe with fullness frught.

"Mid the world, its clouds and terrors;
'Mid tho realms of solitudp, ’
Guard moe ever; consecratod
To tho beautiful and good

(o

8end ma from all worldly longing,

Seraph! to the heavonly fang, -
Where the vestal fircs are burning;

“Echocs sweet the choral siraln
Of tho distant worlds, rejoicing .

'In .the, glory of thyt :
Spirit of my rapt dovog&

Thero unveil thy angel !
Ifelt that my prayer was answered; that my
place would never be beside the home-altar of a
stranger ; that earthly love might tempt but would
not triumph over my spirit-vows; that henceforth,
far, unseen, unknown, yet felt, an angel’s heart:

Aod 1 was conveyed back to my moonlit chamber,
with a heart .illumined by the gorgeous imagery of
o love beyond earthly conception ; my spirit thrilled
with revelations of incffable blessedness! I slept
long in deep unconsciousness, until the sun streamed
brightly in at my window and my dear father gaily
called his' laggard child. Itold him of my vision
and its significance ; and tears trembled in his large,
soft, grey eyes.

#We are a strange race, my Rosalie!” he snid,
tenderly embracing me. “We have gifted secrs and
golemn farotellers of the future among us. Our
Hungarian blood flows wildly, perhaps, and many
deemed your sainted mother crazed. 7 only knew
that she held communion with thd blest departed. 1
knew the meaning of her long death-like sleeps ; her
strange revealing. You resemble her in person, my
ohild, and in’spirit you are following her traces.”
«Oh, this music-world is so unspeakably beauti-
ful, dear father!” I said, and I sat down to my harp
and sang the poem [ had composed in sleep,

“Would you leave your father, 1arling, for that
upper world of song and beauty—Ileave poor Zlrcovin
all alone on earth, Rosalie 9”7

Oh, the deep-toned tenderness of that trembling
voice ! Ithrew my arms around him, and ecried
amid my streaming tears :

# Wherever you are, beloved, blessed father! is|;
life and song and loveliness for me1”

“My life were dreaty, indeed, without thee, last
of my heart and name” ho said, and I replieds
softly parting the silver-sprinkled, jetty hmr, from
off ‘his forehead :

“ Heaven were not happiness without theo, my only

friend, my truest guidel”

Bince a week or s0o & young gentleman has been
coming to see us, When father is .absent he
brings me messages from him, and accomnpanies
them with flowery gifts. I do not like the man, yet
simple Elsa calls him fair and stately. He is of
handsome presence, I admit, but there is something
repellant in his eye, his voice, his manner, that I
cannot force my lips to smile, my words to bo warm
with the welcome due a kindly deed. My blessed
mother, with her soul-reading intuitions, would have

nature was antagonistio to mine. To-day he brou

me o present of odrious sea-shells and mosses. I
‘nccepted the offering coldly. I foar my constrained
manner has offended him; he hastily left my prel.
ence.

How I long for my ‘dear father’s return! Heia
compelled to be absent o often, and business calls
him to the various sea-ports- in the neighborhood,
Old Elsa is a thorough housekeeper; her boy John, a
stalwart, willing- lad; our dogs are watchful and
fierce; what oan I fear in this holy, world-aparted
spot? And thero are neighbor’s houses not half o
mile beyond tho wood ; and do not angels’ spirits of
the departed,watch over me constantly ?

1 sit to-night and watch the fonming sea, with its
phosphorescent gleam, breaking in sullen murmurs
on the smooth beach below. Ieee the glistening,
shifting light-house beacon on the opposite shore,
and the twinkling stars break amid drifting dark
banks of clouds, piling amid the erst unoclouded
onnopy. I hear the night-bells ringing from the
town, Hark! a knock! a voice! my heart throbs
wildly ! it is not my father; his coming fills me only
with ‘serene joy. Ihear the vdico now; it is that

unwelcome comer, Naverillo, -

(] Qo . Q (-] L] L]

The next followmg pages were written in a bolder
hand, and signed Zircovin Zehlasco, They bore a
later date, and began thus: ’
~ #Yes, as poets-and .philosophers, as every usplr-

lifo are leveled; these false, outward “distinctions
that brand the ysuccessful patriot's brow with the
exile’s, almost the felon’s doom ; while the' success-
ful rebel lives n glorified hero, before whom nations
bend the knee.  Exalted by prosperity, I should be
Lniled with the sacred name of Liberator ;. crushed
by adverse fortune, I .am the hiding outcast; my
peerless child, fit to mate“with princes, ia & caged
solitary in this forest hut. I dare not expose ker
rare beuuty to the vulgar’ gaze. 1 guard, with zeal-
qus watchfulness, the treasure ‘entrusted ‘to me by
my sainted Theresn. My English-born flower shall
bo shieldéd from the rough blasts of further adver-
sity; her pure ears shall not be insulted by vile
adulation. She calls herself a epirit-bride, and such
sho surely {s. - I have cast aside my pride of caste—

N I, the professed chnmplon of the peoplo ;. but never

throb responded to the longing pulsations of mine, | :

told me that he was fated to do me evil; thnb‘his .

ing beart has ever dreamed, there is, there must be, | »
a realm of spiritlife, “whiere gll the mequn,htxes of|.

shall my Rosallo wed with tho fortune-hunter, the
sordid, tho impure ; and whero on earth lives of that
heavenly spirit tho perfect countcrpnrtl

My ohild fa threatened by somo vaguo dangers
she telle mo 80 in her magnetio sleop; and In the
eyo of tho dark Naverlllp I rend o concenled, strange
purpose, He spokoof lovo to Iosalic, the stormy
evening boforo my arrival home; sho told mo that
sho calmly bade him nover to remow the subjeot, C<
Homado noreply; but in his soul she read, with
thoso soraphio oyes, that ho only gave an outward
c;:mpliunce—zhnt sho was fated to bo molcsted fur-
ther,

I'must again leave my *TRest;’ but I will brlng
friends (alas! has the exile friends ?) from N—:
they shall stay with and watch' over tho safety of
my preclous child, I know naught of this Naverillo; '
ho Is & stranger in theso parts, and though his ap-
pearance denotes wealth, 1 seo not how he' can asplre -
to the pure love of my gifted ohild, '

Strange rumors I heard to-day concerning’ lmn,
they say ho is a rover of the seds, living by rapine °
ond plunder, Can such things bein our day ? - Yet,
why not? The civilization that confiscated my lands -
ahd homestead; that ereots churches and monuments
while it denies the communion of souls—why., should
it not bring forth. piracy and highway robbery, as -
well. agsilent treuohei‘les and’ unu.uthonzed des~

: potlsms?

.Not'in this land of glornous freedom oa.n suoh
monsters ‘have birth; the soil of monarchy: brings

“1 them forth; and, driven thenco, they dare:to deséorate
| the New.World with their crimes! Once my pécu-

niary affairs all sottled, I, the ambitious - toiler for
my coantry’s freedom, will .settlo down to agrioul-
tural purauits, and live the only liberty I can attain

| to—free intercourse with bounteous nature. At home

my rebel tendoncles brought on me the gevere dis-

| pleasure of the rulmg despot ; here, in the land of
_ Waslungton, my religious belief would fasten on me

the Beorn, perhaps abhorrenco of the. community,
Therefore I live, with my lovely child, my spirit-scer,
secluded ; and from that virgin soul come propheoies,
that fill my fainting soul with triumph; for she
foretells in deep, magnotio trance, the speedy restora-
tion of my oppressed Fatherland. She speaks in
inspired tones of prophecy, of the deony of thrones,
the crumbling power of dynasties; foretells in tho
far future, the glorious and universal Republio, so
many pafriotic hearts’ have dreamed of, bled for,
vainly |

Shall I believe that the ungelfish heroes of the
past—the martyred ones, who, at the stake, and on
the battle-fiold, yielded up life for truth and free-
dom’s snke—that these great, mighty souls rest
powerless, on rosy beds, in most inglorious ease, in
a golden Lieaven of sensuous ropose? My warrior’s
blood tingles in my ohecks indignantly—my soul

ories thunderingly No/ Away with your inglorious

future | your singing, inactive lives that priests por-
tray. Thou Bovereign Father | wilt be served with
deeds, not empty formulas; else why thy flood of
inspirations poured so richly over patriot hearts?
else why this uprising of the century against tyranny
and oreed fetters ? why this thirst for freedom, un-
quenched by defeat, hoarded and cherished even in
the dying hour? Despots may crush my worldly
fortunes, erase my noble name, and brand my flight
with shame. They eannot fetter my soul; that, free,
aspiring a8 ever, dares and braves them yet! Shall
death extinguish the holy flame ? . Shall the patriot
wander through the flowery vales of Paradise, a
child in intelleot, forgetful of his first great destiny,
of his life-long struggle? MNever, never/ We may
not, in thy many worlds, gredt Father, wield the
material sword, or head the legion of brave, beating
hearts; but surely, surely, this thirst for freedom
shall not be unquenched; it shall bo consecrated by
the hands of angels, and the watochword given from
the Great Spirit-ruler’s throne !

My beautiful, heroic'Theresa! on earth thou wast
unflinchingly my friend and counsellor. The organ
poals of liberty sound joyously in thy ear, arising
from the earth thiat returned thee to thy native
Heaven! My soul-gifted ohild and thine, bright
link between our spirits, says that yet fhe martial
hymn enchants, the trumpet tones awakening the
earth’s mighty hearts to actionm, stira thee with
costatic sympathy. Heroio woman, and still heroie
gpirit| thy white hauds hold thé sacred banner ;
chorubs of love and purity nestle amid its snowy
folds. Lifo, though I may not live on carth to seo
it, shall yot surpass the poet’s dream; for tyranny, -
kings and despots swept from earth, the angels:shall
find as fair resting-places in human homes a8 ever .
gladdened their seeking footsteps in Eden’s sliades.

Rare, choice spirits are developing' for the battle
of the ago. Angels are unfolding on the edrth ; the
first glimmer of a new dawn has decked the sky; it
is spreading broad and wide over this favored land ;
here the first returning angels will abide; the links
between the Leavens and the earth be recnewed ; the
startling call go forth for the oppressed to strike for
freedom’s cause ; here on this consecrated soil, where
once the angel hosts lent aid, will the dawn of liherty
‘break through the long night of gloom. Here, or in
another sphere, I shall be with the wrestlers; I shall
join the confliet. I shall hasten to thy resoue, be-
loved, down-trodden fatherland !

In the dim, mystic ages past, my Rosalie would
have been hailed the gifted priestess, the prophoteas!
Yet would her pure utterances have fallen ‘on henrts
not yet awakened to that higher life of whioh she is
the participator. - Now, men would deém her mad;
I only listen charmed, almost spell-bound, to the
wisdom fraught with cloquenco" sublime, that falls
80 musically from thoso rosy lips. In heaven she
will sit beside thé Virgin Mother, & risen snint; and
many will throng to " her to learn of  lifo and. duty.
My dutifal, my blessed child! ~God and hxs holy
angels ¢ shield her- from every harm1” -

'CONCLUDED IN OUR NEXT,

-Ax Inpiay Crry. —A corr'espondent to the Bombhj '
Stundurd writing from Jeypore, says: ‘# This sa .
most magnificent  oity—certainly the finest 1. ho,ve
séen in Asia. Nothlugm Consmntmdple, Damasous, .
Aleppoy or Cairo, can como ‘near it. I'had mot, the .
slightest idea ‘theré was such o place in India.:
Streets cighty feet wido, with _palaces, temples, gllded
domes, and porticos, Al the fantastio glitter of Hin~
do nrchxtecturo meets the eye ‘at everyturn. The
view at tho + Chowki? is really imposing—indeed, I
do not recollect having seon anything like it, even ln
Europe. Dverythmg,m in'good repair. - Peoples

to be rolling in wealth, Girdens and country p?:hh
aces dot the' surrounding country on all gides the

magnificonce. Gaudy pencooks spread their golden .

short, the soene is almost fu.lry-like." LR
Y.

Raja’s—n placo called Amba—eing of Alhambrinn .7 R

feathers to the morning sun in every direotion' in _‘ R B





















