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.~ CHAPTER XXX.—CONTINUED.

.. It,was a strange sight tosce Mr.. Gray, hitherto so
... 'selfreliant, humbling himself thug, shricking from the
. -.futurd with no strength to do right.in the present.
" ¢ His former onergy and - decision had suddenly forsakon
- “him, and I felt that [ must turn comforter instead of
-*aoouser, . His own stern orthodoxy, in which he was a
-.8inoere believer, for it was true, as Mary once said, that
- ~+he was **terribly in carnest in his religion;”’ but, asl
- was about to write, these very doctrines were liko scor.
. "+ plons, goading him to the quick. - : :
_oswlost! Jost 1" he repeated; I believe thero is no
~.:paoro mercy for me !' . : .
7 1did not then understand that this state of mind was
" fone of the many phases, all bad enough, but this the
smosgt terrible, produced by the oft-used stimulant.
... For awhile his distress was very great, and hoping to
-" divert his 'mind to another subject, I asked whero we
-*wotlld go when we left the parsonage. .
.- s+Whete, indeed !.. I know of no place, but suppose
. I'must seek another parish,’’ and suddenly recollecting
" himgelf, **no; the doctor commands rest and quiet for
*'three months, if I do not wish to lose my eyes.’’
1. s+Well,” said-I, vyou have saved-a Httlo something
..agalnst a'rainy day; let us hire some small house, and
"live retired and quict for awhile. It will glve you an
«opportunity to conquer this bad habit which is making
“~you its slave.” - .
. ;.v'Bomething saved! No, Bertha; the money your
#" fathér gave e on your marringo day, and the sums
.-which he has added since, were all invested in the rail-
; Toad, and you may know how valuable thoy.are, when
Itell you that they were quoted yesterday at sixteen
* cents, 8o that the two thousand to which it amounted
:{d all; 18 now worth only one hundred sud twenty-five.
-, We are rich, are we not ?”’ . :
.-~ How old and worn he looked, as he sald this, with his
*" head thrown back aguinst tho high rocking.chalr, as if
= he were sinking into an uneasy slesp. Imadeno reply,.
..for I wanted time to think, and ho sat thus, now and
“’thén muttering something incoherently, and starting
44 {I disturbed by bad dreams, = :
-.i, I took my sowing,
. unused to such wor%(. to planning for the fature. Noth-
“ing tangible presented itself, and feeling disinclined to

. ~sleep, T-went down stairs for a book, .aud on my way, | .o

observing Auntie Paul’s light glimmering thvough the
. orack of her door, I tapped gently. She opened at.once,.
. Sho was reading, her Bible of course. Isat’ down dnd
*-told 'her all our troubles. ’ :
. . »This is sad, indeed,”” she said; ¢«but there-are
.. greater sorrows in the world, Let us think a moment.
- Itis cortain that Mr. Gray nceds rest, and that he ought
"+ not to predch in his present staté of mind. - Btill he
_+ needs employment, something active to keep mind and
. . body interested. Ihave it1 Yes, it isi]um, the thing,
~*"{¢ ho {8 disposed to it. Your mother left a small farm;
i1t {3 now let to a tenant, but the house is vacant, and
+the large garden . surrounding it sho carried on herself.
-, ‘Why not move therc for awhile. The house, though
. *"oldy will be a comfortable shelter, and the garden may
+"'b made & source of pleasure and profit, and of health,
_,$o0, porhaps. At least the place will be & refuge for
.awhile until you can find o better,” :
~"" The plan suited.me; at least it was botter than any

and set my poor little head, all,

'] barrenncsy, of darkness and despair.

.. which I could propose. Lo be sure it was a lonely spot,

_.remote from neighbors;: the house was old and crum-
. bling, bat it wada shelter—wo could try and make itn
« -homie.” & roeturned to my chamber, relieved. Mr. Gray
+ was dozing stupidly, but not so far gone in sleep that
--he could not understand the plan. "
": " esYes, yes,'” said he, *‘that will do till'my eyes are
“ better. I am glad you like it; we "Il move at once.”
. Another weelf( found us in thelittle brown farm-house.
.-t was not many miles from Vernon, and that pleased
"~ me. Iwas notfar from the precious graves. "Auntie
““Paul'went with us, and remained till the house was in
Lt grdgr; then she left for her own home with her chil-
-7y dren, . .
Lot me describe our s*Refuge,”” ag'we called it. In
going from Vernon to B—, there is o fine, much
rayeled rond, thickly scattered with pleasant farms
and neat homesteads, About midway a road turns to
he right up a steep, to. the eye at flrat, almost perpen-
“ dioular hill.. This road leads to thesmall farming town
“.-of Becket, whero a little white meeting-houso, a red
school-house, and the sign «-Post Office,”’ over one of
! -the doors of & brown cottage, indicdted that though few
-, <_-juhabitants are to be. seen, there arc somescattered-over
. the neighboring hills and valleys. The school-house is
_.at the meeting of two roads—taking the left hand we
" ascend another hill, and when at the summit turn joto
a narrow road,. evidently not much travcled, and for
good reason, because its termination is the house we
seok—our home,  Itis 2 one story, unpainted building,
" with neither blinds nor door yard. A glant butternut
. tree,now in its summer grecaness, flings its branches far
and wide, sheltering the southern- side of the house,
' while an old mossy applo tree stands sentinel by the
" old well, with its {ong. antiquated sweep, from whick
< {3 suspended thedripping onken bucket. ‘
..~ I'was happily disappointed when we came in sight
. ¢f it. Nature f;such a skitlful paiater, that when she
* sita'at her easel, dipping her brash in sunlight, touch-
.- ing: hilland meadow, treo and stream, with her rare
. tints, wo .cannot help admire and wonder. Btrange,
*" how she transforms the brown, weather-worn house, by
8 beam of light hore, a shadow there, a touch of green
moss on the roof, and a golden glint on the small win-
_dows, Il we fancy that if the house were other than it
. wag, the picture wonld be spoiled. - - v e
The poetry, however, was somewhat marred by the
interlor view—the low rooms, with an old damp smell
.- about them, the pantry, sith that peculiar chees
.+ scent that always hangs sbout a farmhouse «*buttery,”
. s the natives call it, and which is peculiarly snnoying
to my olfactories; the parlor, with its coarse, largo fig-
.. ured Euper; the small. bedroom with but one window,
. and that admitting but_a thimble full of air—were at
“firat a little repulsive. But Auntie Paul made sundry
.+ improvements, not the least of which was a ‘thorough
.- purification and whitewashing. ] .
- . Thoped much for Mr, Gray in this retreat; but when
7" the exoitoment of moving was over, I was sorry to sce
i .that he returned to his old stimulant, and when remon-
strated with, he would ray— . .
+Yes, yes, I mean to quit it. I will do so; itis a
shooking habit—no Christian should indulge in it
. - Then again he would weep like a child when he re.
' fox('ixled to it, showing too clearly that his nerves wero
L
+ ~'would irritate him, and bring’ oot harsh words that fell
s+ -heavily.on my heart. . L e
I think the hardest trial of my life, the most difficu]t
for me to bear, was the semi-ithelsm into Which my
own soul was thrown. However I might not have had
the foelings which every wowan should have toward

it

shattered. More frequently tho least allusion'|

the man she marnrisy, Inlloved ho woald be a guide for,
mo to a higher ahd a botter life. I -felt- myself weak
and ignorant. I thought hin strong and learned. Like
the poor, delnded Mormon wife, 1 funcied that I was
scaled for heaven .by my unfon with & man of God.
Oh, how bitter was the reality, when the mask fell! I
lost falth in man, faith in myself, faith in God. Yes.
I write theso three Jagt words deliberately. I was wan.
doring in darkness that inight be felt. * This state’ of
mind commenced with Lily’s death; it incredsed tfll
during my residenoce in the farm-house it became a sot-
tled. meod. I read the Biblo mechanically once a dny;
it was a habit with us, and I read loud to Mr. Gray, but
I found' no living waters there. Jordan was driven-
back; thero wasno dew on Hermon, nor raiu in the
mountsains of Gilboa. Iwas ina land of drought and
{ had prayed and
rayed, till I was weary, for one token from Lilian or
ily—one whisper from the. spirit world-—but none-
came to me, and my heart fell sick in its despair. .

Lily, my preclous Lily, was then my only source of
joy. "Oh, human lovel thou art precious. I-could not
see then that thot wert the shadow of God's love, but
80 it was; and I was kept alive by this ono tic, as the’
poor prodigal was kept alive in his wanderings by husks,
when in his father’s house there was rich food awaiting
his hungry soul, .

As if jn judgment to mo—but it was mercy bebind a
cloud—Mr. Gomez sent entreatingly for Lily to be
brought to him. He had not many months to live, and
one sight of her bonny face, would mako death less
grievous. If I would only come out with her and pass
the winter, it would be csteemed a great favor. He
sent means for this purpose; but I could .not leave Mr.
Gray, whose eyes were 1o better, and he was averso to
n sen voyage. Mrs. Green, the housekeeper, thereforo
took my place, and was to return when the .spring
opened. Charles Herbert met. them in Vernon, and to

ed of their safe arrival

Ido not like to look back upon the feelings with
which I entered upon that winter; it makes me shud. -
der, even now,. But one incident soon occutred to
break the sad monotony of our life. 1 have said t%ﬁ
Mr, Gray was very neat ond mothodical in all his habils;
bis books and papers were always arranged with great
accaracy and preeision, . 8inco our removal they had
lainunpacked, waiting for him to put them in the little
room he called his study. But he had neglected it,
waiting for his eyes to bo-stronger; but thinking he
might feel more at home with a study, I proposed doing
it for him. He assented. saying that when I had un.
packed his books and papers, he would give me diréc-
tions how to urrnuge them, - )

Ono stormy day I undertook the task. Iopened first
the boxes of books—his theological .works—and ho
amused himself till he was weary, placing: them .npon
the shelves which he had prepared, Then came a trunk
of pamphlets, all. numbered, datéd, and stitched to-
gether in' volumes; with indices. Then a box of ser-
mons similarly prepared. - By this time be was tired,
and told me to open the remaining trunk, and lay the
contents uf)on the table while he rested. - In -doing so,
my eye fell on some large books; bound :like. account
books, but marked +*journalsy’’ these, without opening.
I ]aid on the tablo, but what lay beneath these attract.
ed my curosity too strongly to treat ini the same way,
Ain old worn paper, yellow with age, bore this inserip- .
tion— : : R
: ;'ngm of Bimon Mudgett; rolating to Mary Lin-

n ; :

1did hot wait for a second thought; but' opened " the
package, and read eagerly, seated upon the floor beside
the opon trunk, It was as follows: . -, .

], 8imon Mudgett, commit the following narrative
to writing, thinking it may, ot somo time, be of: use
to tho parties concerned.” BN et

In the month of September, 18—, I was living near
tho beach at- Rockford. I kept two or three fishing
boats, and went out almost overy day on the water.
Ono day I returded carlier than usual,” for there ‘wére
signs of & storm, and my wife said to me— ot
*+The ociulnoctln] is coming on.’ . ) .

+Yes,’ 1 replied, and there'll be the. devil to pay
among those vessels near the shore.’ i R

The storm increased, and toward midnight blew a
gale. Wo thought we heard screams and groans; but
whether it were dying men or the wail of the wind, I
could not tell, Iwas on the beach & part of the night,
but it was very datk; the waves -rolled in, shore tre-
mendously, and Iknew no vessel could live through
the storm, unless ghe put out far from land. Once I
thought 1 saw o vessel trying to do so, but I could see
nothing distinctly, and hearing no cries for help -I're-

again on tho shore. 1t was too true that a vessel bad
been near us all night; the wreck was now to be seen’
with men still olinging to her side. I got out my boat.
at onco, and managed to put two or three in; ono, a
woman, with an infant lashed to her. My wife took
the woman and baby into the house, while with theaid
of two neighbors, I tried to bring to lifo the other two
bodies which I found. I succeeded with one, the Cap-
tain, but ho was dreadfully bruised and mangled, and
died the next day.' One of his first questions, on com
ing to, was for the woman and child. My wife had
succeeded in restoring them, but the poor woman had
been so terrified all that dreadful night; that she was
never quite herself again. The Captain told me that
she was entrusted to his caro—that she had come out to
meot ber husband, who had committed some orime, and
could not remain in England for the present. :

+His name,’ he sald, ‘was Robert Knox; and maybe
he will learn that his wife lives. . She is of good family
in Lincoln, England, but her friends were 80 angry
at her marriage with Knox, that they have disowned
her; nnd her father, a stern old man, will never forgive
her. She Isan only child, and his property goes to
distant relatives on his death.’ ) )

"This was what the man told me ot flrst, Just before ho
died, he added— : - . .

+Tell Bobert Knox I lost my life in saving his wife.
Had It not been for them, I should have been ashore
without these terrible bruises.’

Tho woman never recovered her reason, but wandered
about after her Robert. While she was with us the pa-
Eem’ gave an account of & trial in England of some

fghway robbers; the gang were transported, but the
leader—Robert Knox—vwas hung. My wife said we must
not tell the woman, (and never reveal it to the child;)
but we always thought she read it for herself, for sho
died soon after—wandered away, and was brought home
 corpse. o o

My wife said so. much about writing to tho wo-
man’s friends, that I did so at last; but her father was
dead, and the man who had the property sent a hun-
dred.pounds, and added :that he never wished to hear
again from one who had so much disgraced their name,
Itook the money and bought this house. and the land
belonging to it, and this was what I.wished to confess -
to the parson. Perhaps {t-was wrong; but as wo always
took care of tho girl as if she were our ‘own, andas I
leave it to her in my will, perhapsit will not be brought
up against me. Mary has been a good child, and we -
have never told her the dreadful end of, her father, and .
my wife says we must never do so.” I shall not do a0,
tifl I die, and then commit thé history of hor to some
one who will not use it to herinjury. -~ - . -

: . 8ivox MupgEeTT.””,

At tho bottom of this was a little note in the hand-
writing of Mr. Gray, as follows : :

«iReceived this from Mr. Mudgett, at midnight, Oct.
15, 18—. How used—Journal No. 2, page 566.” .

" Mr. Gray's ‘papers were thus arranged so-systemat--
ically th;?he g:m d turn to whatever he wiched at any
moment;.but hitherto he had kept everything under
watch and ward. His desk was uevor- left open, and
;nost.’ of the time his study was locked when he wasnot

n it, : ‘

It laastonishing how many thoughts can rush through

my joy—formy unxiet{ was exceedingly great—1I learn.

turned to the house.. With the first break of day I'was |-

the mind in one moment of time. When sfeam s at
high pressure; thq velooity of the engineis wonderfully
fncreased, As I ‘finjshed this, my mind involuntarily
recurred to Mr, Harper. Csn it he? Would my hus
band reveal this tg Mr. Harper?: If so, here then is the
secret. - I have tho key to the mystery which has sep-
arated these two, Mr, Harger's pride will not permit
him to unite his fate with the felon’s child. Without
stopping to conelder right-or wrong, I turned to’ the
Jjournal; | Sy s oL
_ e\WasminaroN, Wednesday, December 18. Oh, the
vanity of earthly greatness! Ihave wandered to-day
amid the splendors of our niational cupl%, but I -have
learned to say, “All is vanity and vexatlon “of spirit)’
I am much pleased with Mr, Harper; he s noble-heart-
cd, generous, and, a8 the world goes, honorable; bub
then ho has no true senge of his stato as a sinner.
must warn him..- .0 0 A

Evening. Have been. considering. what {s my daty
concerning the story,df Mary Lincoln. Strango thut
1 can't write that namé ‘néw withont my hand trem-
bling. If I thought-+but no, she will never alter her
mind—she is too ﬁrm;for tl:lpt. But if I thought 1 could
win her for mysélf, [sliould not waver, - There is’some:
thing in this i‘inrporthut miikes me think he would hes-
itate to marry her; when he knows theso facts. These
Virginians have a terrible deal of family pride, As for
me, I would do anything but sell my soul to Satan, for
this girl, Oh, Mary Lincoln ! if you knew the power
you have over mel God' knows that you could have
molded me . to your will; l1,'ou could have exorcised the
demon that is gaining:such ‘power over me. I think
you would have yieldgd, if your two frionds, Bertha Lee”
and Addie Harper, had not influenced you. No man
has a fraction of a chapce when two young girls are
making fun of him al} the time. : :

Never mind, now; 1']l have my. revenge on one.
And yot, what strange feelings I have toward ker/ Sho

is 50 pliant, so selfsacrificing, that one cannot wish to-

harm her. - 8he docs not love me—ohe can see that very
plainly. Her whole heart helongs to Charles Herbert,
but that will be over soon, for she has sense and prin-
ciple. But if sho docs not love me, she does what is
next best to a man, obeys and roverences me. I ehall
have o subject—I will be her master. : Our marriage!
Hal ha! a union of kidred heprts! What o mock-
ery | You, Mary Lincoln; are reaponsible for this. But
I will monld pne woman to iny will. Bertha Lee ! you
will learn that my will {8 stronger than yours, and you
will 8oon understand what the word Ausband means in
its full fmport. L ' . ’

Thureday. I have declded that my dnt{ leads mo to
show Mudgett's papers to Mr. Harper. We must do
pur duty at all bazards; he will suffer—well, more than
I have, I wondér? ‘No, he is rich and famous, he can
find another bride. . But Mary;—aye! there ’s the rub,
for I know how that girl will love the man to whom
she gives ber hand. Oh, my Ged! Could I have had
that love, I should never have been the stern,-cold man,

that people call me, . Why ehould I shrink from giving:

her painl Have I'mot snffered through her, more than
she can now do, evenil} hey hopes .are disappointed ?
Her heart will not- bresk—no, it 18 too firmly anchored
in heaven for that. . e

 Evening, 1have done {t! It wasa terrible blow, I
pared nothing—do-a thing well when you are in for it.
[ added that from what'Mudgett learned in his letter
from Lincoln, that this Knox must have been & low,

desperato villain, His family are living somewhere In -

Scqtland now, p:alipbl{ ¥ulgarand degraded. I hoped
be would excuse me, byt Twould do by him as one
gentleman would do byanother, I added that Mary
berself was aware of hep birth, which was stretching
‘the.truth o little, but a;little, however, for in my dis-
appointment 1" had ‘communicated them to my Aunt

A Garland, her teacher, with the liberty to tell Mary.

Mr.: Harper did n't say much—but when I added this
last, ho-turned as pale nsa vorpse, and there was a livid
paleness’ about the mouth. "It struck home.  Well,
why should n’t others suffer 0s.well as myself? -At any
rate, 1 have only dope my doty.’" .
Lshut the book, and bowed my head for a moment,
overcome by a strapqo tamult of feelinga. * . .
ssBertha,- Berthn,’” called” Mr. Gray from another
room, **it is tea-time; I would Ilke my supper.””

\ —

. - CHAPTER XXXI. -
-1 "MARY LINCOLN, . ..’
- # My joys havo been by sorrow. crushed; -~ .
.~ My heart's awect toncs have lopg been hushed;
- Jta strings arq stralned ; and thus tho grave
- will welmme%e’, bylund o wavey .. 1. . ¢
But.still my heart to earth will cl?ng. T
 As long as treos and Wlossoms spring,
And rocks, and hillls, 9nd land, and: ses,
Are tried and silont frlonds té me ™

It wag n lonely life in fhe old farmhouse with Mr.
Gray, whose eyes became no better, though he was oth.
erwise well, save 'the shattered nerves, und alternate
depression and elation of 4 pirits, occasioned by his fa-
vouite stimulant. Theretfio those who know what his
torture was, and can theptrore understand why 1, whose
only duty it was to wait on him and be patient, could
bear up, and feel that my, task, however heavy, was
light, compared to his sufitring. -

1 had lived through the summer even happily, for
Lily and I bad air and sunshine, green grass and sing-
ing birds, to her precious teachers, to me sweet com-
forters, We lived with so much simplicity, that we
had leisure to be out of doors, and while her little hands
plucked the dandelions and violets, and her tiny feet
printed the garden paths, Isowed beet sced and lettuce,
cabbages and cauliflowers. I did not raise garden flows
ers; why should I, when ftature had scattered far more
beautiful onea all around me ? Beside, it was necessary
that I should make .my t e profitable, pecuniarily.
My. Gray had a patch of pf‘\’-’.‘éoca, and an acre of corn,
We had apples and cureants far dessert, and Lily and 1
had our brood of chickenz..” Surely God was good to
us, and I was not left quitd todespair, though there was
o feeling in my heart akin toit. -

But when *the -baby,"’ a4 I .called her, was taken
away, it scemed as if tho sunshine went too—iwhich
indeed it did. for as thewinter camo on, it- did not
shine into the long; narrow, red painted kitchen, as it
had done during the summer. Bot I found it came
moré broadly into the corner sitting-room, and I there-
foro made o kitchen and sitting-room of that, and tried-
to make it cheerful by books, and two or thtee plants,
and my little rosewood secreta

But it was hard being cheerful while M. Gray had

such

gloomy viaws of himsolf and thé future. * Some-
times.:

o would be, as I have heretofore described him,

very sociable, childish,, puerile,:and ‘now I could. not |

got away from it. We Yere blocked up with snow, and
I could take no long walks. 1 could not cven go to
church, as Tused to for weeks aftér the baby wentaway,
to divert my mind from trouble.. -I walked two miles,
but I did not mind tho disfance in ihose bright Septem-
ber days, when s goldgn haze s on tho landscape,
and tho ‘old woods were kright with. their autumn fo.

liage. ' . G . .

- (’ﬁce my good old- friead from Westford preached;
and his sermon, which w21 from these words, fell like
oil on the ‘troubled watery of m{ heart, s«Faint not,
neithet bb weary.”!.” He walked bome with me, and on
the way he gave me a histery of his own life, chequered
bg' many disappointments snd trials, and closed with
this remark— - NS
- «You may think it strange,-Mrs. Gray, but now, al-
most at the close of my eighty years’ pilgrimage, Ilook
buck upon my trials with more satlsfaction’ even than
my bright days, for-1s¢o that they have led me bya
nearer path to'God,* .~ ,° - . S o
_ Wo found Mr, Graythat night in one of his depressed
moods; he was a castaway-—s lost ‘soul—he bad com-
mitted an unpardonable ein. I thought it rather strange
that the good man did not contradict. those. assertfons,
instead of letting Mr. Gray talk on, while he wasa si-

lentlistener. But when he prayed, he was 80 earnest,

~

' 80 humble, s0 importunate for the afllicted’ man, that
I could not help weepibg. : He said'to me on leaving—
oI think it will be of no use to adminiater consola-
tion to Mr, Gray, while he is ruining mind and hody
by this stimulant, My dear madam, weo must Pmy."

He thought the advice of a skillful physiciam, who
should point out the physical effects of ‘opium. and its
"results upon the brain, mignt be of use, for Mr. Gray
wag still accessible to reason. o

I thought of Dr. Cameron, whom I had once heard
_apeak of Do Quincey’s book, and relate, also, Coleridge's
experfence. I remember his saying, too—

- ++] have supped on horrors from this very cause myself,
and could tell of visions and of dreams, that would
frighten any sane man from trying the cffects of this
drug upon’ himselif,”? :

I wished ' he wero with ‘us; and, as if my wish had
been the prayer of faith, I had a letter that very day
from Helen, in which she said—

My hugband’s business increases here doily. His
skill is appreciated, and you will understand it whén [
tell youthat he says, ‘the effort to redeem oncself car-
rics happincss along with it.” He Jeaves for the Enst
to-day to attend a medical convention, and has -prom-
1sed that ko will not return without seeing you. [wish
1t were possiblo for me to be with him.”

I counted the dnys when the doctor would come, and
even Mr. Gray, to whom little events becamo great in
this, our exile from the world, was impatient for him,
thinking that be might bring relicf.

« The snow.lay thlcﬁ on the hills, and deep drifts were
in the valleys; it was all around us, and only a narrow
path to the road and the barn from our libuge. I donot
love the silence and solitude of a country farmhouse in
our northern winters, unless, perchance, it is filled with
‘o group of boys and girls, and has nt least one cow to
be fed, and o horse who likes the jinglo of sleigh bells.
Such ‘solitude as ours in a waste of snow was not

IR

agreeable, and when Mr. Gray sank down into his do-
spoudent moods, my scul often cried out, +*My God, my

od, why hast thou forsaken me!'’ i

I had mourned over Mr. Gray’s unfortunate appetite
for opinm; but ono weck, during that winter, I would
have given the watch (for it was-mine now, and the
most valuable thing I possessed;).for one half ounce of
it. A terrible storm came on, and continued threo
days, blocking up the roads, and effectually blockading

The man who carried on tho farm, and who lived jna
amall house some twenty rods distant from us, was sick,
Mr. Gray had noopium| Three days, yes, four passed,
and not a grain could be procured, Ithink he lost his
reason on the third; and on the tourth I had strong
fears lest he would take hia life. " Isaw him once go
into the bedroom, unsheathe his razor, and draw his
finger across the blade. The expression of his counte-
nance was that of intense misery, and so worn and
hnﬁmrdl It was nearly dark. The snow had ceased
to fall, but the wind had risen, and was whirling that
which wias alroady on tho earth, making the alr thick
with its white flakes; the branches of the great butter-
nut tree creaked and groaned, and the wind swept down
in fitful gusts, from the deep gorge that led to a little
hamlet north of us, "For an instant a horror of great
darkness was on my own soul, but it passed away, even

spoke calmly, as if I were unconscious of danger— -
s Mr, Gray, wouldn’t you like a cup of strong coffeo 2’
He started, dropped the razoron the floor, and ap-
peared like n child caught in somo wrong act.
*+Yes, I should,’” he replied. ’ :

. I was not long, I assurc the reader, in makinga oug
strong onough for any person, save an opium eater.
knew then that he must have the opinm, if I risked
my life for it, and Ilay awake a great part of tho night,
studying a way to procure some. . : .

. Tho next morning the sun shone bright, the sky was
blue, and with the smile of heaven, light came to my
heart. - Oar house stood so high that I could seea great
distance, and about nine o’clock I told Mr, Gray that I

+| was sure I saw a man with oxen and a snow.plough

coming up the road. His eyes werein such a state that
the snow was very trying; he counld not look upon it
without great pain. ;

«'Bertha,”’ said he, ifl a tone plixintl%e and petulant

*1 88 a sick child, +‘you will get some, will you not? You
‘| know what I mean.

I shall die if I don't bave it.”’
++Yes, yos,’’ I answored, for I had but one feeling for
him—a great compassion, _
T'watched those oxcn ploughing: their way along—
nieek, patient creatures—with more interest than any

‘| dweller in the city watches the railroad train, or the
| teamship. They came slowly up the hill, and socn I

‘perceived that 8 mau on horseback followed. He did
not look like one of the farmers of the neighborhood,
for they all wore blue linsey-woolsey frocks.  This per:
son was enveloped in furs, and rode a horse superior to
most of thy animalsofall-work around us. I gazed
earnestly.. He was coming toward our house, and
seemcd to be pointing to it, and telling the man who
managed the snow-plougfvh where to drive the oxen. As
he approached nearer, I recognized the familiar coun-
‘tenance of Dr. Camcron. Yes, he had not permitted
the storm to keep him from us.

It seemed as if God had sent him to ua at that time.
How differently he looked from ever before. He had
grown portly, and his face expressed peace and hope,

I do not know what be prescribed for Mr. Gray that
produced so quiet and pleasant an evening, but he sat
in his cnsy chair, sometimes dozing, and now and then
brightening up, and listening cheerfully to oar conver-
sation. The next day he made a thorough oxamination
of his eyes, but gave uslittle oncouragement; the dis-
ease was deeply seated. o L

*tAlas | Bertha,”’ said he, **I know.of no help for
Mr. Gray, as he is now situated; ho should - be under
the care of a man who has the firmness to deny him his
stimulant, and strength aud skilt to manage him in the
ciisis that must attend the denial of i, “Even then,
the result is doubtful.” -

er's boy was
the winter,

who counld tell me much about the great world from
which I bAd been so long excluded. ' I had, in return,
gone to rest carly, as was often his custom when his
of my Virginia friends, and of Mary Lincoln, - -
.++Mary Linceln ! repoated the doctor,
you & friend by that name?'’ - e

I told him her history. It was pleasant for me to
dwell upon, our school-days, ’tmdf- added what I had
lately learned about her, but not how I had learned
_Dr. Cameron had risen while I was talking, and, was
walking rapidly back and forth, keeping his face turn-
¢d'from me, which I thought was very strange in a gen.
tleman, and not at. a)l in harmony with" tho dootor's
usugl deportment.  When I told him that Bimon Mudg-
ctt, on his death-bed, revealed the fact of her father’s
death, and its mode, the doctor wheeled suddenly
round, exclaiming— - S
+*Robert Knox is not dead ! though God knows tbat
he desérved death as much as the poor fellow, who,
finding ho must die, took that name to prevent search
being mado for his captain, who only had a right to

There was something in the doctor’s manner, in bis
voice, and now, os I looked eagerly at. him, in the ex-
preasion of his face, that arrested my attention-at-once.

o was a strong man, physically, with nerves that
could bear intenso ‘pain withoat & quiver; and, as he,
had often eaid, fear was & stranger-to him; but he cams
now toward tho mantel, leaned- his elbow upon it, and
rested his head upoln hishand. He was pale, and trem
bled Jike a sick girl. . ©, . " . vy LR

N ostor”” T exclaimbd, vybn ard ill; what shait I
get you?” .

almost every farmhouso situated off of the main road. |

while tho glittering blade flashed before my eyes, and I’

The doctor would not leave us until a fajthful farm-
procured to stay with us the remainder of

I cannot tell how pleasant it scemed to talk with one

little to tell him, but one evcnin;}:lwben Mr. Gray had
1
eycs pained him, some little incident led me to speak

lquickly. vHave

e

room, perhaps—go on.”’ . : N
+No, I have nothing more to eay; nothing, at least,
that ought to be told, Bhe is with Mrs, Green, a8 .1
told you, or rather awalting her return from Europe,
when she will come and visit me. :
it would do me.to see her again 1" . )
*You have not told me Low she looks,”” eafid the
doctor; *+the color of her halr, her eyes—everything—I
should like fo know everything.” .
I smiled at his Interest, and drew a word pleture for
him, as minute as was in my power.
+One thing more—do you know the date of the
shipwreck ?”? o )
«Yes, I ‘believe so; but stop—as I have told yousoe
much, there can be nothing wron“;. in your sceingthe
snper itself; 1 will fetch it.!” ~Wh
octor was walking the room in great agitation. '~
+What can this medn?’’ I said to myeelf; ++thisis
something strange.’’ . co et
. The reader will not be as stupid as Iwas. Now, I
studied his face for some Bolution of the mystery. What
did Isee there? Something which I wondered I had
never gcen before, it was so liike-—-ﬂ!ar Lincoln’s eyes!
They were that peculiar tint of déep’ blue, large, with
long lashes.’ I stopped short, with the paper inm
hand, like one suddenly turned to stone—my gaze fixed.
But at tho same instant I saw it all; it was revealed to
reaching out his hand to grasp tho paper. L
«*Andyou, you,” I stamnmered, *are Mn:{’s father”?
*God grant it be so,’’ came from.the depth of his
heart. ++f dare not hope; it was published and believ.
ed that the vesscl with every soul on board perished. .
I bhave nevet forgiven myself for trusting such precious
freight, without my own protection, upon the sea: and
I have observed the anniversary of that day in' a dark-
ened room, with a spirit bowed in humility and. 8or-
row. ’
He read the
ing it, said-~
+*God's gopdness

paper deliberately, carefally, and on fold-
is great toward me, Bertha. I be.

'lieve there can he no mistake. I go to-morrow fo seek
my daughter. 8urcly, you have been a guardian angel -
my great

LR

to me. ~-Good night. -1

to me ¢ must be alone with
appiness. L

CHAPTER XXXIL
BEGONOILIATION.

The reader may imagine that I waited with no I
Interest for letters from my friends. I did not
wait long, It was, a3 I have said, in mid-wintet.: : Mr.

e

should say was kindly ordered, by a wise Providence
that directd all our steps, that a westérn membbr.'s

friend of Dr. Cameron, was ill, and had requested the -

doctor, or xather entreated him most eavnestly, to visit
him before his return. This gentlernnn and Mr, Harpe:
were intimate friends, and 1 hoped that the doctor and
Mr. Harper might thus meet. 1wrote letters to Addie,
telliug hér that,the husband of my sister Helen would
be in the city, and would call with a package for her.’

about this man-at some future time; in the meanwhile,
observe him closely, and read him if youcan.” @’ -

engagoment between Mr, Harper and Mary. , Both
arties would be more free and unrestrained in their
ntercourse. O
Thus matters stood when the doctor left the farn.
house. I waited as patiently as I could for information,’
butI know John, our boy of all work, must have
thought I set a high valucupon the little white misaive
which he brought ‘me one day from the village,:for'l
could not wait - for him - to. shake the snow .from: his
clothes, or his feet, but ran out to scize it at once. . |
it was not the doctor’s handwriting, nor Mary’s, bit
that of my faithful little gossip, Addle. However,.X

‘

open in eager haste. It read as follows: ’

‘ «BTANLEY GROVE, JANUARY, 18—’
. You see, dear Bertha, I am at home again, and here I
will stay, for 1 do not like Washington. Yes, I 1}
the dancing, and once in o’ while Ilike to go to the

is a greatstatesman, and condescends to chat with-such

romps together, and then he dances with me, and “yow
must know I would rather dance with him, than with
all the little perfumed puppics that dance attendance
in the capital, barking for the bones in Uncle Bam's
capboard, or rather for the bones that are not there, for
there are so many barkers, ‘that liké Grannie Hub-
bard’s, the cupboard is bare, and many a poor littledog
has none. I like to Jook at Webster's great head, and
his stern face, and I suppose he is a very powerful
speaker, but I have almost as much fear of him; as the
old Grecks of the god Jupiter. Then there is Calhoun
—he has rather a dark, forbidding look, but you cannot
geo him often without having astrange interest in him.

heart by his sternness and gloom, that is, by the agpeu—
ance of it. T have n fancy that way down beneath that
dark face, and jutting brow, there beats o warm, noblo
heart; and I almost envy the woman who has tho key
to it. What was I saying? No, 1 don't envy.any
wife on this wide world, for don’t you think, Ned was
here and spent a week, and what do you think I'heard

talents.” e didn't eny it to me, but I overheard him
saying it to Pa, Dear,
give him a kiss for that. -
Evening. -1 had written thus

far, when the dinner

gongs which have been the nuisance of hotels,” Asl
was saying, I went down to dinner with Ned. Pa'was.
late; he had been to sce his sick friend, but he came in.
soon, accompanied by & gentleman that attracted. my-
attention so much, that I was asbamed of myself for
.| looking at- him 80 often: DBut there was remething:
about his cyes that were so familiay, and recalled pleas-.
ant thoughts; ‘but why, I could not.define., He,was.
older than Pa by ten years, I thought, but he was still.
a fino looking man, and Ned eaid he looked like *some--
body,’ :;which is guite b compliment, in this city of no..
tables. He and. Pasecmed to enjoy -themselves finely-
togother; they dipped into Europenn politics, and Ned:
toﬁl me- afterwards that they bad o warm discussion
over their wine on Lonis.Pbiliﬁpc's_ flight, and the Qr
lans troubles, . Pa defending them, and the gentleman
showing them up, as Ned said, in thefr true colots; for
Neéd ‘and Pa'differ on that subjéct.. But the discussion

the better of each other for their very differenco. After
dinner Pa brought him into our parlor, and:who shonld
it prove to bo but your Helon’s husband ? . I liked him
very much, and was sorry that 1 could not sce mare or
him; but in the evening Pa and he were closeted to-
gether, and Iwondered if they fancied that they conld
settlo the rical claims of- the Orleans and Bourbon dyn-

Pacamo in to sce mo after he left, looking rather pate
aond worrded, - ... .. . .- ...
© ../, TO DR CONCLUDED IN OUR NEXT.

. ‘A_'n“(‘)id maxim is, ++always epesk your mind.” ‘We
can su,igest uite as good s one—speak it only when it
isworthepeaking, . @ o : c. . rian
_:.Bplnosa,-in: hig pantheistic . theology, -mado many
rash conolusions, but Bapon has made many a rasher.

H

¢

«Nothing—no, It is_nothing; only the heat of tho .

Oh, how much good y

en I returned, the

haveto

Harper was in Washington, and Addie was spendinga -
fow weeks with him, Now it happened, or rather X

I bad purposely avoided all allusion to the.former .

1wasa little disappointed, however, to observe that -

was sure of information of some kind, and I tore it

ove -

Benate, especially if Mr. Clay speaks. ,He is my fa-'
vorite speaker, in and out of tho house; I bave scenhim
a great deal, and I like him because ho forgets that he

good, Mr. Clay. I am golng 'te.
N N o Y

astjes. - In'tho morning he Jeft for Stanley Grove, and .

.

me without one word from the dootor, who waseagerly -

] have a long, strange story,” I added, **to téll.yon .

a little insignificant girl as I am. We havo the nicest -

He is ono ot those mon who would win & woman's - '

Mr. Clay say of him? *+That's o young man of.fine -

bell—no, I don’t mean so—we have no bell, but a tok-
ored waiter comes up stafrs, in his light slippers, as if{
he were practicing & dancing. step, and goes to all tho.
rooms, the most remote first, and says, *Dinner is ready, .
ladics.” This is & great improvement on those. terrible -

ended in mutual good'humor, both gentlemen thivking -



. truant from school.
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Witllens fot Wi Panser 6f Ligkk
- STORIES I‘OR THE YOUNG,

' BY Mus. L. M. WILLLS,

A CLEAR CONBOIENCE;
R OR, TUH PAIKILS OF TUB CLOVER DLOBSOMS,

You hiave all beard about the conaclence, and have been told, por
haps, that you tust keep a clear consciencos but I daro say somo of
you do not underatand what a clear consclenca is,  Charlio Mason did
not, and his unclo told him tho following story:

Thero was once 8 boy whoso namo was liko yours, Charlie, He
was not worzo than most boys, yot ho could not bo called o good
boy. Mo had many faults, aud as he had good, loving friends, thoy
tried to mako him better; and ho really wished to bo better; but it
gcomed to him casier to yicld to his bad hablts than to try to reform
them, and to continue to do a8 ho pleased, rather than to try to do
right. Butas Charlie had a real wish to bo better, he was sure to
commence, if not very bravely, the work of reforms for tho wish to
do right shows that one feels tho right better than the wrong—and
what we feel Is best, we are almost sure to do.

Charlfe had been thinking a good deal about his bad conduct, and
ho had been reading a pleasant book of fairy tales, as he sat under the
large oak tree, back of his father’s house. As'he closed his book he
thought to himself, ++Oh, how I wish I had a fairy to bring me some
talisman to keep mo always good and happy.” He looked out upon
thoe fleld of blossoming clover, and upon the quivering birch, and
wondered if the fairies would live in such common flowers as clover
blossoms, and whéther the soft sound of the whispering birch would
not be sweet enough music for them to danco by. And so he Ustened

“till be thought tho leaves wers calling—
“Qome, oh come,

Here's better fun
Than boys can find

In romp or run;

ghiver, quiver, 6o wo go,
Pirst in o hurry, then—so-mslow,'

B

‘And as Chnrlle kept on rh,vming after the voice of the wind, he foll -

* quletly asleep. He did not sleep without a dream, for his mind had
been too full of bright pictures to sleop like his body. . Ro thought
he was sitting in the clover-fleld ; but as he looked at the blossoms,
each one began to nod to him, and so ho spoké, ¢*How do youdo?”
His voice sounded like a silver trumpet, and, as soon as it ceased,
every blossom scemed to grow brighter and more beautiful, till every
littlo tube in cach flower looked like a horn of amethyst. Hosoon
fixed his eyes on one flower close by him, and he thought he saw s
great many deep cells, all of the beautiful amothyst, and he supposed
them to lead from some chambers far down in the centro of the flow-
ers. ¢+0h, that I could go in,” he said; and as he spoke, the flower
quivered on its stalk, and ono of the horns opened more and more,
until it scemed liko a beautiful arching door-way, and, at the same
time, he felt himself no larger than the entrance, and with a bold
step 'he put his foot ‘on the purple floor. The sound of it rang out
like sweet music, and echoed from sido to side of the corridor,.and
he heard aweet volces singing—

“Qomo, mortal, como,

This Is our home;

Here the fuiries dwell
In the amethyst coll"

) He followed whither the voices scemed to call, nnd went down tho
wide. ‘arched passage till nearly to the centre of the ﬂower. Here all

. seemed to change from the soft purplo to emerald grecn. The ﬂoor

was of tho finest velvet, and tho ceiling was hnng with' curtains’ of
delicate green.  Thore was an emerald basin filled with pnre water,
iy whloh seemed reflected overy beautiful thing he had ever seen.

Buf Chnrlio saw no one, and as yet stood- a)ouo. ﬂlled with wonder. )

. .M laat he anid—

“But where do’you Adwoll-—

USRI In what hidden cell?" . .

.lAndns hls voice echoed from the high ceiling, every curtain scomed
to‘ Quiver, and out troopcd o myriad of bright figures from the recesses
behlnd the curtnins. . 'There wero maidens dressed in overy color of
tho rnlnbow. somo with blue dresses and golden crowns, some with

rosecolored tunics and white mantles, and some with golden gar-’

“"ments bordered with blue, and cach had some emblem of power, or
- mign of its order. The blue fairies had cornucopias filled with bright
-'gems, diamonds, pearls, rubles, and they scattered them with their
“-hands, and every one, as it fell, sounded like the falling rain-drops,
‘and softly repeated the word love, love, love.
"had wands, on which were strung countless bells; and when the
fairfes shook them, they rang out in soft tones, faith, faith, faith,

" The rose-colored fairics bore 1ittle baskets filled with wreathg; and as

.they scattered them, the maidens sang, hope, hope, hope. Hope,
faith, and love, filled all the arches of the beautiful chamber, and the
*Watcrs in the basin glanced and gleamed, 09’ sometimes the maidens
.tosséd their treasures into the pare depths, or shook thelr wands over
its smooth surface. They all trooped around the new comer, and

‘tried 0 t0ss to him some of their gifts; but the gems faded, and the '

“flowers withered, and the golden bells 3 rang out only dull sounds as
they ‘were nwnng over his head, Then they all snng.
R - “Tell us why
i : The flowers dia ?
[N T .Why must fado
.y The gems' Lright shade ?
Why sound dutl
Tho fairy bell 2
foen Chnrlie beéganto weep, becanso he ehanged ‘the flowers, and
! the gems. aid the musle, and the tears fowed down his cheeks. and
shecovered his cyes, When ho opened them, the room was empty,
‘and 1 hé saw only the green curtains, the emerald basin, and the soft
" velvet carpot, with no trace of the flowers or gems. Charlle thought
he would step toward the basin, for the waters were as-clear as the
dow on the grass, and as smooth as the mirror in his mothér's parlor.
- As he came near and looked down upon it. he thought no more of
*what he had scen, but only of the strango sights before him. He be-
“held every wrong action of his life pictured on the water. There he
#tood, angry and defiant, having struck a playmate who had offended
him. 'Again be saw himeelf, like o thief, taking pears from his
‘father's fine pear tree. A little further on he beheld himself playing
And in that dark corner was the picture of the
~very place ho stood when he told his father a lie. Ho saw his selfish
" aotlotis as if they had just been committed, and all his unkind deeds
- geomed glaring at him.
‘1+Ch dear,’” said Chatlie, **X can look no longer. Iam nshnmed to
“behold myself.”” And as he raised bis eyes, he found he was not
alone, but a beantiful maiden, clothed in puro white, was on the op-
- posite side of the emerald basin. 8ho looked so kindly on him, that
.he ventured to speak to her.
Do tell me why I must see all this. I cnnnot help all ‘that has

7 been—I would forget it.”

s*But youcan help what ir to be. 1In this mirror you sco all that
-made the flowers of hope fade, and the bells of faith sound dull, and
» the gifts of love grow pale. When you can look in this mirror, and
| ehold {t clear as o crystal, then will you scatter gifts of love, and

‘ather flowers of hope, and sing songs of faith, Will you try 9"

‘of will try—1I will try,” said Charliec. »

' --But remember,”’ said tho' maiden, . ++it will take much pntienoe.
, and many a hard fight with sclfishness and sin.”

“«Bat I will ' try—I will try,”” sald Charlio; and as he spoke the
imafden shook her -hand over the basiu, and it tarned into a clear
3 mirror, which she took up. and, fostening her grrdln to it, sho hung
) ‘it about his neck.

++There,’* she said, -'tuka it, nnd when yon. can look in it and

't behold it clear o8 the waters of tho spring. then  you will know the

met peace and joy you seek.!”

- Asﬁho finished she clapped her hnndn. ond tho ‘green cartaing
i dulyered. ond.all the troops:of blue, and gold,.and ross-volored

1 matdens stepped forth, nnd they sang-—

- Try. !ry-mortnl try; :
Make thy mirror like tho nky.
Then come to us and wo shall bo .
Clover bloome aud birchon treo.”

. Churlle woke from his. dream, and 1ooked upon tho fleld of blos.
+ soming clover, and the birch- tree, and heard the soft rastling of ita
¥ Jeaves, anid felt as if he had come from ,fnlry land on o sunbeam. that

" sj quivered throagh the leaves of the opk. Ho felt for his fairy mirror,

. and then ho remembered all hehad-scendn it. And he atill kept

-sipéging all, patil he began's9 mander'Af ho i a misror fn s ind -

o

(bt told b all b Lad dono, 1le ressly A, o oy 1atar to besp
clear frou any more such Lad elghts, s began o corncabto lead s
true and good Nfe, * * .

«O," sald Charlts Mazon, who had latened fo this stosy, #1 an.
derstund pow; thot was his cousclence, which s like a mirror, to
show us all wo do, and tell us if*all §s right, and good, and noble.*
«Yes, that is §t,"" sald his uncle; ++the consclenco tells usof all
that {s wrong, and wo sco by it our faults and sins, ch P your con.
gclenco clear, and you have nothing to fear,"’
vIdon't quito understand what Falth, Hopo and Lovo meant,”
ea{d Charlio, .

vWell, if you havo really a elear consclenco, you will try to do all
tho good you can, and that will bo giving gifts of love: and you will
seo nothing fearful in yoursclf, so yon will have bright hopes; and
you.will have faith in God snd {n man, beeanso all that you see fn
your mirror will bo bright and beautiful, and so you will trustin
bright and beautiful things, or havo fafth in them,”’

sWell
! X will try—1 will try
To mako my mittor llko the sky,"

said Charlio Mason. And who besides will say s0?

Writton for tho Banner of Light.

THE FEELINGS AND EMOTIONS.~-NO. 2,

BY PROF. PAYTON SPENCE, M. D.

Feeling, emotlon interest i the starting point—the germ of every
production of the buman mind—I care not what it may be—music,
poetry, philosophy, cthics and even the uppnrently cold and lifeless
truths of mathematics. And this Is the test by which wo may dis.
tinguish what truly belongs to a man, and is the outgrowth of him.
self, from that which be has stolen from another and called his own.
If ‘2 man presents mo with a thought which is not his, it is delivered
cold and dead. He has got it probably from books, and it repells me,
because it smells of the graveyard. I know that he has dug it up
from some mouldering sepulcher where other men havé buried their
children. He tries in vain to clectrify it into life. Bat if he pro-
senta me witha thought which is really his own, it is not still-born,
but it comes tingling with life; it laughs, or it weeps, or it shoats,
and i8 all over in a glow of radiant vitality.

I Iiave said that all thoughts, even the truths of mathematics, are
the expansions of germs, which aro the embodiments of latent possi-
bilitics. Thus the bee constructs the cells of the honey-comb upon
strictly geometrical principles, making the partition walls between
the upper and lower layers of cells of such a form, and placing them
at such angles to each other that the greatest strength and the great-
est capacity are obtained within the smallest compass, and with the
least expenditure of wax. This very problem puzzled some of the
greatest geometricians of Europe, and was finally solved, I believe,
by Lord Brougham. Yet the bee solves it with the greatest possible
accuracy, without stady, without having to go through the intricacies

ths pnumrumwofgou!m Lut tha laflorescenico of thosa yital ohmonla
of thy soul whose reots are busled In s soll which ls fnoabaunibla?
Yot go out {nto our Institutions of learnlng and sco bow, fn the neg.
fect of the true methoda of caltivating the mind, the roots nre cul off,
atd tho branchics thrust Into walor-puls to pass through o slekly
oxlstence, and then droop, and wither, and dlo. It has bLeen well
pald, that the chambers of overy man's mind, cven the rudest and
mont uncultivated, are written all over with charactera which aro full
of meaning, and that some day or other ho shall bring a lantern and
read thoso hieroglypliics, Now, thero 18 no other lantern to the
benighted mind but fecling and emotion; and ns they fush thelr
sheets of lightuing across tho soul, wo got glimpses of our own
exhaustless wealth, or os they glow with steady, continuous blazo,
wo become prodigal of our own Jmmeasurablo riches, and wo scatier
Jewels and diamonds broadeast along our pathway, and walk fn an
enveloplng Incense of our own creating.

That which wo do from tho promptings of feellng is always plens-
ant, alwoys casy; that which we do morely from the dictates of
knowledge, or of judgment, without a spontancous inclination in
that direction, without tho encrgizing influence of some ono of the
many loves and attractions which are ‘the dynamio clements of the
whole machinery of mind, s unplessant, arbitrary, unnatural, diffl-
cult. That which is done from knowledge, or judgment merely, is
mechanical, Turn the crank, or pull tho wires of an automaton, and
it willdo as well. It s acting because we have been commanded to
act; ahstaining from the low and the vicious, not becauso we are
really superfor to them and cannot do otherwise and yet be truo to
our present aspirations and fnclinations, but becauso wo are strug-
gling to come up to the expectations of others. It is extending the
open hand, with gold and silver in it, to the needy, while tho heart,
the truo fountain of all charity, {s frozon—petrified with sclfishness,
1f the receiver knew the motive of the gift, such gold and silver would
become to him dust and ashes. Such actions constitute whaf is ordi-
narily termed performing one's duty. But the truly developed man
has.no dutics.to perform. I doubt very much whether that sponta.
neous and intuitive man, Jesus Christ, ever used the term daty in his
elovated teachings. It is only the mechanical teachers that exhort
men to the performance of duties. Christ's mission wasa higher and
a loftier one—it was one of inspiration. He kindled the fire in the
breast of others, so that they walked by their own light, and followed
their own internal promptings and inolinations. <«He was to those
ninoug whom he lived, and through them to the world, a quickening
spirit. From his fullness of life he animated and vitalized men’s
gpiritual and moral natures. Hé was a centro of spiritual force, which
flowed out under the law of influence, and saved, redcemed, gave
oternal life to as many as drew near to him, seeking and willing. As
the sun enters the oak leaf, the violet, and calls out their life forces,
80 tho virtue that went out from him entered into their souls, and
new forces sprung into life within them. All that was highest,
purest, truest, divinest in them, wag called out; new and nobler aims
sprang up; sins fell off, evil habits loosed their claims, evil tempers
were stilled, all holiness seomed possible, all sacrifices easy.”’

of a mathematical calculation. How? By instinct. And what is
inatinet but undeveloped intelligence. It is the germ which has not

The golden fairjes-

yet token to itself a form—a body. It is, in fact, but another name
for feoling—sensation. Every surface which the bee lays out, every
line which it drawa, and every angle which it forms, it knows ia right.

.} Every bit of wax which it deposits, it knows is deposited in the right

place. Did I say it knows all these? I mistake; it knows none of
these; for to say that it knows, would be allowing it intelligence; but
it feels all these. Every line, angle and surface is the product of sen-
sation, fecling, instinct; and it is one of the characteristics of in.
stinct to attain jts end with unerring certainty; so that, if the bee
could swear s glibly as man, he would swear that every bit of wax
was pat in the right place. Is there anything like thisin man? Yes;
every faculty of his nature has instinct, or feeling for its basis—even
the mathematical, and the intellection of a faculty is but the instinct -
—the germ, unfolded—embodied. so as to become visible and tangible
to the mind. Look, for example, at those marvellous calcalating
boys of whom the nowspapers have ‘said 80 much. - An arithmetical -
problem is presented to one of them, and. instantly, almost, he gives
the answer. What another person would sclve with slate and peneil »
in an hour, he solves in his head in o minute. How, docs he do it?
Ask him, and hg is as dumb as the bee. The beo does not understand "
its mathomatics, nor does he understand his. It is not the province
of instinct to explain itsclf. Explanation is beyond its capacity. It
has grown thus far and no further. Yet thdt calculating boy knowa
—no, ho does not know, but he fecls that his answers are correct.
His own fnternal scnsations or instincts tell him that they are cor- ©
rect, and sensation, instinet, never errs. -This is one of those level-
ling facts which tell man that he is akin to the animal beneath him; -
that the animal is the undeveloped man, and man. is the developed
animal. - The sublimest mathematics that ever were written are all
tho outgrowth of fecling, which is but another name for instinet. .
Will a man over unfold a new truth in mathematics by beginning with
the fally formed, cmbodied trath itself7 - No, that would already pre-
supposo its existence. But suppose a problem, a new and a difficult
one, is presented to a mathematiclan for solution; if he does not bo-
come interested it it, in other words, if his feclings are not enlisted,
he will never solve it; but: on the contrary, let them bo awakened.
and instantly his mind runs out in quest of the solution., Presently
a shapeless, undefinable something rises up before him, and with un-
erring certainty his instincts, his feelings, tell him that the truth lies
there; he has found the latent possibility, and gradually the formless
‘thing—the chaos of thought assumes a definite outline—the light is
separated from the darkness, and now he not only feels the truth, but: -
kknows the truth, and can make it visible and tangible to others,

The sublimity of thought is in proportion to the sublimity of feel
ing, the intensity of thought to the intensity of feeling, the con-
tinuity of thought to the continuity of feeling. Fecling is the secret:
alchemist of the mind, which turns everything into tho purest gold.
All the old rags, and scraps, and loose fragments, and disjointe
tatters of our past experience aro gilded by the golden rays of this
{lluminating principle, and, instantly, they are converted into things
of beauty and of life. Tho moment the feelings are aroused, every-
thing glows and gleams within us, and the dim records of our past.
history, which lie buried, we know not where, and almost forgotten,
come forth, as if at the command of a powerful magician, and what
onco seemed to us of but little moment, unfolds its infinite results
upon our lifo and character. Under the influence of fecling, the
stream of thought never runs dry, words never fail, and everything
in naturo then stands ready with its endless imagery to illustrate our~
thoughts, and thonghts, words and imagery all spontancously groyp
themselves into the most beautiful and appropriate order; so thnt.
when the inspiration has ended, and we attempt to remodel, to rc-
construct, we make a hideous patchwork of what came forth from the
mind o perfect whole—a unit. This is onc of the most marvelous
things connected with the action of the human mind. Céntemplate,
for a moment, the sublime workings of the 1ncomprehéncible ma’
chinery of a great mind when under the influence of powerful and
fmpetnous emotions. We have heard of the Maelstrom, which wheels
fn wild, tumultuous circles, and gathers into itself the elastic foam-
bells and the huge leviathans, the floating straws and the gigantic
ships—everything, from the lenst to the greatest. Bo it is with
the revolving vortex of a great mind in motion; it reaches out after,
and gathers to itself everything in nature—rocks and trees, flowers
and stars, mountains, rivers and- seas, are all swallowed up in that
capacious vortex, and wrought up by ‘the ‘Wwonderful machinery into
which they.aro taken, into the marvelous fabric of thought, and
nothing is so small, and nothlng is 80 large, but that the mind
wiclds it 03 casily as the child does his toy, and weaves it into that
Leautiful product of its own workings, intelligence. To such a mind,.
thus inspired, arbitrary language, the fnvention of other men, scems
tame and impotent, and even the rich.and exhausticss imagery of,
natore seems poor and beggarly when compared with the vast pleni,
tude of thought which wells up, he knows not whence, and demands -

an’external embodiment—an adequate form, adequate to portray to
others its true nature—is superlative spirituality.,

Fecling i3 the great producer. the originator of thongbt and nut
only does it originate, but it gives coloring to everything that it
touches. The eloquence of 8 man who speaks from the decp emotions
of hls nature, is a percnnial stream which flows on without stint ?r
measure; it sparkles up as prodigally to-day as it did ycsterdny. The 1
dfscourse of one who spcnkx merely from acquired lore, comes by tlw

gpoopfal.. Whgt {seloquencq but the langnnge of fecling? What are all

“Emerson has said, **Beware when the great God lets loose a thinker
on this planct; then all things are at a risk.’”” DBat I say, Beware
when Naturo, in her boupty, sends d great feeler into our stagnant
society; then, indeed, all things are in jeopardy. Woman is about to
be turned loose upon this planet. Beware! Mero thinkers are never re-
formers; but feelers, or intuitive men, always are. . That is thelr true
mission, Thinkers work ontside of humauity, feelers insido of the
people. Tho great thimkers®are working upon external natare, or
perhaps trying to patch up the cumbersome, rickety machinery of so-
ciety, governments and organizutions of one kind or another. They
never reform cither themaelves or others. But the great feelers work
{upon the souls of men, upon the internal machinery of individual
minds. They use the samo dynamic elements that are at work within
themselves. They reform by getting into the souls of men, sending a
part of themsclves deop down into the subsoil of humanity, that it
may take sure root and become a part of them. They take no interest
cither in consolidating tho old ‘walls that encompass soclety, or in
patching up the rents and threadbare . places in the outer garments of

. | men; but thoy pour their own ‘decp feclings into their souls, which,

like so much leaven, speodily quicke_n them»into noi‘v life.

Wrmen for t.ho Bnnner or nght. '

OUR POPULAR BEVERAGES

v

"By A NEW connnsroxnnm. S

Generntions must pass. before the- nppeme for stlmulnnt bevemges.
other than ardent spirits, for daily uso,.can.be wholly overcome. 1t
prevails throughout the world, ~ Under the -burning sun of Central
America, the native Indinn and the Creolo alike sip their favorite
chocolnw The nntntored aborigines of Sonth America indulge thelr
anguny tea;.and. the red men of the north have their Apalachian,
Oswego and Labrador varleties of ‘tho .same -herb. Throughont the
Southern States and tho blooming West India Islands, the natural.
ized European clings to his favorite coffce; while in the Northern
‘States and the British-American provinces the Young Hyson, or
Souchong of China, is found in glmost every hamlet. Europe, too,
hag its- prevailing bevernges. The dark-eyed Spaniard, who snaps
from tho strings of his bewitching guitar sweet serenades to his lady-
love, and the passionate Italian, who sheathes a jeweled stiletto fn
the heart of a victorious rival, both draw their inspiration from choc.
olate. The .fascinating Frenchiman,: the case-loving German, the
honest Swede, and the dreamy Tark, all have their cofice. The per-
sovering Russian, the stald Hollander, and the burly Englishman,
make tea their national drink; while the poor, oppressed Irishman
contents himsell with tho refuse of French and Spanish chocolate
mills, drinking his simple {nfusion of cocon husks. Throughout all
'Asia the same appetite. has long.been gratified in various ways
Wherever, in Asia or Africa, the delusive faith of the Prophet has
found adherents, and where- his- broad banuner has triumphantly
waved, coffee has lent its narcotic aid to enhance the fervor of
religious zeal. In the countries ndjoinlng Arabia the coflee plant is
native to the soil.” .

From China, its native country, tea has scattered itself, as if by
magio, over Himalayan hills, Tartaric tableJands, and- Siberian
plpins, It has not paused, 'in its onward march, before Altajan
heights, nor wenried in crossing Russian wastes, and flnds its vo.
taries as readily in Moscow and St. Petersburg as in Pekin or
Chang-hai. - '

A popularity so universal have the infused beverages attained, and
so great an influence do they exert upon the human race, that the

question of their use, abuse, and disuse, occupics the attention alike
| of philosoplier and philanthroplst.

Their use ¢an be superseded, and
their influence overcome, neitler- by. the enthusiasm of the radical
reformer, nor by statistical appeals to the pecuniary economy of the
race. The fact that the annual expenditure for tea and coffee, in the
United Btates alone, is upwards of twenty-five millions of dollars,
does not prevent the poor widow from purchasing her ounce of tes,
though she possess but o handful of chips with which to steep it. It
is useless to tell tho gourmand that his luxuries cost more than his
necessaries, for men ev er have expended most for the gratification of
their gaverning nppetites and as long a3 human nature retains its
humanity, will men as - willingly appropriate dollars to the stomach
as cents to the conscience. Habits and appetites inculcated during o
lifetime, whose predisposing causes may well dispute priority with
tho cradle itself, are not -easily eradicated, even though conscience
and selfinterest bo ‘pitted against them; and until the desire for
stimulnnls, which is ‘none the less strong becauso it s abnormal, be
overcome, reformers may have scicnce, experience and economy
cntirely in their favor, and yet labor in vain. The stimulant users
of the present day—speaking in o general sense—were born, and
ninety nine in a hundred of them will die, with their present appg-
tites and lndnlgences.. The ,change~for change undoubtedly will
come in good time—will be effected through the rising and futare
generations. In view of them, and of those who have not yet wholly
surrendered themselves at the shrine of habit, it will not be amiss to
examing the -question -carefully, impnrtmlly. and ia the light of
sclence and reason. .

‘The Infused beverages are dinded into thrce classes: - First, teas;
or infusions of leaves; second, coffecs, or infusions of seeds; and,
third, cocons, which are their soups; or grucls, rather than infusions.

The three nctive lngredients of tea are, theme. taunic acld, and a

volatile oil." - The: first contributes’:its enuvenfng ‘properties, . tho

Cne

gcvond o aateingeacy, and the thied [ nurvotlo principlo, which {a
very gowerful In recontly-propared tea, This off 14 ot & natural
fagrediont of tha leal, bub ds produesd duting the rosting procest,
by o chomlcsl metamorphosfs, Tho Chinesa clulm for tea that vt is
of & cooling maturo, anud If taken o excoss produces lassltude and
cxhaustion,”” ‘They do not use that which s loss than a year olds
thus glving timo for o portion of tho volatile ofl to cscapo. Tea
{ucreases the flow of anlmal spirits and fmparts 8 feeling of cheorfuls
negs, It lessens tho losa of tho eystem by porsplration, arrests the
motamorphlo decomposition of tho tissues, ond therchy diminishes
tho quantity of nutriment necessary for the repalr of the body,

Tho constltuent principles of coflee aro elmilar to thoso of fea, the
main dlfferonco between tho two atfsing from the dilferent propor.
tiona In combination, Cofloo ralses tho nctivity of the vaScular and
norvous systoms, protracts remarkably tho decomposition of the
tissues, rouses the spirits, allays hunger, keops awoko and jmparts
a feellng of comfort and ropose. Taken too freely it produces various
marked disturbances in the system, such ns headache, palpitation of
the heart, delirium, porspirations, incapacity to sleep, eto., eto.

Abd-al-Eedir Anasara Djezerl Hanabali, son of Mahomet,
discourses: *O coffeo! thou dispellest tho cares of the great; thon
bringest back those who wander from the  paths of knowledge; thou
art tho beverago of tho people of God, and the cordial of his servants
who thirst-for wisdom! When coffee {s infused into the bowl, it
exhales the odor of musk, and is of the color of ink. The truth ig
not known, oxcept to the wise, who drink it from tho foaming coffee
cup. God has deprived fools of coffee, who, with invincible ob-.
stinacy, condemn it as injurious.””

Chemists bave assayed to determine to which of its proximate
clementa the varfous effects of this beverage aro due; but, practically
consldered, such {nvestigations are little better than sclentific non-
sense. When tho devotee of the bowl rises the potion to his lips, he
docs not bnuso to ask what part of the chemical formula for alcohol
(C4 H6 02) it is that burns his palate, nor does.tho hungry man
care whether it be empyreumatic oil or oil of vitriol that sutisﬂes his
craving, as he eips his smoking coffee.

In the same manner as tes, coffee leasens the excretions and areests
metamorphosis. Tea contains a much greater proportion of tannio
acid than coffeo, and hence i3 much more astringent; while the
volatile, empyrenmatic oil i8 most abundant in coffce. For this -
reason the latter possesses the greater marcotic power. Cocoa pos-
sesses no qualities superior to thoso of tea and coffeo. Its compo-
sition is similar to that of the latter, a peculiar principle called
theobromine, corresponding with theine or caffeine, and an oil, called
cocoa butter, with the empyreamatio oil of coffec. By renson of its
oily principle cocon taxes the digestive organs moroe than either of
tho other bevernges under consideration. As an offset to thé lntter .
fact, it is also more nutritiouns.

Everythlng in the great realm of nature has been created and ls
sustained upon the principlo of growth and decay. . Annul this law,
and the result is destruction and death; and just in proportion as thig
process .i8 retarded does the animal or vegetable orgnnism'!mﬂf&
deterioration, Without constant change, & process of inhalation and
exhalation, of supply and waste—to uso a more classical term—a
perpetual metamorphosis, noither man, nor beast, nor tree could exist
for a singlo day, Without this process, the human body would soop ™
become a loathesome mass of putrefaction. - Tho old and worn-ont ™
particles must be thrown off to give place for new material,: wbich.
after performing its office in the vital labratory, must, again, be dis..
placed by a fresh supply. As soon as the supply is withheld, the
vital domain suffers. Emaciation and death result from its protmcled
refusal, It follows, that whatever serves to arrest the wasie and re- .
newal of the tissucs, while it nctually diminishes the quantity of
nutriment, necessary for tho support of the system, it vitiates f.iro"
quality of the tissues, by causing them to retain some portion of the, -
effete matter of the system. The rale will hold good in all cases and
with every substance: just in proportion as we decrease the gnautily
of materjal necessary to supply the wasto of the tissues, do we depre--
ciato the quality of the tissues. The principal effect of tea, coffee and
cocon is to tax the.organs of excretion by furnishing. new substances

thus

to-be expelled, theine, tannic acid, eto., whick, during their elim. -
| inatory passage,. serve to constringe and clog the excretory ducts, -

Thus the Iatter are caused to retain other extrancons matter. " It may :
be laid down as an axiomatio aphorism, in physiology, that whatever
is gained in guantity is lost in gquality, if the gain bo throngh the ,
agency of arreaters of motamorphosis, :
Again, we must beware of accepting the- nbnormnl nction of tho .
system, consequent upon the use of stimulants, as the direct action’
of the agents themeelves. - Vital action and reaction must not be;°
mistaken for specification. = o
Increase the ordinary load of your druughthorse slightly, and he
will step a little more firmly; double it, and he will put forth uncom.
mon effort, and move ‘faster than with - his ‘usual load; apply the
whip, and ho will strain his muscles to the utmost, and probably
break his harness; but it would bo extremely absurd to suppose
that tho increased demand for exertion, and the prompting of his.
driver, produce a corresponding increase in the strength of the ani. .
mal. The human organism acts upon a similar principle, It per-
forms its ordinary labor quictly. Naturally, the vital machinéry
moves with very little friction, from the dawn of life untjl stopped
by the chill of death. When any substance, deleterious to the deli-
cato tissues of the body, is introduced into the system, through the
digestive organs, the vital forces are concentrated in that dircetion
to defend the structures and dislodge the intruding agent. The chan..
nel of ejection is dotermined by the nature and potency of the sub-
stance introduced. Sometimes the repulsion is attended with'ﬁéry
little commotion—a slight perspiration or slight increase through
some other of the excretory channels, as in the case of tonjcs'and
weak stimulants; sometimes with violent perturbations throughout

* | the whole system, as in cases of strong narcotics and small doses of

poison; and sometimes the vital forces are completely overthrown'in
their effort at aelf-defenco. 88 in case of fatal poisoning. *In every
case, though in & different degree, the action is forced and abnormal.

An old physician—and old physicians are too often decmed the
best anthority, simply on account of age—when asked if tea renlly
was a slow poison, is sald to have replied: «*Certainly, very slow,
indeed; I have been dying of it mysclf for the last soventy years;’®
which was true enough in a figurative sense, for it matters very little
with tho result whether we vitiate or abbreviate life. To those hav-
ing a high ideal of physical purity there is no avoiding the inferenco.
and the moral is more nenrly allied to tho pbysical than most men’
care to admit.

-After all that cin be eaid ngmnst the uso of theso bevornges. the -
fact that nature will adapt herself to circumstances, continually. con-
travenes the philosophy of the radicals.. Almost unlimited provision
hos been made for the exigencies and viclssitudes of this physical
life. ~The human constitution is well-nigh invincible,” Abuse it da
we may, still the machinery of life moves on; not generally without
complaint, but always with fidelity. Adepts in the art of arsenic.
eating perceive no inconvenienco from quantities which would prove
fatal to half a dozen inexperienced tasters; and thus whatever habits
we may indulge, or in whatever circamstances we may bé placed, if
the former are regular and systematic, and the latter permanent, we
shall find our natures gradually accommodating themsclves to’ their
condition even though thnt be not striotly phys:ologlcul

p—

Wouan.—To the eternal honor of tbe sex, be it said, that in tho
path of duty no sacrifice is with them too high or too dear. . Nothing
fs with them impossible, but to shrink from what love, honor, jnno-
cence, religion requires. The velce of pleasure or of power may pass
by unheeded, but the voice of affliction never. . The chamber of the
sick, the pillow of the dying, the vigils of the dead. the altars of
religion, never fail to excite the sympatbies of woman, Timid
though ehe be, and so delicate that the winds of hepven may not too
roughly visit her, yet she fears no danger, and drerds no consequen.
ces.” Then she displaya that undaunted spirit which utters noithcr
murmurs nor regrets, and that patience in suflering which eeems
victorious even over death itsclf —Judge Story.

A few duys ago. o bright-eyed little boy, about six ycnrs old retired
up stairs to bed, leaving his Thother Lelow without the’ oustomnry
geod-night kiss. As he kissed his father, nnd bede him good-night,
ho naively said: “Tell mamma good:night for-me; X forgot‘ to kiss

ﬁor. but tell her that Ilcua her n my heart,”





















